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The Ten Marks Of An 
Educated Man Atter E Wideatiaeel 


d Switch to IPANA for 1 Month! 


HY is there such an increase of 
trouble with the gums? Why is a 
“pink toothbrush” so prevalent? Despite 
the best daily care, why is it that gum 
troubles are making so much headway? 
The dentists’ answer is 
something like this: 
Healthy gums are the foundation of 
good, healthy teeth. Good circulation 
is the life of healthy gums. 
Nature intended that rough, fibrous 


Perhaps your own 
| toothbrush seldom 
E “shows pink” — 
perhaps it never 
does. Still, you can 
build no better 
foundation for the 
health — present 
and future—of 
your gums and 
teeth than to brush 
them twice daily 
with this delicious 
dentifrice. 


” BRISTOL-MYERS CO. 


Keep your gums firm and healthy when and while 
you brush your teeth. Counteract the effects of a 
diet that is undermining the health of your gums. 


Wa} Dept. J75, 42 Rector St., New York, NY. ; 


Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA Toota 
Paste without charge or obligation on my part. _ 


food, slowly chewed, should massage 
the gums and keep the circulation 
vigorous. 

And what happens? We eat soft, rich, 
creamy foods. Weeat quickly, nervously, 
thoughtlessly. Our food tastes good— 
oh yes—but it does not stimulate the 
gingiva, it does not massage the gums, 
it does not rouse a healthy circulation 
of blood in the gums. 

Dentists know by experiments that 
teeth disappear in mammals fed con- 
tinuously on a liquid diet. And this soft 
food we eat is, so far as our dormant 
gums are concerned, little better. 


Stimulate your gums while 
you brush your teeth 


Now, habit and custom prevent most 
of us from choosing our food for the 
benefit of our gums. The principles of 
Horace Fletcher, excellent as they are, 
would not be acclaimed as much at a 
dinner party as they are in a laboratory. 

But what you can do easily is to 
stimulate your gums, to revive their cir- 
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IPAN 


—made by the makers of Sal Hepatica 


culation, when and while you clean 
your teeth. 

Ifyou are troubled with tender gums, 
go to your dentist. Ask him about Ipana. 
To 60,000 dentists we have personally 
demonstrated it. Last year alone, they 
used several hundred thousand samples. 
They know its value. 

Not only does Ipana cleanse teeth 
safely, but it tones and strengthens weak 
and understimulated gum tissue. 

This it can do because of the presence 
of ziratol, an antiseptic hemostatic used 
bythe profession to allay bleeding and to 
restore gum tissue to its normal tonicity. 


Make this trial of Ipana 
for one month 


Ipana is an aid to the dentist, not a 
substitute for him. Ask him about its 
properties, its fine cleansing power, its 
delicious taste. Then switch to it for 
one month. See for yourself how good, 
how effective it really is. 

Despite the coupon on this page, the 
simplest and best thing to do is to get 
a large tube at your nearest drug store. 
The ten-day tube can only start the good 
work. A full-size tube, which will last 
for a hundred brushings, will show you 
the start of firmer, harder, healthier 
gums, and a clean, sweet and whole- 
some mouth. 
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Directory of Schools 


Schools and Colleges for Boys 


STAUNTON 
Military Academy 


An Ideal Home School for Manly Boys 


Boys from 44 States last session. One of the most distinguished 
schools in America. Boys from 10 to 20 years old prepared for 
the Universities, Government Academies or Business. 


1,600 feet above sea-level; pure, dry, bracing mountain air of 

the famous, proverbially healthful and beautiful Valley of the 
Shenandoah. Pure mineral spring waters. High moral tone. Parental 
discipline. Separate building and special teachers for younger boys. 
Military training develops obedience, health, manly carriage. Fine shady 
lawns, expensively equipped gymnasium, swimming pool and athletic 
ark, All manly sports encouraged. Daily drills and exercise in open air. 
bor from homes of culture and refinement only desired. Personal, individ- 
ual instruction by our tutorial system. Standards and traditions high. 
Academy 64 years old. Complete plant, full equipment, absolutely fire- 
proof. Charges, $700. Illustrated catalog free. Address 


COLONEL THOS. H. RUSSELL, B. S., President 
Box A Kable Station, Staunton, Va, 


New Mexico Military Institute 


In the Sunshine State 


A school of distinction offering exceptional high school and junior college 
work under the most favorable conditions. Balanced program of academic, mili- 
tary and physical training. All sports, including polo and swimming. R.O.T.C. 
Altitude 3700 feet. Outdoor life the year round. Bracing air, dry climate. A 
cavalry school. Every boy rides. Moderate rates. 


COL. J. C. TROUTMAN, Supt. Box M, Roswell, New Mexico 


Est. 1844. High Schooland Junior 


f College. Scholastic work of recog- 
| nized excellence. 
i Develops the boy and trains him 
| MILITARY Le” i for leadership by a comprehensive 
oS system of athletic, military and 
general activities. 

The new gymnasium, the most recent 
addition to Kemper’s already fine equip- 
ment, gives unsurpassed opportunity for 
all indoor sports— basketball, track, ten- 
nis, etc. 

Send for catalog. 


- a z Col. T. A. JOHNSTON, Superintendent 
The new gymnasium, one of the finest in the country. 708 Third Street, Boonville, Mo. 


A special technical school with concise but comprehensive course in Electrical Engineering. Nonessentials 


eliminated. Thorough knowledge of underlying principles emphasized. Theory and practice are closely 
interwoven in class-room and laboratory. 


Electrical Engineering. in One Year 


The course Is designed for earnest, ambitious young men of limited time and means. 
Curriculum includes mathematics, mechanical drawing and intensive shop work. Students 
construct motors, install wiring, test electrical machines. Graduates are qualified to 
enter the electrical field at once 

Bliss men hold responsible positions throughout the world. Thoroughly equipped fire- 
Proof dormitories, dining hall, laboratories and shops. Prepare for your profession in the 
most Interesting city in the world. Established 1893. Send for catalog. Address 


BLISS ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 327 Takoma Avenue Washington, D. C. 
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THREE NATIONAL CHAMPIONSHIP: 


Were won in 1924 by the rifle team of St. 
John's Military Academy pictured above. 
These lads were victors in the National Rifle 
Association Match for Military Schools, the 
National Intercollegiate Match for R.O.T.C. 
units under direction of the War Depart- 
ment, and the National Wm. Randolph 
Hearst Match, open to all schools. 

They have put themselves in harmony 
with the St. John's system, and are reaping 
their rewards in sound bodies, nerves of 
steel and powers of concentration that have 
brought them the joy of accomplishment 
and the thrill of victory. 

At St. John's, boys learn to do things. 
They are trained for leadership. They are 
under the supervision of selected men, spe- 
cialists in boy training. Catalog. 

feld, 


Box 18-G Dela Waukesha Co., Wis. 
Military 

St. John's Reaiemy 

h EPISCOPAL THE AMERICAN RUGBY 


AW SCHOOL “sireng 
University 

A one-year course, covering the entire field of American Law. 
Daily lessons assigned from Standard text-books. Not a lec- 
ture school. Moot Court twice a week. More than 5000 
slumni, among whom are numbered two former Associate 
Justices of the Supreme Court of the United States, present or 
former Chief Justices and Associate Justices of many state 
courts, including those of Missouri, Kentucky, Tennessee, 
Alabama, Arkansas,'Florida, Montana, Oklahoma, North Caro- 
lina and Texas, all three present Federal Judges in Tennessee, 
seven United States Senators, and scores of other jurists and 
representatives in Congress. Seventy-ninth year, begins second 
Wednesday in September, 1925. For catalogue, address 


LAW SCHOOL, Box 26 Lebanon, Tenn. 


FISHBURNE MILITARY SCHOOL 


Vile a 


R. Q. T. C- 
under U.S. 
War Department N 


46th year. In Blue™ 
Ridge Mountains, 1300 \_ 
ft. altitude. 4 hours from™ 
Washington. Prepares for 
universities and business life. 
Small classes. One teacher for \ 
every ten cadets. New $250,000™ 
fireproof buildings. Swimming pool and 
all athletics. For catalog write 


COLONEL MORGAN H. HUDGINS, Principal 
Box A, Waynesboro, Virginia 


Preparatory in grade, military in organization, 
refining in influenc rains the character, mind, 


boc The patror is nation-wide. 


re campus of Blue Grass on main line 
7; 9 stone and brick buildings erected by 
U. £ yovernment. All manly sports, golf course, 
swimming pool. R.O. T.C. under army officers. 

Thorough . preparation for college and West 
Point on certificate. English-Business Course for 
boys no tering college. Junior school. Fixed 
cha 20. Send for catalog; give boy's age 
and grade. 


COL. C. E, CROSLAND, President 
Box 403, Columbia, Tennessee 
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The Ten Marks 
Of an Educated Man 


By Albert Edward Wiggam 


HENEVER I get to think- 
ing about the marks of an 
educated man, my mind 
s back to Uncle Noah 
mith. 

Uncle Noah was a model maker in the 
old plow factory at Vernon, Indiana—the 
place that I always feel I am away from, 
although I have lived all over America. 
And the place that a man feels he is away 
from, no difference where he may have 
lived, is the place that to him will always 
be home. 

Uncle Noah retired after the plow 
factory moved to Indianapolis, about 
1900. And when I would come home from 
my long lecture trips he used to come over 
and see me. We often sat out under the 
old apple tree in the back yard and talked 
—as men will when the air is quiet—of 
science, love, and religion; of money, 
destiny, and God. The old tree went 
down in the cyclone of guy but the 
memory of my talks with Uncle Noah 
will always remain. 

I knew more than Uncle Noah did. He 
was not a learned man, as the notion 
goes. I had read more and traveled and 
seen more. But I doubt if I had thought 
or felt more. He had made the first models 
for the old Buckeye mowing machine, 
back in the seventies. He was skilled in 
his craft, and that is the foundation a man 
must have if he is ever to become educated. 

But a man does not get all of his 
education out of his work. First and last, 
I have myself traveled many hundreds of 
thousands of miles over this country, 
lecturing. I have lectured to audiences in 
universities and small colleges; in mining 
and lumber camps and gold-leafed ball- 
rooms; to labor conventions, capitalists’ 
conventions, educators’ conventions, 
women’s clubs, men’s clubs, millionaires’ 
clubs, down-and-out clubs, and to Opie 
Read’s ‘‘Arkansas Travelers,” in the 
Ozarks. 

I have been a traveling salesman, a 
quasi-sugar chemist and assayer, and 
once I ran a big bankrupt hotel in a 
mining camp, and made it pay. 

I have been a police reporter and have 
written best sellers and worst sellers. I 
have had tuberculosis three times, and at 
fifty-three am working fourteen hours a 
day and expect to keep on for another 
fifty years or so. 


For thirty years I have studied biology 
—especially its social applications. I have 
made, I suppose, the largest private 
collection in the world of the literature of 
hereditys genetics, and eugenics. I have 
gone across the ocean, as any special 


student does, to talk in his laboratory . 


with some man who knew more than any- 
one else about some problem with which I 
was concerned; and I believe I number 
some of the most learned men of our time 
among my warm personal friends. 

And yet, with all this, which ought 
to give a man an education, if anything 
would, as I look back this morning through 
the mist of the years since Uncle Noah 
went to his reward, I have grave doubts 
as to which of us was the better educated 
man. 

For Uncle Noah had to an unusual 
degree the first of the ten great marks 
which these years of knocking against all 
sorts and conditions of men Fave led me 
to believe are the mental badges that 
distinguish a man of genuine education. 
And that first mark is this: 


First: He keeps his mind open on 
every question until the evidence is all in. 

“It does not matter much what a man 
knows, nor how much he knows,” Uncle 
Noah often said to me; “‘the thing that 
separates an educated man from an un- 
educated man is how he learned what he 
does know.” 

In this remark Uncle Noah struck at 
the roots of every man’s personal problem 
with reference to his own education. Half 
a man learns in school and college is of no 
use, and the other half he forgets; but if 
he has learned right habits of learning; if 
he has learned to keep his mind open to 
new facts, even though some new fact 
might jab some of his personal opinions 
in the “proud flesh,” so to speak; if he 
has got over being atraid to change his 
mind, no matter what it costs his personal 
pride; if he has got so he is not afraid to 
think; above all, if he has learned to hold 
back his judgment until the evidence is 
all in, that man will wake up one fine 
morning to find he is one of the most 
trusted men in his community and, it may 
be, of his day and generation. 

So if a man wants to become really 
educated, instead of becoming merely a 
highly informed fool, he should, I think, 


continually ask himself the following 
three questions, which I call the A B C of 
all education: 


(A) Do I really want to know the truth 
about politics, business, science, religion, 
morals, and life; or do I merely want to prove 
that my preconceived notions of these things 
are right? 

(B) Am I willing to lay aside the convictions 
of a lifetime, and all the traditions and beliefs 
of history, and all the customs of my social 
class, in the presence of a new fact, long enough 
to find out if this new fact ought to change my 
point of view? 

(C) Have I ever, without mental reservation, 
prejudice, bias, set notions, and dogmas, even 
for a moment surrendered my mind and 
heart completely to the examination of the 
reasons for my most cherished opinions; that 
is, surrendered completely to the truth, no 
matter where it may lead me? 


NCLE NOAH was strong on these 
points. “When I make a plow model,” 

he said to me one day, “‘I am not guided 
by creeds, nor party platforms, nor what 
my party said about plows a hundred 
years ago. I just take my tools and set 
to work, and settle each problem with 
common sense and what skill I have as it 
comes up. Why can’t we settle all our life 
problems in the same way. 
“T wonder what would happen,” he 
added, “if the Republicans and Demo- 
crats would forget what they are quarrel- 
ing about, and sit down in this same 
spirit, and actually try to solve our hard 
problems? Most parties to all contro- 
versies don’t want the question settled. 
What they want is to prove that they are 
right. If the question was really settled, 
a lot of politicians would be out of a job.” 
It is a great day in a man’s life when he 
comes to Uncle Noah’s mental attitude 
and makes this surrender to truth. Some- 
thing happens to him. He has become 
educationally “converted.” He has been 
baptized into a new faith—a new faith in 
himself, in the world, and in his fellow 
men. He has entered into a new kind of 
life. He has gained a new courage; he is 
no longer afraid. He suddenly finds him- 
self in possession of a strange new power— 
the power to handle and control facts, the 
wer to discover new facts about things 
or himself. He finds for the first time in 
his life that his knowledge has become 
power—power to move men and things. 


Such a man suddenly i a 
Ka 1 . 11 


12 


exercising a strange new influence over his 
fellows. His aeh bors notice the change, 
as they do when a drunkard reforms. His 
superior officers notice it, and mark him 
for promotion. His feet are at last on the 
highway toward the four great objects of 
life and education: namely, poise, power, 
peace, and freedom. Sometimes this mira- 
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I nudged Mrs. Wiggam and whispered 
to her: 

“I saw she was one of these decided 
viewers when she came in the front door.” 

This does not mean that you should not 
arrive in the end at very strong con- 
victions. But if you have always had 
them, and never changed your mind, then 


And this brings us naturally to the 
second mark of a man of education: 


GECOND: He always listens to the 
man who knows. 

I once heard John W. Black, professor 
of education at Indiana University, tell a 
story which goes to the heart of this 


cle happens to a man at. 


the workbench. Sometimes 
it does not happen in the 
chair of the university pro- 
fessor. 

But wherever it happens 
and to whomsoever it hap- 
pens, there, and there only, 
1s a man who is well on his 
may to becoming educated. 

t is easy to see how 
practical this all is and how 
astoundingly effective. For 
this miracle happened to 
Columbus, and Re discov- 
ered America; to Galileo, 
and he discovered the tele- 
scope; to Henry Ford, and 
he made a practical auto- 
mobile; to Wilbur Wright, 
and he invented the air- 
plane; to Edison, and he 
illuminated the physical 
world; to Jesus, and he 
lighted the spiritual uni- 
verse. 

I dwell much longer on 
this point than any other, 
because it is preliminary to 
all education. Unless a man 
gets past this point you 


can’t educate him. But if 


you once learn these A B C’s 
of open-mindedness, once 
catch onto the method, get 
the hang of the thing, then 
all things in education are 
within your easy grasp. 


F ALL our business men 

and legislators should sud- 
denly get the hang of these 
three a B C’s, and go at 
their problems as Uncle 
Noah went at making a 

low, it would cut down 

usiness failures one half, 
decrease the number of laws 
to about one fifth and multi- 
ply their effectiveness mani- 
fold; and it would reduce 
the Congressional Record 
from a set of volumes that 
have to be shipped in a 
freight car to one that could 
be carried in the voter’s 
vest pocket. 

You can easily test these 
marks of education upon 
your neighbors. Study the 
people you meet, and you 
will soon see that the whole 
world is divided into just 


If You Are Not Educated— 
You Can Be 


EFORE the month of June is over, a good 
many thousands of young men and young 
women will have completed their college 

courses and struck out into the world. A hundred 
times as many, driven by desire or force of circum- 
stances, will drop school and college courses un- 
finished, and step out into the hurly-burly of 
industry and business. And numbers of them will 
leave the formal path of education with regret or 
heartache. 

But later, if they are fortunate, all of these 
young people will learn that educatioh is a process 
which is never completed. A college diploma 
merely signifies that the bearer has been given 
a fair start on the road to education—albeit with 
better advantages than the average man has. But 
it doesn’t mean that he is through with education. 
Far from it! . 

Many people still cling to what one prominent 
college dean has called the “camel theory” of 
education. They think that, as a camel can pre- 
pare for a long journey across the arid desert by 
drinking large quantities of water, so they them- 
selves can fill their minds with knowledge in their 
ou and “‘live off it” for the rest of their natural 

ves. 

Education, however, is much more than a sup- 
ply of knowledge. It is, first of all, as Mr. Wiggam 
points out, a state of mind and spirit, a yearning 
to know the truth, and a courage great enough to 
act upon the truth once it is known. 

So the college man is not the only one who has 
the chance to become educated. A man unlearned 
in book lore, as Mr. Wiggam explains, may be 
profoundly educated. Perhaps his fund of knowl- 
ledge along fornval lines may not be great, but 
he may be great in wisdom, tolerance, and open- 
mindedness. Such a man is better educated than 
the best informed man in the world, provided 
that the latter has a sealed mind. 

If you have never attended college, or even 
high school, you can, if you will make the effort, 
become an educated man or woman. Mr. Wig- 
gam points the way. He shows you the true 
education, which is rich in poise, power, and 
freedom. It is open to all. Tue Eprtor. 


phase of every man’s edu- 
cation. 

As the story went, old 
John Crosby was the 
farmer in Johnson County. 
His corn and hogs and 
pumpkins always took first 
prize. He scorned “these 
scientific fellers,” as he 
called them, “who write 
pieces for the agricultural 
papers. = 

‘You can’t teach farming 


in a college,” said Old John; 
and that settled it. 

But Young John, his son, 
had gained a different notion 
from the new high-school 
principal, and begged to be 
allowed to go to the state 
agricultural college. Finally, 
the Old Man yielded to the 
combined pleadings of the 
boy and his mother, and the 
lad went off to take the 
short winter course. 

“But when you get back,” 
said the Ol an, “PI 

ive you half of the west 
orty and I’ll take the other 
half. We'll put them in 
corn, and then I’ll show you 
what they don’t know about 
dirt farming in college.” 


OE morning, however, 
in the early spring, Old 
John asked, a bit uneasily: 

“ Mother, what’s that boy 
got in his room up-stairs in 
the south window?” 

` “Oh, just some boxes o° 
dirt, testin’ his seed corn,” 
replied the mother cau- 
tiously. 

“Huh!” snorted the Old 
Man. “Do you reckon I’ve 
been selectin’ seed corn for 
forty years and can’t tell a 
good ear from a bad one?” 

But Mr. Crosby noticed 
that the boy had scarcely 
any replanting to do, while 
nearly one fifth of his corn 
failed to come up. 

And so it went all sum- 
mer. When the dry weather 
set in, the boy kept right on 

lowing, while the Old Man 
aid off, as usual, and said 
it would make all the 
moisture evaporate. 


ln October, when the 


these two types—open-minded and tight- you have never learned anything new. corn was cribbed, Old John proudly put 
minded people. Open-minded people you Such People go through a process which in his usual eighty bushels per acre. But 
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can educate; tight-minded you can’t. 


they ca 


‘making up their minds.” As when 


Young John weighed in his last 


I saw one of the tight-minded sort the 
other day on the train. A woman across 
the aisle from me, to whom nature had 
given a marvelous loud speaker, undis- 
turbed by static, said to a defenseless man 
opposite er, : 

‘I’ve always had very decided views 

n politics.” 


an old lady says in one of Miss Wilkins’s 
stories: 

“I make up my mind slow, but I make 
it up firm.” 

And when they get it made up, they 
close it with a snap. After that, a new 
fact could not drive its way in with a 
hydraulic ram. 


load, the average was ninety-five. 

The next morning the Old Man came 
down to breakfast in his Sunday blacks 
and with his satchel packed. 

“Why, Father,” said Mother Crosby; 
“what ails you? Where are you going?” 

“Oh,” replied the old man, with a 
sheepish grin, “I’m going to college.” 


The Ten Marks of an Educated Man, by ALBERT EDWARD WIGGAM 


For all I know old John Crosby may 
have gone to college for the next twenty 
years and may now be a professor of 
agricultural chemistry. 

But the biggest day in his education 
was when he closed his satchel, and opened 
his mind to listen to the voices of those 
who knew. However, Old John Crosby was 
not altogether wrong. 
In many respects he 
was altogether right. He 
was right when he said 
that you can’t make a 
farmer in college. You 
can’t. 

Observe, he was al- 
ready getting eighty 
bushels per acre, and the 
college only added fif- 
teen. When he got to col- 
lege, he no doubt had a 
great deal of value to tell 
the theoretical and ex- 
perimental professors. 

He was wrong only 
when he assumed that 
they had nothing to tell 
him. And they were 
wrong if they assumed 
that he did not have a 
great deal to tell them. 

After Old John got 
back and combined his 
long practical experi- 
ence with his new theo- 
ries and experiment, I 
have no doubt he beat 
Young John as badly as 
Young John had beaten 
him. 


s ISDOM,” Uncle 

Noah used to say, 
“is the thing a man gets 
after he has run his 
knowledge through the 
mill of experience. ” 

It is only when the 
college and the practical 
man get together that 
we get the best farmers 
and the best business 
men. I lunched the other 
day with two friends, a 
big business man and a 
celebrated psychologist. 
The business man wanted 
the psychologist to help 
him in selecting his em- 
ployees, and asked him 
what was the first thing 
he would do if he came 
into his plant. 

“Why,” said the psy- 
chologist, “my first job would be to find 
out what you know and what you have 
tried. I want the benefit of your practical 
experience first, because it is only by 
combining what you know with what I 
know that we can get better employees.” 

When business men and scientists 
strike hands in this manner both business 
and science will reap immense rewards. 

This makes the next mark of an edu- 
cated man stand out so plainly that I 
hesitate to mention it. 


THIRD: He never laughs at new ideas. 
The story is told that many years ago 
a famous actor invited a number of 
friends to a dinner party: He explained 
to them, however, that he had invited a 
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young man who was sort of cracked 
about an invention he had, by which he 
claimed to be able to talk at a distance 
over wires. He said the young man 
might want to interest them to take some 
of the stock in his company, but to pay 
no attention, as it was pure moonshine. 

The young man was Alexander Graham 


Albert Edward Wiggam, famous lecturer and writer, devotes his life 
to making biology and kindred sciences easily understood and applied 
by the man in the street. His latest two books have been best sellers 
in the nonfiction field. ‘“The New Decalogue of Science” is described 
by Professor Franklin Giddings, the celebrated sociologist of Columbia 
University, as ‘‘the most important contribution to popular educa- 
tion that has been made in America in fifty years.” ‘‘The Fruit of the 
Family Tree,” Mr. Wiggam’s latest work, expresses in simple terms 
the truth about heredity, a subject on which the author is per- 
haps the greatest living lay authority. Mr. Wiggam was born in Aus- 
tin, Indiana, fifty-three years ago. Before becoming a lecturer and 
writer, he worked as a chemist, an assayer, a mine superintendent, 
hotel manager, and newspaper man. 


Bell, and the moonshine invention was 
the telephone. 

When I was a cub reporter on a Minne- 
apolis newspaper many years ago, I met 
a friend one day who told me he had 
invented an adding machine, and if I 
would give him twenty-five dollars, he 
would give me a half-interest in the 
patent, and we would make a fortune. 

I laughed at the idea. 

Shortly afterward a big corporation 
bought this half interest for a quarter of 
a million! 

Humanity has always laughed at its 
saviors and stoned its prophets. 

It seems to me that the fourth mark of 
an educated man follows inevitably from 
the first three. It is this: 


He now lives in New York City 


13 
OURTH: He cross-examines his day- 


dreams. 

Jesus, who was the greatest educator 
that ever lived, said one day to his 
followers: 

Which of you, intending to build a tower, 
sitteth not down first, and counteth the cost, 
whether he have sufficient to finish it? 

Lest, haply, after he hath 
laid the foundation, and is 
not able to finish it, all that 
behold it begin to mock 
him, saying, this man began 
to build and was not able 
to finish. 


Jesus plainly was 
speaking here of that 
large number of people 
who have “hair-trigger 
constitutions.” They go 
off half-cocked; they are 
constantly biting off 
more than they can 
chew. They are built on 
what deychologiets call 
the “all or none princi- 
ple.” When an idea 
strikes them, they do not 
instantly call up counter 
ideas to check and bal- 
ance the first one. I 
often find myself, when 
in an audience, dreaming 
of jumping up and yell- 
ing, “Fire,” and then 
leaping on the.stage and 
calming the audience and 
becoming quite a hero. 

Fortunately, just at 
that moment my foot 
gives me a twinge, or 
some counter idea gives 
me a poke, and I save 
my reputation for being 
sane. 


NSANITY is simply 

daydreams that are 
not cross-examined but 
are carried to the limit. 
We like to read melodra- 
matic novels and see 
motion pictures of this 
type, because we there 
see our daydreams fully 
carried out. It is excel- 
lent relaxation, but it 
won’t work in practice. 

A friend of mine of 
this type adopted a 
unique plan! When an 
idea of importance de- 
manding action struck 
him, he would set it up 
on the witness stand and subject it to a 
merciless cross-examination. If it got 
through the third degree, he called the 
idea a good one, and adopted it for 
practical use. This man was formerly 
called a “dreamer.” As we say of so 
many people, they said he was “‘full of 
grand ideas, but lacked ballast.” But by 
this simple process of cross-examining his 
ideas, he became a really great executive. 

An executive is simply a dreamer with a 
good balance wheel. 

A young industrial engineer from one of 
the Eastern schools of business admin- 
istration said to me recently, “I have just 
come from the survey of a ten-million- 
dollar concern which for years paid one 
hundred per cent (Continued on page 166) 


Thrilling Days in Dawson When 
The Klondike Rush Was On 


“Grub” was worth its weight in gold that first winter when this city of wild ad- 
venture was jammed with fortune hunters—Apples sold for a dollar each 
and eggs at $200 a dozen — Stories of famine and great riches, 
of courage and of cowardice, as I saw them enacted 


By Barrett Willoughby | 


Eprtor’s Note: Last month Barrett Willough- 
by told you how she went to the Klondike on 
her father’s shoulders. “It never occurred to 
him,” she said, “gay wanderer that he was, to 
leave his wife and children behind when he set 
out for gold or adventure!’ In the article that 
follows she tells of their thrilling experiences 
after reaching Dawson, which was the Mecca 
of the prospectors in the mad days of the rush 
to Alaskan gold fields. 


N DAWSON, in the gold-mad days of 
’97, the river front was lined with 
crazy craft—houseboats, scows, hay- 
covered rafts, skiffs, and canoes, that 
had brought thousands of eager 
Argonauts down the Yukon. On the 
muddy banks above, sprawling in the late 
September sunshine, lay the city of the 
adventurers, its tents and crude log 
cabins sending up smokes of supper fires. 
The tents, with stovepipes rakishly 
aslant, bore slogans painted in tar along 
their walls: ‘‘Klondike, or Bust!’ 
“Were from Missouri!” “Washing done 
& Fortunes told!” The cabins, chinked 
untidily with moss, had dirt roofs. Shoot- 
ing up everywhere were small platforms 
on stilts six and eight feet high, whereon 
provisions were 
stored out of reach p 
of the wolf dogs that { 
prowled about and 
fought in the street. 
Skirting the 
river bank went 
Front Street, a 
muddy road without 
sidewalks, dotted 
with stacks of grub 
under tarpaulins. 
Facing the river 
were a few business 
houses of logs and 
many tent saloons. 
Down the middle 
of the muddy thor- 
oughfare plowed 
a dense mass of 
picturesque human- 
ity. High-booted 
men in mackinaws 
of many colors, men 
in overalls, in buck- 
skin, in red under- 
shirts, and even in 
blankets. There 
were a few women 
in rubber hip boots, 
and skirts con- 
sidered very short in 
those days—the 
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same being about a foot above the instep! 
Occasionally a “bold creature” in bloom- 
ers skirted the edge of mud puddles, 
drawing disparaging remarks from some 
and admiring glances from others. Dap- 
per Northwest Mounted Policemen, with 
scarlet coats, stiff-brimmed hats, yellow- 
striped trousers, and riding crops tucked 
under their arms, calmly surveyed the 
throng. 

Sounds of laughter and of tinny pianos 
drifted out from the tent saloons to 
mingle with the cheery greetings of men, 
the yelping of dogs, the shouts of dis- 
tracted teamsters trying to extricate their 
horses from the bog of the street. Despite 
the mud, the confusion, and the hardship, 
the autumn air was charged with hope, 
with a sense of newness, of discovery. 


THAT was Dawson the day my father 
moored his little open boat to the bank 
of the Yukon and established my mother 
and us three small children in a tent on 
the water front. 

Just as we dropped off to sleep the first 
night there was a shooting near our tent 
and a man was killed. The sound of the 


Prospectors bargaining for food which a newcomer has just brought to 
Dawson. These hardy adventurers often had plenty of gold; but there 
were many times, as Barrett Willoughby relates in the accompanying 
article, when they would have given a king’s ransom for a baked potato 


firing set hundreds of Malemutes baying 
in an eerie chorus that made my brothers 
and me duck our heads under the blankets 
and snuggle closer to Mother. One of the 
beasts ceased vocal effort long enough to 
slip into our grub-tent and make off with 
two slabs of bacon, valued then at a 
dollar a pound. 

Because of the dogs my father was 
obliged to get a cabin immediately—a 
tremendous undertaking, since the cold 
weather was coming on and thousands of 
others in Dawson were trying to do the 
same thing. On the river bank he found a 
one-room shack of logs, through which 
daylight filtered in a hundred places. The 
rent was fifty dollars a month, a great 
bargain; and we were soon settled there, 
our furniture, a Yukon stove, three boxes, 
and three bunks built against he wall, 
one above the other. 

Many, not so fortunate as we were, 
pitched one tent inside another, and when 
the crisp, frosty nights of October came, 
they made the outer one air-tight by 
throwing water over it until layer after 
layer of ice coated it. Almost overnight 
cabins went up on both sides of ours. Our 
left-hand neighbor 
bought the last 
window in Dawson; 
it had six panes of 
glass and cost him 
twenty-five dollars. 

The young man 
on our right made 
his window of 
whisky bottles, as 
did many other 
home-builders in 
those days. Our 
cabin had a real 
window, through 
which we children 
used to watch the 
swirling Yukon, 
thick with “mush” 
ice by that time, and 
dotted with the 
boats and scows of 
arriving gold 
hunters racing in to 
beat the freeze-up. 
Often those chee- 
chakoes would lea 
from their craft 
armed with shovels 
and gold pans, and 
begin to dig in front 
of our door. Many 
came to the cabin, 


Thrilling Days in Dawson When the Klondike Rush Was On, by BARRETT WILLOUGHBY 


asking naively, ‘Where 
is the gold?” The 
actually expected to pic 
up nuggets in the street! 
During that fall so 
many people rushed into 
Dawson without ade- 
uate outfits that a 
amine threatened. 
The two trading posts, 
the Alaska Commercial 
Company and the North 
American Trading and 
Transportation Com- 
par’, were expecting one 
more steamer from St. 
Michael’s with a supply 
. of food before the Yukon 
froze solid. 


FT HE whole Klondike 
Valley was desperately 
Jep--nding on thatsteam- 
er fo. its winter food, and 
men ‘watched with anx- 
lous e} esasthe thermom- 
eter dtopped lower and 
lower and the ice in*the 
river Hoated by thicker 
, apdslowereachday. Talk 
of gold ceased. Instead, 
people asked one another 
“Can she make it?” ... 
‘Will the river freeze 
before she gets here?” 
One cold night, when 
the whole bowl of the sky was a-quiver 
- with northern lights, the steamer rounded 
int» sight below Dawson. Its stack was 
belching black smoke and it panted like 
a live thing as it bucked the current 
heavy with tons of slush ice. Thousands 
who had gathered in town to witness its 
arrival rushed toward the dock. Men 
shouted, dogs howled, and every whistle 
tooted in delirious, joyful welcome. But 
as the boat swung lin to the landing the 
cheering suddenly died. There was a 
strange, ominous silence. Then the frosty 
air was split by a swelling roar of rage. 


— 


Instead of food for hungry Dawson that,’ 
steamer had come in with a cargo of whisky) 


and wine! 

“Lynch him!”. . . “String him up!” 
the crowd began to yell; and the Mounted 
Police had to turn out en masse to keep the 
captain from being mobbed on his vessel. 
Not a case of liquor was allowed to land. 


HILE the wheel of the steamer was 

kept churning to prevent the ice from 
freezing aboutit, the manager of the Alaska 
Commercial Company’s store mounted a 
pile of logs and addressed the angry 
crowd. He appealed to the unmarried 
men who had no provisions to get aboard 
the waiting boat and go down-river, so 
that what food there was in Dawson might 
go to the women and children. His appeal 
was not in vain, for five hundred gallant 
fellows gave up their chances of fortune 
for that winter. When the river boat 
sped down-stream again, within three 
hours of its landing, the Yukon froze 
solid in its wake! 

That winter my father spent much of 
his time “trading and trafficking about,” 
as he called it, trying to get enough for us 
to eat. Company for dinner in those days 
was nothing less than a tragedy. We had 
neither sugar, butter, nor milk—no one 
had except the gamblers and the dance- 
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Gold seekers at work during the stirring days of the Klondike rush 
. 


hall girls. Dad paid from fifty dollars to 
three hundred dollars for a fifty-pound 
sack of flour; but often his gold had no 
purchasing power at all, for there was 
neither food nor clothing for sale. It was 
my mother who solved the problem of the 
family larder. 


ONE day a trapper with a back-load of 
furs sat down on our doorstep to shift 
his pack. He looked so cold that Mother 
invited him in and gave him a cup of our 
precious coffee. It was ten below zero; 
and though the man’s poke was full of 
gold dust, he had his blond head tied up in 
woolen socks, for there wasn’t a warm cap 
to be purchased in Dawson. Mother was 
always resourceful; and while the man sat 
there thawing out, she bought his furs, 
cut up a blanket, and, combining both, 
made him a fine warm headcovering with 
ear laps that could be worn up or down. 
He was the happiest man I ever saw. He 
gave her twenty dollars for the cap, 
weighing it out on our little gold scale 
that stood on the shelf above the stove. 

But it wasn’t money that my mother 
wanted. She bought a stock of blankets 
from the A. C. Company—since there was 
no cloth in town—and the next morning 
hung in the window a cap with “ For Sale’ 
on it. It wasn’t fifteen minutes before we 
had a line of men at our door leaving 
orders for caps. Mother took her pay in 
provisions instead of money, and because 
the caps were needed so badly we man- 
aged to get enough food to keep our 
family from hunger that winter. 

The clothes problem was a serious one 
for us children too, but Mother made us 
suits out of a brilliant red blanket, and 
little parkas of bedticking with fur around 
the hoods. My brother Loll considered 
red a “sissy” color for a boy, and he 
dreaded going out on the street for the 
first time in his flaming new suit. “PIl 


wear the pants first, Ma,” he said, “and 
break the news gently.” 

Mother made my father a whole suit 
out of a gray blanket that had a brilliant 
border of red, white and blue stripes. 
Because of the scarcity of material, in 
cutting it she had to let the stripes fall 
where they might. They appeared in such 
ridiculous and astonishing places that 
even the Indians from Moosehide Village 
used to follow Dad, laughing and pointing 
at him. “Htyu hehe!” they would cry; 
and my father, always ready for a little 
fun, would turn and say something to 
them in Chinook, which sent them into 
fresh spasms of mirth. 

They must have liked him, though, for 
they came often to our cabin bringing 
gifts. The squaws kept me supplied with 
the moccasins I.wore. They were made of 
tanned moosehide, and trimmed beauti- 
fully with beads. 

veryone in Dawson that winter wore 
moccasins and mittens of moosehide, for 
which the Indians charged prices ranging 
from ten to twenty dollars. 


KEROSENE, when obtainable, sold for 
forty dollars a gallon. Like many 
others, we had neither candles nor lamps 
in our cabin. Our light was a “bug,” made 
by drawing a piece of cloth through a but- 
ton, and setting the homemade wick in a 
baking powder can lid full of bacon grease. 
Even the grease was limited. I remember 
my father’s bringing home two candles 
one night. They were the product of an 
ingenious friend, who was making them 
from moose tallow, using string for wicks. 
They sold for a dollar each, but melted 
almost as soon as the flame began to glow. 

The restaurants that had been running 
in October one by one shut their doors. 
“No Supplies” was the sign that appeared 
everywhere along Front Street. The last 
eating-house (Continued on page 68) 


“I Believe in Shooting Square 
With Man and God” 


The remarkable story of Charles Page, one of the biggest business men in the West, 
who has made millions only to give them away — First, he contributed ten 
per cent of his income, then twenty-five, then fifty per cent, “and 
finally,” he says, “I decided to pass along everything 
I didn’t need for living expenses, and I’ve 
been happier than I ever was before” 


By Harry A. Stewart 


N THE winter of 1892 a woman lay 

sick in the hospital at Battle Creek, 

Michigan. Each time the busy sur- 

geon paused at the head of her bed 

to glance at the chart which hung 
there, he frowned worriedly. Da by 
day the woman’s life was ebbing. Beat 
seemed inevitable. 

One evening her husband paid his 
nightly visit to the hospital. He came 
dressed just as he had been when he left 
his work of hauling legs—in rough macki- 
naw jacket and calked boots. 


awkwardly through the glistening corri- 


dors he sat for a long time by his wife’s’ 


bed, not saying much, but giving her the 
comfort of his presence, 

When it came time for him to go, he met 
the doctor as he passed out. 

“ Doc,” he asked anxiously, “how’s she 
gettin’ along?” 

The medical man answered with pro- 
fessional cheerfulness. 

“Oh, she’s doing fairly well,” he said. 

The young logger looked the doctor in 
the eye for a moment, and then turned 
dispiritedly away. He could read the un- 
spoken verdict in the physician’s glance. 

Outside, he sat down on a bench and 
took his head in his hands. Over the snow 
under the evergreens gleamed the lights 
from the hospital windows. If the young 
husband felt the bitter cold, he gave no 
sign. His thoughts ran back over his life 
since he had been married, twelve years 
before. It had been a runaway match, a 
love marriage; and that love had never 
faltered, not even for a day. And now he 
seemed about to lose his wife. 

“Oh, Lord!” he groaned, in the an- 

uish of his spirit, “don’t take her away 
from me. I just couldn’t bear it!” 

He was not accustomed to prayer. To 
beg, even of his Creator, was a thing he 
had never done. He felt strangely help- 
less as he tried to pray. 

“Lord,” he implored, “leave her with 
me, even’ if it’s only for a little while!” 

“The words he uttered rang emptily in 
his own ears. He didn’t seem to be 
making the connection—somehow. The 
prayer fell to earth without ever reachin 
to the height of Heaven. His claspe 
hands dropped between his knees. 

“Why should God do anything for 
me?” he thought. “What have I ever 
done for Him?” 

This idea—which at that moment en- 
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iptoeing . 


tered his mind for the first time—startled 
him. He had always prided himself on 
“shooting square,” on giving value for 
value—on doing his part. Now, it oc- 
curred to him, that he was asking some- 
thing for nothing. The idea was abhor- 
rent to him. 

“I couldn’t expect God to help me,” he 
thought. “I ain’t been shootin’ square 
with Him!” 

He leaped to his feet. With him, to 
think was to act. He hastened down the 

ath, eager to begin to do his duty toward 

dd. But as he hurried through the snow- 
drifts, his first quick steps slowed. What 
was his duty to ? 

Then he remembered his childhood. 
His mother had belonged to a religious 
sect which practices “tithing,” or giving 
a tenth to God. There, it flashed across 
his mind, lay the way in which he could 
begin to “‘shoot square” with the Lord. 

or the rest of that evening he dis- 
appeared. No one knew what he did. But 
on the following morning a poor widow had 
a burst of joy when she found under her 
doorsill an anonymous contribution that 
removed from her heart the fear of winter. 


(THE next night the man was back at 
the hospital. 

“How is she?” he greeted the doctor. 

The answer was a pitying headshake. 
“No better.” 

For a moment the young chap was de- 
pressed. Maybe he was on the wrong 
track. Maybe there was nothing to this 
notion of his that God would take pity on 
him if he tried to do his part. en he 
shut his teeth determinedly. 

“I ain’t makin’ a bargain with you, 
God,” he thought. “I’m doin’ this be- 
cause it’s the right thing for me to do.” 

And, with that, he felt strangely cheered 
and relieved. This time, it seemed to him 
that his message carried. Thereafter, of 
each dollar he earned, a tenth part stead- 
ily went to relieve the necessities of some 
poor person. 

Now comes the remarkable part of this 
incident. His wife, much to the asten- 
ishment of the surgeons, took a turn for 
the better, and within a comparatively 
short time was well! 

That man’s name was Charles Page. 
The practice he began thirty-four years 
ago he has never stoppet For a long time 
he gave a tenth of his income. Then he 


increased the quota to a quarter; then to 
a half, and finally to all except enough to 
provide for his personal and family ex- 
penses. The amount he has thus donated 
runs far into the millions. If Page had 
kept what he has made, he would to-day 
be one of the richest men in the Middle 
West. Later in this article I will tell you 
just what these “gifts” of his amount to. 

ow I want to tell you something about 
the man. 

Few men are as well known throughout 
the Middle Western states as Charles 
Page. The fact that he has been so con- 
sistently successful as an oil operator, 
however, is emphasized less than certain 
extraordinary qualities the man possesses. 
As far away as St. Louis, I began to meet 
people who knew of him, and who talked 
of his wonderful home for children in Sand 
Springs, Oklahoma. They spoke of the 
huge sums of money he has given to phil- 
anthropic enterprises. They referred to 
him as a millionaire who has done a great 
deal of good with his money. 

But no one seemed to understand ex- 
actly why he did these things. I began to 
realize, as I traveled steadily south and 
west, that Page was surrounded, to a cer- 
tain extent, by a wall of mystery. The 
man himself was well known, but his mo- 
tives and character were understood only 
vaguely, 


iw BEGAN to dawn upon me that I was 
on the trail of a story with unique and 
fascinating features. en I finall 
Page I found that my surmise ha 
correct. 

There was nothing unusual or strange 
about his boyhood and early life, except, 
possibly, the uncommon buoyancy of his 
spirit—his refusal to be defeated, or even 
depressed, by an unfriendly environment. 

e was born in 1861 on a farm in the 
woods near the little town of Stevens 
Point, Wisconsin. When he was sixteen 

ears old, his father died, and Charles 
ecame the sole support of his mother and 
his brothers and sisters. The farm was too 
poor to provide for the family, so the 
moved to town, where the boy got a jo 
as a messenger on the railroad. He worked 
at this for a year or so, and then became a 
contractor, hauling logs out of the woods 
for the lumbermen. He was doing this 
when his wife became so ill. 
After a few years (Continued on page 156) 
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Charles Page 


IF MR. PAGE had wanted to be a rich man,. he 
could have one of the. largest fortunes in the West 
to-day. But he gives away all of his income, except 
enough for his personal and family expenses. He has 
donated many millions of dollars to an orphans’ home 
which he founded at Sand Springs, ‘Oklahoma; and 
in numerous other ways he has kept his benefactions 


abreast of his income. Mr. Page was born in Stevens 
Point, Wisconsin, sixty-four years ago. He has been 
a telegraph operator, a miner, and a lumberman. 
To-day he is one of the leading oil operators in 
Oklahoma, and is also interested in farming, manu- 
facturing, and public utilities. This picture shows him 
with two of the orphans from the home he established. 


Mrs. JOHN KELLY (below), one of the 
most remarkable mothers in the coun- 
try, tells in the accompanying article 
how, despite poverty, she raised her fa- 
mous sons and daughters. Mrs. Kelly 
was born in Ireland, but came to Amer- 
ica as a child. She hives in Philadelphia. 


P. H. KELLY (above), 
who is one of the lead- 
ing contractors of 
Philadelphia, is Mrs. 
Kelly’s eldest son. 
He built the $5,000,- 
ooo library in his 
city, and many other 
important struc- 
tures. (Below) 
Charles Kelly is su- 
perintendent of con- 
struction for the P. 
H. Kelly Construc: 
tion Company. 


(BELow, LEFT), Mrs. John Frommeyer 
and Mrs. Joseph Cruice, daughters of 
Mrs. Kelly. (Below, right), John B. 
Kelly, known to his friends as Jack, is, 
like his elder brother, an important 
Philadelphia contractor. He is also a 
famous athlete, and in the Olympic 
games of 1920 won the world’s cham- 
pionship among single-scullers. 


WALTER KELLY 
(above), known in 
America and Europe 
as ‘‘The Virginia 
Judge.” He is one of 
the most popular of 
vaudeville entertain- 
ers now on the stage. 
(Below) George Kelly, 
actor and well-known 
dramatist, is author 
of “The Show-Off,” 
“The Torchbearers,” 


and of several other 
plays. 
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Oh, for a Million Mothers 
= Lake Mary Kelly! 


She has five sons and two daughters, who are an honor to her and who think she is 
the most wonderful person in the world — Poor and always hard pressed by 
work, she nevertheless kept ahead of her children in education. 

She loved them and toiled for them, but she never was 
afraid of them— An inspiring story of an extraor- 
dinary woman and her distinguished children 


By William A. McGarry 


FEW years ago, Mrs. John Kelly’s 
sons and daughters, their hus- 
bands, their wives, and their 
children held a reunion in her 
home near Philadelphia. The 

house, the money to run it, and an ample 
peers income are hers—given to her by 
er children. 

Back of these gifts there is a deep 
affection and an abiding ratitude. But 
that isn’t all. There is also an extraor- 
dinary reverence, a great respect! For 
they have learned to count not only on 
the mother-love in her warm heart but 
also on the wise counsel of her clear and 
active brain. - 

Her five sons are men of achievement. 
In age, they range from the thirties to the 
fifties. They have won prosperity and 
high honors. Yet when they are consider- 
ing a new enterprise, or are taking any 
important step, they go to their mother 
for her judgment and opinion. 

The whole story of the Kelly family 
is an extraordinary one; but the supreme 
figure in it—the one which has made it 
possible—is this mother who sits enshrined 
in the hearts and the minds of her 
children. 

Sixty hank ago, when she was thirteen 

ears old, she came to this country from 

hee birthplace in Ireland. She was 
brought up by her grandmother and her 
aunt, who lived in Rutland, Vermont. 

The little girl, she was Mary Costello 
then, began in childhood the struggle 
against poverty which was to last for 
many years. But it never broke her spirit 
and never warped her judgment. On the 
contrary, it made her only the more wise, 
just, and self-reliant. 

“The school I went to in Rutland,” 
she told me, “was a mile from our house. 
There was a janitor; but I think he must 
have been one of these hibernating 
animals,” she declared, with a twinkle in 
her eye; “for many a winter morning, 
after wading through a mile of snow 

drifts, I’ve gone down into the school- 
house cellar, gathered up shavings and 
kindlings, and started a fire to warm the 
building. 

““Ie’s that way all through life. There’re 
always some folks that won’t do their 
share—and there’re always some that do 
two shares. But the slackers are not so 
smart as they think they are. They’re 
cheating themselves, if they only knew it. 


“ For there’s no kind of work that won’t 
teach you something; and I ought to 
know,” she added, “for I’ve done ’most 
every kind of work that was ever invented! 
You can’t be the wife of a poor man and 
the mother of ten children without holding 
more jobs than you have time to count. 

“I had to be cook, baker, laundress, 
scrubwoman, dressmaker, milliner, valet, 
lady’s maid, waitress, chambermaid. I’ve 
been doctor, nurse, preacher, and teacher. 
I’ve been a lawyer, for I laid down the 
code of justice in the family; and I was 
the policeman that kept order, and the 
jury that decided the cases, and the judge 
that handed out the punishment. 

“Yes, and I’ve been the banker that 
received the money, the accountant that 
kept the books—in my head—the cashier, 
and the paymaster. 

“I had to know groceries and dry goods, 
fuel and light, plastering and papering 
and carpentering. 


“TNHAT,” said Mrs. Kelly, with a proud 

lift of her head, “is what it means to 
be the wife of a poor man and the mother 
of ten children! And will you tell me that 
a woman who can do and be all that 
shouldn’t have the respect of her husband 
and her children? 

“Tl tell you what is the trouble in 
most families: the mother is afraid of her 
children! I never stood in fear of mine 
even though I would have given my 
heart’s blood for them. They were the 
whole world to me. But I never was 
afraid of them. 

“Why should I be? I had more 
knowledge and experience and judgment 
than they had. For their own good, they 
must be taught to respect me as their 
superior—which I was then. 

‘Not that I demanded their respect 
just because I happened to be their 
mother! You can demand a show of 
respect, so long as you are the stronger. 
But the thing itself has to be earned; and 
I never stopped trying to earn the respect 
of my children.” 

“How?” I asked. 

“ For one thing,” she said, “I tried to 
grow in knowledge. From the time I wasa 
child I had a hunger for books. I couldn’t 
buy them; but I begged and borrowed 
them at every turn. All my life, I have 
kept up my reading. 

“I married young—before I was quite 


eighteen years old. My husband had come 
over from Ireland and was a workman 
in Rutland. Our first six children were 
born there. Then we came down to this 
section. 

“For years we were poor. My husband 
would earn perhaps twelve dollars a week. 
You can guess that it took some managing 
for eight of us to live on that! I was up 
at five o’clock in the morning; and often 
it was midnight before I went to bed. 

“ But,” she said, and again with that 
proud lift of the head, “I never stopped 
reading and studying! I’ve stood by the 
stove hundreds of times, a baby under m 
left arm and a book in my left hand, 
while I made pancakes with my right one. 
And they were good pancakes, too, if I 
do say it. 

“Tve sat at my sewing machine, with 
a cradle beside me, and a newspaper hun 
in front of me. At the turn oF a seam, f 
would read a few lines, and give the 
cradle a push, to keep the baby asleep 
just a wee bit longer. 

“One of my neighbors used to say to 
her friends, ‘Huh! Mrs. Kelly! Why, I’m 
told that she reads the newspapers! 

“She thought I should have been goin 
along the railroad tracks, like herself, 
picking up pieces of coal. The trouble 
was, he Fiked being out on the tracks 
instead of taking care of her house and 
her children—teaching them and herself 
to be fit for better things.” 

“What became of her children?” I 
asked. 

Mrs. Kelly sat up very straight. 

“Tl tell you!” she said. “Three of them 
have died—miserable deaths. One is still 
living, more’s the pity! For if she were 
my Gaucher I would rather{see her dead 
than as she is now.” 


WITH this tragic picture before you of 
that other woman’s children, let me 
tell you about Mrs. Kelly’s. 

With ten of them to care for, and on so 
slender a sum, she is justly proud that she 
brought all of them through the critical 
period of infancy. One boy died when he 
was ten years old. The others lived to 
manhood and womanhood. 

The oldest son, P. H. Kelly, is a con- 
tractor in Philadelphia; builder of the 
five-million-dollar municipal library, the 
Capitol Annex at Harrisburg, and great 
skyscrapers, (Continued on page 72) 
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Three Old-Timers 


A story of loyalty 
By Wilbur Hall 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY STOCKTON MULFORD 


ITTLE Mrs. Gill was almost seventy, 
and yet, she told herself as 
bravely as she could, she had al- 
ways been sharp and pert 
enough—until Candless came! 

Candless! Dimly—for the big man’s loud 
voice, his positive ways, his rapid words, 
tangled and portentous, seemed to have 
been.the very origin of this confusion of 
her mind, this blurring of thought, as 
though he had created a mist about her 
brain—dimly she recalled his first coming: 

It had been two years after Nort 
death, when she had come into ‘Ke 
property that lay between the two deep 
canyons, Fish Creek and Cascade River, 
with its four thousand acres of timber, 
its quarry site, its upland meadows, 
dotted with spring s. 

Candless had “dropped in.” He had 
said that he wanted to take care of her 
and her interests, for the sake of his old 
friendship with Nort. She had thought 
that strange; she had never remembered 
having heard her husband speak of him. 

As for being taken care of, Nancy Gill 

had p e then, and wondered un- 
easily now, if she needed taking care of. 
When the mist cleared a little from her 
brain she felt that she was amply able to 
take care of herself, as she had done before. 
No; Candless ! isted. She was to 
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go where she could be comfortable, waited 
on—‘‘seen to!” 
Her hands locked and unlocked them- 
selves in her lap as she considered all this. 
king out from her bay window, 
where the winter sun shone brightly, 
Mrs. Gill saw Candless’s big machine dis- 
pear over the Plumas road. She sighed. 
The tenth of May, he had said. There 
were some legal formalities to be seen to. 
She had not understood. She did not 
understand now. She only thought that, 
if she could clear her brain, she might 
be able to think of some of Nort’s old 
friends, and hers—some of those early 
Californians—to whom she could turn. 
The Plumas County folks were neigh- 
borly and pleasant; but they were not 
the old friends, the old stock! Like 
that lawyer, Judge... Judge... or 
the little, twisted, smiling old man who 
took things so quietly, as he drove his 
team ane bartered wagon up and down — 
up and down. The thin fog rose across 
her mind, like breath on a mirror. 
There was Candless . . . coming back 
. on the tenth of May. 


THREE diminutive burros, wearil 

dragging a rattletrap of a wagon, wit 
an old man hunched on the sagging seat, 

and with two buckets swinging from the 


rear axle, were turned from the highway 
at the summit and began to descend the 
steep grade leading into the gulch where 
lay Gold Bar 

Their driver was a small, bent, wiry old 
man, with thin shanks and arms, strong, 
bronzed hands, and gray eyes squinting 
a little from looking at the sun and facing 
rain and wind and snow. 

The old man seemed to belong to his 
wagon, his wagon to the country, as indi- 
visible parts. For thirty years he had been 
traveling thus, trading, peddling, carry- 
ing messages, doing errands, and acting 
as intermediary in a job-lot of deals for 
the isolated inhabitants of mountain, des- 
ert, and upland stretches that ran three 
hundred miles north and south, and ex- 
tended from the Nevada line on the east 
to San Francisco on the west. 


UPON his annual pilgrimage he made 
a circuit that, through the years, had 
become as fixed as an orbit; calendars 
could be corrected by Doc Winship’s 
visits; some said that watches could be 
set by his infrequent but exact arrivals 
and departures. 

It was precisely because of this latter 
fact that Judge Pan Marker, seated on 
a low wall in the historic cemetery of Gold 
Bar, basking in the first warmth of the 
spring sun, doubted his eyes when they 
were caught by the flashing reflection of 
two buckets swinging back and forth 
from the rear axle of the equipage that 
came over the summit and le to de- 
scend the grade. 

“Cherries in January next!” the judge 
exclaimed, aloud. “Now what can bring 
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Doc Winship to Gold’ Bar in April?” 

It was, of course, something extraor- 
dinary; the judge rearranged the bunch of 
half-wild pink roses he had gathered at 
the abandoned Wilkins place on the way 
up, touched the warm, moist mound 
gently, tenderly, laid the roses there, and 
st up. 


Tall, broad, and vigorous, despite his 
seventy-five years, he lingered for a 
moment, looking down at the headstone 
that bore the name of his wife. With a 
dignity that was beautiful, he took off his 
broad black hat. 

Then, returning his hat to his head, at 
that slight angle—inimitable—at which 
he had always worn it, he walked down 
the cemetery road at a good pace, swing- 
ing his cane, to intercept the burro-drawn 
wagon of his old friend. 


OC WINSHIP, squinting ahead, 

raised a cracked shout. “Come to fetch 
you, Jedge!” he called. “Git, jackasses!” 

hey came up with a flourish, only old 
Pete, the offside, holding back a little, as 
though protesting at this violence to their 
common custom. 

“You old fraud, you!” the judge cried, 
reaching up for Winship’s hand. “What 
are you doing here in April? Have you 
come to draw your will?” 

“Will?” Winship snorted. “You'll be 
under the sod a Ene time before Pm 
ready to make my will, Jedge. Climb 
up—and look out for Henry Grosbeck’s 
silk funeral hat! Kick that durn blanket 
over—there!” 

The burros started again, old Pete 
switching his tail vigorously. The rickety 
wagon creaked, 
swayed, jolted. 
Judge Marker 
clung to the top 
rod. . 

“Tf it isn’t your 
will, Doc, what ts 
it?” 

Winship shook 
his head. 

“Wait till we get 
set in the office, 
Jedge. What’s the 
news here in Gold 
Bar?” 

The town, the 
shell of a town, 
into which they 
were descending, 
had once boasted 
a population of 
twenty thousand; 
but that had been 
in the days when 
the hydraulicswere 
tearing the vitals 
from the Rincon 
and the Phillips- 
Garrity hills back 
of Main Street, 
for gold; now it 
claimed a hundred 
souls, and was fall- 
ing to pieces block 
by block, wall by 
wall. 

Gold Bar had 
once known life at 
flood, when ro- 
mance tinctured 
every simple fact 
and occurrence; 


now, it marked dull time, housing only 
such as were too poor or too indolent to 
move, or else, like Judge Marker, were 
rooted to the spot by sentiment, living in 
the past. 

The judge’s law office was Gold Bar in 
miniature. It was furnished in the gar- 
nishments of the Sixties—faded, worn and 
dilapidated, though neatly kept; its most 
pet and eloquent decoration was a 
ithograph, framed in gilt, of ‘‘ Lincoln— 
Our Candidate.” Its law books were of a 
still earlier period, but sufficient for the 
old man’s needs and references. 

Once in the judge’s office, with the 
burros tied to the old rack by the Bonanza 
House and contemplatively munchin 
straw, Doc Winship filled and lighted 
his pipe, puffed a few minutes to order 
his thoughts, then said, in his cracked 
voice: ; 

“There’s a heap of law in Californy, 
ain’t there, Jedge?” 

“ Yes ” 


“New laws all the time, eh?” 

“New provisions. About the same old 
law, Doc.” 

“New ways to get around it, too?” 

“Yes. But old ways to prevent getting 
around it, if you know where to look 
for them.” 

“That’s correct, is it?” Doc Win- 
ship’s face brightened. ‘‘Reckon there’s 
some lawin’ ’ll have to be done!” 

“For yourself, Doc?” 

Winship snorted. 

“Huh! No.” He puffed a moment. 


“Californy’s changed, Jedge, since our 
day. The smart alecks run things now. 
Ain’t such a power of us old fellows left.” 


“Yes, Mr. Candless. Come in. 
Come in. Nort isn’t here.’’ She 
brushed her fingers across her 
eyes, helplessly. ‘‘He—he died 
in September—when was it?” 
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He ruminated. The judge waited, puz- 
zling. ‘‘There’s Piney Joliga; Winship 
concluded, and smoked on. 

“Piney Johnson?” The judge looked 
out of the window for a moment without 
speaking. The name carried a faint clue. 

es, there were they three, at any rate, 
who had been Californians a long, long 
time; a long enough time, so that they 
had forgotten the happenin s of the last 

uarter-century, but remembered vividly 
the smallest details of those before. 
“Piney Johnson? Yes. What’s up, Doc?” 


(THE little man burnished his pipe 
bowl on his knee. 

Wi ag was Norton Gill, Jedge,” he 
said. 

The judge looked at him sharply at the 
mention of this fourth name. 

“And his wife, Nancy,” he added 
gently: 

“You and I met the stage with Nort 
when she came in from Indianny to 
marry him,” Winship remarked. 

“In sixty-nine.” 

“Seventy-one.” The little old man 
chuckled. “Your mind’s failin’? a leetle, 
ped e. But not much. Nort died a while 

ack. 

“I know, Doc. It’s fifteen years, at ` 
least, since I’ve seen them. They moved 
up into Plumas County before that, and 
I can’t be sure.” 

“You knew Nort did himself good up 
there? Land, and timber, and so on.” 

“Yes. He must have been well off 
when he died.” 

“He was. And left it all to Nance.” 
Doc Winship smoked a moment, in a 

silence that began to be trou- 
bled. 

“All to Nance. She was 
always trusting—easy put un- 
der. Remember?” 

The judge leaned forward. 
“Then there’s something 
wrong, Doc?” he asked. 

“That’s what 
I’ve drove two 
hundred miles out 
of my time to see 
you about, Jedge.” 

e drew from an 
inner pocket a long 
envelope, and took 
from it a news- 
paper clipping. “I 
got to San Fran: 
cisco on the first, 
as usual. Second 
day I went into a 
lib’ary I know, to 
look up the county 
papers. This was 
inthe Plumas ‘Reg- 
ister.’ Marked 
‘Legal Advertisin’,’ 


edge.” 

J He laid the clip- 
ing down; leaned 
ack to look at the 

Lincoln lithograph, 

but not seeing it. 

The judge read 
slowly, his large 
ruddy face intent 

—coloring a little 

—under its crown 

of white hair. 

When he had fin- 


ished he was quiet 
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-a moment, drumming a slow measure on 
the desk with his fingertips. Then he 
asked, thoughtfully: 

~ “Do you know who this P. M. Candless 

is, Doc?” 

“Not personal, I don’t. But I’ve seen 
his tracks before. Varmint tracks!” 

The judge considered. 

“You mentioned Piney Johnson.” 

The doc spoke apologetically. 

“Wasn't aimin’ to belittle you, Jedge 
—nor the law. But sometimes, as 
rec’lect back, the law was a leetle slow!” 
He cleared his throat. 

“It was. Perhaps even slower now, 
Doc. You’re right. Go ahead for Piney, 
if you think you can make it. The drifts 
will be bad, and it’s eighty miles, just 

about.” He paused. “There aren’t 

many men, Doc, who would try that 
journey in April—for the widow of an 
old friend.” ; 

Doc Winship rose, putting on his sorry 
old hat. Then he snorted scornfully: 

“Not many o’ the new Californians, 
maybe—the smart alecks!” He crossed 
td the door. “Pil see you in Plumas 

County.” 

“Tih be there on May tenth, Doc!” 

“I figgered you would, Jedge.” A 

slow smile came on his face. “It’s a 
hundred mile, and hard travelin’,” he 

observed. “Not many men’d try that 

journey in May—for the widder of an 
old friend!” 
The judge colored, then laughed reso- 

nantly. a 

ou go to blazes, Doc!” he cried, 
and blew his nose violently. 


PINEY JOHNSON, a long, thin, dark 
man on whom Time had tried vainly 
to leave his marks—an indomitable old 
man whose spirit and strength denied the 
passing of the years—stood in the doorway 
of his crude cabin in a lost valley in the 
heart of the deep mountains, looking 
across the wastes of snow to observe 
the slow approach of a traveler driving a 
packed burro. 

The sight was unusual; perhaps three 
times in a winter—when Johnson hi- 
bernated like a bear, trapping, mending 
gear, cleaning his guns—some telephone 
company lineman, a trapper, or one of 
his far-scattered neighbors would drop in 
for an hour or a night. Therefore the old 
man watched the approaching visitor 
keenly, gazing over the glare with unwink- 
ing eyes. Finally he grunted and turned 
into his cabin again, where he shook up 
his fire, added wood, and set forward his 
coffee pot and a mess of beans, already 
steaming and fragrant. 

So much done in preparation, he sat 
down at his bench and took up again the 
dressing of the pelt of a silvery-bellied 
fisher. The coffee was boiling and the 
beans simmering when Doc Winship 
stood in the door. 

“Well, Piney, you old wart-hog!” he 
cried. 

ohnson, scraping the inside of a leg 
skin, did not look around. 

“’Lo, Doc,” he replied quietly. “‘ Where’d 
you drop from?” 

‘Cisco. Um-m! Beans an’ coffee, eh? 
That’s prime! Any dry feed for the 
burro?” 

“Lean-to.” Johnson jerked a thumb. 
“Dry your blankets in here.” 

“Ain’t figgerin’ to unpack, Piney. 
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Got to be goin’ soon’s I’ve et.” 

“Suit yourself, Doc.” 

When Winship returned, the 
beans and coffee were on the 
table, flanking hunks of Dutch- 
oven bread, and Piney was open- 
ing one of his hoarded cans of 

eaches. He did not turn his 
ead. 

“Slick up an’ set, Doc,” he 
suggested. ‘‘Basin’s under the 
bench.” 


INSHIP used the basin, 
soaping himself generously, 
flinging drops of water. When 
they were seated at the table, 
neat and inviting with its spotless 
red cloth, Piney Johnson folded 
his hands before him, glanced at 
his guest, then bowed his head. 
“Were giving thanks, Lord, 
for your lovin’ kindness and 
bountiful goodness. Amen... . 
Lift yourself some beans, Doc.” 
They exchanged fragmentary 
bits of news for a time, Doc 
Winship hungry, Piney Johnson 
incurious, patient. Reaching for 
a second helping of the gleaming 
yellow hemispheres of fruit in 
their thick, clear sirup, Doc 
asked, offhandedly: 

“D’ye rec’lect my mentionin’ 
that I’d cut Perry Candless’s 
trail up north, couple o’ years 
back?’ 

Johnson flashed a look at him. 

“Yep.” 

“You ain’t seen him since— 
your dealin’s with him?” 

‘‘Ain’t wanted to!” 

“Never got anything more 
out of him, did you?” 

oe No.” f 

The old wagoner shook his head. 
Artlessly he asked: 

“Remember Nort Gill, Piney?” 

Johnson nodded, rolling a cigarette 
smoothly. “Died up in Plumas County, 
I heard.” 

“Yes. He was real, old Norton Gill 
was. 

“Certain!” Piney Johnson said, round- 


y. 

Doc Winship withdrew from his coat 
pocket the envelope and newspaper clip- 
ping, handing the latter across the red 
tablecloth. Piney Johnson read it slowly, 
reread it. He poured himself a third cup 
of coffee. and began to drink it, without 
looking up. Doc Winship spoke casually: 

“I come by Gold Bar on the way in. 
jedee Marker’s goin’ to look after the 
awin’ end.” 

Johnson spoke sharply for the first 
time. 

“Can’t law a cantamount like Cand- 
less!” he snapped. 

The old doc wagged his head. 

“Thats what J figgered,” he said. 
“Its why Pm here.” 

Johnson rose. He crossed to the stove, 
removed the coffee pot, and set it aside. 
He closed the drafts of the stove care- 
fully, pulled to and latched his windows, 
eed his fisher skin to a board, and be- 
gan rubbing it with a compound of salt 
and tannic acid. Doc Winship, finishing 
the peaches, got up also, and redded up 
the dishes. 

Before he was through, Piney Johnson 


had pulled on a heavy mackinaw coat 
and a skin cap. Then he reached for his 
snowshoes. 

“Stay’s long’s you like, Doc,” he said, 
stoping to the thongs. 


Doc Winship looked at him. 

“Ain’t you goin’ back with me?” 

“Nope. Goin’ down the river and out 
Sacramento way.” 

“‘But that’s sixty mile fa’ther!” 

Johnson straightened, -stamping his 
feet to fit them to the clumsy webbed 
shoes. 

“My best shootin’ gun is loaned out,” 
he explained. “I’m goin’ by for it.” 
He rose and shuffled across to the door. 
“Tenth of May, you said?” 

“That’s what’s in the paper.” 

“Tl be there.” 

“The jedge and I’ll be mighty obliged 
to you, Piney,” Doc Winship observed. 

“You go to hell!” Johnson replied, 
and turned westward down the little 
valley, lifting his feet with a drag and 
slide—pulling up his collar. 


(THE big automobile seemed to leap 
over the hill summit like some great 
beast of prey, and its roar, coming 
faintly to Nancy Gill’s ears, heightened 
the similarity. As the machine ap- 
proached she could see the breath coming 
from the driver’s lips like steam, and a 
smoky black plume extended itself from 
the rear of the car. 

Encased in glass, heavily overcoated 
and mufflered, and now leaning down 
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Candless threw open the door—and Piney Johnson stepped into it. A revolver butt pro- 
truded from his belt. Johnson did not touch it. He did not glance at it. But Candless did 


to speak to a small companion, was the 
man she dreaded. Her mind, that had 
been almost orderly for a few moments, 
became a whirling jumble, clouded— 
fogged. Little old Mrs. Gill raised her 
hands nervously to her head, patting 
her smooth white hair. Was she ready? 
Candless had warned her that she must 
be. 


soon the door pull was violently 
jerked, and its bell clattered hysteri- 
cally in the kitchen and rang through the 
still house. Mrs. Gill hurried along the 
front passage and stood in the door, 
her bent and trembling little figure 
sweetly framed in the burgeoning honey- 
suckle. 

“Hello, Mrs. Gill!” Candless greeted 
her, in his booming voice. “We're on the 
dot, you see. This is the tenth of May.” 

“Yes, Mr. Candless. Come in. Come 
in. Nort isn’t here.” She brushed her 
fingers across her eyes, helplessly. ‘ He— 
he died in September—when was it?” 

Candless interrupted her, giving his 
smaller fellow a quick glance. 

“Don’t bother your head about that, 
old lady!” he said. “This is Mr. Gifford, 
the lawyer. A shrewd man, Mr. Gifford 
is, Mrs. Gill. I wouldn’t cross him, 
if I were you!” He winked broadly at 
the attorney. 

“Come in, Mr. Gifford. You are wel- 
come, sir!” Her voice quavered, and she 
cook herself to task. She closed the front 


door and led the way toward the back 
parlor, where the fire glowed. 

“Hat rack behind the door, Gifford,” 
said Candless. ‘‘ Make yourself at home. 
Nh in this barn of yours, Mrs. 

ill! 

“Cold? Oh, yes. Nort— But Nort 
isn’t here. I didn’t notice it was cold.” 

She found her knees shaking, and her 
strength gone. She sank into her chair 
at the window. Candless came in nois- 
ily, kicked up the fire on the hearth, threw 
on a new log. He stood with his back to 
the flames, his hands behind him. 

“Drag up a chair, Gifford,” he di- 
ree “That’s more like. Now, Mrs. 

ill! 

The little old lady’s eyes leaped to his 
face. He was a big man of forty, with a 
heavy, round head on enormous shoulders, 
and a smooth face lined only by two or 
three wrinkles on his forehead. His mouth 
was large and straight, with a slight down- 
ward droop at the corners; it had the look 
of a steel trap. 

“In the first place,” he continued; 
“Tve made all the arrangements I spoke 
to you about for finding you a comfortable 
place down below. A woman will come 
for you this morning, and as soon as 
we're through here, you'll be taken 
away.” 

“Taken away?” Mrs. Gill’s eyes left 
his face to travel haltingly about the 
“Taken away. Yes, Mr. Cand- 


“In the second place, there are one or 
two papers for you to sign, so that I can 
manage your affairs for you without any 
trouble. You have the documents there, 
Gifford?” 

The lawyer rose, as though shot up by 
a spring, and opened a brief case. 

“All ready, Mr. Candless,” he said, 
spreading the papers out. “Power of 
attorney, assignment of homestead, as- 
signment under foreclosure, mortgages, 
memorandum of agreement—” 

Mrs. Gill’s attention wandered. She 
could understand nothing now. She 
only knew that something troubled her 
excessively. She stared about her. Out- 
side the window the first rosebuds were 
just beginning to form—small, green. 
Beyond was the road, with patches of 
snow here and there under the firs. 


A WAGON drawn by three burros 
passed the window and stopped. An 
energetic, brisk little old man jumped 
down, tied the burros, hurried into the 
yard, The wagon had a torn and weather- 
eaten canvas top; two buckets hung 
from the rear axle. Mrs. Gill’s heart 
leaped. Norton would have known— 
Norton—Doc—Doc Winship— Who was 
Doc Winship? Oh! 

Nancy Gill gasped. ‘Excuse me, 
gentlemen,” she said suddenly to Cand- 
less, who was standing by the fire, poking 
it. He swung around. Mrs. Gill was 
leaving the room. (Continued on page G6) 
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Give the Man You’d Like To Be 
A Look at the Man You Are 


That’s what I did while on my vacation last summer, and I discovered that the man 
Td like to be is a wiser fellow than I am!—In my cottage, far from the 
hurry and noise of city life, I made a list of things I don’t want, 
and of things I do want—I am giving you these lists in 
the hope that they will help you, as they have 
helped me, to live a richer, happier life 


FRIEND and I were talking one 
night recently about every- 
thing in general and nothing 
in particular, as friends will do 
upon occasion. And then our 

talk drifted into a discussion of vacations. 

“J don’t intend to take a vacation this 
summer,” he said to me. 

“Why not?” I asked. 

“Well, I’ve got a lot to 
do,” he answered. “ 
business is growing, and it’s 
riding me so that I don’t 
feel justified in leaving it. 
Besides, a man doesn’t 
really need vacations. I 
have enough amusement 
right here at home. There’s 
always somewhere to go, 
and i can see more of m 
friends here than I can if ï 
go to some flossy summer 
resort, or to some outland- 
ish place wbere there isn’t 
anybody but a lot of tin-can 
tourists stopping overnight. 
I took a vacation last year, 
and didn’t get anything out 
of it but sunburn and sore 
muscles.” 

I let him talk on, and 
didn’t argue very strongly 
with him, even thou 
know he is mistaken about 
vacations. They are among 
the few real necessities of a 
full life. “All work and no 
play makes jack,” as some 
wit has said—“jack,” of 
course, having its slang 
meaning of “money” in this 
instance. And that’s about 
all it does make! 

For my part, I have very 
positive views about vaca- 
tions. I am sure that you 
will be a better man or woman for taking 
them, and that you will do your work with 
greater skill, and live your life more 
successfully if, once in a while, you get 
away from all that you are accustomed to, 
and give yourself over to play, ‘rest, 
companionship with your family, and 
thinking about the things that are worth 


“ee 


While and the things that are not. 


get a good perspective only by 
away from the familiar. You 

can t 4 see the forest if the trees are all 
| 


‘ 7ou 


By Edgar A. Guest 


around you. If you never cut loose from 
your work and go off for new experiences, 
you are very likely to live a poor life, even 
though your bank account mounts into 
impressive figures. 

f came to this conclusion last summer 
when for two full months I stepped out of 


Not How Much, But How Little; 
Not How Fast, But How Slow 


OT how much can I get out of life, but 
how little do I need from life to be 
happy and healthy and comfortable, is the 
question that now concerns me,” says Mr. 
Guest. 

“Not how fast can I go, but how slowly 
can I travel, and still reach my destination 
in time for my appointment. 

“Not how much money can I make, 
How much do I need to provide properly for 
my family and insure them against want and 
misery. 

“Not how many things can I do, but what 
are the few things I can do best. 

“This is my revised program of life. I 
made it up last summer as I sat at night 
on the porch of my summer cottage and 
thought about the things that count, and the 
things that don’t count. I recommend it to 
you as a help to the achievement of the great 
goal of happiness and worth-while living.” 


the rush and swing of city life into the 
calm and quiet of a country neighborhood. 
My wife, my boy, and my girl were with 
me on this glorious vacation, and all of 
our lives will be richer because we went to 
Pointe Aux Barques, a little place on 
Lake Huron. 

Day after day I rested, played, sat on 
my porch Hooking out over the wide 
waters, and thought of the values of life. 
And this is what have decided: Most of 
us hinder our own happiness by striving 


for the maximum. I learned that it is 
possible for good friends ta be happy with 
themselves; that time isn’t valuable in 
itself; that a little is as much as a lot, 
if it is enough, and that a friend of mine 
who drove to Pointe Aux Barques in four 
hours hadn’t unpacked his grip before the 
friend arrived who took 
four hours and a half to 
make the trip. Nothing 
happened in that thirty 
minutes the former had 
“saved” that was worth 
risking his life for. 

And while I sat on my 
porch, hearing the swish of 
the waters on the shore, I 
decided a good many other 
things, too. I tried to strip 
life of its frills, and get down 
to fundamentals. I let the 
man I would like to be have 
a good look at the man I 
really am. I let him size me 
up, and from him I got a 
list of things I don’t want, 
and of things I do want. 


PUT these things down 
because I hope they will 
help you, my friend, in your 
efforts to be as happy as 
possible. That’s what we 
all want, and I think I have 
found out how to make it 
easier to get a little closer to 
your ghen share of happi- 
ness. Have you ever stopped 
to think that happiness is 
not only a right, but a duty ? 
Have you ever stopped to 
think that if you are un- 
happy you make others 
unhappy? And that if you 
are happy you make others 
appy? 
That’s why I urge you to get away, 
when you can, and give the man you 
would like to be a look at the man you 
really are. The man you would like to be 
is the better of the two, and the wiser. 
Listen to him, and see if he doesn’t tell you 
some of the same things he told me out 
there in our isolated home last summer. 
In our little cottage I decided that I 
don’t want all the money in the world. I 
don’t even want every dollar it would be 
possible for me to make. I have no 


but 
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ambition to be the highest paid member 
of my profession. I did cling to that 
thought a few years ago, but I have 
discarded it. I have found so many other 
things I would rather be and possess. 

I don’t want the biggest house in 
Detroit, the largest front yard, the finest 
art collection, the fastest automobile, or 
the swiftest pleasure yacht. 

I don’t want the superlative in anything 
I can think of, un- 
less it be the finest 
friends, and those I 
am sure I already 
have. 

ButIdowanttodo 
the best I can with 
my task every day. 


DO want to be 
the best possible 
father to Bud and 
Janet; the best pos- 
sible husband to 
their mother; the 
best possible com- 
rade to those who 
share the path with 
me; the best possible 
influence within my 
little circle; the best 
possible employee of 
the Detroit “Free 
Press;” the best 
ossible neighbor, 
odge member, club 
member—and these 
ambitions I am sat- 


ished I can more 
nearly achieve by 
living within the 


limit of my powers. 
I don’t want to 
break myself on the 
rocks of the max- 
imum possibility in 
selfish performance. 

I want a house I 
can liveinandenjoy, 
not a mansion I can 
move into only to 
die. 

I don’t want to 
head the subscrip- 
tion list with one 
splendid splurge. I 
don’t want to be the 
greatest giver to 
charity. I prefer to 
give a little, but to 
give that little often- 
er and to live longer 
to do my giving. 
should like to die 
with my donations 
all made in ad- 
vance. I don’t want 
to die and have my 
charities left to a 
trust company to disburse. I do want to 
leave my family protected and provided 
for; but I don’t want to leave them too 
soon, with the memory that I devoted all 
my strength and energy to building the 
fortune which they inherit. 

Modern life has made us all more or 
less slaves to the maximum. It seems to 
have grown too complex to be lived either 
safely or sanely. We are all trying to do 
too much, and a lot of it is unimportant, 
or not worth while. We are seeking the 
superlative in almost everything we at- 
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tempt. We are all driving through life 
in the mad hope that we are going to get 
somewhere, some day, but we’re missin 
the beautiful scenery along the way, an 
we're passing by innumerable friendly 
inns where kindly people dwell and simple 
leasures flourish. e’re dropping the 
one for the shadow. 

We have the idea that there can be 
neither pleasure nor pride in anything, 


“It’s good to get away from this, once in a while,” says Eddie Guest, who, in 
the accompanying article, describes the finest vacation he ever had. Mr. Guest 
is one of the most popular and widely read newspaper poets in the world. Born 
in England in 1881, he was brought to America when he was ten years old. He was 
educated in the public schools of Detroit, and for the past thirty years has 
worked for the Detroit ‘‘Free Press.” Mr. Guest’s poems have been syndicated and 
printed by scores of newspapers for many years. His helpful philosophy, and 
his genius for seeing the sunny side of life, have won for him innumerable friends 


unless it be the largest, the greatest, the 
newest, the most expensive, or the most 
exclusive; and we’ve lost the notion and 
habit of comfort and solitude and self- 
entertainment. As a matter of fact, most 
of us are not fit company for ourselves. 
We’ve had so little time to ourselves that 
were positively miserable when chance 
gives us an open evening. 

We are all thrill-chasers in one form 
or another. We are striving to be top- 
speed artists and contest winners and 
record smashers, forgetting that the great 


geniuses must necessarily be few. We are 
letting our neighbors set the pace, when 
we should be controlling our own destinies. 

But at that little summer cottage, I 
discovered that many of the things which 
we deem important in our city life are 
really unimportant. Much that we fret 
and worry about in town doesn’t matter 
at all. 

It isn’t necessary to happiness to know 
everything that is 
going on; you need 
not attend dinners 
and luncheons and 
parties and recep- 
tions to find con- 
tentment. Life could 
be lived without a 
telephone, and lived 
well, except on rare 
occasions. The daily 
telephone calls 
which come to us in 
the city, with very 
few exceptions, are 


unimportant. But 
the jingling of the 
telephone bell has 


grown to be a tax 
upon our nervous 
energies. We may 
sit down to rest, 
but we are menaced 
constantly by the 
knowledge that we 
may be summoned 
into conversation. 

Baseball games, 
yacht races, the state 
fair, public dinners, 
and all the seem- 
ingly great events in 
life are just inci- 
dents of the day. 
Within reach of 
them, we feel that 
we must attend. Our 
neighbors will be 
there; not to be 
there also would be 
to suffer a loss in 
social prestige. 

But these things 
don’t really matter. 
Miss them and noth- 
ing vital is lost. Re- 
moved from them, 
these events come 
and go, and you find 
yourself as happy 
as you would have 
been had you been 
among the throng. 


(THERE is very 


little discontent 

in missing things, 
once you have made 
up your mind to it. 
A quiet, simple little country church can 
charm you. Isolate yourself from the 
reat city for two months, and you will 
find that the magnificent cathedral, with its 
vested choir and costly organ, its eloquent 
divine, is no holier and no more restful to 
your soul than is the humble little tem- 


-ple of the countryside. If the essence of 


religion be there, you will never miss the 
trappings and the vestments. 

e reached Pointe Aux Barques dur- 
ing the last week of June. For the 
first time in the (Continued on page 144) 


A corner of Jack Miner’s world-famous sanctuary for birds. Each year thousands of wild geese, wild 
ducks, and other birds visit this haven of safety. The birds you see in the picture are wild geese 


“It Was Me That Needed T'amin’— 
Not the Birds!” 


For years Jack Miner was a professional hunter, and all wild creatures were 
terrified at the sight of him—Then he experienced a great awaken- 
ing, out of which he built a new life on the ruins of his 
old one—To-day he is known the world over 
as the friend of all outdoor things 


By William S. Dutton 


ee ENTLEMEN,” announced the 
chairman, ‘‘the last speaker 
on to-night’s program will be 
Jack Miner. He will tell you 
about his birds.” 

It was past ten o’clock, on a big pleasure 
boat homeward bound to Detroit after a 
week’s outing in Canada. Between four 
and five hundred business and professional 
men filled the vessel’s big saloon. Three 
hours they had listened to popular speakers, 
to famous entertainers and well-known 
wits. They were ' tired and rest- 


less. š 

“Who +’ ner?” asked 
one. 

ecn rugged an- 
ari o on deck.” 


All over the saloon men got up to leave. 
They crowded the aisles and doorways and 
the meeting broke into confusion. 

man had taken the speakers’ plat- 
form, a big, homely, red-headed man. His 
face was freckled from ear to ear and 
freckles showed on his scalp where his hair 
was thin. His shoulders were of a breadth 
that suggested the strength of a grizzly. 
His hands were those of a man who all of 
his life had done hard outdoor work. 

“Folks, all I ask 0’ you is a chance,” he 
said, “just about five or six minutes to tell 


` you what I’ve come to talk on. If you 


don’t want to hear me then, I won’t say 
another word.” 
And the big homely man began to talk. 
His sentences were unpolished. Here 


and there he slipped up in his grammar 
and some of his words were not accurately 
pronounced. But slowly, over that noisy 
saloon, there came a change. In the door- 
ways men paused. Those in the aisles be- 
an to slip on tiptoe back to their seats. 
ive minutes went by, and when the 
speaker hesitated and became question- 
ingly silent, the only sound to be heard 
was the throb of the boat’s engines and the 
faint lap of the waters against the sides. 
“Want me to go on?” the big man asked. 
“Go on! Yes, go on!” men shouted 
from all over the room. f 
It was past midnight before they let him 
sit down! 
The speaker had told them how, for 
years, he had hunted the woods over, a 
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professional killer, the deadliest enemy 
there of every wild thing; how, eventually, 
he had noticed that birds would fly in 
peace over the farmer at work in his field 
and by the housewife and the schoolboy, 
but go shrieking off in utter terror at the 
pe glimpse of his own red and freckled 
ead. 

“Tt wasn’t right,” he related to those 
men. “I felt like crawling into a hole and 
never again coming into the light o’ day. 
Why, even the robin shunned the trees 
about my house. The only bird that’d 
associate with me was the thievin’ Eng- 
lish sparrow! 

“T went home and I put away my gun 
—lI’ve never taken it up since. Rene 
there, I decided I was going to win the 
birds back to me. 
I bought seven wing- 
clipped geese and 
pur them in a mud- 
ole about twenty 
reds from the house. 
Around the mud- 
hole I put corn, 
hoping that the food 
and the geese that 
couldn’t fly would 
attract there other 
geese and wild 
ducks. 

“For four years 
I kept putting out 
my offering of corn, 
but not a goose or 
a duck came down 
to take it. They 
wouldn’t trust me. 
They thought it was 
another trick. Then, 
in 1908, when | was ; 
beginning to think 
they were done with 
me forever, I got up 
one morning to see 
what made me feel 
like jumpin’ over 

the house. Eleven 


Se, 


geese had come down and were eating my 
corn! 

“I waited and watched, but no more 
came down that year. Then, in 1909, 
thirty-two stopped to visit me, and in 
1910 I counted more than four hundred! 
I made the mudhole into a pond, and next 
year so many came that I couldn’t begin 
to count them! 


“I SAW the truth that year—the birds 
weren’t wild, it had been me/ I hadn’t 
tamed them, I had only tamed myself! 
“Gentlemen, thousands and thousands 
come now,” he concluded, “both geese 
and wild ducks. They shadow the sun 


when they fly. The robins come right up 
to my kitchen door, some of them right 
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Jack Miner feeding a wild goose out of his hand! No bird is wilder or warier than a 
wild goose, yet thousands of them come down on Miner’s place, at Kingsville, On- 
tario, and while there they are tame. Miner was born in Ohio sixty years ago, and 
as a young fellow was a hunter. But for many years now he has been one of the 
stanchest friends that wild creatures ever had. 
all over the world call him, could neither read nor write until he was thirty 
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“Uncle Jack,” as children 
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into my kitchen to eat from my hand. 
They’re all my friends, and I feed and look 
after them, the same as I would any hu- 
man friend who honored me with a visit. 
Last year, in two months’ time, I fed three 
thousand two hundred bushels of corn. 
All told, for the year, corn cost me three 
thousand dollars. 

“I’m a poor man as worldly riches go, 
and sometimes I have to dig pretty deep 
to get the money for that corn. but in 
friends—well, I wouldn’t change places 
with John D., or Ford, or any of chein: I 
can’t count my friends. They can count 
their money.” 

When he had sat down the big room was 
silent for a little. Then suddenly it burst 
into a riot of applause, and something 
happened that was 
not on the program 
at all! A dozen men 
were on their feet, 
shouting to the 
chairman to be rec- 
ognized. At length 
one of them gained 
the floor. 

“Mr. Chairman,” 
he said, “Td like to 
help Jack Miner feed 
those birds. I know 
he hasn’t asked for 
money and isn’t ex- 
pecting any, but I 
and some more here 
want to help him, 
just the same. I 
move that we pass 
the hat.” 

“Make it a bas- 
ket,’’ shouted 
another, “and I'll 
second that motion. 
A hat won’t be near 
big enough. 

ef did make it 
a basket! What’s 
more, they filled it! 
The collection from 
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“The way to make 


friends with birds,” says Jack, ‘tis to throw a handful of corn instead of a thimbleful 
of shot.” Every year Miner feeds thousands of bushels of corn to migrating wild fowls 
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Jack Miner’s beautiful home, which he, his wife and their sons built with their own hands. For twenty- 
five years he saved oak boards until finally he had enough to put up the house he had dreamed of 
living in. He and his family also planted all of the flowers and practically all of the trees on his place 


those five hundred men amounted to one 
thousand five hundred and sixty-six dol- 
lars! 

The life story of Jack Miner—the story 
which Jack Miner himself told me a few 
weeks ago when I spent a day with him at 
his home near Kingsville, in Ontario, 
Canada—is a real romance. He was born 
in a country village in Cuyahoga County, 
Ohio, one of a family of ten children. His 
father was a brick and tile maker. The 
family was poorer than any brood of 
church mice ever pretended to be. At the 
age of ten, and I mean the statement lit- 
erally, Jack was as wild and uncouth as 
any Indian savage who ever roamed the 
American forests. Until thirty he could 
neither read nor write! 

Yet to-day, at sixty, Jack Miner is rec- 
ognized as Canada’s greatest bird man! 

he Canadian Government has set aside 
one thousand five hundred acres at Kings- 
ville as a sanctuary in which he may pur- 
sue his work. His home is visited by thou- 
sands of people, a number 
which includes both Amer- 
icans and Canadians, and 
some of the continent’s big- 
gest men. His discoveries on 
the migration of water fowl 
have been accepted as authori- 
tative the world over. Fur- 
thermore, this boy of the Ohio 
woods, whose entire schooling 
in books occupied less than 
three months, has made of 
himself a lecturer in demand 
on both sides of the border. 
He can’t fill all of his invita- 
tions to speak. And he has 
written a book. 


[È FROM Detroit, you will 
take the ferry over to Wind- 
sor, and from there the Kings- 
ville trolley, and ask the con- 
ductor to let you off at Miner’s 
Crossing, you will be within 
a five-minutes walk of Jack 
Miner’s home. 

Walk west, and you need 
not inquire the way. You will 
know the place at once by its 
birds and its flowers. In 
spring and in autumn, up 
until there’s ice on the ponds, 
the wild waterfowl will be 


there by the thousands, their number only 
equaled by the between-seasons flowers of 
summer. 

You will find a lane of roses a city block 
in length, trellised overhead, and with the 
vines so deep on either hand that you 
won’t be able to see through them. You 
will come upon pheasants tame as chickens, 
and, if you are careful, may stand within 
a yard or two of ducks and geese called 
wild in all the books. Every way you turn 
will be birds, shrubs, trees, blooming 
flowers. 


“rMHERE’S a dusty road in front of our 
house,” Jack Miner told me, “but 
though the machines run thick as flies all 
summer, we never get any dust. Instead of 
smearing the road with oil, I plant flowers 
in my dooryard. Then I nurse those flow- 
ers until they’re so beautiful that folks 
passing by just must slow down to look at 
them! Going slow they make no dust.” 
Like as not, you will find Jack in shirt 
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Jack Miner’s youngest son, Jasper, feeding his pet 
robins. The birds are so tame that they often follow 
the boy around and sometimes fly to school with him 


sleeves, with arms bared to the elbows, 
shirt open at the neck, hatless, and in 
rough workaday trousers tucked in laced 
boots. It’s the garb that he loves, the one 
I found him in upon my visit not long ago. 

I came upon him working away at a 
little writing table by a window. At his 
elbow wasa stack of letters, freshly opened, 
big enough to make a mail-order man rub 
his hands and chuckle. I had a look 
through that stack later on. The letters 
were from all sorts and kinds of people, 
and were postmarked from all corners of 
the world. 

“Mr. Miner—” I began. 

He had leaped up and extended his 
hand, big as a bear’s paw. His freckles 
expanded into a wide, boyish smile, that 
kind of smile which makes you feel really 
at home, and welcome. 

“ Just drop off that ‘ mister,’ if you don’t 
mind,” he said, “and make it plain Jack 
Miner. I’m not used to being ‘mistered.’ 
Everybody I know calls me Jack. The 
boys have put an ‘uncle’ 
ahead o’ that.” 

He strode back to the table 
and pawed among the letters, 
selecting a scrap of a missive 
from among the rest. 


“TOOK at this,” he invited 

eagerly, “sent round the 
earth to old Jack Miner. 
Read it and tell me if Mister 
Miner’d ever get a letter like 
that. 


Dear Uncre Jack: I have 
read all about your great love 
for birds in “My Magazine.” I 
will always be kind to birds, 
because it pleases God and you. 
I am nearly nine and have never 
hurt a bird yet and never will. I 
am sending you a card. 


Here was the soiled penny 
card: 


Away in the Land of Purple and 


JO 
And the Home of the Kangaroo, 
’Tis there where the Laughing 
Jack laughs all day; 
There somebody is thinking of 
you. 
“Its from Australia,” ex- 
plained (Cont'd on page 126) 


~ 


Things I Wish My Wife 
Wouldn’t Do | 


A few heartfelt remarks in regard to some of the domestic thorns 
which make otherwise happy husbands want to throw fits 


HEER up! This isn’t going to be 

a Book of Lamentations, by An 
Unhappy Husband. No, sir,— 

or madan, as the case may be— 

I am that somewhat rare breed 

among domestic animals, a lucky dog. 

I got the girl I wanted. And up to the 
present—business of rapping on wood— 
she and I have hit it oi tter than an 
other couple we know. Anyway, we thin 
we have. 

When I hear the usual jokes about 
married life, I laugh; but in most cases I 
laugh because the joke is on some other 
fellow, not on me. I could write a whale 
of a piece about the things my wife does 
that suit me fine! Maybe I 
will, when I get my hand in. 
But, as a starter, Vm going 
to tackle the much smaller 
job of telling some of the 
things I wish she wouldn’t do. 

This idea has been incu- 
bating in my mind ever 
snel read, in THE AMERI- 
can MAGAZINE, the story 
of a man whose wife gave 
him a daily attack of the 
willies because of a certain 
little habit she had. 

It seems that she regarded 
herself as a partner not 
only in his joys and sor- 
rows but in his hair brushes 
also. She had a way of 
using those sacred articles 
to brush her own locks. As 
every man will agree, this is 
a species of lèse majesté which ought to be 
punishable with imprisonment of, say, 
thirty minutes for the first offense, and 
thirty days for the second. 

However, this erring wife was guilty 
of a still more heinous crime. She not 
only used her husband’s brushes but she 
neglected to remove from them the fuzz 
of yellow hairs accumulated during the 
process of “doing up.” 


WHEN I had finished reading about 
this fellow sufferer, I triumphantly 
took the magazine to my wife, pointed to 
the story in question, and said, “Read 
that! You say I’m queer, and funny, be- 
cause I object to—oh, never mind! You 
read that. Juse read it!” 

‘Well, don’t get so excited,” said my 


e. 
That, by the way, is another puzzling 
habit of wives. They are always exhorting 
us not to get excited. Of course this has 
just the opposite effect. However, it’s a 
‘small matter. I mention it only because 
I wish my wife would never again say to 


wife! 


By R. B.D. 


me, “Well, dear, you needn’t get so 
excited about it!” 

But I will say this for her: Havin 
delivered that familiar admonition, an 
having perused the tale of the desecrated 
hair brushes, she proved herself the good 
sport I claim she is—generally. Eom 
that evening, always to be marked with a 
red letter in our domestic annals, the law 
of Thine and Mine, in regard to hair 
brushes, has not been broken. At least, 
if she ever has used my brushes she has 
removed the incriminating evidence so 
carefully that I am none the wiser. 

The ease with which this reform was 
achieved made me hope that THE AMER- 


A Wife Has Her Say Next Month! 


HE “fond but irritated husband” 
who airs his views in the accompany- 
ing article will be answered next month 


by an equally fond and equally irritated 


“Things I Wish My Husband 
Wouldn’t Do” is the title of her article. 
After you have read what she has to say, 
you will agree that she gets at least an 
even break in the argument. 


1cAN Macazıne would print other stories 
which might eliminate a few more thorns 
from our married life. I haven’t run across 
any that will serve my purpose, so I’ve 
decided to take the matter into my own 
hands. 

For this service, I probably shall be 
awarded the prize offered to the person 
who has beer the greatest public bene- 
factor during the year. Naturally, that 
will be very gratifying to me. But it will 
be nothing compared with the peace which 
will descend on my spirit if by this means 
I cure my wife of the things I wish she 


wouldn’t do—and, perhaps, incidentally ` 


set a flock of other wives to thinking. 
I shall put these things down just as 
they occur to me, without regard to their 
importance or to their sequence. All of 
them are trifles, anyway. I admit that. 
The sharp point of a nail, in the heel 
of your shoe, is a trifle. But if you can’t 
et rid of the nail, you feel as if you can’t 
eep on wearing the shoe. 
Here is one thing, for instance; only 
a small matter, but it gets my goat just 


the same. We have an automobile—but 
not a chauffeur. I drive the car myself; 
and I drive it pretty well, if I do say so. 
I’ve heard my wife admit this, even boast 
of it—to other people. But, gosh! if you 
could hear her when we are in the car 
you’d think I must be half blind, totally 
deaf, and with the mental development of 
an infant in arms. 

We have two children: Bobby, aged 
ten, and six-year-old Eleanor. Accordin 
to our custom, Bobby sits in front wit 
me. The feminine half of the family takes 
the back seat. But in the business of 
driving the car my wife doesn’t take any 
back seat. Not much! As the poet says— 
or something like it—she 
seems to think it is her duty 
to warn, to counsel, and to 
command. And she sure 
does do her duty. 

“Sound your horn, dear! 


We're coming to a turn.” 
. « . “You'd better go into 
second.” ... Slow ‘down 


on the curve, Harold.” 
(That’s the name my mother 
wished on me at an age 
when I was powerless to 
prevent it.) ... “Better 
not try to pass that car; 
there’s another one coming.” 
.. “Be careful! There’s 
a machine backing out of 
that driveway.” ... “Slow 
up, Harold! There’s a rail- 
road crossing ahead!” 

A back-seat driver! Yes, 
that’s what my wife is. And I can hear 


‘the swelling chorus from other men who 


are in the same fix. The appalling num- 
ber of mysterious motor accidents is 


-doubtless due to the fact that the pa- 
-tience of pestered husbands gave way 


under this strain. Mine gets dangerously 
threadbare sometimes. 


Har is Number One among the things 
I wish my wife wouldn’t do. Now for 
Number Two. I wish—oh, how I wish!— 
she didn’t love semi-darkness rather than 
light! 

A man regards a window as a means of 
admitting light and air. But to a woman 
a window is something you hang things in 
front of. 

First, shades; and they have to be 
pulled down exactly half way, no more 
and no less. Especially no less! Sec- 
ond, curtains; somewhat transparent, but 
admitting only a relatively feeble glim- 


` mer of light. And, third, what women 


call “draperies.” Silk, or cretonne, or 
something, but, (Continued on page 88) 
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CATTERGOOD BAINES, from 
the piazza of his hardware store, 
watched lazily as the young man 
called Rabbit Branch drove across 
the bridge and stopped his farm 

wagon before the grocery opposite. The 
old hardware merchant gave the young 
man only a brief glance; then his eyes 
strayed to the well-kept, well-nourished 
horse; to the wagon, clean, and fresh with 
paint. 

Lastly, he looked at the girl on the seat 
beside the driver—Rabbit’s bride of less 
than a year. Here his interest seemed to 
quicken, as well it might. 

Lilly was beautiful as a country girl 
should be beautiful. It is wholly possible 
she would no longer have been beautiful 
in Parisian gowns, nor if she had been 
patient under the ministrations of barbers, 
manicures, and beauty specialists. Who 
can tell? She was what she was, and her 
environ” set off a loveliness which 
was l to it. 

nd healthy. Character 
Indeed, she quite over- 
ider, mediocre boy to 


Leduc took a cold-blooded delight in his work, calling taunts, turning to ridicule 


Scattergood Sums 


whom her life was joined. Coldriver had 
wondered at the marriage, for, though 
Rabbit was industrious, frugal, capable 
as a farmer, nevertheless he had won and 
worn the name of “Rabbit.” And Lilly, 
it seemed, was entitled to be mated with 
some nobler animal. 

As Scattergood watched, there strode 
from the grocery store a large man nearing 


‘ middle age. He was handsome, and laugh- 


ing and reckless, this Louis Leduc; and 
there were tales of him which it was safer 


By Clarence Bud- 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY 


to whisper beyond his hearing than to 
mention in his presence. Louis was a 
riverman, a state of Maine man, whose 
language of youth had been the French 
atois of the habitant—a recent comer, 
ut a man who had made his mark in the 
vicinity. 

Leduc laughed and flung back his head 
as he saw the wagon and its occupants. 
and with a lordly swaying of the body he 
ruffled up to the off wheel and leaned a 
familiar elbow upon the seat. 


Rabbit to his wife, who stood tense, hands clasped, watching in big-eyed silence 


Up the Evidence 


ington Kelland 
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“Well, see who’s here!” he said jo- 
vially. ‘‘He’s breeng you to town, him. 
Now, for sure zass nize, eh? We make ze 
fête, you and I by ourself, while zees 
Rabbit go to buy ze flour and ze lard!” 

Lilly made no reply, but glanced una- 
fraid at Louis; then, very slowly and with 
a peculiarity of expression, turned her 
head and looked at her husband. Her 
attitude was one of waiting, of expecta- 
tion. It was Rabbit’s cue, but he seemed 
to have forgotten his lines. He said noth- 


ing, did nothing, while his cheeks burned 

ra y then ebbed to whiteness. Lilly turned 

amay her face, and stared straight before 
er. 

“I go for take you away from zees 
Rabbit ’fore long time,” said Leduc. “I 
t’eenk zees Rabbit, she’s no good for 
husban’ more as ze sheeps. But you— 
Ha, ma belle, you arel ze womans for ze 
man, ze beeg man zat ees not rabbit but 
maybe loup-cervier. You come now—for 


PEZI 


zose sody pop? 


Still Rabbit sat quiet, very white, but 
uttering no protest, not asserting his man- 
hood. His shoulders were dropped, his 
head hanging—no spectacle to excite 
admiration. 

Leduc laughed. “You come?” he said. 


ILLY arose; but Leduc did not wait for 
her to step from the wagon. He seized 

ne in his great arms and swung her to his 
side. 

“You see, eh? You feel zose arm? For 
you ze man, not ze rabbit, for sure!” 

Lilly did not glance back at her hus- 
band, nor did she speak to Leduc; but she 
accompanied him, very straight and silent, 
aloof. Somehow, as she walked beside the 
big Frenchman, she seemed apart from 
every other human being, isolated, lost in 
some deep communion with herself, busied 
in depths of her mind, to which no other 
prying mind could reach. 

abbit sat crouched behind his horse, 

a statue of shame and dejection. He 
knew that the part he had played was not 
admirable. 

Scattergood heaved forward in his espe- 
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cially reinforced chair until it protested 
at the shifting of his great weight, and 
lifted himself to his feet. Slowly he ambled 
across the road to stop at Rabbit’s wheel. 

“Miornin’,” he said. ‘Um. Dunno 
anybody keeps up their stock, ’n’ waggins, 
’n’ implements better’n you.” 

“Did ye see?” asked Rabbit in a 
strange, dead voice. “Did ye see him 
come and take my wife away from me? 
I fetched her into town, figgerin’ to give 
her a treat; and he’s took her away from 
me. I guess everybody seen it.” 

“Mos likely some few done so,” said 
Scattergood. “I dunno’s I’d do a heap 
sight of worryin’ about how many folks 
seen it. No; I calc’late that wouldn’t set 
me thinkin’ much. What I’d have preyin’ 
on my mind was that she seen it!’ 


RABBIT moaned. ‘Don’t ye calc’late I 
know? I seen it in her eyes. He done 
what he done, and I didn’t do nothin’. I 
jest set. Nor ’tain’t the fust time, nuther. 
He’s always a-comin’ it over me, every 
chanct he gits. Shamin’ me in her eyes 
and in my own. Tellin’ her ’n’ me he’s 
goin’ to take her away from me and all. 
And it kind of looks like he might do it.” 

“Um... Be you figgerin’ tolet him?” 

“What kin I do? Jest /ook at me. The’s 
men built for wrastlin’ and fightin’, and 
then the’s men like me. I hain’t never fit 
in my life. I kin work, Mr. Baines, and 
things grows fer me, and animiles likes me, 
and seems like I understand ’em. I’m jest 
that, and nothin’ else, seems as though. 
Jest the workin’ and lovin’ part of a man, 
with the man left out.” 

“?’Tain’t good any woman sh’ud git the 
notion her man’s a coward,” said Scatter- 


good. ` 

“What kin I do?” 

“Huh! Now, jest let’s you’n’ me git 
down to s’posin’. S’pose Lilly was to git 
sick with, maybe, smallpox. Would you 
go runnin’ off, or would you stay by and 
nuss her?” 

“Nothin? could drive me away from her 
then,” said Rabbit. 

“Yit,” said Scattergood, “I heat tell 
Leduc run from a camp where smallpox 
broke out. And if Lilly was to fall into 
the river? Calc’late you’d stand on the 
bank and screech, or would you bust right 
in and do your best to git her out?” 

“I don’t calc’late I could hold myself 
back from her,” said Rabbit. 

“Seems like I heard tell of a burnin’ 
barn and hosses inside. What about that, 
eh? With flames a-roarin’ and the hosses 

lungin’ and kickin’, and timbers a-fallin’. 
Nobody ’d go in but you—hain’t it a fac’? 
But you got ’em out!” 

“They was dumb beasts,” said Rabbit, 
“and I jest couldn’t bear they sh’ud suffer. 
Them things hain’t fightin’.” 

“Mebbe so, mebbe not. But, s’posin’ 
ag’in: Let’s say this here Leduc’s a lunatic- 
like. He comes smashin’ into your house 
where you ’n’ Lilly’s sittin,’ and he’s dan- 
gerous, like crazy folks sometimes is. 
S’posin’, in this here frenzy of hisn, he 
goes to kill Lilly. 1 “t, eh? Would 


you go hide ur! 
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“ Don’t seem to me like this here case is 
so diffrent,” said Scattergood. ‘D’ye 
calc’late Lilly ’ud be any better off if this 
Leduc makes her run away with him than 
she would be drowned in the river or dead 
with smallpox or killed by a maniac? Eh? 
Hain’t it a wuss thing to kill the part of ye 
that lasts when the body’s gone, than it is 
jest to kill the body? Now, chaw on that 
idee. And figger, young feller, that no 
woman expects a husband to /ick every- 
body. Nor that she sees it’s a disgrace fer 
him to be licked. What’s bad is for her to 
git the idee he’s afraid to fight fer her 
sake. Understand that?” 

oe Yes.” 

“ Be ye afraid special of a leetle pain?” 

“J-l don’t think so.” 

“Or mebbe of havin’ a tooth knocked 
loose or a eye blacked up?” 

“ I—mebbe not.” 

“Hain’t ye been bruised wuss this 
mornin’ than Leduc’s fists could bruise 

e? 

“I been crucified!” said the young man. 

“Then,” said Scattergood, ‘I calc’late 
I’ve said my say. . . . G’-by.” 

The old man ambled back to his porch, 
but he did not sit down. He waited. Pres- 
ently Rabbit Branch lifted his head; he 
drew a deep breath and looked about him 
piteously. Then he clambered down from 
the wagon seat and started slowly across 
the bridge in the direction Leduc had 
taken with his wife. Scattergood followed. 

The young man paused outside the 
drug store, through whose window he 
could see Lilly, an untouched glass before 
her, and Leduc boisterously jovial at her 
side. After a time they arose, and came 
out upon the walk. 

Rabbit, very white, and shaking so that 
the movement of his hands was visible, 
stepped out to front them; but when he 
spoke his voice was husky, unsteady, little 
more than a whisper. 

“Leduc,” he said, “you hain’t actin’ 
right. Go off about your business.” 

Lilly eyed him curiously. It was ab- 
surd, unimpressive. Leduc threw back 
his head and laughed. 

“You make me, heh? You, Rabbit, 
make me to go away! See. I wait.” 

_Now it was apparent the young man 
did not know where or how to begin. He 
stood undecided, pitiful, and Leduclaughed 
once more. ‘You go out from my way, 
or, mebbe so, I walk across you!” he said. 


AND then Rabbit stepped closer— 
patently half a head shorter than his 
antagonist, and thirty poundslighter—and 
struck a futile, absurd blow, a sort of slap. 
Leduc retaliated ferociously. His fist 
flailed Rabbit to the ground. From all 
sides men came running. There were 
shouts of “Stop it!... “Let him be”... 
“Grab Leduc!” 

But Scattergood intervened. “Let 
be!” he said. “Let be.” 

“Leduc’ll kil? him!” 

“Mebbe so. This hain’t to be meddled 
with. Leave ’em be!” 

Rabbit scrambled to his feet, and struck 
another silly blow at Leduc; again he was 
sent staggering. Once more he returned— 
unpossessed of the very rudiments of 
self-defense—and once more Leduc’s fist 
sent him staggering until the wall of the 
store arrested his body. He was silent; 
his eyes were bright, bright with some- 
thing folks never had seen gleaming in 


them before, as he came on again. It 
was ferocious, shameful. 

Leduc took a cold-blooded delight in 
his work, calling taunts, turning to ridi- 
cule Rabbit to his wife, who stood tense, 
hands clasped, watching in big-eyed si- 
lence. Five, six, seven times the boy was 
knocked to the sidewalk, and now he 
arose more slowly, wavered as he stood, 
but still staggered, tottered inward upon 
his adversary, to receive the blow he knew 
would come. 

He could scarce rise now. Leduc, laugh- 
ing, stood over him waiting—but he got 
to his hands and knees, raised his body 
erect upon his shanks, forced himself to 
stand and, head lopping from side to side, 
struck blindly at the big man before him. 
Again he was sent headlong, and now for 
half a minute he lay, struggling, unable to 
arise; but in the end he got again to hands 
and knees. 

No further could he go. The strength 
to stand was not there, but—the crowd 
gasped to see it!—he crawled toward Le- 
duc, crawled until his head was against 
Leduc’s knee, and there he struck the 
most absurd, the silliest blow ever seen in 
conflict between human beings. 

Ie was all his ebbing consciousness 
could muster. Resting on his left palm, 
he lifted his right to strike Leduc on the 
leg—a blow which would scarcely have 
killed a gnat. Then he fell upon his face. 


| Bee drew back his foot to kick, but 
Lilly was before him. She looked up- 
ward into his grinning face, and her eyes 
were savage, dangerous—but proud. Her 
body sheltered Rabbit’s battered head, and 
as she crouched she seemed somehow re- 
mindful of a panther defending its cub. 

“If you dast to kick him,” she hissed, 
“PI kill ye!” 

Rabbit stirred, and she bent over him; 
Leduc sneered at the hostile faces sur- 
rounding him, jostled and bullied his way 
through the circle, and swung off up the 
street. Scattergood, too, bent heavily 
over the boy; but Lilly shoved him aside. 

“Don’t touch him,” she said. “Don’t 
nobody touch him but me!” And she 
gathered his bashed and bleeding face to 
her bosom. 

He opened his eyes—as far as he could 
open them. “I allus... told yeI... 
couldn’t fight,” he said. And then, “He 
. .. he gave me a awful. . . lickin’!” 

Lilly pressed her cheek to his, and then 

lared about her. “Him! Him lick you! 

e never did. Mebbe he could kill you, 
but he couldn’t lick you=anbody: could!” 

Scattergood arose, pinching his under 
lip between finger and thumb. “Might 

it him over to Doc’s,” he said; and then 
he surveyed the little crowd. “Um. . 
This here come out full better’n I ex- 
pected.” 


p WAS early morning, the hour when 
Coldriver arises to milk its cows and do 
its chores, and Scattergood was sitting 
down to a light breakfast of flannel cakes, 
baked beans, salt pork and two kinds of 

ie—not to mention porridge and hot 
Prai and cofee—when there came an 
excited pounding upon his door. 

“Somebody knockin’,” said Mandy. 

“I calc’late mebbe I’d of heard ’em in 
another minute, if you hadn’t spoke,” 
said Scattergood dryly. “Better let ’em 
in. 
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Still Rabbit sat quiet, very white, but uttering no protest, not asserting his manhood. His shoulders were 
dropped, his head hanging—no spectacle to excite admiration. Leduc laughed. “You come?” he said 


It was Pliny Pickett, conductor of 
Scattergood’s passenger train, and Pliny 
was in a state of mind—so much so that 
he forgot to await Mr. Baines’s customary 
greeting, and to go through with the reg- 
ular ritual. 

- “Ye better come quick! ’Twas Jed 
Lewis found him, blowed nigh in two with 
a shotgun, and Sheriff Watts is all rigged 
up to go’n’ arrest Rabbit Branch fer it!” 

“ Now,” said Scattergood, “that’s what 
I call a masterly summin’ up of events— 
only you jest hain’t managed to mention 
the events. Who did Jed Lewis find?” 

“‘Leduc—right alongside the road, in 
the ditch!” 


Scattergood pushed back his plate. He 
needed to know no more; the whole of the 
event and its consequences spread clearly 
before him. “Um. ... And Ulysses 
Watts is calc’latin’ to arrest the boy fer 
it—on account of that rumpus yestiddy. 
Um. ... Dunno’s I kin blame him off- 
hand. And ’twon’t do no harm to men- 
tion— Et yit, Pliny?” 

Pliny nodded. 

“Thensetand watch me, Wa’n’t nothin 
never gained by startin’ a day on an empty 
stummick.” 

The old hardware merchant addressed 
himself to his food in such an efficient 
manner that one would little have sus- 


pected his mind to be troubled by any 
thing not spread before him on the table. 
He did not hurry. He did not neglect. 
Not until his stint of twenty-four flannel 
cakes had been consumed, his third cup 
of coffee emptied, did he push back his 
chair, take his napkin out of his shirtband 
and sigh with satisfaction. 

“Now,” he said, “we kin go and see 
what the’ is to see!” À 

They walked down the road until they 
reached an excited knot of folks by the 
roadside. Thear was apot canes not 
swaggering now but very still, lying upon 
the slope of the ditch where he had fallen. 
He had been (Continued on page 16. 


How Cecil De Mille Works 
And What He Knows About Us 


Stories of exciting moments in the making of motion pictures and of the courage 
and devotion which the actors show in an emergency —Why De Mille 
came to do “The Ten Commandments” — Surprising revelations 
in regard to the kind of pictures people want to see 


By Mary B. Mullett 


ELL, what are you going 

to do next?” said Jes 

Lasky to Cecil De Mille. 

It was in the early fall of 

1913, and the two men were 
lunching together in a New York res- 
taurant. 

“Oh, I think I'll go down and be 
President of Mexico,” laughed De Mille. 
“They have a new president about twice 
a week, so it must be easy to get the job.” 

“Why don’t you go ‘into motion pic- 
tures?” said Lasky. 

“I will, if you will,” was the prompt 


reply. 

: “All right!” agreed Lasky. ‘‘Let’s do 
it. 
Before they left the table they had 
written, on the back of the menu, a draft 
of the articles of incorporation. That was 
the beginning of what is now the Famous 
Players-Lasky Company; and it was the 
way Cecil De Mille, who is now conceded 
to be “top dog” among motion-picture 
directors, happened to enter this field. 

It sounds as if the two men acted on the 
spur of the moment; but back of this 
apparently impulsive decision there was 
a good deal of serious thinking. 

e Mille, for instance, had been writing 
and producing plays; but he also had been 
watching the motion picture business. It 
wasn’t much to watch! Most of the 
movies at that time were crude and stupid. 

“ Producers’ were making two-reelers 
which were nothing but chases,” De 
Mille said to me: “An Indian chased a 
cowboy through the first reel, the cowbo 
chased the Indian through the second real, 
shot him—and that was the picture. Or 
the villain chased the hero through the 
first reel, the hero chased the villain 
through the second, shot him—and that 
was that picture. 

“I was tired of seeing- that kind of stuff. 
I believed I could tell a whole dramatic 
story on the screen. When Mr. Lasky 
said, ‘Why don’t you go into pictures?’ it 
simply brought things to a focus. I 
wasn’t acting on a sudden impulse. I had 
an idea in which I believed; and I also be- 
lieved that I could put it over in a big way. 

“The company was divided into four 

arts. One part I tried to persuade my 
brother to take for foeon: 

“No,” he said, ‘PIl keep my money. 
You'll need part of it to pay your fare 
back home!’ 

“I bought the rights to ‘The Squaw 
Man’ and engaged Dustin Farnum as the 
leading actor. I tried to persuade him to 
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take some of the stock as part of his 
salary, but he said he preferred the cash. 
I did my best to peddle that stock around; 
but the only person that could be induced 
to buy any of it was a man in Gloversville. 
He put in $2,000 just as a gamble. 
“That $5,000 in stock, which went 


begging then,” laughed De Mille, “would - 


be worth about $10,000,000 now! 

“Well,” he went on, “I hired a stable 
out in Los Angeles; and with that as our 
studio we did ‘The Squaw Man.’ Up to 
that time, I never had seen the inside of a 
motion picture studio, except once when 
I visited a small one near New York. 
Being totally ignorant of the technique of 
preau ton, I engaged a director for that 

rst picture. But I directed the second 
one; and I’ve been directing ever since. 

“Those first years were pretty hectic 
ones,” laughed De Mille. “I got my 
motion picture education in a rapid 
succession of good stiff lessons. For 
instance, when I started, I didn’t know 
even the A B C of distribution. I sup- 
posed that you made your picture, got 
some theatres to show it—and there you 
were. 

“ But we found that the General Film 
Company had a monopoly of distri- 
bution. And when we asked them to 
handle ‘The Squaw Man,’ which was a 
six-reeler and a new sort of production, 
they told us they had all the pictures 
they needed. : 

‘But,’ I said, ‘this is different.’ 

“‘We don’t want anything different!’ 
they told me. 

“< But this is better!’ I protested. 

“<Oh,’ they said, ‘the public has gotta 
take what we give them. They don’t know 
anything but our pictures, and don’t 
want to know.’ 

“They were right on the first point, 
but wrong on the second. The public 
did want something different; something 
better. And before the end of that year, 
instead of our going to the General Film 

eople, they were coming to us and asking 
‘or our pictures.” 


DE MILLE was not exaggerating when 
he said that those first years were 
hectic ones. Mr. Lasky, at that time, was 
producing a series of vaudeville sketches 
with music. So, for the first year or two, 
De Mille practically ran the whole enter- 
prise single-handed. 

He selected and bought the plays to be 
produced; helped with the work of adap- 
tation; engaged the actors; planned the 


sets; directed the scenes; supervised the 
technical work and also the business 
operations. He had to have an almost 
incredible range of ability. And he had to 
drive himself with pnexhaustible energy. 

The second year he made two pictures 
simultaneously! He did “The Cheat” in 
the daytime and “The Golden Chance” 
at night. 

“How did you manage it?” I asked. 

“From 9 A. M. to 4 P. M.,” he said, “I 
shot scenes in ‘The cheat.’ from 4 to 5, 
attended to my mail; from 5 to 6, parse 
6 to 6:30, dinner; 6:30 to 7, smoked a pipe; 
7 to midnight, shot scenes in ‘The Golden 
Chance;’ went to bed at one o’clock and 
got up at seven.” 


r ISN’T surprising that this kind of 
concentration, backed with ideas, and 
with faith in those ideas, has resulted in an 
extraordinary record of achievement. 

ring one of De Mille’s recent visits 
to New York, I had a long talk with him. 
He had brought a dozen people with him 
from Hollywood, and his suite at the 
Ambassador Hotel fairly buzzed with 
activity. Secretaries, stenographers, di- 
rectors, agents, lawyers! The place was 
full of them. 

But in the room where three or four of 
us, including De Mille himself, sat and 
talked there was no hint of all this hurry 
and bustle. One secret of his ability to do 
so many things is that he does them one 
at a time! e one thing he was doin 
just then was giving me an interview; an 
if those people outside had been a million 
miles away, he couldn’t have seemed any 
less conscious of them. 

One of the strongest impressions he 
gives you is of quietness. He talks easily, 
and extremely well. But he is never 
insistent or strident. He is as ready to 
listen as to talk. He knows that he is one 
of the most powerful figures in one of 
the world’s largest industries. How can 
he help knowing it? Ask him a straight 
question about himself, and he gives you a 
straight answer. But when he talks of the 

eile who work for and with him, then 
e shows real feeling. 

“I wish the public knew some of the 
things that happen in the making of 
pictures!” he said. ‘‘The actors have the 
same spirit that makes a soldier go for- 
ward in battle. No matter what happens, 
they don’t stop so long as the camera 
keeps on grinding. 

“You doubt that? Well, let me tell you 
some things that (Continued on page 131) 


Cecil B. De Mille and His Family 


CECIL B. De MILLE has directed scores of famous 
motion pictures, beginning with “The Squaw Man” 
and “The Virginian,” and including among his latest 
productions “The Ten Commandments,” “Triumph,” 
and ‘‘Feet of Clay.” He was born in Ashfield, Massa- 
chusetts, his father being Henry C. De Mille, a well- 
known playwright. William De Mille, also a motion 


picture director, is Cecil’s brother. About twenty years 
ago Cecil married Miss Constance Adams. The picture 
above was taken in the grounds of their beautiful 
home at Hollywood. They have four children, but only 
the eldest daughter Cecilia, is their own; the other 
daughter and ihe two boys are adopted. The youngest, 
Richard, is only two years old. 
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A. A. Schantz 


As PRESIDENT and general manager of the 
Detroit and Cleveland Navigation Company, Mr. 


Schantz is one of the leading transportation men of 


the Great Lakes region. He became an agent for the 
“D. & C.” when he was nineteen, and immediately 
showed skill in organizing excursions. Later he was 


36 


made traveling passenger agent, and from that position 
his climb was steady. “But it took me twenty years,” 
he says, “even to meet the president of the company!” 
Mr. Schantz, whose home is in Detroit, is a native of 
Ohio, and is sixty-three years old. He is one of the 


most popular yachtsmen on the Great Lakes. 


It Took Him 26 Years To 


Travel 150 Feet 


“That was the distance between my first desk and the one I set out to 
occupy,” says A. A. Schantz, now general manager and president 
of a big navigation company — How the use of his spare 
time made it possible for him to achieve his goal 


N a balmy spring evening in hands when he finished with the baggage. 

Detroit, some forty years ago, a 
uced himself morrow night?” inquired the agent, slyly. 
“TIl be back,” the young man prom- his face. 


young man intr 


at the baggage-room of the 


Detroit an 


Sane lines in a manner which made 


the Irish baggage agent 
scratch his head in per- 
plexity. 

“Ye say,” the agent re- 

ated, “that ye’re goin’ to 
kelp me in my work—an’ 
for nothin?” 

The young man already 
had peeled off his coat. 
Now he tossed it with a 
businesslike air over a near- 
by trunk. 

“Yep,” he grinned. “I’m 
the new D. & C. traveling 
passenger agent, and I want 
to find out how this line 
handles baggage.” 

“ But, me boy,” pointed 
out the Irishman, more 
flabbergasted than ever, 
‘tits after seven. Your 

uittin’ time is five-thirty. 
An’ the company ain’t pay- 
in’ ye, no matter what time 
it 1s, to come dirtyin’ yez 
hands with baggage!” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” the 
youth assured him. “This 
time is on me. I’m out to 
learn something about the 
business besides passenger 
work, and this strikes me as 
a good place to start in.” 

Again the Irish agent 
scratched his head. Never 
had he heard the like of it! 
Outside, the waters of the 
St. Clair lapped with spring- 
time laziness against the 
piers. A Cleveland boat 
was getting under way; from 
its decks came snatches of a 
song, mingled with young 
folks’ laughter. 

“Well, ye can help if re 
want to,” the agent finally 
declared, “but I’ mathinkin’ 
thatyemustbeloony. Most 
lads the age of ye’d be glad 


leveland lake ised. 


By Sherman Gwinn. 


“Don’t Wait for the Elevator — 
Walk Up!” 


Ae many of the young men who 
come to me for advice don’t like foot- 
work; they insist on going up in the elevator,” 
says Mr. Schantz. 

“One day I was on one of our boats, 
starting a trip to Buffalo, when a young man 
introduced himself to me. He said he was out 
of a job, had no money, and asked for a 
chance to work his way. 

“<TN shovel coal,’ he said; ‘Ill do anything 
to get home.’ 

“TI take you at your word? I told him, 
and, calling a steward, I sent the young man 
below to work with the coal passers. : 

“'Fhat evening, to my surprise, I discovered 
him on deck, nonchalantly strolling about 
with the passengers. 

“What are you doing up here?’ I de- 
aa ‘I thought I sent you down to pass 
coal.’ 

“Why, so you did,’ he replied airily; ‘but 
evidently you didn’t know I wasn’t a coal 
passer. I’ve quit!’ 

“A lot of young folks are like that: they 
want passage, all right; but when they find 
they have to work their way, they quit. Thev 
are very eager to rise in the world, they tell 
me; but when they find that the elevator 
isn’t running they won’t walk up.” 


One evening in August it was stifling 
“Do ye think ye’ll be comin’ back to- hot and the work was unusually heavy. 
The agent sank onto a trunk and mopped 
Me boy,” he grumbled, “‘there’s 
no sinse to such drivin’! The way you 
And, to the agent’s amazement, he was! work, a body would think ye was aimin’ 


to be the gineral manager 
himself!” 

The young man straight- 
ened, with a smile that was 
oddly serious. ‘‘You’ve 
guessed it,” he said quietly. 

‘I'm working for just that 
thing. Some day I am 
going to be general man- 
ager! 


RECENTLY, in Detroit, 
I spent a morning with 
this same young man. He’s 
sixty-three, now. The top 
of his head is bald. The 
forty-odd years have added 
to his belt line and left their 
mark upon his face. But 
he’s still a young man, in 
spirit, in energy, In accom- 
plishment—in the things 
which count most. Further- 
more, he is the general mana- 
ger, as well as the president, 
of the Detroit and Cleve- 
land Navigation Company’s 
lines, a man recognized as 
one of the foremost authori- 
ties on fresh-water shipping 
in the country. 

I want to tell you that 
young man’s story, the story 
cf how Arnold Augustus 
Schantz made himself presi- 
dent and general manager 
of the Detroit and Cleve- 
land Navigation Company. 
If his statement to the old 
Irish agent sounded like a 


_ boy’s boast, he has more 


than made good, for in 
addition to the job he aimed 
for he is also a director and 
chairman of the executive 
committee of the White Star 
Line; president of the Ash- 
ley and Dustin Steamer 
Line, and of the Peerless 


to be out enjoyin’ thimselves on sich a fine 
an’ beautiful av’nin’ as this.” 

That night the young man—he was 
only eighteen—worked until after eleven 
orclock. It wasn’t easy work, either. His 
back ached and he had blisters on his 


He was back the third night, and the 
night following that. For weeks he kept 
up his study of the baggage problems of 
the company, working with such vim that 
the experienced agent himself had to 
hustle to hold up his end. 


Weighing Machine Company; vice presi- 
dent of the Detroit Marine-Aéro Engine 

ompany; vice president of the National 
Rivers and Harbors Congress—but to 
enumerate all of his connections would 
make this read like (Continued on page 172) 
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Mrs. Kruse never stopped talking . . . just intersecting her remarks with ‘‘Oh, dear, hearts aren’t 
trumps, are they? . . . I meant to put on a trump.” Or, ‘‘Oh, dear, partner, was that your king?” 


A Dot and Will story 


Will Keeps His Eye on the Ball 


By Fannie Kilbourne 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY T. K. HANNA 


HERE are times,” said Dulcie 
disgustedly, “when I wish there 
were something besides men that 
you could marry.” 

oN he had brought back my sher- 
bet glasses that she’d borrowed for her 
dinner party the night before, and we 
were chatting in a pleasant, neighborly 
way in my kitchen. 

“Men just don’t seem to have any sense 
of responsibility. I was so mad at Roger 
last night that I could have choked him. 
There I’d worked. an hour setting the 
table for the party. I was busy in the 
kitchen when Roger came home, and 
beyond calling ‘Hello’ I didn’t pay any 
attention to him. I just happened to go 
into the dining-room, and I got there just 
in time! _ 

“There he stood beside my beautiful 
table, looking over the evening paper, and 
eating up every bit of the celery. In two 
more minutes he’d have started on the 
olives and the salted nuts, and, given him 
ten minutes alone, the dinner table would 
have been stripped as bare as a farm after 
the seventeen-year locusts have passed 
through!” — 3; ; 

** Will is just the same,” I said feelingly. 

“ Nobody. would ever’ believe that it was 
his party and his friends and his house, 
just the same as mine. I simply can’t get 

im to take any responsibility for any- 
thing. If I ask him what to have for din- 
ner when we're going to have company, 
he'll say ‘mulligatawny stew.” 

“ Does he help you any in deciding im- 
portant things, either?” Dulcie asked. 

“Does. hef’ I raised my eyes to the 
ceiling to show Dulcie that he decidedly 
did not. “When we got that new rug for 
the living-room,.I had every bit of the 
worrying to do myself. I tried to explain 
to him the. different. things to be con- 
sidered: how, if we got a blue rug we 
gauldn’t use the curtains we had; but how, 
if we didn’t get blue, the wing chair Mother 
Horton is going to let us have wouldn’t 
fat so well—and all the pros and cons you 
positively-have to consider before you buy 
an expensive thing like a rug. There’s no 
use pretending you can decide on any- 
thing big like that without talking:a lot 
about it; but after the first two or three 
evenings Will: didn’t seem to, want me 
even to mention it. _- Surges: t 

“He'd either be flippant and say, ‘T’ll 
tell you what! Get a plaid rug; that'll go 
with anything!’ Or else he'd act kind of 
half exasperated, and say, ‘Oh, get what- 
ever you like, Dotty, and let’s forget it?” 

“That’s Roger all over!?.. Dulcie broke 
in. *‘ ‘Oh, just any old thing,’ or, ‘I wouldn’t 
fuss so over it, are his two favorite an- 
swers. It would serve men just right if we 
took them up on some of those answers! 
Funny-looking houses we'd have if we 


did, and funny meals and a funny life all 
around. They’d hate it just as much as 
we would, but they don’t realize that it’s 
only our fussing that keeps things half- 
may decent. And I suppose they know we 
will fuss, no matter what they say. They 
don’t have to have any sense of responsi- 
bility; they know weve got enough for 
two.” : 


I KNEW this was true, of course, but 
I didn’t realize how very true it was 
until the week-end Will and I entertained 
the Kruses. 

This was purely a business matter. I 
had never seen either Mr. or Mrs. Kruse 
before, and neither had Will. Will always 
takes me into his confidence about all ake 
business of the real estate company, but 
this time it was specially important for 
him to. a= 

Father and Mother Horton had gone 
South for January and February, the first 
time they'd been away from Montrose in 
ian and years, And while they were gone 

ill found ‘that the Kruse Leather and 
Bark Novelty Manufacturing Company 
was thinking of moving its factory from a 
Chicago suburb to somewhere in our dis- 
trict, either here or Verblen. Will was all 
excited over the prospect. It looked like 
a chance to rent the canning factory build- 
ing at last. If Will could put it over, it 
would tickle his father almost to death, 
as well as give -him a fat commission for 
himself. : 

Will went right down to Chicago to see 
Mr. Kruse, nd talk Montrose up to him. 
He came back more excited than before. 

“Kruse is a fine fellow,” Will said, all en- 
thusiasm,“and he said our place sounded 
pretty good. He’s got his eye on the ram- 
shackle old shoe factory building in Ver- 
blen too, though. He could get it cheaper, 
of course; but it’s a frame Suildin , and 
it’s run down till there are about two Poards 
left nailed together. They’ve written him 
though, and tọ read their description— 
well, -you’d never dream it was the old 
shoe factory they-were talking about!” 

It always gives me the most delicious 
feeling of being extremely mature and 
important to have Wilk talk to me about 
business. Naturally, I was all interest. I 
was perfectly unprepared, though, for 
what came next. © h 
* “He wants to look our place over,” 


Will went on calmly, “so he’s coming up. 


here to stay over, week-end after next, 
to doit.” ` Se a 

“It’s a shamehe can’t make it without 
stayingovernight,” Isaid, withthe pleasant 
little feeling that-it always gives me tobe 
so understanding about business. ‘The 
hotel isn’t anything to recommend Mont- 
rose. It’s too bad the new one isn’t done.” 

“That’s right,” said Will, as though 


relieved. “I’m certainly glad you can see 
how it is. I knew it would queer the deal 
for him to stop at the hotel, So I asked 
them to stay here.” 

“ Here, in this house!”. I gasped. 

“There isn’t anywhere else,” said Will 
apologetically, “with the folks away. You 
can get Ella Crowninshield to come and 
help you, can’t you? So that there won’t 
be too much work for you?” 

“Oh, it isn’t the work,” I said faintly. 
And then, “Them?” I echoed. “Will— 
will his wife come with him?” 

“Sure!” said Will. 

Any woman can understand why it 
made me feel a little faint. When you do 
practically all your own work, and have a 
pair of twin babies, the idea of week-end 
guests of any kind is rather appalling. 
And when they’re people you’ve never 
laid eyes on before, and people rich enough 
to own a factory at that—well, it’s not 
like some of your old crowd that it doesn’t 
make any difference with whether you 
have everything just right or not. It was 
a seurencou undertaking, of course; but 
I could see that it was really necessary. 

“Do you think we can manage it all 
right, Dotty?” Will asked anxiously. “I 
hate to put any extra work on you, with 
all you’ve got to do, but—well, you can 
see yourself how it is. Dad would never 
forgive me if I didn’t do all I could to get 
the Novelty to come here; we’ve got a lot 
of property out around the old cannery, 
nd it would all boom some. Then, on 
just this one deal alone, there’s the little 
old commish to think of. It wouldn’t hurt 
our budget’s feelings any to crowd in a 
little extra cash. I'll help you all I can. 
Do you suppose we can swing it?” 

“Oh, yes, I guess.so,” I said lightly 
and, as a matter of fact, rather pleased. 

Not that I was pleased at the ordeal 
ahead of me, goodness knows, but there 
were other reasons. Mainly, it was Will’s 
putting it up to me the way he did. There 
aré plenty of husbands who don’t explain 
their business to their wives. Why, just 
take Howard Mertan for.instance! if I'd 
been in Rosemary’s place I’d have wanted 
to leave him, the way he acted when old 
Me Long got a divorce from her hus- 

and. ; 


r WAS the only. divorce in Montrose for 
years and years. The Longs had been 
married thirty-five years, and, while every- 
body knew they fought like a cat and dog, 
we all thought they were happy. Then 
suddenly the news got out that she had 
filed suit for divorce against him a month 
before. The whole town simply reeled on 
its foundations. We girls heard it first 3t 
Charity Club, and went home absolutely 
bug-eyed to tell our husbands. 

‘hey were all as dumfounded as we 
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40 
had been. All but Howard Merton. He 


is a lawyer of course, and when Rosie 
went home all atwitter and told him with 
bated breath, he said carelessly, “Oh, yes, 
Mrs. Long talked to me about it before 
she filed the suit, and I advised her to go 
to Mr. Grant.” 

“ Before she filed the suit!” Rosemary 
told me, she echoed in a gasp. “You’ve 
known about it for a. month and never 
told me! You’ve deliberately kept still 
and let me hear it from Mrs. Frank 
Kirsted, when I might have had all 
the fun of springing it first!” 

“That’s exactly why I didn’t tell 
you,” Howard said. ‘‘Because you 
couldn’t have kept from springing 
it first on somebody. Mrs. Long con- 
sulted me in confidence, and any- 
thing you tell your doctor or your 
lawyer or your priest is sacred.” 

“You needn’t think I would have 
told a living soul,” Rose said with 
cold dignity, “or that anybody I did 
tell would ever have dreamed of re- 
peating it. It simply shows you 
don’t trust me.” 

“You bet your life I don’t,” 

Howard admitted cheerfully. 
“You’re too. good-looking to 
have good sense!” 


And along that line he actually jollied 
Rosemary out of being hurt about it. It 
is strange how a woman will swallow any 
insult in the world if it’s hung on her be- 
ing good-looking! 

ill thinks I am good-looking, too, and 
I couldn’t help being pleased to see that 
he also trusts me. It gave me a comfort- 
able feeling of superiority. Then, I rather 
liked the idea of entertaining my hus- 
band’s business friends. Lots of the older 
married girls have quite a bit of this to do, 
and Popes bitterly about it. And when 
they had complained to me before it had 
always placed me at rather a disadvan- 
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tage, not being in a position to complain 
any myself. f 

Oh, take it altogether, for all entertain- 
ing the Kruses was such an undertaking, 
I entered into it with interest and even a 
certain amount of enthusiasm. 

“They'll probably get in on the five- 
seven, Saturday,” T sia. “We'll have 
dinner at night, and I'll ask Dulcie and 
Roger and the Kirsteds. They make the 
best impression on strangers of any of our 


Will did the best he could 
to help me... even to 
shellacking the kitchen 
floor when he found I 
was going to do it myself 
if he didn't. But he 
didn’t see any sense in it 


friends. Then that'll make just two tables 
for bridge afterward.” 

“Bridge nothing,” said Will. ‘‘Let’s 
make it Mah Jong or five hundred.” 

“Mah Jong is going out,” I said; “and 
as for asking people from Chicago to play 
five hundred, you might as well suggest 
lotto! Nobody in the world but you and 
Frank Kirsted even remembers that there 
is such a game as five hundred!” 

“What’s the difference if Mah Jong is 
going out,” Will objected. “Weve still 
got our set, and if Kruse likes to play—” 

“Now listen, Will,” I interrupted gently, 
“Mr. Kruse isn’t the only one who’s got 


to be pleased. You'll make a terrible mis- 
take if you forget that. The Kruses will 
live in whichever town they put the fac- 
tory in; and you can be sure Mrs. Kruse 
wil have something to say about which 
town it’s to be.” 

“Well, you don’t suppose the sight of a 
Mah Jong set will turn Mrs. Kruse against 
the town of Montrose, do you?” 

“It might easily, Will,” I said gently. 
“Tf she’s very snappy and keeps right up 
to date on things herself. What we've 
vot to do is ĉo show her that the social life 
here is something that even a woman used 
to life in Chicago would never need to be 
ashamed of. It she once got the idea that 
there was anything provincial about Mont- 
rose—” 

“But, ye gods, Dotty, the way I play 
bridge isn’t going to raise the social tone 
of Montrose any! If Kruse knows any- 
thing about bridge, he’ll just think the 
other business men of Montrose must be 
half-wits too, or I couldn’t earn a living 
here. You know how I play bridge.” 

Well, there was considerable truth in 
that. Actually, I’ve watched Will playing 
bridge, and thought he must have one of 
those dual personalities you read about. 
It simply doesn’t seem possible that the 
same person can be smart enough to under- 
stand real estate law as he does, or take a 
flivver all to pieces and put it together 
again, and yet be thick enough to let a one 
no trump doubled stand. 

“Tl tell you what,” he said. “Let 
Frank and his wife and Dulcie and me play 
some game for simple minds at one table, 
and you and Roger play bridge with the 
Kruses at the other.’ 


(THAT really was an idea. Roger plays 
aterribly keen game, and I’mnotsobad, 
if I do say it myself. In fact, I was so re- 
lieved at having this first problem so well 
settled that I didn’t realize how signifi- 
cant Will’s part of it was. I thought of it 
later, though. 

“Then, Sunday morning you can take 
them to church,” I went on. “And PII 
stay home and get dinner. Thank good- 
ness, the new church is done, if the hotel 
isn’t. I wish to goodness I could be there 
too; but I can’t, possibly. You want to 
be sure to introduce them to the right 
people as you're going out. People like 
the Burrises and the Scogginses. Then, 
in the afternoon, I'll ask Miss Evarts and 
Professor Haynes and his wife to drop 
in for tea. They’re fearfully cultured—a 
woman like Miss Evarts who goes abroad 
any time the notion strikes her would 
make a good impression on anybody. 
Then, I suppose, they'll take the eight-ten 
back to Chicago!” 

“But you haven’t left any time to go 
out to see the cannery!” Will objected. 
“And that’s what they’re coming for, you 
know.” 

“That’s so,” I admitted. “I suppose 
we'll have to get that in somewhere.” I 
considered the advantages of the different 
pares of my plan. “Well, I guess we'd 

etter leave out church for once, and go 
out there Sunday morning. You can 
drive past the church, and call attention 
to the building on your way. Then I'll 
ask the Burrises to come to tea too. They'll 
add just the right heavy-respectable note.” 

“But isn’t this going to be too much for 
you, Dotty?” Will asked anxiously. “I 
don’t want to put too much work on you.” 


Will Keeps His Eye on the Ball, by FANNIE 


“T don’t mind a bit!” I assured him. 
“T’ve an interest in your getting that com- 
mission, too.” 

I really didn’t mind. If anybody ever 
started off a hard job with her hase in her 
work, I started that one. Fortunately, 
the week-end was ten days off, so I had 
plenty of time. I invited the different 
people, first of all, so that I would know 
what I had to work with; and they could 
all come. I engaged Ella to come all day 
Saturday and Sunday to help me. The 
very first evening, I sat down and made 
por complete menus for all the meals we’d 

ave. 


ILL was greatly impressed at my 

havingso much system and executive 
ability. course I wanted Will’s advice 
in making out the menus. 

“Now, what do you think would be 
nice for dinner Saturday evening?” I 
asked him. 

“Mulligatawny stew!” said Will. 

I could scarcely believe my ears. That 
he should be flippant at a time like this! 
Seeing that he hod hurt my feelings, he 
sobered up right away and tried to help 
me. 

“How about a chicken?” he said. 

“Td thought we'd have a chicken Sun- 


day.” 

Toe: that little difficulty squelched Will 
completely. He likes almost anything to 
eat, but he can never think of anything 
but chicken. With the props pulled out 
from under his one idea, he was simply 
helpless. 

“Id thought about veal birds—you 
know, the kind fixed with toothpicks—for 
Saturday night,” I said at last. “Don’t 


Mer. Burris gave another elderly, approv- 
img chuckle. . . . “A very shrewd young 
husband you have, Dorothy!” ... and he 
left mewith his nice, old-fashioned bow 


you think that those would be nice?” 

“Fine!” said Will enthusiastically. 

“I thought we'd have grapefruit with a 
cherry in the center to start with,” I went 
on, “then split-pea soup with croutons 
and cheese straws. Then the birds, and 
riced potatoes and gravy and—well, either 
cauliflower or scalloped squash or both, 
and peach pickles. Then salad with 
Roquefort cheese dressing, and ice cream 
and cake and coffee. How do you think 
that would be?” 

“Fine” said Will approvingly. 

“Then, for Sunday, we can have chick- 
en,” I wenton, “andall the trimmings, and 
mousse for dessert and—which do you 
think would be best for salad, boiled dress- 
ing or oil dressing?” 

“Fine,” said Will. 

“Fine what?” I asked sharply. “Aren’t 
you paying any attention to what I’m 
saying?” 

He pulled himself together and said he 

uessed French dressing; but even then 
Í could seé that his heart wasn’t in this 
thing as mine was. ‘Why, I threw, my 
whole soul into it. ‘All the week before, no 
matter what else I was doing, I was plan- 
ning that week-end. 

Naturally; with anything on my mind 
so much, I mentioned some of the prob- 
lems to Will. He was not the slightest 
help, though. Sometimes, especially after 
I had struggled with the sarne problem for 
some time, considering the advantages of 
first one way, then another; it would seem 
to me he was scarcely listening to what I 
was saying. a ia 

I don’t know when I first began to be a 
little hurt by this. I'thirik, though, it was 
along toward Thursday,: when the real 
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work began. Will was especially busy at 
the office, so I had most of it to do. He 
helped me all he could—he’s always sweet 
about helping with work; but that kind of 
help wasn’t what I wanted. What I wanted 
was for Will to take a little interest. He 
didn’t seem to care even to talk about it, 
saying almost irritably, “Ye gods, Dot, 
how should I know?” when I asked him 
if he thought coffee kept Mrs. Kruse awake. 

He seemed to have no appreciation of 
the vast amount of intelligent thought 
that it takes to make a week-end a suc- 
cess. He actually seemed to think you 
could go on just as usual, thinking of noth- 
ing, and then when the time came—per- 
fectly prepared meals, perfectly clean 
house, perfectly dressed wife, and all the 
rest, simply happening by magic. 


WE WERE going to give the Kruses 
our room. Since the babies came, we 
haven’t any guest-room. Will would sleep 
on the couch in the sewing-room, and I on 
the davenport in the living-room. I didn’t 
care much about sleeping on the ground 
floor, but I was afraid to trust Will. I 
couldn’t depend upon his leaping up at 
the first sound of the alarm clock, and 
dashing up-stairs with all the bedding, 
and being wary about not meeting the 
Kruses in the hall. 

It’s a terrible thing to feel you can’t 
trust your own husband; but there’s no 
dodging the fact that there’d be a chance 
of his shutting off the alarm, thinking 
he’d lie just a (Continued on page 112) 


KILBOURNE 


I'm Still on the Sucker List 
But I Don’t Bite Any More 


For years I was easy pickings for the flimflammers, the get-rich-quick schemers, and 
the let-you-in-on-the-ground floor decoys, but at last I’ve learned my 
lesson — Some of the glowing prospects I’ve fallen for, and 
what they cost me—Read ’em and weep, for 
you’ve probably been a sucker too 


OI want to get out of the wage- 
earning classes? 
Do I want my share of the 
luxuries of life? 
Do I crave financial independ- 
ence in my old age? 

Do I want a home, with all the comforts 
of life, and a silver-plated touring car? 

Do I prefer riches to poverty? 

Do I want to “spend my winters at 
Palm Beach”? 

Yes! Louder and with more expression, 
“YeEs-s-s!” 

But who’s talking, please? Ah, that’s 
the point! I'll tell you. A coterie of smooth, 
oily, sterling-silver-tongued, facile-penned, 
kind-hearted, philanthropic, considerate, 
self-sacrificing promoters, who are ob- 


sessed by a hot desire to make me a 
million dollars overnight, whether I get 
it or not. 


You know them. Probably you are on 
the Sucker List, the same as I am. I 
oure not, you have been, and if you 
aven’t been you will be. All good Ameri- 
cans go on the Sucker List before they die.‘ 

It’s inevitable. 

My name must be one of the pioneers 
on the Sucker Lists by this time. - I have 
been getting letters, 
circulars, pamphlets, 
financial statements, 
and sign-on-the- 
dotted-line ‘‘oppor- 
tunities”? through 
them for years. When 
some of the Get-Rich- 
Quick Companies look 
over their alphabetical 
lists, they must re- 
gard me, horticul- 
turedly speaking, as 
one of their Sweet P’s. 

If all the mail I 
have received from 
these companies were 
placed end to end it 
would reach from the 
Grand Jury Room at 
Yonkers, New York, 
easterly around the 
world to the Fed- 
eral Penitentiary at 
fh easenworth: Kane 
sas. And these two 
points would make an 
appropriate beginning 
and ending. 

Hardly a week 
passes that I do not 
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By H.T. Phillips 


receive at least one letter from a total 
stranger, addressing meas “Dear Friend,” 
and offering me, “in view of my position 
in the community as a discriminating and 
keen student of business affairs,ean un- 
precedented, positively unequaled, never- 
to-be-surpassed opportunity to step in on 
the ground floor” of some budding busi- 
ness enterprise that will in a few short 
jos be to the button, banana, egg- 

eater, saucepan, suit and cloak, gasolene, 
canary raising, tin whistle, or nut industry 
what Henry Ford is to the automobile 
industry. 

That is an old trick of the Sucker 
Hunters. They use Mr. Ford’s name, 
print a table of his company’s earnings 
from the day he first cranked a horseless 
carriage, and emphasize, usually in red 
letters, the great fortunes that fell into the 
laps of “THose Wise MEMBERS OF THE 
InvestiNc Pustic WHo Gor IN ON THE 


f Grounp Froor WuHen Opportunity 


Knockep.” 

This Aladdin and his Wonderful Lamp 
story of the rise of Henry Ford and his 
business is very absorbing and very 
gripping. It has a popular appeal to the 
imagination. It is great stuff in the hands 
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As branch manager of the concern that had “let me in on 
the ground floor,” I receive my first consignment of goods 


of the Sucker Hunter. People fall for it. 
I have fallen for it lots of times. It is 
sauce to the “Sapps.” Many of the 
“come-on letters” name other highly re- 
spectable and eminently successful cor- 

rations. ‘‘Look at the history of the 
‘ord Automobile Company!” says one 
letter I received the other day. ‘Look at 
the history of the Bell Telephone Com- 
pany! Look at New York Central! Look 
at Western Union Telegraph! There are 
hosts of others like them that have made 
millions for investors!” 


JUST sign on the dotted line, the in- 
structions say, making your check pay- 
able to J. Wellington Hookfish, Esq. 

. And it gets results—but not the results 
it used to get. Some of the country’s best 
little promoters of bogus enterprises are 
now breaking stone under the direction of 
armed attendants. Prosecutions and cam- 
paigns of education during the past few 

ears have made the flimflammers’ task a 
ittle more difficult. 

Yet tens of thousands of gullible in- 
vestors continue to lie down and roll over 
each year. I’d be indignant if anybody 
called me a “hick” or a “boob,” but I 
have succumbed with- 
out a struggle year 
after year to some of 
the rawest and most 
obvious bunco games 
ever devised in this 
land of the free and 
the home of the gul- 
lible. 

Few are immune. 
I have a friend who 
conducted a campaign 
of exposure against 
bogus oil companies, 
sad warned the dear 
public not to throw 
away its money. Yet 
a few weeks ago he 
showed me some stock 
certificates in one of 
the wildest wildcat 
companiesin the coun- 
try. He had pur- 
chased them “on a 
tip,’ without more 
than a casual investi- 
gation, at the very 
time he was writing 
a red-hot article pro- 
tecting the public 
against doing any such 
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thing. Can you beat it? 

If anybody hands me 
a questionnaire with 
the query, “How long 
have you been a suck- 
er?” I shall have to 
answer, “Always.” I’m 
probably what Walling- 
ford would refer to as 
an “A Number One 
Prospect. Soft Pick- 
ings!’ For years I 
would bite at almost 
any kind of bait offered 
by the artful promotor 
of a Make-Yourself- 
Financially-Independ- 
ent proposition. I am 
not so easy as I used to 
be, but I am still afraid 
to trust myself com- 
pletely in the face of a 
*‘come-on.” 

It must be a More 
Money Complex. Even 
as a boy I was always 
strong for making a lot 
of money. The neigh- 
bors used to predict 
that I would carve out 
a career as a business 
man. I remember that, when running the 
boyhood “shows,” I never would admit 
anybody for ten or fifteen pins. I never 
let anybody in for less than a penny.: I 
never had any boyhood ‘llusions about 
pins as a substitute for coin of the realm. 

I used to gaze with awe upon the 
Moneyed Men of the old home town, and 
I can recall the days of standing, barefoot, 
opposite a big brick building that held the 
business of one of the town’s leading 
industries, and just looking at the name of 
the firm, “ Bryan, Miner & Read,” in gold 
letters against a black background, won- 
dering how a feller would have to begin in 
order to get his name grouped over a 
business house that way. 


WRITING had no appeal to me until I 
was seventeen years old or there- 
abouts. I wanted to be a business man. 
I wanted “to get out of the wage-earn- 
ing class” even before I was in it. 

Even in my early twenties the business 
complex persisted, and I was a steady 
reader of those departments of the news- 
paper classified ads known as “ Business 
Opportunities.” I read all of those in the 
home newspapers and many in the New 
York papers. 

Looking backward, my impression is I 
answered most of them. Possibly that is 
how I got a permanent place on the 
Sucker List. At any rate, what I wanted 
was “to get out of the wage-earning 
class,” to be a “somebody,” “to get my 
share of the luxuries of life,” “to have a 
life of independence in my old age” (if not 
in my young age), to “have ten thousand 
dollars for every one I had at the mo- 
ment.” It was my idea that writing was 
interesting, but that to enjoy it one must 
be a Big Business Mogul on the side. 

Any legitimate business would do. Ads 
reading “ Wanted—Man to invest in going 
concern; share of earnings; owner needs 
money for expansion, etc.” ... “Rare 
opportunity to get in on ground floor.” 
. “Partner with small amount of cash 
to take interest in prosperous business.” 
or, “Man with $1,000 can secure interest 
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One of the first big business propositions ever put up to me was to buy 
stock in a factory that was going to make glass eyes for wooden horses 


in fine horseradish bottling plant,” always 
got an answer from me. A big percentage 
of these businesses, as I look back, were 
advertised as ‘‘going” propositions. They 
invariably “went” shortly after I put 
some of my savings into them. 

Almost as fast as I became the sole 
owner of two or three hundred dollars, I 
would find, through the business oppor- 
tunities, some gentlemen more than pleased 
to take it in return for an “interest” in 
some business. Iron products or peanuts, 
suspension bridges or oysters, motor trucks 
or straw-hat bands, garages or delicatessen 
shops—it made no diference to me, in my 
A: E to make money and become a 
substantial member of the Chamber of 
Commerce at once. 

A fellow worker with me, “Bob” Hy- 
man, had the same complex. We were 
‘always planning to leave the newspaper 
business flat and open up a business of our 
own. He has his now, being the head of 
one of the largest furniture houses in New 
England. Once we considered combinin 
our savings (something like five hundred 
dollars) and opening a lunch-room. At 
another time we came close to joining with 
a smooth-tongued ‘‘slicker” from the 
metropolis, and going into the jitney bus 
business. This was when the jitney bus 
craze first swept over the country. Our 
ardor for being transportation magnates 
cooled when we found the third party was 
principally interested in obligating us to 
the purchase of some used cars at twice 
their value. 

Once, a friend, who knew of our business 
leanings, wrote us a letter emphasizing the 
demand for glass eyes for rocking horses, 
and picturing the fortune to be made if we 
would come in with the man who con- 
trolled the patents. 


URING this period we went into part- 
nership with a produce dealer who had 
wonderful ideas (but no money) for cor- 
nering the local green produce market. 
He soon had the money, and probably by 
this time he has the produce market. 
Shortly after this I answered a letter 


headed “AGENTs WanTED EVERYWHERE.” 
It proceeded to reveal the marvels of a 
carbon remover that would keep auto 
engines free of carbon “and other de- 
posits. Just the invention every car 
owner is looking for. Selling like hot 
cakes,” the letter said. “Agents can make 
$300 to $500 a week.” 

Yeabo! 

I sought the local agency at once. Ina 
few days a wonderful Fourth of July 
orator called upon me, showed me the 
carbon remover (it looked like a camphor 
ball and, I am inclined to think, as a 
camphor ball), explained the details of the 
proposition and urged me to sign up at 
once. 

I swallowed hook, line, and sinker. 

“Do you know Elliot J. Gainsborough?” 
he asked. 

“No,” I replied. 

“I have his name here. He is very 
anxious to get the agency if you don't 
take it,” he said. 


THIS got me. I never could let Elliot 
J. Gainsborough get it away from me, 
even if, as was the case, no such person 
existed. 

I signed up the papers obligating me to 
take something like one hundred dollars’ 
worth of the carbon remover the first 
month, three hundred dollars the second, 
and so on. Then I paid him something 
like twenty-five dollars deposit. He talked 
me right into it. His attack was perfect, 
and I had developed no adequate defense 
against a fast and smooth talker. 

In a few days a case of the stuff arrived. 
Then it occurred to me it might be a good 
idea to test it. I gave a few of the 
“camphor balls” to a motorist I knew. 
I think he ate them himself instead of 
feeding them to the engine. At any rate, I 
never heara any more of him. I discovered 
at once that the automobile owners were 
firm against putting any foreign compo- 
sition into their engines, and would have 
none of the wonderful carbon remover. | 
never heard any more from the company. 
Evidently the (Continued on page 102) 


What a Psychoanalyst Knows 
About You and Your Troubles 


Most unhappiness and mental confusion, as well as a lot of physical ills, are due 
to the tendency of human beings to dodge reality —Facing facts, and doing 
the things one knows one ought to do, will change a person’s whole 
outlook on life—The story of a girl who became deaf because her 
sweetheart said something she didn’t want to hear, and other 
marvelous narratives of adventures into the subconscious 


HE well-known writer, Lucian 

Cary, gave an account in the 

May issue of this magazine of 

his experience in being psycho- 

analyzed. It was an extremely 
interesting human document. And yet, 
for a great many of us, it had one draw- 
back: Where did we come in? 

Perhaps you said to yourself, “Even 
if I should want to go to these psycho- 
analysts, I couldn’t do it! So far as I 
know, there isn’t one of them within a 
thousand miles of where I live.” 

It is true that there are still only a 
few psychoanalysts. Freud gave his 
theories to the world but a few years ago. 
It is also asserted that some who call 
themselves by that name are not very 
highly thought of by some of the others. 
However, if you can’t go to one anyway, 
you are not particularly interested in their 
comparative standing. 

hat does interest you is this: Do the 
psychoanalysts know things about you, as 
a human being, that you don’t know about 
yourself? Even though you can’t be 
analyzed by them, can they tell you 
something that will be a help to you? 

I put this question to Miss Grace 
Potter, the psychoanalyst who, according 
to Mr. Cary, had been the means of help- 
ing him out of his difficulties. 

iss Potter, after studying first in 
Zürich, later went to Vienna, where she 
was herself analyzed and trained in the 
Freudian School Methods. She has prac- 
ticed for some years in New York. Before 
that, she had been what she called a 
“ practical psychologist,” which means 
that even then she was helping people out 
of their difficulties. 

I said to her, “You have had a lot of 
experience with people whose ‘machinery’ 
isn’t running just right. All of us are 
having more or less trouble with our own 
machinery. Tell us how we ‘get that way.’ 
And tell us something that will help us to 
run more smoothly and more efficiently. 
These people who come to you for analysis 
—what kind of troubles do they have?” 

“Their difficulties,” she replied, “‘be- 
long under one, or more, of three heads: 
Physical, emotional, and inability to 
work. They may have, or seem to have. 
some physical disease or diseases. The 
may have domestic trouble, or unhappi- 
ness in their relations with their friends 
and relatives. Or their difficulty may be 
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By Keene Sumner 


in their contacts with the outside world in 
general, with the result that they are 
unable to accomplish satisfactory work. 
Often there is a combination of these 
difficulties in the same case. 

. “You see, fundamentally all these 
troubles may be the result of failure in 
«emotional adjustment to hfe. They had 
their origin in our childhood—before we 
were seven years old.” 

“How did they start?” I asked. 

“In some emotional conflict which was 
too hard for us to go through. We 
encountered some reality which was so 
unwelcome and so difficult that we receded 
from it.” 

“You mean,” I said, “that we came up 
against something we didn’t like, and so 
we backed off and wouldn’t face it?” 

“Yes,” laughed Miss Potter, ‘‘that 
really is what happens. Then we built a 
barrier, and tried to deny that the thing 
which had hurt us had ever happened. 
This was to prevent access into the for- 
bidden realm of any stimulus from the 
outside world which might renew the 
conflict and create again the painful 
feeling which we wished to escape. We 
had made a repression, put an experience 
out of consciousness, into the Unconscious. 
The wishes connected with the experience 
won’t agree to this arrangement, however. 


“WE HAVE two selves, a conscious 
self and an unconscious self. The 
wishes in the Unconscious clamor for 
freedom and pleasure. So, as long as these 
repressions continue—which may be all 
through life—the unconscious self con- 
tinues to struggle against them. 

“At the time of that early conflict, we 
failed at some point to make the usual 
adjustment to life. The Unconscious 
keeps trying to effect a substitute adjust- 
ment. If the repressions are not too 
painful the Unconscious may cooperate 
with the conscious self, and adjust in work 
and love. So all culture is built. But if 
the repressions were made under too great 
stress, a happy adjustment is not possible. 

nd so these struggles and maladjust- 
ments bring very troublesome conse- 
quences, without the victims themselves 
having any realization of why and how 
it all happens. 

“For example, a number of years ago 
there came to my notice the case of a 
young woman who was deaf in one ear. 


About five years before I saw her, this 
girl had been through an unhappy love 
affair. It had gone smoothly enough for a 
time, although the young man kept 
deferring their marriage on the score that 
he could not afford it. Finally, she began 
to fear that he did not intend to marry 
her at all. 


“ONE night he was late in keeping an 
appointment with her. When he 
arrived, they talked for a little while, and 
then she suddenly heard him say sharply: 

“*Why don’t you answer me? I've 
spoken to you twice and you don’t 
answer.’ 

“She had been sitting with her left side 
toward him. Now she turned, and said, 
‘I didn’t hear you. What did you say?’ 

“He replied, ‘I told you that I don’t 
love you any more and that I’m aot oing 
to see you again.’ 

“Now this is what had happened: The 
girl had been afraid that this break was 
coming and that he would tell her just 
what he did tell her. She did not want 
to hear it; and in order not to hear it, she 
suddenly became deaf in the ear that was 
next to him. 

“But of course that isn’t the whole 
explanation. You and I don’t become 
deaf when we think we are going to hear 
something unpleasant! Neither would 
this girl, ir it had not been for one of those 
early conflicts of which I spoke just now. 
In her case, as I found later, it had 
something to do with her mother. As a 
child, she had come face to face with an 
emotional problem which she couldn’t 
handle. She had ‘receded’ from this 
reality; tried to deny its existence; negated 
it, aS we say. 

“When she found herself, in her rela- 
tions with her lover, facing another situ- 
ation which seemed unsolvable and intol- 
erable, she again receded from reality; 
this time, by becoiine deaf. 

“You understand that she did not 
consciously decide to be deaf, and there- 
fore became deaf. The conscious mind 
could not accomplish that feat. But the 
Unconscious, which in its own way is 
immensely more powerful than the con- 
scious mind, did actually produce deaf- 
ness. 

“The Unconscious is very much like a 
child with the power of a giant. Its first 
impulse is to help us to escape from what 
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we fear and dislike. But it does not 
reason. It does not look ahead and con- 
sider the consequences. The result.is that 
it often gets us out of the frying pan only 
to plunge us into the fire. 

mi Maeda See 

In this case, the girl continued to be 
deaf until, through analysis, she under- 
stood how the condition had come about. 
When she did understand this, 
her deafness disappeared 
almost immediately. 

“I had another case of a 
woman whose eyes were seri- 
ously affected, simply because 
of her unconscious desire to 
escape from a situation which 
had grown intolerable to her. 

“Briefly, this is what hap- 
pened in her case: She was 
married, but she was support- 
ing her able-bodied and really 
gifted husband, who had not 
found it easy to get work which 
satished him. Little by little, 
his efforts had relaxed, until he 
was practically living on what 
she earned. 

“His wife was doing work 
which required rather constant 
use of her eyes. But after 
several years of supporting her- 
self and her husband, her sight 
had gradually failed to such an 
extent that she could not see to 
read, and had to find some- 
thing else to do. The work she 
then took up required her to be 
away most of the time from the 
town where she and her hus- 
band were living. 

“ Deprived of his wife’s earn- 
ings, and without her being 
there for him to depend on, the 
husband went to work himself 
—which was precisely what she 
had wanted. 


“QYECRETLY rebellious and 

dissatished, her conscious 
mind nevertheless had not been 
willing to attack the problem. 
But her unconscious mind 
settled the matter in its own 
way, by making it impossible 
for her to use her eyes. If she 
read, even for only a few 
moments, her eyelids would 
swell painfully and her head would ache. 
Oculists in New York, London, and other 
places had not helped her. She could 
not see to read with any glasses they 
could provide. Finally, a doctor advised 
her to be psychoanalyzed. 

“When, through analysis, she under- 
stood how this condition had come about, 
she said to herself: ‘If there is nothing 
really the matter with my eyes, except 
that I have been expressing a psychic 
conflict by means of them, now that I 
have solved my conflict I ought to be able 
to see.” 

“ So she took a book and sat down, in- 
tending to read a few moments as an 
experiment. This was immediately after 
breakfast. Four hours later the maid 
came in and told her that luncheon was 
ready! The woman had been reading 
steadily all that time; and her eyes did not 
feel, or show, any ill effects of it. 

“That is another example of how the 
Unconscious gets us out of one trouble, 
but into another. It does not correct 


its mistakes. Only the conscious mind, 
through an understanding of the mecha- 
nism that has produced these mistakes, 
can undo them. 

“I have had other cases where the 
physical troubles had developed into 
actual organic disease; yet they had their 
origin in psychic causes: early emotional 
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Miss Grace Potter, who has had an extensive experience 
as a psychoanalyst, gives you, in the accompanying 
article, some information that may protect you against 
worries. For many years Miss Potter, who now prac- 
tices in New York, has specialized in psychological 
subjects. She has studied both in America and abroad 


conflicts, which had prevented a normal 
adjustment to life and eventually had 
resulted in physical disease. The medical 
profession will tell you now that this is 
possible. 


“You understand that I am not saying 
all disease is caused in this way. I do 
not mean to imply that all cases of deaf- 
ness, or of partial blindness, are like those 
I mentioned.” 

“How about the people who come to 
you because of ASRA difficulties, or of 
inability to work?” I asked. 

“They are not very different from other 
people,” said Miss Potter. “The one 
problem which is common to us all is the 
problem of adjusting ourselves to life. 

“Unhappiness, inefficiency, loneliness, 
discord—these are due simply to failures 
in adjustment. They are the result of 
those early conflicts when, as you put it, 
we backed off from some emotional pro 
lem which was too hard for us. We didn’t 
make the right adjustment then; and we 


45 


have been trying ever since to get along 
with a substitute adjustment, which has 
perhaps proven very unsatisfactory.” 

“Can you tell us any way in which we 
can help ourselves?” I asked. “I don’t 
mean through psycho-analysis; because 
not one person in a hundred thousand in 
this country can go to an analyst.” 

“There are a few funda- 
mental facts, ” said Miss Potter, 
“which should help anyone. 
In the first place, people should 
realize that we live, as it were, 
partly above ground—in our 
conscious minds; and partly 
underground—in our Uncon- 
scious, literally mot conscious, 
minds. 

“In this unconscious part of 
us there is a tremendous reserve 
of power, of energy. But most 
people do not use it, except 
perhaps in rare emergencies, 
when it is somehow tapped by 
a great emotional experience. 

“Cases of the alleged miracu- 
lous healing of disease are 
sometimes explainable in this 
way. They are examples of 
people suddenly becoming able 
to use their own reserve of 
power. During the San Fran- 
cisco earthquake, for instance, 
a number of persons abruptly 
recovered from serious illness. 


7 ROBABLY there is no 
human being who has not, 
at some time of great stress, or 
of peculiar exaltation, surprised 
himself by showing a physical 
or a mental capacity far be- 
yond his ordinary powers. 

“The great purpose of 
psy cho-analysis is to help the 
individual to realize that he 
possesses this reserve of energy, 
and to help him to free the 
Unconscious. But l think 
there are two ways in which he 
can help himself. 

“You have heard that 
‘Actions speak louder than 
words’? Well, the only lan- 
guage the Unconscious under- 
stands is action! That is a 
tremendously important truth, 
and anyone can use it. 

“Is there some one thing that you dis- 
like to do?” Miss Potter asked me. 
“Something that you keep putting off 
and worrying about?” 

“Yes,” I replied promptly. “I hate to 
answer letters! I think about them a 
dozen times a day. Į am always promising 
myself to attend to them, always putting 
it off, and always feeling guilty about it.” 

“In other words,” said Miss Potter, 
“you really are punishing yourself by 
not writing them. It may interest you to 
know that this goes back to your early 
childhood. Something happened then 
which gave you a deep sense of guilt. You 


` have had a sense of guilt ever since; and 


also a sense of the need of punishment. 
Analysis would show these two factors at 
work in all kinds of ways in your life. 

“ But tell me this: When you do sit 
down to write a letter, what happens?” 

“Why,” I laughed, “when i finally 
make myself begin a letter, it goes easily, 
and I really enjoy (Continued on page 84) 


Blue Hyacinths 


A love story 


By Alice Garland Steele 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY 


N THE double parlors of the late 

Mrs. Talbot’s boarding-house, in 

Thirty-seventh Street, the window 

blinds were up again and the windows 

discreetly open to the mingled odors 
of the street outside, which included such 
homely scents as fresh-grated horse-rad- 
ish from a passing peddler, the smell 
of new-baked loaves from the bakery on 
the corner, and Evie May’s hyacinths. 
These grew in two long boxes that Jen- 
kins, the pork-butcher’s clerk, had built 
for Evie May and painted green, down in 
the cellar last autumn. The flowers were 
rearing lovely heads of pink and white, 
and a heavenly blue that had tints of 
‘violet in it, like Evie May’s eyes. 

They were talking shout Evie May 
now in the big, gaunt front room where 
the boarders kT their “company,” and 
where the late Mrs. Talbot’s still form 
had rested from Saturday till Monday, 
the strong, work-worn hands quiet for 

robably the first time since Evie May 
had been born. 

“What on earth about Evie May?” 

It was Mrs. Jake Daggert, otherwise 
known in vaudeville as one of the team of 
“Daggert and Walker,” who put the 
‘question that all of them had been 
turning over while they waited for dinner 
to be dished up. There was Miss Flossie 
Merkle, who gave “‘Facials;” and little 
Miss Minns, who did dressmaking; and 
Mrs. Rosenberg, who lived on alimony 
and the movies. Also, there was a pale 
young man named Piggens, who sold 
safety razors on commission; Jenkins, the 
pork-butcher’s clerk; and Mr. Jake Dag- 
gert, who, in spite of his air of youth, had 
seen Evie May grow up from babyhood 
in those intervals when he was not on the 
road. She had been an awful sweet kid, 
Evie May. 

“Te ain’t as if Evie May had style,” 
went on Cora Daggert. “Jake and I 
might of got her a little stunt. But, my 
word, no matter what kind of a make-up 
you used, you couldn’t make her look any- 
thing but a sweet little kid still doing her 
turn at Girls’ High.” 

“I could of got her in up at the Acme” 
—it was Flossie Merkle’s good-natured 
voice speaking— “only for a beauty parlor 
you got to have something to show. When 
you do a facial you got to show round 
curves yourself, and keep any thinness 
you have for your hips.” 

“Gentlemen present, Flossie.” 

Miss Merkle turned without the slight- 
est embarrassment to survey the pale 
young man and the uncomfortable Mr. 
Jenkins. “Why, so there are,” she said 
smoothly. ‘‘Maybe you two could give 
us ladies some idea of what’s best for Evie 
May. Mr. Jenkins, you ought to be about 
ripe for a proposition of some kind.” 

This was so obviously another of Miss 
Merkle’s constant side-steppings toward 
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matrimony as the safest way out of any- 
thing that Mr. Jenkins was at once 
covered with confusion, and Mr. Piggens 
turned several shades paler. 

Perhaps it was fortunate that at this 
embarrassing instant the door opened 
and Evie May herself came in. Hesitat- 
ing on the threshold, she stood a moment, 
trying to smile on them with her old 
manner, and not to look at that empty 
room with the couch-bed where there was 


B. KING 


still a hollow. But what they saw was the 
strangely disconcerting sight of Evie May 
in her new pink gingham, the last thing 
her mother had made, with a little heap 
of black garments hung over one arm. 
“Miss Minns, I—I’ve brought them 
back.” Evie May took two or hres steps 


forward and laid those small borrowed 
pomen of her first great sorrow in Miss 
linn’s lap. 
“Why, Evie May!” 


Hesitating on the threshold, she stood a moment, trying to smile on them 
certing sight of Evie May in her new pink gingham, the last thing her 
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“T couldn’t wear them, really. It—oh, 
how could I, when I believe that for 
Mother it is. . . happier?” Evie May, her 
blue eyes bright with tears that she would 
not shed, looked at them each in turn, as 
she stood in her little pink dress with the 
white collar and cuffs, looking like a May 
blossom that had come up freshly after a 
devastating rain, with drops still in its 
chalice. 

“My goodness, Evie May, you got to, 
child! Folks will think you don’t care.” 
Miss Minns spoke almost sharply. Evie 
May seemed such a little thing to be de- 
ciding for herself. 

Evie May sent another of her bright 
glances about the somber room. “You 
will know that I care,” she said, “and just 
now it does not seem as if the world mat- 
ters!” 

Mr. Jake Daggert stared fiercely at the 
door knob. «Pou do as you like, kid,” 
he said hoarsely, “and send the bill to 
Daggert and Walker. We’ll back up any 


with her old manner. . 


little act you got the idea of putting 
across. Just shake your feet to any tune 
you want the band to play.” 

“What I came in to say to you all”— 
Evie May seemed to hunt for words—“‘is 
that I’m going to give up school and try 
to keep everything going here just the 
way Mother did.” 

“Good lord, Evie May!” It was Cora 
Daggert this time who voiced the amaze- 
ment of the rest. 

“Evie May, you always wanted to be 
a school-teacher.” 

“Why, you hate the boarding-house 
business, Evie May!” 

“I know—but, you see, I love you?” 


(THERE was again that strange silence, 
while they took in the fact that for Evie 
May childhood had gone forever, had 
been laid, with those quickly fading 
flowers, back there on the fresh-turned 
earth. Evie May had grown up. 

Back of the silence there was something 


. But what they saw was the strangely discon- 
mother had made, with a little heap of black garments hung over one arm 
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that Evie May could not guess. Miss 
Merkle, rolling her fine eyes, said some- 
thing across the room to Daggert and 
Walker. “Tell her, Cora.” 

But Mrs. jie Daggert shook her head. 
“Go ahead, Jake,” she said tersely. ‘“She’s 
got to know.” 

Mr. Jake Daggert reached for a long 
blue envelope that he had tucked that 
morning behind the clock on the mantel- 
piece. He cleared his throat. “It’s like 
this,” he said. “Kid, your mother leased 
this place from the Herrold Estates. Well, 
that means that it’s a corporation, and 
that means that it ain’t got a heart the 
size of a split pea. The very day she died 
the lease ran out, and they’ve went up on 
her on the rent.” 

“You mean,” Evie May said, “that 
Mother would have had to pay more?” 

“Such a darned sight more,” said Mr. 
Daggert fiercely, “that it was highway 
robbery. Not if you raised the rooms on 
all of us, kid, you couldn’t manage it.” 

Evie May still stood, her arms straight 
at her sides. Her eyes, clear now of tears, 
were troubled. Her face had whitened, 
but her small chin had taken a resolute 
line. “But it’s your home,” said Evie 
May, her voice growing more and more 
earnest, “‘and we've just got to do what 
we can, all of us. I can rent my room to 
somebody and the back parlor, now that 
—now that Mother won't be needing it. 
Oh, you say corporations have no heart, 
but there’s got to be a head to them, and 
perhaps the Herrold Estates aren’t nearly 
so bad as—as you all think. If Jake will 

o with me to-morrow—” She broke off, 
hxing her blue eyes on Mr. Daggert. 

“Sure I will, kid. Pll go the limit for 

ou. 

“Then,” said Evie May, “we won’t 
need to worry right now shout it. And 
maybe it will all come right. Because—” 
here she made a desperate effort to 
steady herself against that aching sense 
of loss—‘‘because nothing ever fazed 
Mother.” 


VIE MAY, in her small straw hat with 

the wreath of flowers on it, stood in the 
dull vestibule the next morning pulling 
on her worn kid gloves. Miss Minns, 
shocked and solicitous, had spent an 
extra fifteen minutes on her way to work 
trying to persuade Evie May that a 
flower-wreathed hat on the day after a 
funeral was really unwise, and made you 
“liable to be mistook for a person lacking, 
if not heart, at least due respect to your 
mother’s memory.” All of which, said 
on a breath and without commas, failed 
to shake Evie May’s attitude toward her 
everyday garments. 

“ Mother trimmed this for me herself,” 
she said. “And oh, Miss Minns, can’t you 
see I’d rather wear it than the grandest 
black one in the world?” 

“Well, I must say, Evie May, you’re a 
strange being, but as loyal a little soul as 
ever lived. ly, you would look well in 
black, dear, and Flossie and I could fix 
you up so the expense would be minus.” 

Evie May put one hand to her throat 
as if she would check in that way the size 
of the lump there. And just then Mr. Jake 
Daggert joined her on the doorstep. 

Which way, kid? Say the word.” 

ha dear, I want you to take me to 
the Herrold Estates.” 

He looked at her quizzically. “What’s 
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the great idea all about, fittle one?” 

She shook her head. “I don’t want you 
to ask me anything, Jake, or to go in with 
me. I want to say it all in my own way.” 

“They won’t do a thing for you, Evie 
May, not a darned thing!’ £ 

“Tell me, Jake,” Evie May went on, 
“how much money did they say they 
want, in that blue envelope? 

Mr. Daggert shook his cane moodil 
from right to left. “Look here, kid, if 
you’re bound to act, go and take center 
front and do the ingénue. I’m not going 
to give you any pointers, see? It’s baby 
talk that gets those fellows if anything 
gets ’em, which E doubt.” : 

In silence he conducted Evie May 

‘through a down-town district of narrow 
streets and towering stone fronts, coming 
finally to a stop somewhere near Bowling 
Green. “We park here,” he said at last; 
and nodded to Evie May, and said to an 
elevator man as he nervously fingered a 
cigarette, “Take her up, will you, and let 
her off twelfth floor—Herrold Estates.” 


THE Herrold Estates, it seemed, was 
heavily guarded. Railings within and 
railings without, and barriers to pass that 
seemed to Evie May harder than the hard 
crust of a hard-baked world. She found 
herself in an office full of men, who 
stopped smoking’to stare as she went by. 
Finally she managed to voice her timid 
question to one of them. 

“About a lease renewal? Where does 
she go for a lease renewal, Buck? Yeh. 
You're in the wrong joint for that. There’s 
a man takes care of leases up-town. 
Somewhere in Fifty-fifth. Yeh: And he’s 
out of the city, anyway.” i 

“Oh, but it’s—it’s so very important, 
please. All the boarders will have to find 
another place.” 

“What’sit all about, Tim?” An individ- 
ual had detached himself from one of the 
brass railings and now drew nearer, to. 
stare, as the rest had, at Evie May. He 
too was in shirt sleeves; but he had the 

race to shift his cigar from his mobile 
ips as he looked at the small person who 
had got into the “wrong joint.” 

“It’s about our boarding-house,” said 
Evie May. “You see, Mother died on 
Monday, and I’ve had to take it over.” 

There was an awkward silence. The 
man looking down at Evie May suddenly 
took off his hat. He had businesslike eyes 
and a bored mouth. 

“I thought,” she faltered, “if I could 
tell Mr. Herrold about it—I mean the 
head of the Estates.” 

The man continued to stare at her. 
“As a matter of fact,” he said at last, 
“Mr. Herrold doesn’t handle these 
things. You see, this is a corporation.” 

Evie May smiled ever so faintly. She 
had practiced trying to smile ever since 
the funeral, but anyone could see it was 
hard work. 

“Suppose,” said the man bluntly, “you 
come in where we can be quiet, and give 
me an idea or two. I’m Mr. Oliver. It’s 
just possible”—he spoke guardedly—“I 
can put you on the right track.” 

Evie May looked straight ahead as she 
followed him into a small office on the 
left, but her cheeks were burning. She 
could hear some of those men back of her 
saying things about her eyes. 

vie May sat on a small stool. The 
man, Mr. Oliver, sat in a swivel chair, and 
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stared for a further period at Evie May. 
She couldn’t tell whether he was old or 
oung. That is, his hair Jooked young, 
ban close-cropped and crisply curling, 
but his eyes and mouth looked old. 

After a minute he spoke to her, a lit- 
tle sharply, Evie May thought. ‘Don’t 
think,” he said, “because this happens to 
be my personal den that I’m a high 
mokey-moke. Now cut in and tell me 
what you’re up against, and er—make it 
brief and snappy.” > 

Evie May was brief. She told it in 
three sentences with small gaps between. 
“It’s about our boarding-house in Thirty- 
seventh Street.” 

“Yes? What’s wrong with it?” 

. “Nothing. Only Mother has just died, 
and I’ve had to take it over.” 

“What has all this to do with the 
Herrold Estates?” . His curt gaze held 
her hard and fast. 

“The lease is out, and they’ve sent up 
the rent.” . > 

The man tapped on the desk lid with a 
lean, hard, brown hand. “And you don’t 
wanit to pay it?” i 

“Oh, I must, if it’s right. I just want 
en to give me a chance to—to make 
gdo me, 

“H’m. You look to me like a bad risk. 
Thé boarding-house game is a pretty 
rough one. Did you—inherit anything 
ftom your mother?” 

Evie May’s chin trembled: “Just the 
boarders.” - one 

“That seems rather an incubus.” 

“A what?” 

“Never mind. Why don’t you soak 
them for more pay? Go on ’em good and 
hard, and get it iat way?” 

vie May shook her head. “Oh, you 
wouldn’t say that if you knew them. You 
see, except Daggert and Walker, who go 
on the road, they are all—quite poor!” 
Evie May flushed, as if she were giving 
something away that she shouldn’t. 

The man leaned back in his swivel 
chair. “What do you bother with them 
for, then? Why don’t you get a lot of new 
ones?” 

Evie May lifted the flower-wreathed 
hat. ‘But, you see, I love these—” 


HERE was a small silence. Evie May 

fancied that the man’s lip curled. She 
straightened, with that lump in her 
aching throat again as she remembered 
their goodness—how Jenkins had stayed 
from work all day to help before the 
funeral, and how Flossie had offered her 
best crêpe de chine. .. . She drew up 
with a start to hear Mr. Oliver speaking. 

“H’m. I suppose, as a matter of return 
compliment, the boarders love you?” 

Evie May nodded. “Yes. You see”— 
she was suddenly covered with confusion 
—‘‘they’ve known me such a long time.” 

“Really? I should say that would 
rather break the spell for most of us. 
However, let’s get to the business in 
hand. What is troubling you now—that 
extra rent?” 

“Tt troubled me all last night,” ad- 
mitted Evie May honestly, “until I had 
thought out a way. You see, I can rent 
the back parlor, s AA Mother used 
to have, and my room on the second 
floor. I can per ectly well do without a 
room, really, and—’ . 

“I see. You would put up a tent in the 
back yard?” 


“No, sir. There is a place under the 
roof, where the skylight comes through. 
When I was little I used to love it up 
there, because I could see the pigeons.” 

“I understand. You’d rent these two 
rooms then, and meet our increase?” 

“Yes. And I thought, for the first 
month, before I get them filled, that if 
you wouldn’t mind taking these as—as 
security—” Evie May, groping in the 
depths of her mother’s old shopping bag, 
drew out a small tissue paper parcel an 
nervously undid the string. She held out 
her hand to Mr. Oliver. 

He stared down at the contents spread 
on his man’s palm: a child’s gold locket 
and chain, a turquoise and pearl ring, a 
small gilt and enamel class pin. 

“I don’t imagine,” said Evie May, feel- 
ing suddenly intensely anxious, “that 
they are very valuable; but if just until I 
got the rooms rented the Herrold Estates 
would hold them for me—because I 
should want them back—” The lump was 
in her throat again, but she fought it down 
fiercely. 


R. OLIVER laid them down on the 
desk and looked again at Evie May. 

His eyelids were drooped a little, as if his 
aze had narrowed to get the whole effect. 

e cleared his throat. 

“Suppose,” he said, “we allow you 
thirty days—to turn in?” 

Evie May smiled faintly. It sounded 
so like a committal to jail or the work- 
houei do th bility,” 

“Tl do this on my own responsibility, 
added Mr. Oliver. ‘‘But of course, since 
it is a business transaction, I shall want 
to hear a report now and then.” 

“I could write you every Monday. 
Would that do?” 

“Perfectly,” said Mr. Oliver. He was 
still staring at her with those queer, 
drooped lids. 

Evie May rose. She looked mournfully 
at her treasures, and it seemed to jerk Mr. 
Oliver into alertness. He reached for a 
big yellow envelope, dropped Evie May’s 
jewels into it and carefully sealed the 
flap, locking it in a small drawer of the 
huge desk. ‘‘There,” he said, “you can 
depend on my looking out for them, er— 
er—until we can square up that monthly 
difference.” 

Evie May held out her hand. Whether 
it was the thing to do or not in a matter 
of such pure business, Mr. Oliver took it, 
dropping it, however, rather quickly as 
he realized that through the open door the 
office force seemed to think it a mov- 
ing picture. The next instant Evie May 
had turned away. The world no longer 
seemed a heartless place full of graves. 


LL the same, Evie May had entered 
into a business obligation that must 
be met in thirty days! 

Miss Minns, finding her at work mak- 
ing the box under the skylight into a 
place fit for sleeping quarters, voiced 
tremulous disapproval. 

“Evie May, your poor mother would 
have been heartbroken to see you cram- 
ming a chair and a child’s crib into that 
hole in the wall. And if a Gerry Society 
agent saw you, darling, and found we were 
letting you run a boarding-house, I don’t 
know what would happen, because you 
no more look eighteen, Evie May, than I 
do eighty.” 
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There was a moment of silence. Out of it, Evie May saw the whole picture, that she was 
quite shut out of. . . . She saw something more—that the woman either hated Mr. 


Oliver, or loved him. 


“Oh, please,” said Evie May gently, 
“do let me try. I have to earn my living, 
and this is the only way I know.” 

It was Jenkins, however, who was 
moved to the depths. For three years 
now, he had seen Evie May in gingham 
frocks tripping to school or to the corner 
bakery. He had presented her with a 
stif Toa uet when she was graduated 
from Public School No. 35 and entered 
“Teachers? Training;” he had watched 
her over her dead mother’s form, but he 
had never seen Evie May cry. And now, 
when he found her crying over her little 
white desk in the room she was giving up 
for an extra boarder Jenkins felt the time 
for action had come. 

“Look-a here, Evie May—” 

“Oh, Jenkins, I must this once. Mother 
gave it to me on my birthday.” 


And that Mr. Oliver either loved the woman, or hated her! 


“What I got to say, Evie May, is this—” 
Jenkins was frowning heavily—“ there 
ain’t no call for you to work for your 
living. Get the idea?” 

Evie May shook her head. “Bue I 
must, Jenkins.” 

“Nothing doing. I’m pretty husky. I’m 
in a good business. Well—it’s up to me 
to earn enough for two of us—Evie May.” 

“Jenkins—” 

“I mean for you to marry me, Evie 
May.” 

“Oh, it’s so dear and—and good of you, 
Jenkins; but I couldn’t.” Evie May’s 
tears had gone dry. She was stirred, and 
strangely frightened. 

Jenkins stared down at her. His big 
hand twitched. His chest lifted. But he 
was a gentleman! “You... think it 
over, Evie May, and let me know. You 


e © © think it over.” Still frowning heav- 
ily, he precipitated himself down the 
stairway. 

Evie May’s small notes to the Herrold 
Estates each Monday were at this time a 
very good road map of her soul. 


Dear Sirs: Ihave advertised the rooms in 
two papers. There are so many nice people 
without homes! I ought to be sorry for this, 
but at least I can try to make it homelike for 
whoever comes to live with us. I forgot to 
state that there is a pearl out of my ring, which 
of course makes it less valuable. Thanking 
you for your consideration. 

Evetyn May Tasot. 


Her second was shorter: 


Dear Sirs: The rooms are not yet rented; 
but I feel sure they will be soon. 
Evetyn May Tatsot. 


Her third, (Continued on page 148) 


Obstacles Are the Biggest 
Bluffers in the World 


“They challenge you, but they ought never to scare you—They’re like chained 
lions, whose roar is the worst thing about them,” says Bror G. Dahlberg, 
an important manufacturer —“My slogan has always been: 
‘Don’t quit yet, you may be just at the top of the hill’” 


HE men on the rear platform of - 


the private car watched the steel 
rails as mile after mile of track 
through the Bad Lands of Da- 
kota slipped behind them. They 
were not idling; they were inspectin 
every rod of the railroad with practice 
eyes. be 
The central figure in this group was a 
grizzled, bearded man in his sixties, known 
to the world at that time, and since, as an 
empire builder, and as one of the greatest 
American business men of any time. A 
group of employees surrounded him, and, 
inconspicuous in their midst—but watch- 
ing everything with the keenest interest— 
was one slim youth in his early twenties. 
A discussion was under way. One man 
in the group was the superintendent of 
that particular division. To hear him tell 


it, he was having more trouble than any-- 
This had, 


body else on the entire line. 
gone wrong, and that had gone wrong. As 
he unburdened his soul, something Tke a 
note of discouragement crept into his 
complaints. 

“What’s the matter with you?” the old 
man who was the central figure in the 
group finally shot at him. ‘Don’t you 
know a thing doesn’t begin to be interest- 
ing unless it’s hard? When things go 
wrong, then the fun starts.” 

The grizzled veteran on that inspection 
trip was James J. Hill, the great railroad 
builder of the Northwest. The youngster 
was Bror G. Dahlberg, a man who has 
since visioned and directed a new industry 
and, still in the flush of his dream, is 
bringing it swiftly into being. He was 
ne of the training he had had with Mr. 

ill. 

“That idea was the dominating power 
of Mr. Hill’s business career,” said Bror 
Dahlberg. “I heard him express it scores 
of times in the years I worked under him. 
It was at the bottom of everything he did.” 

Only the hard jobs have any interest for 
Dahlberg himself. 

I do not know where in real life you 
could find in a young man a better exam- 
ple of the romance of energy, or resource- 
fulness, and of that splendid impatience 
which brings large achievement, than you 
would Rind in $. G. Dahlberg. He is 
forty-three years old. Barely five feet six, 
every inch of him is brimful of energy and 
zest. You like him the minute his hand 
touches yours. He smiles readily. But 
you never forget the force and purpose 

ack of the smile. He has learned how to 
win battles, and he has won many of them; 
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but the zest of winning has not begun to 
wear off. ce 3 

Dahlberg’s forty-three ` years have 
been packed full of dreaming and doing. 
Before he was thirty, he had made what 
most men would call a fortune. In the 
past few years, he has created from prod- 
ucts that formerly went to waste not 
merely a new business but a new industry 
that’ has great potential significance for 
this and other countries. And in so doing, 
he has displayed a spirit that shows his 
keen relish for the lesson he got from Hill. 
On routine matters, his associates say he 
is more or less of a nuisance; but when 
things are going all wrong, they declare 
there is nobody like him. 

“ Bror Dahlberg has never been licked,” 
one of these associates said to me with 


-fierce conviction, ‘and he never will be. 


If he ever. bucks up against something he 
can’t swing, he may go down, fighting; 
but he won't be licked in spirit.” 

After talking with him at length, I have 


re 


the same conviction. - 


A I WAS born,” Mr. Dahlberg said in repl 
to my questions, “in Chrsuanstad, 
Sweden, in 1881. My father was an artist. 
We were in comfortable circumstances. 
However, my father lest his money, and 
decided to emigrate to the United States. 
We arrived when I was eight years old. 

“My early impression was that this 
was a pretty shabby country. You see, 
we moved first to Omaha, because my 
father’s brother lived there; but Omaha 
people in 1889 weren’t buying art. Father 
turned to interior decorating, but he 
couldn’t make much of a living at that. 
Within the year, we moved to Minneap- 
olis. It was not long after this that he 
died, leaving my mother in a strange land 
with three little boys and two little girls— 
and not much else. 

“We had so little money that it was 
hard to make both ends meet. It was the 
contrast between life in such surroundings 
and in Sweden, where we children always 
had a nurse to look after us and take us 
out walking, and money to buy all the 
comforts and little luxuries we wanted, 
that gave me my early unfavorable impres- 
sion. In Minneapolis, we were lucky if we 
had shoes to wear, even in winter. 

“I was thirteen when I made up my 
mind to get a job and earn some money. 
I was always the impatient one in our 
family. I got that trait from my mother. 
When she saw anything in her way, no 
matter what it might be, she was impa- 


tient to get it out of the way. In short, she 
was never satisfied until an obstacle was 
jumped on, licked, and put behind. 

“Well, I had an idea that I wanted to 
be a lawyer, and the first job I applied for 
was in a lawyer’s office. Typewriters in 
those days were just beginning to come 
into general use; but when the lawyer 
learned that I couldn’t operate one, he 
wouldn’t give me a job. 

“I decided to be a lawyer, in spite of 
him. In the meantime, I had to have a 
job somewhere; I got it in the offices of the 

orthern Pacific Railway. Here they set 
me to work running an elevator—one of 
the kind in which you pull a rope when 
you want to go up or down. I pulled the 
rope for fifteen dollars a month, for several 
months. 

“Now, our home was in Minneapolis; 
but the Northern Pacific offices were in 
St. Paul, seven miles away. The street- 
car fare between the two cities then was 
only ten cents; but it was as much out of 
the question to pay out that much money 


every day as it would be now to hire an air- 


lane for a ten-mile trip every day. So I 
Rad to walk. To do this and be at work on 
time—the office opened at eight—I had to 

et up about five-thirty in the morning. 

S I got home and was through 
supper by about eight. 


“I WAS in a railroad office, but I was not 
forgetting that I had set out to be a 
lawyer. I realized that I would have to 
study, so I enrolled in the night law course 
at the University of Minnesota right away. 
One result of having so many irons in the 
fire was that I rarely got to bed before 
twelve. 

“You remember that the lawyer had 
refused me a job on the ground that I 
could not operate a typewriter. I decided 
to remedy this. A fellow in the office used 
to let me practice on the typewriter at his 
desk during the noon hour; in a fairly 
short time I could operate his machine 
pretty fast. 

“I saw that shorthand would be useful 
too, so I took it up. My shorthand course 
cost me exactly ten cents. I bought a 
second-hand textbook for that sum. I 
studied it at off times. I was rather slow, 
but still I could take dictation and trans- 
scribe it on a typewriter when, five months 
after starting with the Northern Pacific, 
I was advanced from elevator boy to a 
clerical job and thirty dollars a month. 

“Meantime, I had gained some expe- 
rience in another direction: I used to turn 
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my pay over to my mother, and she did 
what she had to with all of it except a 
dollar or two a month, which I had for 
clothes. But she also started me to saving. 
Every week we put aside fifty cents. 
When we had saved ten dollars in this 
way, I took it down and bought a share of 
stock in a British Columbia mining com- 


any. 
3 “y have that stock certificate yet,” Mr. 
Dahlberg grinned. “It isn’t 
worth a cent; but I wouldn’t 
sell it for many times what it 
cost me. lts a pretty good 
reminder to look before I leap 
into an investment.” 

Consumed with impatience 
because there was so much to do 
before he could become presi- 
dent of the railway—he aimed 
at nothing less!—young Dahl- 
berg worked relentlessly, and 
advanced astonishingly, until 
he was eighteen. At that time 
he was earning seventy-five 
dollars a month, and was 
assistant to the foreman of 
bridges and buildings. 


“rMHEN the foreman re- 
signed,” Mr. Dahlberg ` 

continued. ‘I knew the work, 
and expected to succeed him. 
But the superintendent would 
not have it. I had still two 
years to go to reach twenty; 
was small and looked younger 
than I was. 

“(Of course you may know 
the work wall enough,’ the 
general superintendent told 
me; ‘but, good land, Dahlberg, 
can’t you realize that a fellow 
no bigger than you could never 
handle the hunkies you’d have 
under you? They'd run all 
over you.’ 

“Well,’ I said, ‘if that’s the 
way you feel, I’ll have to see if 
Mr. Hill will give me a job on 
his railroad.’ 

“I felt that it would do me 
no good to stay where I would 
have to continue doing things 
I had outgrown. It was that 
impatient feeling again. Some 
fellows in my place would have 
stuck and waited, and for them 
it would have been the right 
thing, but for me it was impos- 
sible. So I went to the Great 
Northern, and got a job at 
fifty dollars a month.” 

“That,” I interrupted, “was 
twenty-five dollars less than 
you had got with the Northern Pacific?” 


“y 


i “How did you satisfy yourself to take 
ess?” 

“By keeping my eyes on the presi- 
dency?” Mr Dahlberg ae instantly. 
“I was only eighteen, but | fully expected 
to be president by the time I was, say, 
twenty-four. You can see from that 
how impatient I was. I was willing to 
let the matter of a few dollars slide 
for the moment.” 

At the Great Northern again, Dahlber, 
went ahead at no ordinary rate. He hel 
one position after another in rapid suc- 
cession until, by the time he was twenty- 
six, he was in charge of the tariff depart- 


which manufactures ‘‘synthetic’’ lumber. 
forty-three years ago in Sweden; but when eight years old 
his parents brought him to America. The family settled 
in Omaha. After his father’s death, young Bror began work- 
ing as an elevator boy, to help his mother support herself 
and four small children. Subsequently, he held various 
other positions, one of them with James J. Hill, the great 
Dahlberg established the company of which 
he is now the head. His headquarters are in Chicago, 
though the main factory of his company is in New Orleans 


railroad man. 


ment, fixing rates for freight on the entire 
system. He was earning two hundred 
dollars a month—in those days a lot of 
money for a young chap. 

“How did you earn hous rapid promo- 
tions?” I asked him. 

“By hard work,” Dahlberg shot back, 
“and by always studying the fellow ahead. 
That was the secret. Pacis finish my 
own work as soon as I could, then hunt up 


Bror G. Dahlberg is president of the Celotex Company, 


another fellow and do some of his work, 
so I could learn the job. I never remember 
a fellow who wasn’t glad of my help. No 
doubt they thought, ‘Here’s a chap so 
crazy he wants to do our work for us. Let 
him, and three cheers!’ 

“They never stopped to think that J 
was the one benefiting. I was stepping 
across their shoulders to higher jobs. It’s 
an actual fact that time after time I re- 
turned to the office nights to do some other 
man’s work. 


“PUT that wasn’t all. You had to work 

hard for the Great Northern. Hill 
was a great executive. He himself worked 
hard all the time, and expected all of 


He was born 
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those around him to do the same thing. 
“cc 2 
I wrote shorthand in those days, and 
occasionally I came in still closer contact 
with him on those inspection trips he took 
covering the country between St. Paul 
and Seattle. It was customary to go by 
special train, telegraphing ahead from 
town to town that the party was coming. 
“By the time the special arrived, the 
station agent would usually have got to- 
gether all the shippers and busi- 
ness men and farmers he could 
collect, and Mr. Hill would talk 
with them. He would want to 
know about their crops, about 
business conditions; whether 
they were satisfied with the 
railroad service they were get- 
ting; whether they had any 
complaints; whether the super- 
intendent was giving satisfac- 
tion; what the railroad might 
do to help them. 


“JHE WOULD usually ask 
employees how they liked 
their work, whether they were 
satisfied with wages, how the 
liked the superintendent. Te 
was a tough day for any superin- 
tendent when Mr. Hill found 
him universally well spoken of. 
“That fellow must be no 
ood,’ he would conclude. 
‘We'll probably have to get 
rid of him.’ 

“He knew perfectly well 
that the line of least resistance 
for a boss is to be ‘easy,’ to 
make soft berths for those 
under him, and so to be well 
spoken of; but Mr. Hill also 
knew that such methods did 
not always build up his rail- 
roads. 

“Mr. Hill wanted men about 
him whose information was 
instantly available, not men 
who simply ‘knew where to 
find it.’ If, for instance, he 
asked me the freight rate on 
iron pipe between Helena, 
Montana, and St. Paul, and I 
couldn’t have rapped out, 
‘Eighty cents!’ right off the 
bat, and be right, he would be- 
come suspicious that I wasn’t 
up to my job. Two or three 
such failures and, as far as 
Mr. Hill was concerned, a man 
was booked to lose his position, 
or else to slip back into the 
humbler ranks where he didn’t ` 
much matter. 

“ By the time I was twenty- 
seven,” Mr. Dahlberg continued, ‘‘there 
was another promotion I believed I was 
entitled to, but which I didn’t get. It 
caused me to make what was probably 
the most important decision of my life. 

“One of the officials had resigned. I 
wanted his job. My superior wouldn’t 
oe it to me, although I felt I was quali- 

e 


“Youre getting along fine as it is, 
Dahlberg,’ my boss said. ‘Be patient. 
You’re advancing fast enough.’ 

“He hit me on my one sore spot! 
Whether it was a fault or a virtue, it was 
not in me to be patient so long as I saw 
my goal ahead, one road blocked and 
another way to (Continued on page 153) 


The Man Afraid 


By David Grayson 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY THOMAS FOGARTY 


The eleventh of the new series, 
‘Adventures in Understanding” 


NE of the greatest pleasures I 
have had since I began writing 
these ‘‘ Adventures,” now many 

ears ago, has been the letters 

Í have received. But some 

have had in them, so it seemed to me, a 

strange background of tragedy; for these 

writers, contrary to the common report 

concerning what men want most, seek 

something that no money, no 

position ın life, no law, not even 

any institution, can satisfy. They 
cannot find rest in dollars. 

So it is that I have concluded 
from these letters, and from much 
other experience of life, that the 
chief thing desired in this world 
by human beings is a working 
agreement of a man with himself; 
that is, unity or peace within. If 
a man have that—if he can live 
upon friendly terms with himself 
—nothing alee seems to matter. 
For lack of this agreement within, 
the place of which is taken by 
tumultuous civil war, each man 
fighting himself, most human 
beings are sad. 

I was thinking some such things 
as these the other day when 
walking the street of the City, 
where there is much strife and 
little tranquillity, and came home 
to my Tower to find a letter ad- 
dressed to me from a stranger. It 
was a curious letter, which made 
me feel at once that it was written 
by a man who was afraid of life. 
It was not that he said in so many 
words, “I am afraid,” but he put 
in fear as he would put in a comma at each 

ause in the sentences, and fear lurked, 
bite a period, at the end of it. 

I read over this letter several times, for 
there was true feeling in it, and finally 
I looked up and said to Harriet: 

“There 1s nothing that comes to a man 
so dreadful as fear.” 

“That,” said Harriet, “is true.” 

“And fear of life,” said I, “is worse 
than fear of death.” 

“That is also true,” said Harriet. 

The man’s name was Thorpe; and I 
could not get him out of my mind. 

“This man Thorpe,” said I to myself, 
“feels strongly and suffers deeply.” 

Two or three times I sat down to an- 
swer his letter, thinking I would put cour- 
age, like commas, in my reply, and hope, 
like a period, at the end of it. But I have 
been long a writer and know well the 
poverty of the written word. Language, 
at best, is a poor method of conveying 
what one truly feels. There will perhaps 
come a time when thought, leaping clear 
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of the slow wires of language, will cross 
boundless space when one soul tunes to 
the wave length of another. 

I could not.make my letter to this man 
Thorpe convey what I felt. As I read 


again what he said it seemed to me that he 
had much fineness of spirit—hidden fine- 
ness, easily hurt—covered and concealed 
by the kind of whistling which is supposed 


I found him standing quite forbiddingly behind his 
desk . . . Hewas immaculately dressed, and wore to per- 
fection the easy mask of One Weary with Large Concerns 


to keep the courage up. He would be a 
man who would shrink from rough con- 
tacts, and by virtue of the gentleness of 
his nature would suffer not only for him- 
self but even more keenly for those he 
loved. For to love—if a man have not 
come to understanding—is to suffer; and 
the deeper the love the sharper the suffer- 
inge I know this. + 
is letter gave little evidence of his 
outward circumstances, save that it in- 
dicated a good background of cultivation. 


“HE IS probably a poor man,” said I to 
myself, “say, an unsuccessful profes- 
sional man, or a teacher, or an artist, who is 
afraid for himself and his family because he 
is poor. Poverty is a skillful intimidator.” 

his was the way I pictured him: a har- 
ried and worn human being living in some 
teeming hive of an apartment, cut off 
from pleasant and comforting scenes and 
being crowded slowly to death by the 
cares of life. (A mere blade of grass will 
hold up a cobweb.) 


“Why,” asked Harriet, “do you talk so 
much shout this Mr. Thorpe—whom you 
have never seen?” 

Harriet is a sensible person. 

“Harriet,” said I, “human beings are 
inconceivably interesting, and how can 
you know chess without thinking about 
them?” 

“Well,” said Harriet, “you can easily 
satisfy your interest; you can ‘go and see 
this Mr. Thorpe. He lives in this city.” 

This suggestion came to me with the 
shock of discovery. 

“So I can.” 

I suppose I am stupid, but I had been 
so absorbed in picturing this Mr. Thorpe 
as a kind of abstraction—the man 
afraid—that I had not thought of 
poing any further. And he might 

e living in the next street or so. 
It came upon me with a warm 
glow. 

“TIl go now,” said I, jumping 
up and reaching for my hat. 

“David!” 

When Harriet speaks in that 
tone I know something is wrong. 


“Its ten o'clock at night,” 
said she. 

“So it is,’ I said. “PIl go to- 
morrow.” 


J EXPECT you will think me 
ridiculous to become so excited 
over a matter like this, but so it 
was. It seemed to me such a 
chance as I had never had before 
to test out my thoughts regarding 
such a character as I conceived 
this Mr. Thorpe to be, with the 
man Thorpe himself the reality. 
I lay awake that night picturing 
to myself all the various strange, 
unexpected, amusing, even shock- 
ing things that might happen. I 
soon had two or three first-class 
stories about Mr. Thorpe growing 
like mushrooms in my imagination—each 
leading away to a different conclusion, 
but all strung upon the red thread of 
fear. (The difference between a story 
and true life is that the first must have 
an ending, while the second goes straight 
on to the stars.) 

The quite simple rush of sympathy I 
had felt when $ first read this man 
Thorpe’s letter was losing itself in a maze 
of speculation. I could feel myself rap- 
idly becoming a mere story-smith, for- 
getting that this was a live man, loving, 
suffering, and afraid. 

There is something cold and hard about 
daylight in a city, and great bare stone 
buildings, and cars pounding through the 
streets, and boys crying the afternoon 
papers; and when I turned in at the ad- 
dress given upon Mr. Thorpe’s letter—it 
was an office building of the older sort, 
yet prosperous-looking—I had a strange 
shrinking feeling. I hesitated inside the 
door and for an instant the whole project 
seemed absurdly quixotic. Why should 
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I bother this man Thorpe? I would prob- 
ably be disappointed in him and he in 
me, for we would see only the outsides of 
each other. And then the thought of the 
man himself as he had wonderfully ex- 
pressed himself in his letter came over me 
warmly, and I said aloud: 

“I must see this Mr. Thorpe.” 

I suppose surprise is of the essence of 
adventure, and what, after all, is more 
serprising than reality? I had to laugh 
at myself, so feeble did all my imaginings 
appear. Instead of the shabby apart- 
ment I had so vividly pictured in my 
mind—where the worn Mr. Thorpe ate 
out his heart with fear—I stepped into a 
roomy office which exhaled the veritable 
aroma of prosperity. I can think of no 
one word that conveys the essential im- 
pression it gave as well as “metallic.” 

All the furniture 
seemed made of hard 
metal, sharp corners 
and glittering sur- 
faces. The type- 
writers had a biting, 
metallic click and the 
heels of the hurrying 
clerks upon the hard 
floor sent out a metal- 
lic echo. The voice 
of the girl at the tele- 
phone seemed to be 
made out of the wires 
of her instrument, so 
hard, sharp, cut-off, 
it was. verything 
was running like a per- 
fectly oiled machine, 
so that I thought that 
if a man were to live 
long in such a place 
his brain would begin 
to tick like a clock. 


T FIRST I said 
to myself, “Mr. 
Thorpe is undoubt- 
edly a poor book- 
keeper, ora stockman, 
or some little caged 
secretary afraid of his 
life.” But I discovered 
immediately that Mr. 
Thorpewasnoneother 
than the manager, the 
superior, the veritable 
king, of the place. It 
was his office. His 
name in large letters 
was there on an inner 
door. 

“It is going to be 
more exciting than I 
thought,” I said to 
myself. 

I cannot describe 
the eagerness I now 
felt to see, actually 
see, the kind of outer 
man who would cover 
such a spirit as I had 


found in Mr. Thorpe’s 
letter. A 
It appeared im- 


mediately that Mr. 
Thorpe was hard to 
get at, very much 
engaged and so forth. 
The Cerberus at the 
gate was delightful 
enough—she had, in- 


deed, only one head, and a very pretty 
one it was, but it served as well as three. 
“Ts your business urgent?” she asked. 
“Most urgent,” said I. 
“ Are you—selling something?” —_ 
You can see what skepticism prevails 
among the young! 
“No,” said I, “ I am giving it away.” 
I looked at her and smiled. 
“Oh,” said she. 
“But,” I said, “what I 
many people would be glad to buy. 
This remark seemed to confirm her 
worst suspicions. I could see exactly 


ive aw 
” ay 


what was going on behind her bright eyes. 

“You think I am odd, don’t you?” 

“ L_—” 

“ And you think I am trying to to 
Mr. Thorpe to sell him some bonds, or 
books, or perhaps a patent warming-pad?” 


doorway, looking out across 
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“Well—” She was smiling broadly. 

“You tell Mr. Thorpe that there is an 
odd sort of man out here—you can de- 
scribe me with as much humor as you like, 
it won’t hurt me—and that he wants to 
see me. {Tell him he wrote this man a fine 
letter—a personal letter—on June 16th. 
Tell him this man’s name is Grayson.” 


HUMAN nature is curious. I had 
thought that after writing me such an 
appealing letter Mr. Thorpe would receive 
me with open arms. But, as I reflected 
afterward, I should have known better, 
for the essence of the man was fear. He 
could impulsively pour out his harried 
soul in a letter to an unknown writer who 
had touched him; but when that writer 
appeared upon the scene, an actual, com- 
mon person (Continued on page 160) 


ae A 


I think of him sitting at evening in a homemade rustic chair in his own 
the garden to the quiet waters of the 


lake . . . and as he sat a great look of peace would come upon his face 
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Not only a fine picture, but also a fine fisher- 
man. You can tell that by looking at him. 
The skillful amateur who made this picture 
knew how to handle a camera and, what is 
even more distinctive, how to select a subject 


ABIES and bathing girls, snow- 
storms and family automobiles 
are the favorite subjects for the 
ten million amateur photog- 

raphers in the United States, 
according to Thomas A. Riggles, who has 
been dealing with camera enthusiasts for 

twenty-six years. 

Mr. Riggles, a seasoned camera fan him- 
self, is manager of the photographic 
supplies house of Willoughby, Incorpo- 
rated, New York City. His store has 
thousands of customers, and within a 
single week has turned out as many as 
one hundred thousand prints. 

“We figure that an average of one out 
of every ten Americans 
has a picture-taking / 
machine of some kind,” Ay 
Mr. Riggles toid me 
recently. ‘‘Most of our 
customers are between 
fifteen and fifty or sixty, 
and in experience they 
range from the man 
who has gone so deeply 
into the science of 
photography that he is 
an expert, to the girl 
who merely wishes to 
get a few vacation 
views to show to her 
chums back home. 

“Photography is a 
hobby that grips folks 
just as radio, motoring, 
or collecting does. 
Usually they start 
small, say with a three- 
dollar box camera. 
Then the interest of the 
thing takes hold. We 
sold one woman a two- 
dollar camera, and in 
three months she had 
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bought sixty-two dollars’ worth 
of films! er a prominent 
New Jersey doctor his first 
camera—a five-dollar folding 
one. In eight years, he went 
through twenty-five cameras, 
each larger than the other, 
until finally he was lugging 
around an instrument so heavy 
thatit was back-breaking. Now 
he has gone back to a small 
pocket-size instrument, which 
he carries all the time. He is 
one of the most expert and 
prolific photographers I know. 

“Physicians, by the way, 
seem to be especially addicted 
to the camera hobby. I know 
several doctors who, when they get to 
be all nerves and need a let-down from the 
grind of professional demands, go off on a 
vacation with their cameras. They get the 
same relaxation through photography that 
others get through fishing or hunting. 
You would be surprised, too, at the 
number of working men who have cameras 
and use them habitually. 

“There are five men amateur pho- 
tographers to every woman among our 
customers. Most of the amateurs who 
have become real experts are men. There 
is a physician in New York who can sell 
his pictures any time he wants to for 
one hundred dollars a negative. Instead, 


Nature did her part here by offering a perfect scene. The 
camera did its part by making a clear record. And the camera 
fan did his (or her) part first by having a real appreciation of the 
beautiful and next by knowing how to make a photograph of it 


Babies and 


Are the Favorites 


Snowstorms, waterfalls, the family automobile, 
the ten million amateur photographers in the 
pen in a store that develops films; tips 


By George 


he gives them away to his friends. I 
know several instances in which pro- 
fessional photographers have consulted 
him on points of photographic technique. 

“Another top-notch amateur is an 
investment broker who has found in pho- - 
tography a hobby more exacting than 
either money-making or golf. Hewill spend 


‘days working to get a desired effect, 


making negative after negative, trying 
different lights, different timings, differ- 
ent lenses, until he gets just the effect he 
is after. Some of his photographs look like 
fine etchings, and hey are the envy of 
all the camera folk who know him. 
“Perhaps the largest group among ama- 
teurs is made up of proud daddies,” con- 
tinued Mr. Riggles. “The main business 
of their cameras is to snap the story of 
Baby’s progress from infancy to maturity. 
I had one customer bring in a film he had 
taken when his child was three hours old. 
““*T’m the proud father,’ he said; ‘and 
I guess it didn’t hurt the little fellow to 
lie quiet on a pillow and be snapped. I’m 
going to have a picture of that kid every 
week till he’s grown!’ The child is now 
ten years old, and he has been photo- 
praphed every Sunday of his life. 


“THERE are many men like that. We 
have one customer who has five chil- 
dren, two boys and three girls. He started 
taking pictures nineteen years ago, when 
the first child was a 
baby in arms. Every 
Monday since then, he 
has brought in from 
one to five rolls of film 
to be developed. Re- 
cently his eldest daugh- 
ter married, and he 
added a picture of her 
in her wedding dress to 
the collection. The 
whole family is proud 
of that album, though 
there are a few bathtub 

ictures taken in their 

aby days which the 
children would like to 
eliminate. But Papa 
won’t spare a single 
print, and he told me 
that ten thousand dol- 
lars would not buy that 
album. 

“Yes, the fond par- 
ents come first among 
the fans. Sometimes it 
is an idolizing mama, 
but more often a proud 
papa. 


Bathing Girls 


of Camera Fans 


and bobbed hair are other popular subjects with 
United States—Curious things which hap- 
from an expert on when to take pictures 


W. Gray 


“Perhaps the next largest group is 
made up of sweethearts. A fan usually 
starts in the middle teens, when he or she 
first discovers the importance of the op- 
posite sex. A youth will fall in love with 
a girl and he’ll photograph her in a hun- 
dred ways—canoeing, picnicking, in her 
bathing suit; sitting on fences, rocks, 
beaches, porches; smiling, laughing, cry- 
ing, eating—every way. He’ll bring his 
films in here Monday morning, and though 
we tell him the prints won’t be ready until 
Wednesday, usually he’ll drop in Tuesday 
to see if by any chance his work got 
through ahead of time. 


s£ JF REQUENTLY we follow the ups and 
downs of a romance, just by the way 

the young fellow acts. He’ll be crowding 
us with work, always impatient to get his 
rints ahead of our regular forty-eight- 
ours delivery. Then, all of a sudden, he 
will stop. Prints will remain uncalled for. 
After they have been around a week or 
two we will telephone him. He will dis- 
claim reapone The prints belong to 
the girl, he will say; he just left them for 
her. And so he pon us off. Perhaps in a 
couple of weeks he’ll be on fire again, just 
as rushed to get his pictures finished as he 
was before the spat with his lady-love. 
“* Sweethearts give us plenty of business, 
but they create problems. It is quite 
common for a young man to come in and 
ask for Miss So-and- 
so’s pictures. Miss 
So-and-so asked him to 
et them—so he says. 
Fie may even have her 
receipt ticket. We tele- 
phone the young lady, 
and she is indignant. 
“No; of course I didn’t 
tell him to get my 
pictures,’ she says. To 
safeguard against this 
sort of thing, we require 
a customer to sign for 
every order left for de- 
velopment, and we in- 
sist upon the same 
signature on delivery. 
“Girls in their teens 
constitute a large slice 
of the camera public. 
Their photographs are 
largely of vacation 
scenes and of clothes. 
Many young ladies 
apparently never adda 
hat or a dress to their 
wardrobes without get- 
ting a picture of them- 


selves clad in the glad rags. 
“Bobbed hair is another 
thing that just seems to cry 
out for photographing. Right 
after a girl has bobbed her hair, 
we will get two or three film 
rolls devoted to views of her 
head from all angles. She may 
keep this up for some time, tak- 
ing film after film. Finally, she 
will hit on just the right pos- 
ture. Then she goes to a pro- 
fessional photographer with the 
fortunate snap and tells him 
she wants a regular art photo- 
graph taken in exactly that way. 
“The bathing suit is most 
important of all. A girl will buy 
a new bathing suit, and she'll 
have herself photographed in it in a dozen 
ways. Very frequently we get bathing- 
suit pictures without a drop of ocean or 
a grain of beach or a splinter of board- 
walk in sight. A girl will slip the suit on 
at home, and pose out on the lawn, or in 
a hammock, on the porch steps, in the 
garden—anywhere that gives another set- 
ting for an Annette Kellermann. 
“Summer is the principal season for 
hotography, outside of Florida and Cali- 
sales, n Florida, the season extends 


about eight months of the year, with the: 


summer months quieter than the others. 
California has an eleven-months’ season, 


The king of beasts always comes in for the lion’s share of atten- 
tion at a zoo or circus; and no wonder, for a nobler-looking 
creature does not walk the earth. This picture, like all the 
others accompanying this article, was made by an amateur 


COURTESY EASTMAN KODAK CO. 

It gives you a sort of happy, warm feeling inside 
to look at this perfect picture, even though the 
little fellow, thanks to his generous pal, is giv- 
ing himself a sort of happy, cold feeling inside! 
The person who took this picture knew all that 
is worth knowing about getting good results 


the fans being compelled to lay off only in 
the month ny ARA But in the vicinity of 
New York amateur photography reachesits 
peak in August, when the bathing beaches 
reach the height of their popularity. 

“Of course many children’s pictures 
are bathing-suit pictures, as are many 
photographs of family groups. One of the 
most frequent poses is a line-up on the 
beach, arms linked over shoulders, a 
rolling surf in the background. 

“The purchase of the first automobile 
invariably calls the camera into play. 
There will be a picture taken of Pans 
driving, another of Mama at the steering 
wheel; aunts and uncles 
and grandparents will 
be piled into the car and 

hotographed; even the 
baby will be perched up 
on the front seat for 
his picture. The car 
will be photographed 
on the drive, on the 
beach, in the woods. 

“Sundays and holi- 
days are the days on 
which most photo- 
graphs are taken, and 
on Monday morning 
people will stand in line 
waiting their turn at 
the counter where films 
are received for develop- 
ing and printing. The 
biggest day of the year 
is Labor Day, with 
Memorial Day and the 
Fourth of July about 
neck and neck for sec- 
ond place. 

“On the Tuesday 
after last Labor Day,we 
had more than a thou- 
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If family pictures were all like this one, débutante 
daughters would not get so uncomfortable when the 
“old folks” pull the family album out to entertain the 
“company” after a Sunday dinner. You never will see 
a more charming picture of a more charming little girl 


sand customers call at the store and leave 
film rolls, and they averaged five rolls to 
the customer. We turned out more than 
one hundred thousand prints that week. 

“Summer is our best season; but that 
doesn’t mean that winter is dead. A 
sunny Christmas usually brings a spurt 
in amateur photography. If Christmas 
happens to coincide with the first big 
snowstorm of the 
season, it always re- 
sults in much picture- 
taking, for snow scenes 
are the favorite winter 
view, as beach scenes 
are the favorite in 
summer. 

“Perhaps the most 
photographed thing in 
America is Niagara 
Falls. I was there this 
summer, and I never 
before pas much 
picture-taking goin 
on. The asi M a 
jects in New York City 
are Grant’s Tomb, the 
Statue of Liberty, and 
the ‘Little Church 
Around the Corner.’ 
Also many pictures are 
taken of the Woolworth 
Building, the Public 
Library, the Aquari- 
um, and the crowds on 
Fifth Avenue. 

“Every time one of 
the big ships docks we 
receive batches of films 
for development—espe- 
cially if there are many 


fence variety. 


The American Magazine 


celebrities on board. Peo- 
ple like to get some big 
man or woman photo- 
graphed with them, and 
shipboard is an opportune 
place for this. I remember 
that when ex-President 
Roosevelt came back from 
his African trip we had a 
regular epidemic of Roose- 
velt pictures. To judge 
by the dozens of snapshots 
we handled, he must have 
pitched quoits with every 
passenger on board. An- 
other celebrity who was 
obliging to camera fans 
was Caruso. Almost every 
time he crossed the water 
we got a crop of films in 
which his smiling face 
appeared. 

“One shipboard stunt 
of the camera fan is to get 
his picture snapped with 
the captain, preferably on 
the bridge.” 

I asked if it is true that 
a beginner usually gets 
better results with a cheap 
camera than with one of 
the more elaborate types. 

“Yes,” Mr. Riggles said 
to me. “I suppose it’s be- 
cause the beginner does 
not know how to make use 
of the devices on the fully 
equipped camera. A wom- 
an customer will usually 
want the salesman to load 
the camera for her, set it 
for picture-taking, and then she will go 
out, and frequently get better results than 
a man who starts with a more expensive 
outht. 

“The man is naturally more mechan- 
ical-minded, however, and while he may 
bungle a bit at first, he is usually the one 
who becomes the expert. 

“The amateur with a scientific interest 


An uncommonly good picture of a common cat of the back-yard- 


Everything about a cat shows that the jungle 
is a recent experience in his evolution, and that he could again, 
if necessary, make his living by stealthily stalking his prey 


in photography likes to experiment. Some 
doctor their lenses and shutters to get 
queer results. One New York fan made 
a device that gave a twisted, corkscrew 
effect to everything photographed through 
it. Another rigged up his camera so that 
it would focus double; take a picture of a 
man, and in the negative his ghost showed 
up behind him. Of course all the trees, 

les, houses, and everything else in the 
Feld also were accompanied by their 
ghosts. 

“Devices that permit two and even 
three exposures on the same negative are 
fairly common. Any sophisticated amateur 
can show you how to take a picture of 
yourself talking to yourself while a third 
yourself looks on. This is accomplished by 
means of a metal cap in which are three 
vertical slits controlled by a sliding panel. 
The cap fits over the lens, and the slits 
are so placed that each exposes one third 
of the "rar Very precise relations between 
the timing of each exposure and the size 
of the diaphragm must be followed to get 
smooth results in triplicating. 


“A CAMERA fan is an appreciative 

person,” went on Mr. Riggles. “I’ve 
found they are always thankful for tips 
on any new kinks in the game. The 
numerous local camera clubs throughout 
the country have helped to develop this 
attitude. I’ve found beginners especially 
appreciative of our criticism of their first 
film. They like suggestions on how to 
take various types of pictures, the best 
time to photograph, and so on.” 

“When is the best time?” I asked. 

“Oh, that depends on a lot of things— 
speed of plate or film used, speed of lens 
and size al dapbrigas light conditions, and 
color of surroundings. les hard to gener- 
alize. But my best results have been 
secured between three and five o’clock in 
the afternoon, in summer, and between 
twelve and three, in the winter—standard 
time, of course. 

“Many people seem to think that the 
only time is the middle of the day. That 
is really one of the 
worst times, in summer. 
Not only is there usual- 
ly too much light, but 
you don’t get the shad- 
ows that give depth 
and contrast to the 
picture. Late after- 
noon of a sunny day 
can usually be de- 
pended on.” 

“Does the camera 
fan take his medicine 
without dodging when 
work does not come out 
as expected?” 

“He’s pretty much 
like the rest of us,” Mr. 
Riggles answered. “It’s 
human nature, isn’t it, 
to duck responsibility 
for failure? Only the 
other day, in a roll of 
six exposures that we 
developed, two were 
grotesquely out of 
focus. The man blamed 
it on the camera. A 
woman, whose photo- 
graph of a group play- 
ing tennis failed to in- 
clude the one person 
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she had especially intended to get, stoutly 
insisted that there must be some defect 
in our developing that failed to bring her 
friend out. She was positive that she had 
pointed the camera in the right direc- 
tion! 
“JOT long ago an amateur who ranks 
among the experts complained that a 
film pack had been improperly developed. 
Every picture in the pack showed a haze. 
He was considerably annoyed, for the 
defect spoiled some fine pictures. I asked 
him many questions, to try to discover the 
cause of the defect. His answers indicated 
that all conditions had been favorable. 

“We supplied him with another film 
pack, and a few days later he was back 
with new negatives of the same scenes. 
“We developed them, and there again was 
that haze. I talked with the customer 
again. There seemed no explanation of 
the fault. Finally, an idea occurred to me. 
‘Did you smoke while you were taking 
the pictures?’ I asked. He reflected a 
moment and replied that he did. There 
was the trouble. The smoke had floated 
in front of the lens! 

“When we develop a film containing a 
double exposure we make no prints of it. 
Our idea is that the customer may not 
wish to waste further money on his 
mistake. Not long ago a lady was quite 
put out because he failed to find in her 
packet of work any prints of two expected 
pictures. When we showed her that one 
film was a double exposure and the other 
a blank, what do you suppose she did? 
Blamed us for mixing up two of her 

ictures! Strange things come to 
Fight in the developing laboratory. 
One picture that astonished every- 
one who saw it was of a street- 
cleaner mopping up the floor of a 
magnificent ballroon. He was in 
his characteristic white-duck uni- 
form, but it was smudged with 
ee his H were muddy, he aas 
shaggy, unkempt, intent on push- 
in ks pile of rubbish along the 
a E floor. 

“When the man who took the 
picture came to get it, he was 
flabbergasted. He explained that 
it was his first attempt at photog- 
raphy. He had just bought and 
loaded his new camera and, pass- 
ing along Broadway, saw the 
street cleaner. He snapped the 
“white wings” as a picturesque 
specimen. A little later he went to 
a famous hotel and took a time 
exposure of the ballroom. But he 
had forgotten to turn the film. 

“We are asked to do the most 
extraordinary things,” said Mr. 
Riggles. “Some time ago a lady 
left a roll to be developed, and in 
taking her order the girl asked, 
‘Do you want them mounted or 
unmounted?’ 

“*T want them unmounted; 
every one of them,’ the customer 
replied. 

“A few days later she came to 
claim her prints. Among them 
were pictures of three children on 
a horse. As soon as the ey saw 
these she protested. ‘Why, I told 

ou I wanted them dismounted. 
1 didn’t want the children to be on 
the horse.’ 


patch to make a jack-o’-lantern. 
would ’a’ give us this punkin if we’d asked for it,” one off 
of the boys said. ‘‘Sure he would,” answered the 
other; “‘but it’s a lot more fun to ask him afterward” 


COURTESY EASTMAN KODAK CO k» 
A truly great picture, not only because of its technical perfection, but ” 
because it stirs your imagination, and calls up glorious memories. ~ 
Every man who has had such a boyhood as this picture suggests is ~~? 
glad of it; and every man who hasn’t had such a boyhood is sorry 


“We get many requests to change a 
icture in some detail. Another woman 
brought in a photograph of a pet horse 
which she wanted enlarged. In the 
original the horse was a poor old nag, with 
droopy ears and a tail -to match. She 
wanted us to touch up the ears and tail 
to a racing position. 


“An old lady brought a faded little 


COURTESY EASTMAN KODAK CO. 


These boys are taking a ‘pumpkin from Dad's prize 


“I s’pose he 


pene = 


OOP SE ewer” 


snapshot of her son, a soldier in the Great 
War. It was taken five years before he 
went away, and he had changed in the 
meantime, she explained. He cut his 
hair differently, and parted it on the side. 
He had a dimple in his cheek that didn’t 
show in the picture, and she wanted us to 
get that in. The boy had been killed in 
action. This tiny snap was all the mother 
had, and she wanted a picture that 
would show her son as she had 
last seen him. The print was so 
imperfect and faded that it was 
impossible to enlarge it. 

“We got a great many pathetic 
cases like that during and right 
after the war. 

“We have an annual contest in 
which over a thousand photo- 
graphs are entered, and it takes a 
diplomat to handle the people who 
come in to demand an explanation 
why their picture did not win the 
prize. There is a sort of pride 
about the photograph you have 
taken; it’s like your face or your 
baby: you're sensitive to any 
slights.” 


MATEURS take pride in pho- 
tographing difficult scenes and 

in getting a picture under heavy 
handicaps. Extraordinary pictures 
of train wrecks, fires, and other 
disasters have been taken with no 
other incentive than the desire to 
get an unusual picture. Mr. Rig- 
gles told of an amateur in Wash- 
ington who wanted photographs 
of President McKinley’s funeral. 
What he did was to hire himself 
as assistant to the driver of the 
carriage in which rode the offici- 
ating clergyman. He got all the 
funeral photostiphs he wanted. 
“One of the most daring exploits 

in amateur annals,” said Mr. 
Riggles, “was the photographing 
of a battleship on her speed test 
Newport. News some years ago. 
The waters had been cleared of 
vessels; (Continued on page 122) 


Gertrude came upon Nabby.-engaged in all kinds of pathetic efforts to make her own room prettier. . . . Maga- 
zine covers in color—anything that made a gay patch—began to splotch a pinned-up frieze on the walls of her 
room. ‘‘She's his child,” Gertrude said to herself . . . and for an instant the pain at her heart grew sharp 


Discarded 


By Inez Haynes Irwin 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY J. SIMONT 


Synopsis of Preceding Instalments 


ERTRUDE HAVILAND was a good mother. She had believed she was also a successful 
wife until that day in the tenth year of her marriage when she opened a letter from Will 
Haviland, her husband. He was writing to her because he could not bear to tell her, face to 
face, what he must say. For five years he had been in love with Alicia Bushnell; he wanted 
Gertrude to get a divorce that he might marry Alicia. Will was a successful architect; he would 
make provision for her and the children; they might stay on in the old Haviland homestead 
for the three years needed to obtain a divorce on grounds of desertion; he was deeding to Gertrude 
a house they had bought in the little village of Rock Harbor. He was sorry; he still loved her, 
but she had long failed to mean to him the companionship and inspiration which another woman 
had been able to give him; he would always love the children. 
For days Gertrude fought the mingled rage and grief that swept her. Then she packed her 
rsonal belongings, and went to Rock Harbor with the children—Happy and Editha and 
abby. The house in Rock Harbor was a dreary, half-furnished old place, which they had 
lanned to do over. Mr. and Mrs. Tront, neighbors, had tried to make it habitable for her, but 
er only reaction to them, to the house, the town, and the people was one of dulled despair. 
Lydia Maine and her brother, Ira Forbes, who lived next door, were the only people who in- 
sisted upon being friendly, in spite of Gertrude’s coldness. They drove her about the town, they 
introduced her to Mrs. Newnham and other people, they explained Morgan’s Hollow. This was 
the “slum” portion of the town, occupied by slovenly and more or less degenerate people—but 
it interested Gertrude as little as the fine houses of the summer residents, or the lovely mansions 
of the old aristocracy. There was no vitality in the life of the town, as there was ng vitality in 
Gertrude’s spirit. She was no longer even a good mother; the children ran wild, while she 
brooded upon her tragedy. e 
Gertrude carried on all communications with her friends through “Uncle Bart” Chase, her 
lawyer. Will's letters she returned unread, with the request that he write no more to her. And 
so, definitely, she broke all the threads connecting her with the old life, and made no attempt 


whatever to build up a new one. She wanted nothing except to be left alone in her suffering. 


ERTRUDE arose the moming 
after her letter to Uncle Bart, 
‘intending tò do the rest of her 
unpacking. But somehow she 
went through the day without 

once approaching the huge wooden cases 

piled in the shed. The next morning she 

awoke with the same resolution in her 

mind. But again the day passed without 
move in their direction. 

e- third. morning she remembered 
only that she had failed to accomplish her 
purpose for two days. The fourth—she 
vaguely recalled her previous intention. 
The fiith—it had sunk to the depths of 
her memory. 

Thereafter, when her gaze fell on the 
woodshed, her mind stirred only in- 
differently. The time came when she 


failed to see the packing cases, even when ` 


her eyes turned in their direction. 

Letters came from Maywood; one was 
from Will, containing a check for her 
monthly allowance. She extracted the 
check; wrote “Unread” on the letter; 
sent it back. Within a few days came a 
reply. She returned this. Presently there 
arrived, through Uncle Bart, a letter from 
Aunt Dora. Will had sought her good 
offices as a mediator. 

Aunt Dora said that Will was heart- 
broken because she had left the house so 
suddenly; that he had no intention of 
forcing her out; indeed, he would have 
liked her to stay on indefinitely. She 
added that Will insisted on her letting 
him know if ever she needed extra money, 
or when the children were ill. 

de ignored this communication. 
There came a second letter from Aunt 


Dora, obviously just a dictated note from 
Will, highly peremptory in tone, announc- 
ing that he was coming to see her. To 
this, Gertrude dispatched by Uncle Bart 
a brief note: 


Tell him if I need money I will write 

im. Tell him if the children have any serious 
illness I will let him know. Tell him if he 
comes to Rock Harbor he will force me to move 
immediately to some other place. Tell him 
if he spies upon me here I shall soon know it, 
and then I shall go where he never can find me. 
Tell him I was never so contented in my life, 
and I want to be left alone. 


Emily Ellis sent a letter. Phoebe 
Warburton sent a letter. A scattering 


of other friends sent letters. All of them’ 
offered sympathy in the abstract form of | 


the written word, and some of them in 
the concrete form of offers of money. But 
no one of them sounded a note that 
awakened any echoes in Gertrude’s hol- 
low heart. She answered them all with 
polite notes of evasive thanks. 
replied; but as she never answered these 
their correspondence died a natural death. 

Meanwhile, the- children ran wild all 
day long. They roamed. afield, and 
Gertrude let them roam.: They were 
making new friends all the time. Their 
talk kept spawning unfamiliar names: 
Jess, Mel, Sam, Eddie; but Gertrude paid 
No attention even when she heard. They 
looked very different from the trim trio 
whom every day she had watched depart 
to school from her door at Maywood; but 
she did not care. 

Happy had all a boy’s distaste for neat- 
ness oa cleanliness. Hitherto, she had 
disciplined him consistently in this respect. 


Some. 


Now, he bathed when he pleased; changed 
when it occurred to him. Editha had 
always expressed—as much as a little 
girl can—a passion for clothes. That incli- 
nation, too, Gertrude had always curbed. 
Now, she put no stay whatever upon her. 
Editha wore the blouse of one suit and the 
skirt of another; a sweater that went with 
neither; hair ribbons that harmonized 
with none of the three. Nabby was too 
young and too little interested in clothes 
to do anything but what she was told. 
She was merely a soiled, uncared-for- 
looking little girl. 


EVERTHELESS, they throve. They 
burned in the sun and tanned in the 
winds. The rain changed this brown patina 
to bronze. Happy was like a cast in copper 
of an Indian Bi Editha like a Romany 
rincess. Even Nabby’s creamy whiteness 
Pe an to show an admixture of amber. 
ith the departure of their carefully 
inculcated dk in regard to cleanliness, 
went also the carefully built-up social 
graces. Just as they squabbled with each 
other, they must have squabbled with the 
children whose acquaintance they made. 
Gertrude could have caught in their 
speech the occasional phrases of childish 
antagonism or spite. Sometimes at her 
approach they lowered their voices to con- 
fidential undertones, and these whisper- 
ings were broken by strange laughter. 
Gertrude did not even hear their talk. 
Their table manners deteriorated. 

Nabby alone failed to take on this rural 
wildness. She played for long’ intervals 
indoors when the other two were—their 
mother could not have said where—out of 
doors and out of sight. As the weather 
grew warmer, Nabby would sometimes 
stay up-stairs in her own room. Gertrude 
came upon her engaged in all kinds of 
pathetic efforts to make it prettier. Maga- 
zine illustrations cut hackingly by her 
tiny amateur fingers, magazine covers in 
color—anything that made a gay patch— 
began to splotch a pinned-up frieze on the 
walls of her room. ae a 

“She’s his child,” Gertrude said to her- 
self the first time she noted this activity. 
For an instant the pam at her heart grew 
sharp, but in another instant, the heart 
itself grew harder. yoo 

Mr. and Mrs. Tront appeared occasion- 
ally. Once Mrs. Maine and Mrs. Newnham 
came, but they did not stay long. Ger- 
trude’s frigid manner, the curtness of her 
replies, her complete refusal to sustain 
conversation, inevitably brought their call 
to a swift conclusion. Ignoring the indif- 
ference of her hostess, Mrs. Maine in- 
vited her to dinner. Gertrude declined. 

The rector of the Episcopal church 
called, a quite old tena addicted to 
gardening and the collection of old 

rints. rtrude agreed to go to church; 

ut, although she sent the children to Sun- 
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day-school, she herself appeared in church 
only often enough to prevent another 
pastoral call. 

All the proofs of an established spring 
lay about her. Everywhere roads were 
being put in order. Here and there they 
were torn up for long distances. The 
stones which marked driveways, the 
© substantial fences which indicated culvert 
ends or deep ditches, the broad lines which 
divided the dangerous curves of the ebon 
road into halves, were receiving fres 
coats of paint or whitewash. Beyond, 
freshly spaded fields showed serried ranks 
of green points; orchards bourgeoned. 
Everywhere in barn doorways and on 
piazzas stood garden implements, rich 
with a loamy incrustation. 

But although Gertrude’s heart seemed 
to freeze harder and harder, inevitably 
the weather grew warmer and warmer. 
It would soon be two months since they 
left Maywood. 
Aprilhad vanished. 

ay was vanish- 
ing. June loomed. 
Violets had come 
and gone. Dande- 
lions had appeared, 
were disappear- 
ing. f 

Rock Harbor 
turned, toward the 
end of the month, 
to a patchwork of 
white and pink, as 
the meager sea- 
shore orchards 
flaunted their coral 
and snow. Lilacs 
wereblooming;and 
already the chil- 
dren had filled the 
house with a pil- 
fered perfume. 
Buttercups and 
daisies were be- 
ginning to carpet 
the earth with a 
splendor of white 
and gold. Grass 
had first filmed, 
then covered, then 
cushioned the 
ground. The roads 
hardened, the mud 
decreased—and 
dried. The house 
came back to 
something like 
cleanliness, but to 
nothing like sys- 
tem or order. Ger- 
trude Haviland 
still carried her 
frozen air, and her 
three children 
still looked like a 
gypsy train. 
~ One mornin 
Gertrude wake 
to a sense of some- 
thing new in the air. She stopped at her 
chamber window for a moment before 
descending to get breakfast. Suddenly 
she realized that she was gazing on a 
miracle as old as the beginning of time, 
and as new as now. There had been three 
days of intense heat, and spring had gone, 
summer had come. She was gazing on a 
world in which earth and sky and sun 
were welded into a globe of warmth and 


heard less. ... 
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light and color. As she gazed, an auto- 
mobile came speeding up the road. Ira 
Forbes sat in the back seat, his leather 
bag beside him. A great deal of country 
color had faded out of his face in the 
month that he had been gone; he bore every 
stamp of urban life. Nothing made more 
than a faint registration on Gertrude’s 
mind in these days. 

Ira Forbes’s image had passed from her 
thoughts by the time she reached the 
kitchen. 


EARLY in the afternoon, however, she 
sawhim again coming up the road, and 
then dismay overwhelmed her. Perhaps 
he was going to call. She had found it 
easy enough to deal with Mrs. Maine and 
Mrs. Newnham; but Ira Forbes, with that 
look in his eyes of menacing command, 


Gertrude watched, but saw little; listened, but 


Occasional pieces of furniture that 
she would have liked to get were lifted onto the 
tavern table; but the urge of desire was so faint 
and distant that she did not once offer a bid 


was not so simple. A sudden rage shook 
her, a passionate desire to preserve her 
hard-fought-for solitude. 

She slipped out of the back door and, 
passing swiftly over the path that the 
children had worn to the barn, made off 
in the other direction. She stopped at 
the stores and left her food orders; she 
stopped at the post office for mail. This 
last was merely perfunctory. She had re- 


ceived a letter from Emily Ellis in answer 
to her own letter. Thereafter, Maywood 
might have disappeared from the map fcr 
all she heard from it. This did not pez- 
turb her, of course. It was precisely what 
she wanted. 

After completing her errands she con- 
tinued her walk, turning down the first 
side road that presented itself. The 
afternoon was free. All her afternoons 
were free, for that matter. The children 
were somewhere—she did not particularly 
care where, so long as they were safe. 
They were that, of course, and—their 
continuous play in the open was re- 
sponsible for hie the bese possible 
physical condition. 

sertrude kept on and on, her gaze, as 
usual, on the end of the road. Suddenly 
in the distance a flash of red caught her 


eye, a cardinal flag painted with white. 
Immediately she recalled reading in the 
post office the notice of an auction. 
Auctions occasionally occurred in Rock 
Harbor, as elsewhere; and, as in most 
country towns, they were the excuse for 
neighborhood festivity. 

rtrude’s first impulse was to turn off 
at the next crossroad, but none appeared, 
and she continued on. Moreover, some- 
thing—and she would have been puzzled 
afterward to tell what that something 


Discarded, by Inez Haynes Irwin 


was—impelled her, when she reached the 
flag, to cross the road and join the 
group about the farmhouse door. 

She had never attended a country auc- 
tion before. Apparently, this one was 
big enough to be an alday affair. There 
had been an interval for luncheon. Under 
a high elm, a table was spread with plates 
of sandwiches and doughnuts. A tank 
of coffee gave off faint spirals of steam at 
one end, and buckets filled with ice held 
bottles of soft drinks at the other. People 


stood about in groups, talking while they 
ate, or leaned comfortably back in the 
rocking chairs or sofas which strewed the 
lawn. 

Gertrude lingered, stirred humanward 
in spite of that bleakness of spirit which 
had latterly so detached her from human 
affairs. She found a chair on the out- 
skirts of the group, and seated herself. 

It was as though a tidal wave had 
swept over the house, bearing everything 
out of it through the front door. The 
morning had apparently been devoted to 
the sale of the contents of the barn, sheds, 
and outhouses—farming implements of 
various kinds. Wagons drove up from 
time to time and carted these off. Now 
groups were going from household piece 
to household piece, fingering linen, open- 
ing drawers, tapping china for cracks, and 
bolding the glass up to the light. 

As sometimes happens in the country 
auctions in New England, the eupley 
included specimens of almost every epoc 
of American furniture. A tavern table— 
Gertrude’s trained eye noted at once its 


interesting turnings and its fine stretcher 
—held the center of the stage. The auc- 
tioneer was using it for pulpit, drum, and 
rostrum. Not far away stood a slant-top 
desk of mahogany. At one side a painted 
bedroom set in blue and gray brought the 
touch of its distinctive delicateness into 
the confusion, and beside it a dining-room 
set of black walnut offered the awkward 
contrast of its cumbrous carving. Bed- 
room furniture in golden oak rounded out 
the historical sequence. Gertrude walked 
about with the rest, looking at everything, 
but not really consciously seeing anything. 


Wiping his mouth with his hand, the 
auctioneer emerged from the house. 
“Well, folks!” he said, in the accent of 
assumed joviality common to country 
auctioneers, “‘we’ve got a fine line of 
goods to sell this afternoon—give away, I 


might say, judging from the prices I got 
this morning. You’ve got to bid lively 
if you want to get through before dark! 
Remember, the high dollar gets it! First 
of all, we’ll sell some of this glass. And 
then, when I get you all warmed up so’s 
you don’t know what you’re doing, I’ll 
start on the big stuff.” This sally brought 
the expected laugh. The auctioneer, who 
apparently assumed that it was quite as 
much his job to entertain his audience 
as to sell to them, kept the crowd in a 
continuous roar. 


GERTRUDE watched, but saw little; 
listened, but heard less. The things 
went at surprisingly low prices. Occasion- 
al pieces of furniture that she would have 
liked to get were lifted onto the tavern 
table; but the urge of desire was so faint 
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and distant that she did not once offer a bid. 

By the middle of the afternoon the most 
desirable pieces were sold. The place 
began to have a deserted look, as buyers, 
satished with what they had bought, 
lifted their purchases into automobiles or 
wagons and departed with them. A fair- 
sized group, however, stayed on. Finally, 
the trifles which are left to the end went 
for almost nothing. - 

“Well, we’re oui, ladies and gen- 
tlemen,” the auctioneer said, “and I thank 
you all for your attention, and the next 
time you get my circulars I hope you’ll 
all turn out again. Remember that Char- 
lie Robinson never pulled a fake bid yet, 
and everything always goes for the high 
dollar. . . . Oh—here’s something else. 
An old bottle!” 

He held high a flask, half-quart size, of 
a dark-colored glass. e light struck 
through it and brought out che delicate 
depths of its deep coloring. From where 
she sat Gertrude could see the tiny imper- 
fections which gave it its 
quality—minute waves and 
lines, infinitesimal -bubbles, 
as of imprisoned air caught 
in its sides. 


s B USED to be filled with 

the right stuff, you bet. 
Now, who’s going to buy it? 
Go right down into the 
cellar and fill it up with 
that stuff you’re drinking 
in private, and put it on the 
sideboard for the rest of the 
family!” This procured a 
roar. ‘Who's going to buy 
the old bottle? ï don’t 
know what kind of a bottle 
it is. But there never’s 
any time in a man’s life 
when he doesn’t need bot- 
tles.” 

More laughter. 

“Tt must be a pretty old 
flask. . . . What’s that you 
say?” The auctioneer asked 
this of an old man who had 
come up to the table, ap- 
pareas to ask a question. 

e stooped to the mumble 
ips. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the auction- 
eer went on, “it seems this is a very fine 
old bottle. It’s what they called a bounti- 
ful bottle. You see, it’s got a basket of 
fruit on one side and a horn of plenty on 
the other. Look at it!” 

Again he held it up. Again the light 
danced through the green translucencies; 
caught and lingered in myriad air particles 
which seemed to be floating upward 
through it. “How much am I offered?” 

“Five cents!” The joker who at auc- 
tions inevitably starts bidding with this 
sum, piped up in a thin falsetto. 

“Oh, sho!” the auctioneer cried re- 
proachfully. “This beautiful bottle go- 
ing for five cents. Five dollars would be 
better. Bid it up. How much am I 
offered?” 

For some inexplicable reason that word 
bountiful had sung for an instant in Ger- 
trude’s spirit. “Twenty-five cents,” she 
called clearly. 

“Sold!” the auctioneer declared, with- 
out waiting for another bid, and he put 
a finish to the (Continued on page 108) 
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This Blind Man Runs a Correspondence 
School for the Blind 


URING the Christmas holi- 
days, nine years ago, a teacher 
in one of the Chicago high 
schools had a severe attack of 
the grip and was compelled to 

lie abed for several days. He had 
not entirely recovered when school 
reopened; but he obstinately in- 
sisted upon rising and resuming 
his duties.. 

A tragedy was the result. This 
teacher, William A. Hadley, had 
been troubled with his eyes bore. 
Now the condition was aggravated. 
Within a few weeks of his prema- 
ture “recovery,” he became totally 
blind! 

Opportunity, it seems, can 
choose strange disguises; for this 

reat misfortune turned out to be 
Mr. Hadley’s chance for service in 
a broader field than had ever be- 
fore come his way: As a direct 
result of his blindness, he has 
undertaken a work that already 
has carried his name to tens of 
thousands of people in every state 
in the United States, and even 
abroad. 

It was a strange institution he 
founded, possibly the only one of 
its kind—a correspondence school 
for the blind. 

“My blindness,” he says, “was 
a misfortune in more senses than 
one. I was far from wealthy; and 
when I lost my sight and my ac- 
customed means of earning a live- 
lihood, the burden of support fell 
heavily on my family. In addition 
I had to struggle against the feel- 
ing that I was no longer of any use 
inthe world. AsI became adjusted 
to my situation, I tutored a few . 
students privately, but only a few; 
and there‘were fv long years of 
idleness when I fought to believe 
that somehow, somewhere, there 
must come again an opportunity 
to use the SEAN I had spent 
the better part of a lifetime cultivating.” 

Mr. Hadley, be it said, possessed de- 
grees from two universities, and had 
studied at two others. His teaching expe- 
rience had been varied and thorough. 

“The opportunity I wanted,” he con- 
tinued, “finally came in a curious way: the 
Rev. L. B. Plumar, a minister from the 
East, called at our house, and happened to 
notice a book in Braille on the porch. 
Braille, you know, is the raised type used 
in printing for the blind. I mastered it 
soon after I lost my sight. 

“This minister mentioned a blind wom- 
an, a member of his congregation, who 
had few interests. Then he asked this 
casual question: 

“Could she learn Braille by corre- 
spondence?’ 
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failed. 
came to him. 


“The idea of correspondence courses 
for the blind had never occurred to me, 
and neither then nor later did I discover 
anybody else who had thought of it. But 
instantly it suggested to me a work, a serv- 


MABEL SYKES 


William A. Hadley, who lost his sight nine years ago, 
is now head of a world-wide correspondence school 
for the blind. Mr. Hadley was formerly a high-school 
teacher in Chicago, but had to resign when his sight 
Soon after this the idea for his present school 
He has hundreds of blind pupils, some 
of whom live in foreign countries, 
educating themselves through the courses he gives 


ice, an opportunity, such as I had long 
looked for in vain. 

“I knew that the vast majority of the 
blind were poorly educated and hope- 
lessly shut out from normal intellectual 
activity. I believed I saw a chance to do 
something worth-while to change that 
condition. Indeed, I immediately began 
writing to the superintendents of institu- 
tions br the blind in various states. In 
my enthusiasm I even made tentative out- 
lines of courses. 

“The first tangible result was a letter 
that reached me in 1920. A blind woman 
in Wichita, Kansas, wrote to ask if I could 
give her some instruction by mail. She 
had heard of me through the superintend- 
ent of the school for the blind in her 
state. I replied, saying that what I had in 


and who are 


mind was experimental, but that if she 
was willing to try to learn, I was willing to 
try to teach her. So she became my frst 
pupil. 

“For her I worked up a great deal of 
material, sent her books to study, 
assigned lessons, had her prepare 
replies to questions and send them 
on to be graded and returned. In 
short, I went ahead on the plan 
used in correspondence instruc- 
tion everywhere. When she had 
learned to read the Braille, I 
pointed out how she might con- 
tinue her studies, and I eagerly 
turned to securing other students. 

“I had no means to carry on 
anything extensive. I soon dis- 
covered, however, that a worthy 
task finds willing hands to help. 
Some neighbors became interested 
and helped to interest others. 
Funds were provided to send Mrs. 
Hadley and me to a meeting of 
workers for the blind held in Iowa. 
There I told what I had in mind 
and had already done, and the 
convention endorsed my plan. 

“From then the school has 
grown steadily. The raised-type 
magazines circulating among the 
blind mentioned the work, and the 
resulting demand for courses re- 
newed the interest of my friends, 
who made themselves responsible 
for organizing and incorporating a 
school under state laws. A budget 
was raised which enabled us to 
secure printing machines to em- 
boss and print the books needed 
for the work, to meet the expenses 
of an office, and to pay me a sal- 
ary, as well as to pay others em- 
ployed to help me. 

“ Applications for courses soon 
came faster than we could handle 
them. At first, I had been doing 
the work in our home. Soon, how- 
ever, we rented offices over a store, 
where we still are. 

“In 1922, the first full year of opera- 
tion, we had two hundred and sixty-one 
students. As students completed their 
studies, many dropped out, of course. The 
present enrollment is three hundred and 
fifty. Students are enrolled from forty- 
four states, and from Canada, China, 
India, Australia, and the Philippines. 

“We have embossed nine books, and 
printed many copies of these on machines 
operated by our own hands. Among other 
tasks, we had to find time to write five 
special textbooks, in addition to the stand- 
ard texts used. Our courses range from 
oneon the appreciation and writing of short 
stories, which is very popular, to business 
correspondence, salesmanship, psychology; 
history, literature, civil government, Lat- 
in, French, algebra, science. and so on. 


“There are twenty courses at present, 
and we add others as students want them 
in sufficient numbers to justify the ex- 
pense. Just now we have a waiting list of 
twenty-one students who want a course in 
life insurance salesmanship. Besides the 
courses, we maintain a circulating li- 
brary, from which we send out books to 
every part of the country. 

“There is no charge for instruction. 
As I told you, the blind are mostly very 
poor. We have had prospective students 
who said they could not take courses be- 
cause they lacked the money for stamps 
and for paper on which to write! 

“Our students are very diversified in 
talent, age, occupation, and location. We 
limit instructions to adults, and have a 
few who are more than seventy years old! 


A Nineteen-Year-Old Girl Tends — 
2,000,000 Baby Chicks a Year ~ 


T NINETEEN, Freda Bliss, of 
Mansfeld, Massachusetts, js 
eneral manager of one of the 
argest chicken hatcheries in 
the world. She superintends 

the entire business of raising something 
like two million chickens a season—and 
next year will undoubtedly bring her rec- 
ord up to three million! les a man’s job, 
and a big one; but this slender, gray-eyed 
young woman handles it with ease, and 
bas a lot of fun into the bargain! 

When she finished at the local high 
school three years ago, Miss Bliss had no 
notion of going into the chicken business. 
Indeed, she cherished vague thoughts of 
becoming a school-teacher. But about 
this time, Opportunity, .with a big O, 
knocked at her door. 

Across the field from her home was a 
large chicken hatchery. The man who 
owned it had got himself into an office 
snarl at the beginning of the busy season; 
orders and correspondence had piled up. 
He thought of young Miss Bliss; maybe 
she would come over and write a few let- 
ters—yjust a few hours’ work. Miss Bliss 
agreed to tackle the task. Presently, 
under her capable hands, there was order 
where disorder had been. The job at hand 
was soon finished. But there was the next 
little snarl in a business that is full of 
them. So Freda Bliss stayed on and on, 
until she became indispensable. Now her 
duties include such items as ushering a 
couple of million chicks into a chicken- 
hungry world—and then promptly usher- 
ing them away to various points in the 
United States. 

At the end of the first season, Miss 
Bliss was interested; but she had not de- 
cided that her career lay so near home. 
There were still thoughts about that school- 
teacher job. So she entered the normal 
school. On her week-ends and during va- 
cations, however, ‘she still helped about 
the hatchery. And then, at the close of 
her first year at the normal school, she 
realized thee a teacher’s life would never 
make her happy—but that fussing about 
a chicken hatchery would! 

Almost as soon as she began giving her 
whole time to the work, Freda Bliss was 
running the business. Realizing that she 
knew as much or more about the%business 
than he did, the owner went South to 
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My last letter was to a young woman stu- 
dent in Montana. The one before that 
was to a blind colored minister in Florida, 
also a student. This man, by the way, is 
most enthusiastic, and wants every course 
we offer; he has just started psychology. 

“In some cases, we seem to have enabled 
students to increase their earning capac- 
ity. For instance, a blind young man in 
Montreal was making brooms, but earned 
very little. He took our course in sales- 
manship, and with our help persuaded his 
father to let him try selling brooms. We 
have had many enthusiastic letters from 
him since. In the last one he said he was 
net ‘ing thirty-six dollars a week. 

“There have been other cases of modest 
but substantial economic success follow- 
ing the studies, but I think our greater serv- 


superintend another hatchery, and 
lek the new manager to her own 
devices. 

Now Miss Bliss could have 
stayed right in her nice spick-and- 
span office and made good on a 
“white collar” job. But the baék 
door to her office led into the.most 
fascinating place imaginable—the 
big, barn-like structure which held 
the thousands of eggs from which 
baby chicks were daily bursting. 
She knew that the heart of the busi- 
ness was in the hatchery. So she 
got into trim, businesslike knickers, 
rolled up her sleeves, and dug into 
the game to find out every last, 
elusive detail of it. 

It meant getting up at two 
o’clock in the morning, and being 
on the job when there were pre- 
cious secrets to learn. Hour after 
hour in the darkness before dawn, 
this young girl studied and poked 
about the big incubators, gather- 
ing and storing information. In- 
side the great hatchery, the con- 
stant pecking at the shells by the 
baby chicks madea pleasant sound, 
like the falling of rain on a roof. 
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ice is that we give the blind—who would 
otherwise have to spend most of their time 
in idle darkness—useful mental occupa- 
tion. -We enable them to enter into the 
life of the world, and to feel that they 
too can do and live. 

“That is what the blind want most. 
When we were starting, I remember sug- 
gesting to a woman that if she could not 
read Braille, she might have regular texts 
read to her by others. 

“*But that is not the same thing!’ she 
protested. ‘It means so much żo do it 
yourself!’ 

“And that is true. Unfortunately, most 

eople, when they do anything for the 

Blind give them what the blind do not 

want—pity. The blind want op portunity.” 
NEIL M. CLARK 


It was all much more fascinating 
to Freda Bliss than any college 
course. 

That first year she increased the 
business by one third. And the 


Miss Freda Bliss, of Mansfield, Massachu- 
setts, is manager of one of the largest 


chicken hatcheries in the world. She 
operates nine incubators, some of which 
hold 18,000 eggs, and has shipped as many 
as 30,000 baby chicks in a single day 


next year she raised it another 
third. Now it is her ambition to 
make it the biggest hatchery in the world. 
She is busy all the year round, regard- 
less of the fact that the hatching season is 
practically over by the last of June. One 
of her tasks—and it is a highly important 
one—is inspecting the various flocks which 
roduce the eggs. There are no laying 
hers on the premises of the Marshfield 
Hatcheries: the eggs come from many 
different farms in the surrounding terri- 
tory. The greatest of care-is necessary to 
obtain the finest eggs for hatching. The 
strain must be pure, and of the best. 
Farms must not be allowed to deteriorate. 
Miss Bliss finds time, somehow, between 
other things, to drive out and check up on 
her numerous flocks. 
In the hatcheries there are nineteen 
incubators, some of them holding as many 


as eighteen thousand eggs each. The re- 
quired temperature is supplied by a hot- 
water heater at the end of each incubator. 
Every individual compartment has its 
own thermostat and arrangement for 
turning the eggs automatically four times 
every twenty-four hours. On a high- 
water-mark day, these incubators have 
turned out thirty thousand peeping young 
chicks. The chicks have to be sorted out, 
care being taken that the breeds are what 
the orders call for, and that every chick is 
perfect. 

One of the wonders of the age is the 
sang of new-born chickens by parcel 
post. Experiments were conducted, and it 
was found that a freshly hatched chicken 
would live seventy-two hours without any 
care whatever. The yolk of the egg sup- 
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lies nourishment for that length of time. 

he problem, then, is simply speed in get- 
ting the chicks packed and to the post 
office as soon as possible. This is done 
early in the morning, in order to catch the 
first trains going out of Boston. The fact 
that chickens over a day old will not be 
accepted for carrying makes speed all the 
more imperative. 

The chicks are packed in heavy card- 
board boxes, with air holes for ventilation. 
These boxes hold twenty-five, fifty, or one 
hundred chicks. A label is gummed around 
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the whole girth of the box, and then 
another, bearing the address, is pasted on. 
Uncle Sam does the rest! 

Not long ago, Miss Bliss became dis- 
satisfied with the advertising used by her 
company. “It lacked individuality,” she 
explained. “It might have been anybody’s 
advertising telling about anything.” 

She asked and got permission to try her 
hand at telling about hor chicks in her own 
way. Immediately orders began to mount. 
Now she writes all the advertising. 

“This business is the most fascinating 


thing in the world to me,” said Miss Bliss. 
“T love it. The hardest job I have had is 
to let the men here know that I am the 
boss. Not that I want to be bossy, but the 
business has to have a head, and that head 
has to be recognized. But they know it 
now and we don’t have any trouble. It 
has been difficult too, sometimes, to con- 
vince people who do business here that a 
girl is general manager. But even the most 
skeptical eventually are convinced that a 
girl can run a chicken hatchery.” 
HARRY IRVING SHUMWAY 


This Tiger-Hunting Parson Shoots and Preaches Straight 


NE morning, nearly twenty . 


years ago, a mild-eyed, gentle- 

mannered young American 

missionary, stationed in the 

Fukien Province of south 
China, set out for a nearby village in 
search of souls to save. Along with 
his Bible he carried a gun. The bare 
hills of Fukien are criss-crossed 
by ravines choked with sword 
grass, a combination which 
affords an excellent retreat for 
tigers. 

When the young missionary 
reached home the next day, he 
had been through a remarkable 

“adventure. And, strangely 
enough, this experience helped’ 
him to build sixty-one missions 
in south China, and to make 
him famous as ‘‘the tiger-hunting 
preacher.” 

This is what happened: When 
the Reverend Harry Caldwell 
reached his destination on that 
eventful morning, he found the 
natives frantic with fear. A few 
hours before, a tiger had carried 
off a sixteen-year-old boy. 

Although the young mission- 
ary never had hunted big game 
before, he volunteered to go after 
the tiger. He staked a goat for 
bait some distance outside the 
village and, gun in hand, sat 
‘down to wait. An hour later, the 
list of those present had been 
increased by one: a distinctly 
deceased tiger, dumb witness to 
the preacher’s marksmanship. 

The natives came and bore the 
dead animal back to the village. 
They looked upon the killing as 
a superhuman feat, and upon 
the stranger as their deliverer. 
Surely, they reasoned, a man 
who is not afraid to risk his life 
to help other people keep theirs 
must have something to say 
which is worth paying atten- 
tion to. They gathered about 
him and listened with respectful interest. 

From that day to this, Harry Caldwell’s 
success as a missionary has been pretty 
closely tied up with his prowess as a tiger 
hunter. 

“Even now,” he said, when I talked to 
him a short time ago during a leave of 
absence in this country, “I always head 
for the villages where a tiger has been 
raiding. People whose bodies have recently 
been in danger are usually a little more 
willing to listen to talk about saving their 
souls. 


“My real job is being a missionary,” he 
went on. “I am a fair shot simply because 
my father taught my brothers and me to 
shoot straight when we were little shavers. 
Father was a Methodist circuit rider in 
Tennessee. Money was not very plentiful 
with us, so when we needed meat we 
didn’t go to the store for it—we went to 


Reverend Harry Caldwell, a missionary to south China, 
has made himself widely known by building sixty-one 
missions, and by killing numerous tigers. Soon after he 
went to the foreign field, he endeared himself to the 
natives of an isolated village by killing a marauding tiger. 
Since that incident, Mr. Caldwell has been in demand 
bothas minister and marksman. He is a native of Tennessee, 
where his father was for many yearsa Methodist circuit rider 


the woods. I remember that in one win- 
ter I killed twenty rabbits with a gun 
that wasn’t of the best. This meant a 
good many square meals which, other- 
wise, we should have had to go without. 
No wonder I soon learned to be fairly 
handy with a rifle.” 

The skill gained through the constant 
need to replenish the family larder has 
made Harry Caldwell’s marksmanship the 
marvel of sportsmen. Most people shoot 
tigers from a tree. Mr. Caldwell sits a 
short distance from the lair, and waits for 


the bait to tease his prey out of hiding- 
He fires as the tiger springs across the 
twenty- or thirty-foot space, with chances 
even for the infuriated animal to get him 
if his shot misses. 

On one occasion, a tiger approached 
Caldwell from the rear. The missionary 
heard the animal when it was only ten feet 
away. It looked like a sure 
and instant victory for the tiger. 
Caldwell snatched off his rain- 
coat and jumped toward the beast, 
whipping the garment in the 
amazed animal’s face. The tiger 
turned and fled into the forest, 
with the missionary in hot 
pursuit, the flapping raincoat his 
only weapon. 

Hearing at one time of a vil- 
lage three hundred miles away 
which was being menaced by a 
particularly ferocious tiger, Cald- 
well set out on foot with his ten- 
year-old son as companion. 

Arriving at his destination, he 
located the tiger’s lair, perched 
his son in a tree, and sat down at 
the foot of it to await the ma- 
rauder’s approach. 

The journey had been a long, 
tiresome one, and the day was 
gue hot. Before he knew it, 

aldwell had dozed off. He was 
awakened by the screams of his 
small son, who had caught sight 
of the tiger just as it crouched 
for the spring. The animal, 
frightened by the unaccustomed 
noise, retreated into the sword 
grass. Instead of thanking his 
lucky stars that the tiger had 
not made a meal of him, and 
calling it a day, Caldwell crawled 
on his hands and knees fifty feet 
into the undergrowth and shot 
the beast. 

He had walked three hundred 
miles to get that tiger, and he 
didn’t intend to leave with the 
job unfinished. It was simply a 
part of the day’s work—a part of 
his whole-souled service to his people. To 
straight-shooting, straight-thinking men 
like Harry Caldwell, the day’s work must 
always be done. 

In the Museum of Natural History in 
New York City, you will find many hand- 
some skins, the gift of “the tiger-hunting 
preacher.” You will also see thousands of 
rare specimens of moths, butterflies, and 
the like. For this missionary, whom tiger 
hunts do not frighten, admits that his big- 
pai thrills in the field come while chasing 

utterflies! BETTY ROSS 


Agnes Neylon Solves Crossroad Puzzles for Tourists 


F YOU’RE one of the great host of 

automobile tourists, and if you have 

ever pursued your hobby in Ne- 

braska or in the Middle West, you 

probably have heard of Agnes Neylon, 
or perhaps have received instructions from 
her at the Lincoln, Nebraska, Automobile 
Club, as to just what road or trail would 
take you to your destination in the 
shortest possible time. 

Miss Neylon, who is but twenty-three 
years old, has been secretary of the 
Lincoln Automobile 
Club, and manager of 
the Tourists’ Bureau, for 
six years. In that time, 
she has given directions 
to more than one hun- 
dred and ten thousand 
motorists and travelers 
over the roads of the 
Middle West. In addi- 
tion to this work, Miss 
Neylon has charge of 
four other highway or- 

anizations: the Lincoln 
Motor Trades Associa- 
tion; the Good Roads 
Association; the Detroit, 
Lincoln and Denver ` 
Highway, and the Hard- , 
ing Club Association. 

She’slearnedalotabout | 
tourists, and she’s given 
as much information as 
she’s gathered too. 

When a traveler de- 
siring to be routed to a 
distant destination calls 
at the bureau in the 
Lincoln Hotel, Miss Ney- 
lon tells him exactly the 
roads and highways to 
take—and she doesn’t 
lose any time about it. 
Maybe she’s routed some- 
one else to that place 
before, or maybe it’s in- 
formation she’s picked 
up. Rarely does she have 
to stop to “look up” a 

int. 

As a finishing touch 
to her instructions, Miss 
Neylon always gives each inquiring tour- 
ist a little road map. On this he finds his 
course clearly marked in red pencil. From 
this point on, all he has to worry about is 
patching tires, and keeping the family in 
a gooi humor. 

er position is rather an unusual one 
for a girl; but she has studied her job 
and she knows it. She can tell exactly 
what partsof a road are under construction, 
and where there is gravel, paving, or a 
new roadbed. She obtains this infor- 
mation each morning through the tele- 
phone exchange, and from the county and 
state engineers. She also knows all the 
detours on the different roads. 

After she has routed several hundred 
tourists during the day, and when other 
things are lacking to occupy her time, she 
answers the telephone. She has personally 
replied to four hundred and thirty-two 
calls in one day, and she and her assistant 
have handled many more. 

An information bureau is an informa- 
tion bureau, whether it be road or other- 
wise—or so folks seem to think. They ask 


MACDONALD, LINCOLN, NEG 


Miss Agnes Neylon has for the past six years been manager of the 
Tourists’ Bureau of Lincoln, Nebraska. 
West so well that she has been able, almost without consulting her maps, 
to give accurate directions to the 110,000 motorists who have come to 
her for assistance. ‘‘When will the rain stop?” she says, is the question 
always asked in bad weather. ‘‘And that’s one of the very few ques- 
tions,” she complains, ‘‘that I cannot possibly answer accurately!” 


all kinds of questions, from weather 
conditions in any part of the country, to 
solutions for crossword puzzles. People 
inquire the time of day, ask the pitch of a 
certain hill, its altitude, what time the 
ferry leaves, and so on. 

The most frequent question is: “Is it 
oin? to rain any more?” This, Miss 
Neylon does not pretend to be able to 
answer infallibly. But she can tell pretty 


closely how long it will take the roads to 
dry off after a given precipitation. 


Unusual conditions prevailing in any part 
of the country are investigated by Miss 
Neylon for the benefit of her “clients.” 

When tourists want information con- 
cerning resorts, she finds out what they 
wish to pay and the location desired, and 
then suggests several places, so as to 
allow a choice. Information concerning 
camp locations and facilities are given 
those who ask it. 

Miss Neylon thinks hers is about the 
most interesting work there is. She has 
guided all kinds of tourists, from gypsies 
to millionaires. On her list have been 
travelers from Australia, South America, 
Sweden, and other foreign countries. 

“The average tourist,” she says, “wants 
his information when he wants it. If you 
can give it to him without taking up his 
time, you have scored a hit. That is why 
I study the roads so carefully.” 

Miss Neylon is a firm believer in 
courtesy. “If you are courteous to the 


‘tourists, they tell their friends; if you are 


discourteous, they also tell their friends,” 
she explains. 


She knows the roads of the 


She makes many friends among the 
wanderers whom she guides. Several 
years ago, a man walking from Detroit to 
some point in the West, stopped at the 
club and asked Miss Neylon if she could 
direct him to some Western city where he 
could find work. He was in bad health, 
and wished to find a climate that would 
benefit him. She directed him to a friend 
in Cheyenne, Wyoming, gave him a card 
of introduction and a map, and bade him 
godspeed. He found work there through 
Miss Neylon’s friend, and 
remained a year -at 
Cheyenne. At the end of 
that time, he wasso much 
improved that he re- 
turned to Detroit. Three 
years have now passed, 
bat Miss Neylon still 
receives friendly little 
notes from him. 

Agnes Neylon often 
finds herself listening 
sympathetically to lone- 
some tourists, who just 
have to tell someone 
about the big fish they 
caught, how many miles 
they averaged to the 
gallon of gas, the beauti- 
ful scenery they enjoyed 
on their trip, and 
other tales dear to the 
tourist’s heart. Airmen 
who call for maps also 
have many stories to 
tell her. How fast they 
made: the distance be- 
tween stations, how their 
machine ts working, and 
so on. 

When she isn’t routing 
travelers or answering 
the telephone, Miss Ney- 
lon sells — advertisin 
which pays for the roa 
maps given to the tour- 
ists. 

She also gets out a 
weekly bulletin on road 
conditions, for the news- 

apers, prepares a daily 
bi letin to be broadcast 
over the radio, and draws a map of 
road conditions, to be left in the office 
for travelers who come through on Sun- 
day afternoons. 

And then she books people who want 
to go to certain points. Other folks going 
in that direction often desire companions. 
Thus she conducts a little passenger busi- 
ness on the side. 

She has been a stenographer, file clerk, 
and bookkeeper; but she likes the road 
work best. And, like most other busy per- 
sons, she has a hobby. Hers is auto- 
mobiles. She drives her own car, and when 
she isn’t working in the office she is driv- 
ingon the roads over which she has directed 
so many thousands of tourists. 

“I get roads for breakfast, lunch, and 
dinner,” she says, “but I am rather fond 
of the diet. Whether golfing, or at the 
show, someone invariably brings up the 
subject of roads. I have had folks call 
me out of bed at five o’clock in the 
morning to inquire if the rain was 
over. Tvs all in the game, and I like 
it!” M. P. CLIFFORD 
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He is the Champion “Jiner” of Philadelphia 


WO years ago, Charles H. 

Grakelow, a florist of Phila- 

delphia, was returning from a 

vacation in Europe. Many 

prominent persons were on the 
same boat, men whose names were inter- 
nationally known. Grakelow was simply 
a private citizen, of only modest means, a 
candidate for no public office. 

As the great liner nosed its way into 
New York Harbor, two smaller boats 
coursed out to meet it. The decks of the 
welcoming craft were crowded with wav- 
ing, cheering people. Two bands blared 
a musical hurrah. Banners inscribed 
in letters a foot high waved wildly 
aloft. 

“What’s it all about?” 
passenger. 

“Oh, welcome for one of the ‘big 
bugs,’ I guess,” Grakelow hazarded. 

hen the smaller boats drew nearer 
and Grakelow’s jaw dropped. It was 
his name they were shouting. “WE 
ARE FRIENDS OF CHARLEY GRAKELOW!” 
read a banner. “CHARLEY, WELCOME 
HOME!” read another. Suddenly he 
recognized old home faces. Voices, 
familiar since boyhood, shouted up to 
him. And as he laughed and shouted 
back in reply, tears came into his eyes. 
More than a thousand of his friends, 
active in the business and professional 
life of a great city, had come nearly a 
hundred miles, and chartered two 
boats, just to welcome him home! 

Grakelow was born and reared, one 
of a family of eleven, in the back 
streets of North Philadelphia. The 
streets were his playground—when he 
had time to play. Before he had 
finished grammar school necessity 
demanded that he go to work. He was 
still in short trousers when he launched 
his own business, selling flowers from 
the sidewalks about the old National 
League ball park. 

Later, in partnership with a friend, 
he opened a tiny basement flower shop. 
For a year he faced failure. But, 
though his partner lost courage, 
Grakelow did not. With fifty-seven 
dollars, his total savings, he bought 
his partner’s half of the business. 

“Tt was the friends I made then,” 
Grakelow related to me the other day, 
“who. helped me get started. I suspect 
I got many an order that was given from 
the desire to help me, not because the 

urchaser wanted the flowers. And I 
isan to see the value, the beauty of 
friendship. At twenty-one I joined a 
lodge, and the spirit of that lodge was the 
promotion of friendship. I wanted to go 
out and start other lodges like it all over 
the city.” 

To-day, at the age of forty-four, Grake- 
low owns two prosperous stores, and is 
recognized as a successful florist. But 
he might have had ten times as many 
stores and ten jtimes as much money. 

As soon as his business reached a point 
where it returned him an income sufficient 
to meet his wants, he turnéd it over to a 
sister to manage for him. Then he set out 
to advance 
Philadelphia, to serve day and night in a 
work from which he could expect no 
possible financial return. 

It was his belief that lodges, and associ- 
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asked a 


GEORGE D 


raternity among men in: 


ations of various kinds which encourage 
the congregating of men in a clean and 
wholesome comradeship, were doing a 
vital, worth-while work. At such meet- 
ings, strangers met and became friends, 
and younger men profited by the friend- 
ship, advice, and help of older men. 

“Build up the lodges,” Grakelow told 
me. “By making them real, alive, and 
conscious of their power to do good, you 
are building a community’s manhood and 
its business.” 

As a result of his work in this direction, 
probably no man in America can claim a 


EVANS, PHILA 


Charles H. Grakelow, of Philadelphia, prob- 
ably belongs to more fraternal organizations 
than any other man in America. He is a mem- 
ber of fifty-eight lodges, clubs, boards, and 
business organizations, and counts his per- 
sonal friends by the thousands. Mr. Grakelow, 
who is forty-four years old, is a florist, but 
gives a great part of his time to fraternal work 


greater number of personal friends and 
more purely fraternal connections than 
can Grakelow. He is a member of fifty- 
eight lodges, clubs, hospital boards, and 
business organizations. 

Since the first of this year, he has been 
Philadelphia’s Director of Public Welfare. 
He is one of the most sought-after speak- 
ers in his city, sometimes delivering as 
many as four and five addresses a day. 
He is Chief Rabban of LuLu Temple of 
the Shrine, one of the highest offices of 
Masonry in Philadelphia. Dance a recent 
illness, he received word from the head of 
the Catholic parish in which he lives. The 
message said: “We are offering prayers 
for your recovery, because the people of 
this parish need you.” ` 

During 1923, as head of the Artisans, 
Grakelow increased the membership of 
that order from less than twenty-three 
thousand to thirty thousand. He is past 
president of the Pennsylvania State Elks 
Association; he is in his second term as 
Grand Esquire of the Elks of the nation; 


and he is now serving his fifth consecutive 
term as Exalted Ruler of the Philadelphia 
lodge of Elks. 

It was Grakelow who was in charge of 
arrangements for the national reunion 
of Elks at Boston, and who managed the 
reunion of 1923, at Atlanta. Under his 
leadership, Philadelphia Elks have be- 
come first among Elk lodges in charity 
dispensations, second only to Brooklyn in 
membership, and owner of a Pata Aier 
dollar lodge home, which, when completed 
this year, will be the finest structure of its 
kind in this country. 

“‘Grakelow has no money,” one of 
his friends told me. ‘As soon as he 

ets a spare dollar he gives it away. 

He has no children of his own; but I 

know of eight boys he is sendin 

through college, and four widows an 
nine children who are being supported 
entirely by him.” 

I asked an Elk, “What do you think 
of Grakelow?” 

“Just this,” he answered: “When 
somebody mentioned last year that 
Charley needed a car, that settled it. 
We bought him a limousine. Grakelow 
made the Philadelphia lodge of Elks. 
This town is for him. 

Included among the organizations 
to which Grakelow belongs are: 

LuLu Temple of the Shrine; Phila- 
delphia Consistory; Philadelphia Coun- 
cil; Philadelphia Chapter; Perkins 
Lodge No. 402, F. & A. M.; Board of 
Managers, William L. Elkins Masonic 
Orphanage for Girls; Board of Man- 
agers, Masonic Homes of Penn- 
sylvania; Philadelphia Lodge No. 2, 
B. P. O. E.; Grand Lodge 
O. E.; Big Brothers Association; 
Red Men; A Makers; ror Little 
Indians; Moose; Moose Legion; Past 
Great North Moose; Past Most Excel- 
lent Master, Artisans’ Order of Mutual 
Protection; Florists’ Club of Phila- 
delphia; Board of Directors, Florists’ 
Telegraph Delivery; Society of Ameri- 
can Florists and Horticulturalists; 
Order of United Americans; Junior 
Order United Americans; Patriotic 
Sons of America; Knights of Friend- 
ship; Knights of Malta; Order of St. 
Constantine; Tall Cedars of Lebanon; 

Grotto; High Twelve Club; Girard Crafts- 
men’s Club; Northeast Shrine Club; West 
Philadelphia Shrine Club; Brookline 
Square Club; Lambskin Club; City Busi- 
ness Club (past president); Business Sci- 
ence Club; Future Club; Three 
Arts Club; Shrine Luncheon Club; LuLu 
Temple Yacht Club; LuLujTemple Coun- 
try Club; LuLu Temple Auto Club; Elks 
Automobile Club; Director, Northern 
Central Trust Company; Mounted Guard, 
Philadelphia Elks; Drill Corps, Phila- 
delphia Elks; Philadelphia Elks String 
Band; Director, Philharmonic Society; 
Harmonie (a singing society); Junger 
Mannerchor; Circolo Italiano; Locust 
Club; The Strollers (vice president); 
Treasurer, Laymen’s Committee, St. 
ohn’s Cathotic Orphanage; Board of 
fanagers, Home for Aged Ladies at 
Wissinoming; Board of Managers, North- 
western Géneral Hospital; Board of Man- 
agers, Northern Liberties Hospital; Motor 
Truck Association; Ocean County Associa- 
tion of New Jersey. SHERMAN GWINN 
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_ Everybody should eat 


PK dp CAMPBELL SOUP GOMPANY 9 


AMDEN, N.J., U-S 


Have it for dinner tonight! 


Everybody is better for having 
plenty of wholesome and nourishing 
vegetable foods in the regular diet. 

Good pea soup—Campbell’s—is 
rich in this valuable vegetable 
nutriment so beneficial to the whole 
family, from the children up. 

And it is so delicious, so 
refreshing in flavor, so appealing 
to the appetite! 


Made from selected peas in the 
greatest soup kitchens in the world. 
Rich country butter. Blending and 
seasoning by Campbell's French 
chefs. Just taste this pea soup! 


Thousands of housewives always 
prepare their Cream of Pea with 
Campbell's, according to the simple 
directions on the label! As 
delightful as it is convenient. 


This Campbell's scout will put to rout 
All girls in competition. 
In games or books or handsome looks 
She wins on good nutrition! 


21 kinds 
12 cents a can 
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Thrilling Days in Dawson When the Klondike 


charged two dollars for a side dish of 
canned corn or tomatoes, and a dollar and 
a quarter for a bowl of mush. But it, too, 
closed just before Christmas. 

When the hunters began bringing in 
moose meat from the hills, they sold it for 
a dollar a pound; but there was, of course, 
no paper to wrap it in. Every housewife 
there had a decidedly primitive and sangui- 
nary look, as she carried home her raw 
meat impaled on a wooden spike. 


[E WAS during the winter of ’97 that the 
beloved of Sitater Bill demanded 
eggs for breakfast one morning. No 
knight of old ever had a harder task set 
for him by his lady. Swiftwater’s sacks of 
gold availed him nothing in famine- 
stricken Dawson. He finally sent out 
scouts to ransack the town, and one lucky 
fellow unearthed a dozen frozen eggs. 
They cost Swiftwater two hundred 
dollars. But he was a gallant soul, that 
picturesque, swarthy man. Once—it was 
the next summer—lI stubbed my toe and 
fell flat in front of him. He picked me up, 
dried my tears, and comforted me with 
apples at a dollar each. 

oaquin Miller, the picturesque Poet of 
the Sierras, also threaded his way through 
the Dawson throngs. The sight of him, 
with his long beard blowing and his long 
coat flapping about his knees, used to 
thrill my little brother to the bone. He 
thought Santa Claus had arrived. 

In ’97 there wasn’t a lock on any door 
because it was not possible to buy one. 
Our front door fastened on the inside with 
a wooden button revolving ona nail. That 
single nail cost my father twenty-five 
cents. We had nothing worth stealing, 
however, except the can on the window 
sill containing our gold dust. Since there 
was nothing my father could buy with the 
gold, he never worried about it. 

One i when he was away on his 
claim on Bonanza, Mother was awakened 
by a feeling that something was standing 
near her bunk. It was bitter cold too. 
She raised her head cautiously. There, in 
the dim path of the moonlight that came 
through the open door, she saw a great 
animal looking down at her. Nearly dis- 
tracted with fright, she sprang out of bed 
and began belaboring the beast with a 

illow. It remained stationary as a rock. 

y brother Loll, awakened by the com- 
motion, lighted,the “bug,” and discovered 
our midnight visitor to be Wise Mike, a 
burro that belonged to no one, but that 
had the run of every cabin and saloon in 
town. He was fond of my brother and 
had followed him home, no doubt, to get 
warm. Wise Mike was a mascot also at 
the dance halls, where he went to the bar 
and took his beer like the men. 

The dance halls were long two-story 
log houses with a bar near the entrance. 
Beyond was the well-worn ballroom floor 
where the “‘professor” furnished the mu- 
sic, while painted girls in brilliant gowns 
danced with moccasined Klondike kings 
who slipped nuggets down their backs. 


Rush Was On 


(Continued from page 15) 


The finest buildings along Front Street 


were saloons where the man from the. 


diggings, to celebrate his luck, “set ’em 
up to the house” at fifty cents a drink. 
The wide portals of those places stood 
open in warm weather, and passers-by 
could look in at the cashier, who sat 
behind a huge gold scale weighing yellow 
dust from the sacks handed Tim by 
gamblers, and shoving out red and blue 
chips in return. 

he tinkle of the cash register was never 
heard in the land in those-days, for gold 
dust was currency. It was carried in little 
moosehide sacks called pokes; and every 
cabin, as well as every place of business, 
had its shining gold scales standing on a 
piece of brussels carpet. The carpet 
caught any stray flakes of dust shaken out 
by the cashier’s hand. The cashiers in 
certain business houses were exceedingly 
“nervous,” and their gold-sprinkled bits 
of carpet netted no small clean-up every 
week. 

Women carried pokes ornamented 
with beadwork. My mother has hers to- 
day, but the only thing it contains is the 
nugget my brother Il received for 
saving a little boy from drowning the 
following spring when the Yukon crept 
up into the streets of Dawson. 


THE cold, that first winter we spent in 
the Klondike, was a source of experi- 
mental delight to us children. We had fur 
robes on our beds in place of blankets, and 
every morning we tried to wake up before 
Dad, just tosee him with his mustache fro- 
zen to the long fur of his robe. If I went to 
sleep with my face to the wall, my robe 
was often frozen to the logs from my con- 
ealed breath. Our cabin had a lacework of 
rost on the inside, and out of doors every 
nail head and piece of steel was a menace 
to the fingers. I remember the first time 
I inadvertently touched my bare hand to 
the blade of the ax. The ai came off as 
if the metal had been red-hot. 

On extremely cold days—fifty or sixty 
below—there was no wind, or it would not 
have been possible to go on the streets. 
We children played outdoors when it was 
forty, and thought nothing of it. We 
begged rides on dog sleds, chased scaven- 
ger ravens along the frozen river, and 
went “bellybuster” on our sleds down the 
bank in front of the big log barracks of the 
Northwest Mounted Police. 

Our greatest fun, however, was racing 
along the streets looking up into the faces 
of parka-clad men to see if their noses 
were white. At forty below a man’s nose 
will freeze, and he will never feel it. When 
notified, he rubs the frozen member with 
snow to thaw it out before going indoors. 
“Say, mister, your nose is froze!” we 
would yell joyously, rushing up to the 
victim with a handful of snow. It was 
our idea, I suppose, of doing a good deed 
in a naughty world. Sometimes our own 
noses were frostbitten despite the pro- 
tecting bands of fur we wore over them. 

Once, when I was trying to keep up with 


my brother, who was running away from 
me to play with some boys, I fell into a 
water hole in the river. The ice was four 
feet thick and clear blue where I went 
down. When I bobbed up, a man clutched 
me by the head and drew me out. My 
clothes froze instantly, and I was delivered 
to my mother encased in ice and unable to 
move. 

Fog hovered above all the water holes 
along the river, and people would not 
travel when the vapor was thickest, 
because it indicated an extreme drop in 
temperature. Every human being on the 
streets, and every dog also, was surrounded 
by the fog created by his own breath. 
Every separate eyelash gathered its own 
coating of frost. 

In the long winter evenings after we 
children had been tucked away in our 
bunks, my father’s friends used to drop in 
and sit by the stove telling strange and 
grisly tales of their experiences on the 
trails. One night, after I had gone to 
sleep, I woke again in time to hear Saw- 
dust Olson talking of his day’s journey 
to town. He was the trapper who had 
sold my mother the furs when we first 
came to Dawson. 

“I was mushing my dogs down Bonanza 
about dusk,” he was saying, “when I 
sees a feller sittin’ by the side of the trail 
with his hands crossed in front of him and 
his head down on his chest. The dogs gets 
abreast of him, and my leader, Susie, 
stopped and begins sniffing around, and 
wouldn’t go any furder. I plows ahead of 
the team and grabs the feller by the 
shoulder. ‘Hey!’ I says, ‘get out of the 
trail!’ By gosh! That feller just topples 
over in the snow like a ninepin! He was 
frozen deader than a doornail. I had to 
lash him to my sled—him sittin’ up, too, 
because I couldn’t bend him. I brought 
him in to the barracks; but he didn’t have 
the scratch of a pen on him to tell who 
he was.” 

Death on the winter trail at fifty and 
sixty below was easy and pleasant, so the 
men used to say in Dawson. They did 
not seem to fear it. 


GPRING came, the spring of ’98, with 
the birch and aspen trees budding along 
the Klondike and little blue and yellow 
crocus bells poking up through the snow 
banks. The ice-chained Yukon heaved 
and cracked, then broke with a mighty 
roar and, crashing, swept away the 
unsightly garbage damp along the river 
front where Malemutes and ravens had 
fought all winter for food. 

ollowing the break-up came the boats 
and scows fom the upper river, racing in 
at the very heels of the ice floes. e 
fresh vegetables and sorely needed food 
with which they were loaded sold for 
fabulous prices. Men were ravenous for 
raw potatoes. They ate them on the 
streets like apples. The first oranges 
brought a dollar and a half each. E 
were eighteen dollars a dozen. I remem 
how our family “feasted” on them at that 
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price—we bought twelve and found four 
good ones! 

All kinds of little stores sprang up along 
the water front where the scows were 
tied—tents, shacks, and open-air stands. 
Space there rented fortwenty-fourdollarsa 
front foot, and that frontage was in most 
cases only five and six feet. Bakers set 
up their stoves in the open, with nothin 
but a canvas roof above them, and sol 
their bread hot from the ovens. One 
storekeeper brought in a scowload of the 
first canned unsweetened milk ever seen 
in the Klondike. When he filled his 
. Shelves with the tins, men and women, 
came for miles just to gaze at the bright 
labels. The soul gets starved for color 
during a long gray winter of cold and 
snow. My mother went three times with 
us children to feast her eyes on those 
ruddy shelves. 

Everyone was avid for reading matter 
as well as color. A cheechako who happened 
to bring a newspaper in with him that 
spring sold it for ten ounces of gold—about 
one hundred and sixty dollars, but the 
sourdough who bought it stood on some 
boxes in the middle of the street and 
began reading out loud from it the news of 
Admiral Dewey’s victory over the Span- 
iards. When he was half way through the 
account, and had the crowds all agog for 
more, he announced that he would read 
the rest of it in a hall he had prudently 
hired an hour previously. The throng 
surged into the fall, and my father was 
among those who gladly paid two dollars’ 
admission to hear the remainder of the 
story. The enterprising reader read every- 
thing in the paper—murders, accidents, 
advertisements, and even the birth and 
death notices. 

Dawson’s pioneer newspaper appeared 
early in ’98, the “Klondike Nugget,” 
printed on wrapping paper. The first 
edition was sold out as soon as it was off 
the press, at a dollar a copy. 

hen the news spread that the first 
mail had arrived, men on the creeks 
dropped picks and shovels and stampeded 
to town, eager to hear from their loved 
ones. The temporary post office was the 
Green Tree Saloon. “Men stood in line for 
two and three days waiting to get letters. 
They hired substitutes to hold their 
places for them while they snatched an 
hour’s sleep or a bite to eat. Some paid as 
high as twenty dollars for a position near 
the door. Others slipped an employee an 
ounce of gold and went in at the back 
door. Later on in the season, letters were 
tacked up on the walls and door jambs so 
that they might attract the attention of 
possible claimants. My father picked one 
of his letters off the window casing one 
day. ‘ Owing to the scarcity of paper, my 
mother answered her letters on the thin 
outer bark of the birch tree. 


HE first milliner to reach Dawson 
that spring came down the river in a 
Pe@erboro canoe. The girls of the dance 
halls fairly scrambled for her hats at 
paces ranging from one hundred and 
fty to two hundred and eighty dollars. 
ut such prices meant little in Dawson 
the summer of ’98, when the magic creeks 
began pouring in their golden clean-ups. 
Bonanza, Eldorado, Gold Run, All Gold, 
Gold Bottom—the very names linger in 
the memory like the clink of yellow 
coins. I remember that one day twenty- 


nine pack horses came to town loaded with 
gold from Alex McDonald’s mine. Brawny, 

irantis Alex McDonald, the King of the 
k ondike! He was seven times a million- 
aire then, so people said; but he died ten 
years later a poor man. 

With all that wealth flooding the town, 
the first bank was a tent with a counter of 
rough boards, over which clerks in their 
shirt sleeves accepted sacks of gold and 
lowered them into an old trunk behind 
them. The lid of the trunk was up, 
exposing to the view of depositors a mass 
of currency, gold bags, and coins lying 
carelessly in the bottom. Of course it 
was not long before a suitable building 
was erected, and steel vaults brought 
from the outside. 

In one of the fires that swept Dawson 
those same steel vaults burst from the 
intense heat and spewed a stream of 

olden sovereigns twenty feet away. 
Gold dust, jewelry, and other valuables 
were all melted in a mass, and the site of 
the bank was roped off and patrolled by 
the Northwest Mounted. Afterward men 
gathered up the earth and washed it like 
pay dirt, to recover the melted gold. 

t was forty-five below when that fire— 
the worst of the yearly conflagrations that 
swept Dawson—started to eat its roaring 
way through the town. Men stood so 
close to the flames that the fur was singed 
from their parkas, yet the cold was so 
intense they did not find the heat uncom- 
fortable. Saloon windows burst, and 
liquor flowed out into the streets, and 
froze. As the water from the river was 
being pumped through the new fre hose, 
it too froze solid and split the hose in a 
thousand places. Dawson was saved only 
by blowing up several of the largest 
buildings with dynamite. However, be- 
fore the ashes had cooled, new houses 
were going up in the blackened spaces. 


"THERE were no nickels or dimes cur- 
rent in Dawson. The smallest coin was 
twenty-five cents. Instead of giving chil- 
dren a nickel for candy, good-natured fel- 
lows gave littlenuggets, worth froma dollar 
to ten dollars. I remember this distinctly, 
and with a grievance, for my mother 
never allowed me to accept such gifts. We 
children used to play about the river 
boats as they lay at the bank loading for 
their trips to the Outside. I recall boxes, 
something like apple boxes, that used to 
be piled carelessly on deck. They were 
bound with iron bands and lined with 
zinc, and each box contained three 
hundred pounds of gold! 

Dawson is in the Dominion of Canada, 
and not in Alaska, as many people still 
believe. But three fourths of the inhabi- 
tants then were Americans, so it reall 
was an American town under Britis 
rule. The first Fourth of July was ushered 
in by enthusiastic Yankees with such a 
firing of guns, tooting of horns and 
whistles, ringing of bells, and beating of 
tin pans that hundreds of Malemutes, 
roused from their summer idleness, 
rushed about in howling terror, leaping 
over wood piles, and knocking down 

edestrians as they fled. Some took to the 
Pills, never to return, and scores plunged 
into the Yukon in a frantic effort to 
escape the noisy civilization that had 
overtaken them. 

“Up on the claim”—that is the phrase 
that could always thrill us children that 


first winter we were in Dawson, for we 
liked nothing better than spending a week 
there with my father. Mother used to 
hitch up the dogs and, piling the three of 
us into the basket sled filled with fur 
robes, start out along the hard-packed 
winter trail up the Klondike. I can recall 
her now, bright-eyed and glowing in her 
little reindeer parka “mushing” the dogs 
on that thirty-mile journey. On each side 
of the road birch trees thrust their bare 
branches up out of the snow; hemlocks 
trailed festoons of saffron moss from their 
evergreen branches, and beyond them the 
round, treeless white hills rolled awa 
toward the arctic barrens. Our lack 
always froze solid on those trips, so that 
we were obliged to go into some cabin and 
thaw out our bread and beans before we 
could eat. 


WHEN we reached the diggings, the 
narrow, snow-banked valley became 
dotted with windlasses. Spirals of smoke 
rose from shafts where pit fires burned, 
twenty and thirty feet below, thawing the 
frozen gravel that carried nuggets and 
gold. Men bobbed up and down turning 
the windlasses, or emptied buckets of 
steaming dirt on the “dumps.” In the 
semi-twilight of those winter days, the 
flare of beginning shaft fires shone against 
the snow like orange lights. That was the 
pioneer method of mining. In the spring 
those dumps thawed out, and the gravel 
was run through sluice boxes, where the 
gold was caught. 

My father’s cabin stood on a hillside. 
The dirt roof with its turban of snow 
projected in front, forming a porch, from 
which hung a side of moose meat and a 
flour sack filled with wild cranberries— 
both frozen. My brothers and I had 
gathered the berries earlier in the season 
above the Dawson Dome. 

More vivid than any other recollection 
of the claim is my memory of the “ pan- 
ning hole,” a water-tight wooden box 
Dad kept in the cabin. Every night he 
filled this with water melted from snow 
and ice, and panned samples of dirt from 
the day’s digging. We children gathered 
eagerly about him while he squatted down 
with a gold pan full of gravel, and began 
shaking and twirling it in the water of the 
“hole. 

Little by little the dirt was washed out 
over the lip of the pan, until only fine 
black sand was left crawling in the water. 
Then even the sand was worked out, 
until there in the bottom lay a tiny heap 
eed glittering in the dim light of the 
oc u ad 

The “panning hole” did double duty, 
for in it we children had our baths. 

Back of the cabin, my brothers and I 
staked ourselves a claim—it was about 
ten feet square—and Dad made us a little 
windlass. We would mine there all day 
long, imitating everything my father did 
in his big shaft. A big, good-natured 
Swede who had a claim near ours used to 
come over and laugh at us in his sleepy 
way. Sometimes he would lend a hand 
turning the diminutive windlass, while 
he grunted mightily. I’m sure he had as 
much fun as we. “Ay ’spose your leedle 
sister owns half in-ter-est wit you,’’ he 
would say to my brothers. He had some 
loaf sugar in his cabin and often invited 
us there for a treat. 

At evening time, when work was over, 
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men used to come into our cabin to talk, 
and then we would hear of rich pay dirt 
on the various creeks; how one man 
stripped the moss from his claim, and 
gathered eleven hundred dollars’ worth of 
nuggets before he began his first shaft 
fire; how the man on No. 13 Eldorado 
struck gravel that ran as high as three 
thousand dollars to the cubic foot; 
how another washed out five hundred 
dollars to the pan. On some creeks the 
claims were so rich that a wire was strung 
to mark the boundary between. When a 
nugget lay on the line, a plumb-bob, 
sliding on the wire, determined the owner- 
ship of the gold; and it was awarded to 
the claim on which the larger portion lay. 

These, of course, were the exce tionally 
rich mines. The golden pages of Klondike 
history are darkened by many a tale of 


heartbreak and failure, for hundreds of : 


men worked in shafts and on windlasses 
all winter long, and never struck a “color.” 
One claim might yield thousands, while 
the one adjoining it proved a blank. 

It is a well-known fact, too, that the 
cheechako, and especially the Swede 
cheechako, struck it rich far oftener than 
the old sourdough who shad been in the 
country for years, and might be expected 
to know something about mining. “Swede 
luck” in the Klondike was synonymous 
with good fortune. My father knew a 
man named Anderson—he was afterward 


known as the Lucky Swede and Jack 
London wrote a story about him. One 
day, while he was intoxicated, two old 
prospectors sold him a claim they con- 
sidered worthless and in exchange took 
his last six hundred dollars. 

Philosophically, then, he decided to 
sink a prospect shaft on his property. 
The old-timers happened along one day 
when he was panning some dirt from 
bedrock. In answer to their jesting 
inquiry as to how much he was getting to 
the pan, he replied placidly, “Ay tank Ay 
got sum gold.” Some gold indeed! He 
sifted out the black sand in the bottom of 
the pan and flashed up at them a heap of 
yellow dust that afterward weighed four- 
teen hundred dollars. 


Much has been written of those days 
of ’98; but it is Robert W. Service who 
caught and preserved the true spirit of 
that time. The tragedy and the beauty, 
the terror and the lure, of that golden 
valley of the Yukon are all in his pages. 
As a child, I played back of the little 
cabin where he wrote some of the poems 
that have since made him famous, but I 
do not remember having seen him. A 
friend who was a little adn White Horse 
when the poet was a bank clerk there, 
told me once that he was then a dreamy- 
eyed, lonely young man, fond of wander- 
ing over the hills along the river. Since 


he was not prospecting for gold, the 
citizens considered him “queer,” and the 
belle of the town frowned upon him. It 
was later that he came to Dawson and 
dwelt in the tiny log house below the 
Dome. That cabin is Dawson’s prideto-day. 

When the world acclaimed him and he 
was called to larger fields, he closed the 
rough door for the last time and nailed 
upon it a poem of singular wistfulness 
and beauty. It was his good-by to the 
simple, sturdy little shelter he had known 
so long. The last verse reads: 


I hear the world-call and the clang of the fight; 
I hear the hoarse cry of my kind; 

Yet well do I know, as I quit you to-night 

It’s Youth that I'm leaving behind. 

And often I'll think of you, empty and dark, 
Moose antlers nailed over your door; 

Oh, if I should perish, my ghost will come back 
To dwell in you, cabin, once more. 


I have never yet talked with a sour- 
dough Alaskan who didn’t hark longingly 
back to Dawson, the richest and fastest 

lacer camp the world has ever known— 

awson, the golden center of that land of 
ice and flowers, which in ten short years 
produced something like one hundred and 
thirty million dollars. And in the heart of 
each grizzled old fellow is the hope that 
some day, before he takes the trail over 
the Last Great Divide, he’ll hear and 
answer again the clarion call of another 


Klondike. 


Oh, for a Million Mothers Like Mary Kelly! 


schools, and other important structures. 

Walter Kelly is famous all over this 
country and in Europe through his 
original and delightful stage monologues. 
As “‘The Virginia Judge” he is one of the 
highest paid entertainers in the American 
theatre. 

George Kelly is the author of well- 
known plays, including “The Show Off,” 


“The Torchbearers,” and several one- 
act plays now in vaudeville. 
John B. Kelly, also a contractor, 


recently built the largest skyscraper in 
Philadelphia. In the field of athletics he 
has won the highest honors. In the 
Olympic contests of 1920 he became the 
world’s champion single sculler and, with 
his cousin, won the doubles championship 
also, taking both titles in the same after- 
noon. s i 

He was forced to row heats in the 
singles and doubles each day for three 
days, a test of endurance that no other 
oarsman has ever been called upon to do. 
At a regatta on the Schuylkill River, he 
won four races in a single afternoon, a 
thing which, it is said, no other oarsman 
ever has done. 

Charles Kelly has been in business with 
the P. H. Kelly Construction Company as 
superintendent of construction. According 
to his mother, he is the greatest worker 
in the whole family, and the most capable 
when it comes to handling men. 

Two daughters, Mary and Ann, are 
married and are bringing up children of 
their own. One daughter, Elizabeth, died 
in 1921 of pneumonia, because she had 
exhausted her strength by work in a 
welfare campaign. She was employed in 
the Federal kene Bank; and, according 


(Continued from page 19) 


to her brothers, she had a better business 
head than any of them. 

Grace, the youngest in the family, died 
in her early twenties. Lovely in face and 
in character, talented as an actress, and 
with an exceptionally fine voice, she too 
promised to win both fame and fortune. 


'THERE you have the record of Mrs. 
Kelly’s gen children. Of the nine who 
lived to grow up, not one has failed to 
reflect honor on the mother who made 
them what they have become. 

That she did make them what they are, 
not one of them would deny. And here, 
I think, is something even more impor- 
tant: She would not deny it herself! She 
knows that she has been the most powerful 
factor in molding their lives. She always 
believed that it was not only her duty 
but her right to guide them. She tried to 
fit herself to exercise that right. And, 
since she believed that she was wiser than 
they were, she had that self-respect which 
is pretty certain to bring respect from 
others. 

There is a fine touch of pride in her 
bearing. And, believe me! it is not merely 
a reflected pride in her children! She 
glories in them—as well she may. She 
says they are “the best sons in the world” 
and “the best daughters that ever lived.” 

But she knows that she too has had 
courage and practical wisdom; that she 
has done as wonderful a “job” as any that 
they have handled; that she never has 
stood still, but through all the years has 


grown in strength and ripened in wisdom. . 


And, knowing these things, she has stood 
always above her children, where they 
must look up to her. 


Mary Kelly is a Christian, and attends 
church regularly. When we were talking 
about her early days, and of the reading 
she did under such difficulties, she said, 
with a flash in her eyes: 

“And whenever I could get hold of 
books that were frowned on by the church 
—I read them! I wanted to know why 
they were under the ban. The mind that 
was here,” she touched her forehead, 
“asked the right to judge for itself. 

“But” she added, “if I caught one of 
the children reading a book I didn’t think 
he should have—into the fire it went! A 
child’s mind is only a child’s mind. It 
must grow and develop, just as his body 
must. I tried to keep far enough ahead of 
my children, in knowledge, to be fit to 
train their minds. 

“But I didn’t forget to look after their 
bodies too,” she quickly added. “Things 
were cheaper then; but it took a lot of 
managing to feed us all. 

“Not long ago, my son George—and 
never was there a better son born to a 
woman !—wrote to the girl who lives with 
me and takes care of the house. 

“*Mary,’ he says, ‘don’t let Mother 
stint herself. Be sure that she has plenty 
of good food.’ 

“He needn’t have worried himself!” 
declared Mrs. Kelly. ‘I’ve always liked 
good things—including good things to eat. 
And I saw that my children had the best 
we could afford: simple food, to be sure, 
but wholesome and just as appetizing as 
their mother could make it. 

“Every afternoon I’d be watching the 
clock while I worked. And when it was 
coming time for the children to get home 
from school, I’d fix up something for them 
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to eat—the hungry little things!—and 
"twas a joy to do it. 

“But,” she said, with the flash in her 
eyes which came so frequently, “we 
mothers are not through when we've 
looked after our children’s bodies and 
minds. We’ve to think of their hearts too! 
They’ve a right to be happy, as well as 
healthy and educated. 

“I used to give my children little 

arties. . . . Now, maybe you wouldn’t 
fave thought they deserved to be called 
‘parties—just a few of the neighbors’ 
children, and a pan of doughnuts, or some- 
thing like that, for them to eat. I can see 
P. H now,” she chuckled, “with a dough- 
nut on each finger of his hand—and eating 
the whole five of them too! And our little 
house so full of children ’twould almost 
burst with them. And all of us happy. 

“I used to read stories to my own boys 
and girls—and always some of the neigh- 
bor children—in the evening, before they 
went to bed. It meant that I must sit u 
an hour later to get my work done; but 1 
think the good God must have thought 
it was worth while, for I always somehow 
had the time and the strength. 


“JN ALL the years of my life,” she said, 
“Tve never been sek in bed, not a 
single day, except when my children were 
born. I’m dhinking the doctors would be 
rer than I was myself if we would just 
eep ourselves busy and happy. I had 
neither the time nor the heart to be sick! 
And that often has more to do with it 
than we’re willing to admit.” 

“Did the children help to swell the 
family income?” I asked. ` 

“Of course!” said Mrs. Kelly emphat- 
ically. ‘They owed it to their father, and 
to me, to do what they could. And they 
wanted to do it. P. H., the oldest, began 
when he was eleven years old to earn 
money. The others followed along, as 
they got to be big enough. They were 
caddies at the golf club; they did odd jobs 
whenever they could find them; they col- 
lected junk here and there, and sold it to 
the junkman. 

“Every cent they earned, they brought 
to me. But I never kept every cent of it. 
Always I gave them some of it for them- 
selves. That was no more than just. And 
I wanted them to learn justice—and learn 
it from me, their own mother. 

“I let my boys fight their battles with 
other boys. Maybe some mothers will 
think I was wrong. I don’t! To my 
thinking, ’tis nature’s way of giving them 
the courage and strength they’re going 
to need later on. 

“When one of my children told me of 
having fought some other lad, I asked him 
just one question: ‘Was it a bigger boy 
than you are?’ If it was, I said no more. 

“T let them settle most of their own 
differences among themselves, and in their 
own way—which often was not gentle! 
But my Grace had a weak heart, from the 
time she was a wee thing; and the others 
learned never to be rough with her, not 
even in play. 

“You know how I came to lose her? 
She and Jack were skating together one 
day, after they both had grown up. And 
finally, when they were ready to go home, 
L t he would try out his speed 

. He supposed his sister 
‘r skates. But she was as 
he was, and, unknown 


to him, she tried to follow him—and that 
was the end. Since she died,” said Mrs. 
Kelly, “the sun has never shone the same 
for me.” 

“Were you like most mothers are said 
to be?” I asked. “Did your boys have a 
little more of your love than the girls had?” 

“That’s no question to put to a 
mother,” she said. “ But now I'll tell you 
the truth. There’s a great pride in the 
love I have for my sons, God bless them! 
But there’s a special tenderness and 
understanding in my heart for my girls. 

“The time to teach a child to respect 

‘ou, as well as to love you, is before he 

as found that anything else is possible. 
The biggest battle is fought then; but the 
campaign of training goes on for many 
years. 

“I told you that my children always 
brought me every cent they earned. You 
may ask me how I know that they did. 

“For one thing,” she said, with a 
humorous twinkle, “if they ever had put 
anything over on me, they couldn’t resist 
telling me of it now. But I know they 
didn’t, anyway. 

“I always trusted my children; and I 
let them see that I did. I could have left 
a thousand dollars lying on the table— 
if Pd ever had that much—and they 
wouldn’t have touched a penny of it. 

“I remember going one time into a 
little store kept by a neighbor woman; 
and while I was there her small boy came 
in and went behind the counter, and 
opened a drawer. 

““Come away from that till!’ says the 
woman sharply. ‘What are you doing at 
that till? Are you trying to steal some 
money out of it?’ 

“Well, now,” said Mrs. Kelly, shaking 
her head, “‘could she have taken a better 
way of teaching him that he might, and 
could, steal money out of her alls 

“That little boy,” she went on sadly, 
“is in the penitentiary to-day—because 
he robbed a bigger money drawer than 
his mother’s, who, to my thinking, taught 
him to steal. , 


“I TRIED to make my children under- 
stand two things about money: First, 
that every penny, and every dollar, repre- 
sented somebody's labor. If they had a 
dime to spend, it meant that their father 
had worked to earn that ten cents—and 
that I had worked to save it. It didn’t 
just drop out of the skies. 

“ And then I taught them that ’tis not 
right to live on other people’s labor; but 
that everybody ought to help to earn what 
he gets. 

“You can begin to teach a child these 


things as soon as he is able to toddle about. 


They can do little things to help around 
the Ie and you can easily make them 
understand that when they do one thing 
they carning the right to do something 
else. 

“Each of my children, from the time 
he was able to walk, had some regular bit 
of work to do. That was each one’s share 
in helping to supply our plain needs. But 
if one of them wanted something extra, 
he, or she, did extra work to earn it. 

“And I tried to show them what it 
meant to have the things they wanted. I 
remember that one of the boys begged for 
a pair of skates. Now, I meant he should 
have those skates! ’Twould be good for 
him to be getting fine exercise out of doors; 


and ’twould make him very happy too. 
But they would cost fifty cents, and that 
was like a small fortune to us then. 

“I set him his extra tasks to do, to earn 
the skates. And I bade him go to the 
public library and find out all he could 
about them: what they were made of; 
how the iron had been dug out of the 
mines by hard-working men, and the wood 
had come from the forests, and the leather 
had once been the skin of some animal. 
I tried to show him that a pair of skates 
had been earned for him by the labor of 
others; and that he must put kis labor in 
it too, if he wanted to enjoy it. 

“He did do this. And then I bought 
him his skates—with the only fifty cents 
I had in the world!” 


fi al Kelly children, with the exception 
of the boy who died when he was ten, 
went to school for an average period of 
eight years each. And it is their mother’s 
boast that in this total of almost eighty 
years there was only one time when a 
child of hers was marked ‘‘tardy.” 

“I told you,” she said to me, “that 
Grace always had a weak heart. One da 
she was a little late in starting for school. 
She could have made it, even then, by 
running. But I wouldn’t allow her to do 
it. And that was the only time one of my 
children was tardy at school. 

“Why should they be late? Nobody 
has a right to be. Did you ever try to 
think of what would happen if everybody 
was unpunctual for a single day? Before 
night the whole world would be in a tangle 
which only the good God Himself could 
straighten out. 

“I tried to teach my children to feel 
responsibility about this. If one of the 
boys went out in the evening I asked him 
what time he would be home. And if he 
said ‘nine o'clock,’ he got home at nine 
o'clock, even if he had to run a mile! It 
didn’t occur to him that he could be late.” 

Mrs. Kelly trained her children not 
only to have this sense of mutual respon- 
sibility, but also to realize the need of 
mutual helpfulness. 

For instance, when P. H. Kelly was a 
young man, working as a bricklayer, he 
saw a chance to start a business of his own. 
A local newspaper announced a prize of a 
five-thousand-dollar house for the most 
popular employes in Philadelphia. The. 
winner would be the person a had the 
greatest number of the voting coupons 
which were printed in the paper. 

“Tf I could get that house,” P. H. said 
to his mother, “I could sell it and use the 
money to start in business.” 

“And why shouldn’t you get it?” said 
Mrs. Kelly. “Its the ballots that will 
win. Not popularity! And we’ll have the 
ballots.” 

Whereupon, she organized the nine 
young Kellys into a sort of flying squad- 
ron. Sack, then quite a boy, was to get up 
before daybreak the next morning, follow 
the paper carrier on his rounds and list the 
names of all subscribers to the newspaper 
that was running the contest. 

This list was apportioned among the 
children. That very afternoon they called 
at the various houses and repeated over 
and over their request: ‘‘ Please, will you 

ive me your vote for my brother?” They 
did this every day during the next few 
weeks, Mrs. Kelly even supplied each 
child with a small pair of scissors, which 
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“Started in 1842” 


“Samplers Old and New” 
is the title of a charming 
illustrated booklet we 
will gladly send you at 
your written request. 


STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
New York 


Chicago San Francisco 


a ‘Dainty fingers still 
œ delight in Samplers! 


Formerly it was the quaint cross- 
stitch sampler which attracted so 
much attention and comment and 
was likely to be framed and hung 
on the wall as a proud masterpiece 
of needlework. 

Nowadays it’s Whitman’s Sampler 
which preserves the fine old atmos- 
phere and tradition and is so much 
prized for the quality and unique 
variety of its sweets. 

This is the candy package which 
has struck such a responsive chord 
that “Whitman’s Sampler” has a 
meaning and a distinction all its own. 

Selected from ten leading 
Whitman’s packages, the Sampler 
assortment is a delightful response 
to most tastes in sweets. 

And remember that all Whitman’s 

packages are sent direct from us to 

our Agents everywhere—selected 


stores in nearly every neighbor- 
hood in the land. 
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were always in evidence when the little 
Kellys uttered their plea for coupons. She 
knew something about human psychology! 
Few indeed could resist those scissors. 

With that sort of organization, nobody 
else had a chance. P. H. Kelly won by an 
overwhelming majority. He sold the house 
and began to bid on contracts. And he 
adopted in his business the principles in 
which his mother had trained her children: 


Be punctual. 

Be sparing of promises. But keep those you 
do make—even if it costs you a loss. 

Buy only what you need, and always pay 
cash if you possibly can. 


P. H. Kelly had not gone to college, or 
even to high school. Most of his knowl- 
edge of building construction he gained 
as a workman. But, aided by his mother, 
he studied textbooks at home. And, be- 
ginning in a small way, he has become one 
of the Fading contractors in Philadelphia. 


Most of the children caught the read- 
ing habit from their mother. This 
perhaps helps to explain the success of 
the two who have followed the theatre, 
although they somehow had a natural 
ability in that direction. 

Speaking of these two sons, Mrs. Kelly 
said, “Walter was a born mimic and 
story-teller. When he was at home, it 
was one continuous vaudeville show! 
George was quieter; especially when we 
had visitors. He’d sit die not saying a 
word, and not missing one! Then, when 
the visitors had gone, he’d repeat every- 
thing they had said, just exactly the way 
they had said it. Between the two of them 
we never had a dull moment. 

“All Walter ever wanted was an audi- 
ence. One Saturday night, when he was 
only fifteen years old, { went out to do 
some shopping; and there, at a corner, 
was a crowd oF ave hundred men, and my 
boy standing on a soap box delivering a 
political speech! I have my doubts that 
It was good politics,” laughed Mrs Kelly; 
“but Pll warrant it was a good speech!” 

None of the Kelly boys ever went to 
high school. It just wasn’t possible. And 
since they would have to do their own 
educating, and must earn money. mean- 
while, their mother insisted that each one 
should have a trade. 

Her husband was an unskilled laborer. 
She knew only too well that this inevitably 
meant poverty. So, although the boys 
began by working in a factory, or a mill, 
she did not let them stay there. They 
had to get out and learn one of the skilled 
trades, P. H., Charlie, and Jack became 
brickmasons. George, while working at 
the Pencoyd Iron Works, learned to be a 
draftsman. And Walter, at fourteen, left 
the carpet mill where he had been for two 
years, and began to learn plastering. 

At the end of an hour and a half he 
decided he didn’t like the job. So he quit 
and went to the Baldwin Locomotive 
Works. When the Spanish-American War 
started, he enlisted, with his mother’s 
unqualified approval. She loved her coun- 
try with outspoken pride and devotion. 

During the war, Walter established a 


canteen for his fellow soldiers and saved 
his money. When he left the service he 
bought a small hotel at Newport News, 
Virginia, where he proved to be as amusing 
to his patrons as he formerly had been to 
his own family. His “Virginia Judge” 
monologues were the delight of visitors to 
his hotel for several years before he gave 
up being a landlord, and became famous on 
the stage. He has been paid as much as one 
thousand dollars for a single performance. 

George stayed at the iron works longer— 
much longer—than Walter stuck to 

lastering; but he didn’t like it any better. 
Fhe stage fascinated him, and all his 
spare time was spent in reading and 
studving to fit himself for it. 

“He would come into the house,” said 
his mother, “snatch the cloth from the 
table, throw it around his shoulders and 
stalk up and down the room, acting a 
scene from some play or other. Once, 
when the others were trying to talk, I 
told him to be quiet. 

“*Very well, Mrs. Kelly!’ says he. 
‘when my name is in the big lights you 
won’t say that!’ 

“He stayed on at the iron works; but 
I was watching him, and I could see he 
wasn’t happy. Finally, I asked him what 
he really wanted to do. 

““*Go on the stage,’ he said. 

“Then go,’ I told him. ‘On your way, 
boy! Don’t be eating your heart out in 
work you don’tlike, whenthere’s something 
you’re wanting with all your heart todo!’ 


HE KEPT his job three months longer, 
while he took a night courseina school 
of dramatic art. Then he resigned and went 
to New York. After tramping from one 
manager's office to another, he ‘finally 
landed a small part in an obscure company. 
Then came weeks of ‘‘barn-storming ” and 
many months of one-night stands. But 
he finally began to make good. 

Next he began to write vaudeville 
sketches, in which he also acted. He 
followed these up with full-length plays, 
which began to make a name for him. And 
finally he captured both fame and fortune 
with “The Show Off.” Much of his 
writing has been done at his mother’s 
house. He is not married; and she keeps 
a room always ready for him. 

“When he’s home here, working,” she 
said proudly, “he’s always calling to me to 
come and listen to what he’s been writing. 
He wants to know what I think of it. And 
I tell him the truth! I don’t praise what I 
don’t like. That would be no help to him. 
He knows already that he has my heart. 
What he wants is my mind, such as it is. 

“I don’t try to tell him how to make a 
play. He knows that far better than I do. 

ut I try to tell him how his play makes 
me, just a plain sensible woman, feel. If I 
can’t help saying to myself, ‘No; that man 
wouldn’t say that!’ or, ‘No; a woman 
wouldn’t do that!’ I tell George what I 
think. He may change it; or he may not. 
That’s his business. But whether I praise 
or criticize, he knows I’ve been honest; 
and without that we both might as well 
save our breath. 

“When the boys that are in business 


come and tell me that hor planning to 
get some new contract, I don’t just say 
it’s fine and wonderful, and that they’re 
the grandest business men in the world. 
No, we sit down at the table in the 
dining-room and I ask them questions. 
How are labor conditions, and is the job 
financed properly? How is-the building 
materials market? 

“Te isn’t that I know more than they do 
about their job. I don’t know as much. 
But I’m not ignorant about it. We've 
been talking things over ever since they 
started. And if I do nothing but ask them 
questions, that helps. Because when they 
tell me just how they stand, they’re telling 
themselves too. 

“Don’t think I ever try to discourage 
my children from attempting anything! 
Aù I do is to help them to see plainly 
what they are tackling. If they know that, 
I'll trust them to come through all right. 
There isn’t a quitter among them, if I do 
say it.” When I kepate this to Jack 
Kelly, he laughed. 

“ Mother would say that!” he exclaimed. 
“She doesn’t think we can fail—and she 
brought us up in the same belief. I think 
any one of us would rather die than have 
her lose faith in us.” 

In 1916, Jack lost the match for the 
singles sculling championship at Duluth. 
He told me that he was so chagrined that 
he went to the hotel and shut himself in 
his room. He was still there the next 
morning when a telegram was brought to 
his door. It was from his mother. 

“It began,” he told me, “with two lines 
from a poem by Herbert Kauffman which 
we often quoted around our house. 


How many times did Czsar flunk? 
How many times was Nelson sunk? 


“I don’t remember the rest of the wire, 
but that was the heart of it. Mother 
always knew how to buck us up. She used to 
say, A licking isn’t a failure. You're never 
done, unless you let yourself stay licked.’” 


WO of Mrs. Kelly’s sons, Jack and 
George, were in the World War. The 

day they left was the hardest day of Mrs. 
Kelly’s life—and the proudest. She is 
an ardent American. 

“This is God’s country,” she says; “and 
it is the paradise of the working man.” 

It is worth recording that meetings in 
her home town to promote woman suf- 
frage, were held in Mrs. Kelly’s house. The 
same self-respect which made her con- 
scious of her right to guide and control 
her children made her feel also that she 
had a right to express herself in the af- 
fairs of that larger family, the nation. 

We talk about the le who are “the 
preservers of civilization, ” “the backbone 
of the country,” “the hope of the future” 
—all the other stock phrases that imply 
safety and progress. Sometimes we put 
the laurel wreath on one set of brows, 
sometimes on another. But in our hearts 
we know that if we had a million mothers 
like Mary Kelly, the present and the 
future would be safer and more wonderful 
than they could be made by anybody else 
in the world. 


“WHY the Smiths Get ‘on With Their Hired Help” is the story of a wonderful country couple 
who are ‘‘Mother”’ and ‘‘Daddy”’ Smith to every hired man and hired girl they ever had. In this 


interview, next month, they reveal the secret of making people love you. 


Their story will help 


you get on not only with hired help but also with neighbors and members of your own family. 
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The sweeping success now coming to the 
Chrysler Six Coach was assured before the 
public had even the first glimpse of it. 


First, the wonderful Chrysler chassis, 
soundly and enduringly built, superbly en- 
gineered, and producing results never before 
achieved by a motor car. 


Second, a coach body as distinctive as the 
chassis—a coach which goes beyond stark 
- utility and convenience to add elements of 
quality, luxury and refinement new to 
this type. 

Third, a price almost as low as the open 
car, an alluring invitation to thousands 
who have wanted and waited for such a 
body on such a chassis. 


The beauty of the new coach comes from 
the dynamic symmetry which Chrysler 
alone successfully expresses. 


Chrysler 
Results in 
a Beautiful 

New Coach 


°1545 


F. O. B. Detroit, tax extra 


The body is built by Fisher, with generous 
room; upholstery is plush of beautiful and 
exclusive pastel blue and gray; doors are of 
special width, designed to afford unusual 
convenience in getting in and out. 


Only Chrysler is giving Chrysler results. 
Only Chrysler is building such a coach. 
When you see this new Chrysler product, 
you will see the latest and finest develop- 
ment of the coach type of car. 


Bodies by Fisher on all Chrysler Six enclosed models. All models equipped with special design six-ply, high-speed balloon tires, 


There are Chrysler dealers and superior Chrysler service everywhere. All dealers are in position to extend the convenience of 
time-payments. Ask about Chrysler’s attractive plan. 


CHRYSLER MOTOR CORPORATION, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 
MAXWELL-CHRYSLER MOTOR COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED, WINDSOR, ONT. 


TT. 
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he Health Towe 
T of a hundred uses! 

Millions of thirsty fibres in every ScotTissue 
Towel distinguish it from every other similar 
product and impart to it that quick-drying, 
clean, soft quality you find so desirable in a 
towel. 


For your health’s sake, as well as for com- 
fort and convenience, use ScotTissue Towels. 
They’re easy to buy and economical both in 
the home and in washrooms visited by many 
persons. 


Jor Kitchen Bathroom Automobile Office Factory 


so towels in a dust- 


age paid by us.) 
24.6 cents per ae 
whe en bought by the case 


Ask your dealer, or 

send us your order. 

ScoTT PAPER COMPANY 
Chester, Pa. 


The Best Stroke of 
Luck I Ever Had 


FIRST PRIZE 


I Played in Luck When I 
Found My Wife 
I AM a locomotive engineer, with a 


record of thirty-eight years in engine 

service. Thirty-eight years of thrills 
and escapes from injury and death! And 
I have had several strokes of luck. 

Once when a locomotive left the track 
and rolled over and over, coming to rest 
at the foot of a high embankment, I 
crawled out with ae a few scratches. 
Another time, while I was standing 
against the end of a flat car, it was struck 


| by an engine, and the car in turn struck 


me, knocking me between the rails. I was 
dragged thirty feet, and escaped with no 
injuries. Again, I was covered by the 
collapse of a building, and was dug out 
with the loss of only one finger. 

Now I am going to tell you about the 
very best stroke of luck I ever had. In 
the year 1892, I was fireman on a pas- 
senger train that left a large city and lay 
over every night in a small college town. 


| | was invited into several lovely homes. 
In one of these, I met the sweetest, shyest 


brown-eyed girl that I had ever seen. 
She had just finished school and was as 
lovely as a fawn; in fact, she had a way of 
throwing back her head just like a deer 
when it scents danger. And run—say, 
nothing could catch her! 

One “moonlight night, a crowd of boys 
and girls were *playi ing a game in which all 
the girls were given a running start of 


| fifty feet. The boy who caught the girl of 


his choice could escort her home. No one 
could catch my fawn girl that night. But 
I paid court to her and, finally, I captured 


| her for life. From that day to this, she 


has been my guiding star and adviser. 
She has urged me on and on, until now, 
inste ad of running a locomotive, I am 
supervising several hundred engineers. 
We were blessed with a boy and a girl, 
and now we have three little grandchil- 
dren frolicking and laughing around the 
house. If anyone can have a greater 
stroke of luck than love, happiness, and 


| the Fear of God in their homes and in 


their hearts, I just can’t imagine it! 
J. Fe 


SECOND PRIZE 


| My Best “Break” Came When 


My Pocket Was Picked 


LL my life I had been a gambler, from 
playing marbles “for keeps,” as a kid, 
on up. After I was married and had a 
nice home and a baby girl, I developed 


| a poker-playing streak. 


Naturally, my wife and my mother 
tried to persuade me to quit gambling. I 
knew they were right; but I would not 
get rid of the thought that I could make 
a “pile? in one night. I made piles— 
hundreds of them—and then lost them 
right back again. 

Finally, I lost my position, Then our 


| home. Then all we had. 
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Dur rroughs 


À Burroughs machines can # 
be depended upon for 
the right answer always 
and everywhere—one 
reason why the pioneer of 
1884 is the leader of today. 


BURROUGHS ADDING MACHINE COMPANY 
6216 SECOND BOULEVARD 
DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


ADDING : BOOKKEEPING : CALCULATING AND BILLING MACHINES 
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Williams the unvarying 


shaving cream 


WHETHER you buy it in Dallas 
or Denver, the Portlands or Paris, 
New York or Nagasaki, summer or 
winter, Williams Shaving Cream gives 
the same dependable shaving lather. 


Everywhere and with all kinds of 
water, you benefit by the same five 
qualities in this shaving lather: 


1. Bulk— Williams piles up thick. 


2. Wetness— Williams is still moist at 
the end of the shave. 


3. Oil-emulsifying power — Williams 
removes oil-film from the beard at once. 


with the 
unlosable 
Hinge Cap 


Amer. July 


4. Mildness—Williams not only pre- 
pares the skin for the shave, but gives 


it what amounts to a treatment 


5. Quickness— Williams efficiency gives 


speed with comfort. 


Williams is a pure, white shaving 


as well. 


cream made by shaving-soap specialists. 


Its lather is for the skin as wellas forthe 


beard. Let us send you free atrial tube, 
enough for a week’s comfort-shaving. 
Use coupon below or a postcard. 


Address The J. B. Williams Co., 
17,Glastonbury, Conn. Ifyou live in Canada, 
address The J. B. Williams Co., (Canada) 


Ltd., St. Patrick St., Montreal. 


Dept. 


Williams 


Shaving Cream 


MAIL THIS COUPON FOR FREE SAMPLE 


ee 
Teese CORO 


Send me free trial tube of your shaving cream 


(Sample does. not have Hinge-Cap) 


Aqua Velva is our newest triumph—a scientific after-shaving preparation. 
Trial bottle free—Write Dept. 17 


Shortly after that, we came to Cin- 
cinnati to live. Work was scarce here, 
and I just had to take what I could get 
to make a living. I told my wife I was 
through with “monkey business,” and 
that we'd start all over. 

She never complained, but encouraged 
me all along. Things w went well until I 
got the “race-horse fever.” I played the 
races until I had won heavil Then 
I quit my job, thinking, ‘ Why, slave, 
when I can make money so easil 

My wife had just returned oe her 
sick mother’s, and knew nothing of m 
winnings. I had the wild notion ee 
would win a few more hundred, quit, and 
go into business for myself. 

One day I started over to Latonia. 
There was an awful crowd getting on the 
car, and in the jam someone relieved me 
of my roll. I cannot describe my feelings 
when I discovered my loss. Nothing ever 
hit me quite so hard. 

I ’fessed up every thing to my wife. She 
just said, “Here are ten dollars, honey; 
we're not entirely broke.” 

I knew then that I must work, and 
keep on working. Her faith and courage 
“cured” me. 

Outside of having married the dearest 
pal in the world, having the best mother, 
and the sweetest little daughter, my 
luckiest break came when had my 
pocket picked. That thief didn’t know he 
was doing me a favor. But he taught me 
that good fortune, like happiness, must 
be earned. w. W. 


THIRD PRIZE 
I Got the Man I Didn’t Want! 


HE best stroke of luck I ever had was 

the day I married the man Z did not 
want. i 

I admired two men who paid me 
occasional court. There was another, 
an ardent lover; but I tolerated him only 
when I knew that neither of the others 
would call. The two I admired were 
handsome, dashing “‘lady-killers,” as the 
term was used in those days. I would 
have married either of them for the 
asking; but they did not ask me, and I 
now thank God that they did not. 

Finally, after the two handsome ones 
had chosen other girls, I married the one 
I did not want, just to keep from being 
an old maid. He was not handsome; but 
he was a good business man, sober, honest, 
industrious, clean of reputation and 
morals, and highly esteemed by his 
fellow townsmen. People said g was 
lucky to get him. Secretly, I was sorry 
for velk 

But now the story is different. One 
of the men I wanted deserted his wife and 
babies. The other has done worse; he 
stayed with his family, and they are 
to-day supporting him. 

My homely husband, whom I did not 
want, proved to be a diamond in the 
rough. When I married him, I thought I 
was the unluckiest woman in the world. 
I soon found I was the luckiest. I am 
not only loved, respected, honored, and 
adored by my husband, but I have every- 
thing that money can buy in a small 
town—a nice home, pretty clothes, and 
up-to-date cars. Our children can attend 
colleges and universities. MRS. M. G. A. 
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Easy to Drive mees 
Easy to start—easy to steer — light —o»»-- 715 
pedal action—easy to shift gears soi. y ie 
—easy to ride in—easy to stop. shin *425 


Express $ 
Truck Chassis 550 
CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


ALL PRICES F. O. B. 
DIVISION OF GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATION FLINT, MICH. 


COST 
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WHY does one 
car need repairs 
so much oftener 
than another? 


SEE TEXT ON 
OPPOSITE PAGE 


Look for this sign of 
noiseless mileage 


—— 


Branches in principal cities. Address New York, Chicago, or Kansas City 
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oiseless Mileage 
How to keep it longer 


Thump! Thud! CLICK! You don’t 
want noise. Noise means that the 
mail man may any day bring you a 
note like this: 

«To John Jones? Garage.” 

“General engine overhauling .....$78.50." 
You say, “Oh, but my car is good for 
thousands of miles before anything like 
that can happen.” Don’t be too sure! 
With less than Mobiloil protection, any other oil. Through 
noise may come when you least expect low-cost mileage alone, at 


it. least three motorists now 
LOW-COST MILEAGE ask for Mobiloil to every 


—through specialization one who asks for some 
other brand. 

Get the noiseless mile- 
age your automobile man- 


weather” protection. It assures a real 
safeguard against wear when heat, 
pressure, speed, or other conditions 
impose undue stresses on the oil film. 


IN QUALITY 
Mobiloil sets a world standard 


Mobiloil is endorsed by three times 
as many automobile manufacturers as 


Think of it this way: When you buy 
a car you buy mileage. As oils differ 
greatly, one gives much cheaper mile- 


age than another. 

The policies and production meth- 
ods behind Mobiloil all aim at supply- 
ing you with the cheapest obtainable 
mileage. 

Crude petroleum stocks vary widely. 
Some are better suited to gasoline pro- 
duction than to the production of the 
highest types of lubricating oil. Every 
quart of Mobiloil is made from crude 
stocks selected entirely for their lubri- 
cating value. 

The Mobiloil refining methods re- 
tain this lubricating value intact. This 
results in more than mere “ fair- 


ufacturer built into your 
engine. The nearest Mo- 
biloil dealer is ready to 
supply you. 

He has the several 
grades of Mobiloil. The 
Mobiloil Chart of Recom- 
mendations hangs on his 
wall. He thus equips him- 
self to give you oil of sci- 
entifically correct body as 
well as oil of high quality. 
The Chart shows the cor- 
rect Mobiloil to use in 
your car. 


MAKE THIS CHART 
YOUR GUIDE 


HE correct grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil for 
engine lubrication of prominent passenger 
cars are specified below. 
The grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil are indicated 
by the letters shown below. “Arc” means 
Gargoyle Mobiloil Arctic. 


If your car is not listed here, see the complete Chart 
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From Bulk 30c—30¢ is the fair retail price for single quarts 
of genuine Mobiloil from barrel or pump. 

For Touring Convenience—the sealed 1-quart can is idea! for 
touring or emergencies. Carry 2 or 3 under the seat of 
your car. 

For Your Home Garage—the §-gallon or 1-gallon sealed cans 
or 15-, 30-, §5-gallon steel drums with convenient faucets. 
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Pacific Coast States. 
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AYTON Thorobred 

Extra-Ply Cords pio- 
neered the way to luxurious 
riding comfort—with long 
mileage. For five years, on 
hundreds ofthousands of cars, 
they have given the combined 
advantages of all types of tires. 


Today, they are still the only 
tires for standard rims de- 
signed and built for low air 
pressure. You can put them 
on your car knowing that you 
will get comfort without sac- 
rifice of economy. 
Dayton Extra-Ply Balloon Tires 
for cars equipped with new 20- 
inch and 21-inch rims, are of 
unequalled excellence, giving 
amazing mileage with low cost. 
THE 


DAYTON RUBBER MFG. CO. 
Dayton, Ohio 


ayton 


nay Cords 


The Pioneer Low Pre 


What a Psychoan- 
alyst Knows About 
You and Your 
Troubles 


(Continued from page 45) 


writing it. I often wonder then why I had 
made such a bugbear of it.” 

“Yes,” said Miss Potter; “that is 
because action is the only language the 
Unconscious understands! When you 
speak to it through action, it responds by 
givi ng you some of its store SE eat. 

e all know, out of our own experi- 
ence, that sometimes, after we have per- 
formed some task for which we had felt a 
strong and almost unaccountable aversion, 
we have a feeling of relief and happiness. 
Even though it perhaps has involved hard 
work, we don’t feel tired. On the con- 
trary, we are conScious of unaccustomed 
energy and capacity. 

“This is because, through action, we 
have reached the Unconscious, and it has 
responded to the language it understands. 
The more persistently we do this, the more 
we succeed in freeing the power of the 
Unconscious. ri 

“You spoke of two ways in which we 
can help ourselves,” I said. “What is the 
second one?” 

“To explain that,” replied Miss Potter, 
“T must begin by quoting Freud. He 
says that love is life and that hate is death; 
love brings progress, hate brings regres- 
sion. In spake that, you must first love 
yourself, then your neighbor, then the 
world you live in.” 

“What do you mean by loving my- 
self?” I asked. 


“JOVE means physical care and also ten- 
derness,” said Miss Potter. “Applied 
to yourself, it would mean that you would 
see that you had the proper food, ample 
rest, sufficient exercise, recreation—in a 
word, that your body received the care 
which love would prompt. If you fail to 
give it this loving care, the penalty is 
sickness, pain, disease. 

“If you love yourself, you will see that 
your mind is given opportunities to grow, 
to be trained, to be improved. And you 
will give your heart a chance to be 
happy. You will try to give yourself the 
care you would give to anyone else whom 
you loved. 

“This does not mean selfishness. It 
means that if we despise and mistreat 
ourselves, we will produce the same re- 
sults which we would produce in some- 
one else whom we despised and mistreated. 
Jesus told us to ‘love our neighbors as 
ourselves.” He never told us to love them 
better than we love ourselves. 

“The one instrument with which you 
face life is yourself. Itis your only means 
of helping others. If you do not try to 
make it a good instrument, and to learn 
how to use it well, you cannot progress 
yourself, nor can you help others to pro- 
gress. That is what I mean by saying 
that we must first love ourselves. 

“And we must ‘love our neighbors as 
ourselves.” That involves the same 
things: care and tenderness. It is hard to 
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A BRAND-NEW IDEA IN 


COUPE DESIGN 
Priced Only $50 Above the Touring 


This handsome personal closed car is one of the great 
automobile achievements of the year. Here Franklin 
has not only created a beautiful, correctly styled and 
quality-built car, but has produced it, through skilful 
design and manufacture, to sell at only $50 above the 
Touring model. Upholstered in finest beige leather, 
with a seat broad enough for three abreast. Special 
steel front pillars give clearest driver vision. Doors 
are unusually wide; luggage space unusually roomy. 
Mechanically, it could only be a Franklin—soft-riding, 
free from cooling troubles,easy to care for, economical. 
A permanent delight for sport, social, business and 
professional uses. 

L Alo SEDAN > SPORTSEDAN : SPORT RUNABOUT 
| TOURING - CABRIOLET - ENCLOSED-DRIVE LIMOUSINE 


Franklin Series 11 is ready for the road, completely equipped with 
appropriate accessories, spare tire and cover—all included in the- 
ie price. Only tax and freight are extra. 
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FRANKLIN AUTOMOBILE COMPANY -: SYRACUSE, N. Y. 
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THE 


Hanover 


Shoe 


FIVE DOLLARS 


Made in our own factories and 
sold only through our own:stores 


Style 286 
Cherry Russia 
Calfskin 
Oxford—$5 
Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


Style 587P 
Black Calfskin 
Oxford—$5 
Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


You'll want Hanover Shoes 
for their honest quality, good 
looks and easy glove-like com- 
fort. You'll marvel that shoes 
of such exceptional value are 
being offered at such a low 
price. Write for catalog. | 

The Hanover Shoe, Hanover, Pa. 


— 


~ 
For Boys and Little Men—exceptional 
value. Staunch, comfortable, good- 
looking. Why spend. more than 
$2.50, $3 or $3.50? 


A} 


Style B283L /” 
Boys Light 
Shade Russia 
Oxford— $3.50 
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imagine discord in a family where each 
member tried to achieve for himself, and 
for every other member of the family, 
health, mental development, and the 
happiness of the heart. And the same 
thing is true in friendship. 

“When I say that we must love the 
outside world, I still mean the same thing 
by ‘love.’ If a man loves his work, he 

ives it both physical and tender care. 
Nou can think ot dozen examples: the 
scientist, with his carefully made experi- 


| ments; the artist with his paints and 


canvases; the expert mechanic with his 
intricate machinery; the gardener with 
his plants and flowers; the breeder and 
the trainer of race-horses; the business 
man whose organization is effective and 
productive. 

“It is when we fail in this love of what 
we are working with that our work 
itself fails. A man who did not love the 
earth and growing things would never 
achieve marvels in gardening. That is an 


| obvious illustration. But follow the same 


idea in connection with any other kind of 
work, and you will find that it applies 
everywhere. 


“JOVE is life; and life is energy. To 
understand this, I think, would be a 
help to anyone. 

“There is still another practical way 
in which people can help themselves to 
free their unconscious energy. Just as an 
example, let us suppose that you feel 
that you are not doing what you had 
Raped & accomplish; that life seems to be 


| defeating you. 


“Now, unless you are different from 


| every other human being, there is some- 


and confidently. 


thing which you do anly ; 
seems to you 0 


It may be a thing whic 


| no consequence at all. Let me take some- 


thing which is not connected with work. 
You have, let us say, a nice way with 
children. In the street car, if you smile 
at a child, you always get an answering 
smile; even very shy children will warm 
up to you if you give them half a chance. 
You don’t have to make an effort; it just 
“comes natural’ to you. 

“Tf you really were as I have described 
you—with a sense of being repressed and 
defeated—you would be helped by doing 
the one thing which you can do easily, 


| freely, and well. I don’t mean that you 


are to devote your life to playing with 
children! But if that is one direction 


| where you have a free outlet of your 


powers, use that outlet. 

“Use it, no matter in what direction it 
lies. Whatever it is that you do happily, 
naturally, and well, that is a way o 
freeing the unconscious power. And if 
you will begin to use this outlet, it will 
grow larger and will begin to make new 
outlets. 

“Suppose you were in a great dark cave, 
with only a ray of light coming in through 
a crevice at one side. To get out of that 
cave, you wouldn’t go off into the black- 
ness, and try to dig your way out in that 
direction. You would go straight to the 
crevice that is already open, and try to 
widen that crevice.” 

“When you speak of ‘misfits’ and 
“round pegs in square holes,””’ I wanted to 
know, “‘is that just another way of sayin 
that people are failures in adjustment?’ 

“Of course!” Miss Potter said. “ Folk- 
language and the language of proverbs is 


forcible because it tells psychological 
truths.” Then she went on: “But the 
psychoanalyst knows that these failures 
are the result of inner conflicts and repres- 
sions. Analysis shows the person what his 
repressions are, how they originated, and 
how they affect him. It is followed and 
accompanied by synthesis; that is, he 
learns to make a better use of the‘ mecha- 
nism,’ which, because he did not under- 
stand it, he was using in a wrong way.” 


“CAN you tell me something about these 
repressions?” I asked. 

“Yes,” said Miss Potter; “it is often 
assumed that the only repressed desires 
are those which might work social havoc— 
the crudely sexual impulses. But some- 
times the repressed desires are those by 
which the highest life is attained, culture 
effected, and civilization advanced. 

“Compare yourself with a count 
which has many groups of Snhableanes, If 
some of those groups are denied any voice, 
any expression of their ideas and wishes, 
you will have conflict, won’t you? A 
peaceful, harmonious, and progressive 
country is one where all the groups are 
represented in the government, and their 
desires are directed and controlled for the 
common good. 

“So, in yourself, you have ace, 
harmony, and progress, if all your degree 
are taken into consideration, and are di- 
rected and controlled, neither reacted to 
without consideration, nor blindly re- 
pressed. 

“‘It seems as if I never had lived 
before,’ a woman said to me, in describing 
a Christmas night when she walked among 
the crowds in New York and felt that she 
was linked with them, as one human being 
with others. 

“During some months of analysis, she 
had been di ging at the foundations of her 
life, a pan larly tragic life. For fifteen 
years she had lived secretly with a man, 
in a town where he had a home and a 
family. Here again we get the results of 
an old emotional conflict; for she was 
unconsciously working out, against this 
man’s wife, an early unconscious resent- 
ment toward her own mother. 

“She had been unable to find her way 
in life on the basis of love; she had reacted 
to hate. As the result, she felt herself 
half dead; for the neurotic understands 
that love and life are synonyms. She 
pictured in a curious way this ‘death’ by 
shutting herself off from the world. For 

ears she was hidden in a room in the 
hace block where the man, her lover, 
had his law offices. He was the only 
person that saw her, or that even knew she 
was there. This was her way of retreatin, 
from reality, from the responsibilities and 
contacts of life. Analysis brought her to 
an understanding of all this; and with 
understanding came the beginning of a 
right adjustment. 

“When, on that Christmas night, she 
walked among the crowds and felt herself 
one with all humanity, she was letting 
love into her life—light into darkness. 

“That was, of course, an extreme case. 
But a great many people would be helped 
by realizing that love is life, and that life 
is energy. “this would apply, even if you 
were marooned on a desert island. Your 
‘love’ of yourself would lead you to find 
food, to build a shelter, to provide your- 
self with whatever would add to your 
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AMERICANS SHOULD PRODUCE THEIR OWN RUBBER. JSB inilen 


MOST MILES PER DOLLAR 


A 


Pledged Anew by 
BALLOON GUM-DIPPED CORDS 


Balloon Gum-Dipped Cords—the original Bal- 
loon tires—have aroused a new and intense interest 
in mileage. 

Accurate records of Firestone Balloons with the 
largest taxicab companies show fewer tire failures 
ind a higher average mileage, with lower cost per 
mile than heretofore known. The results being ob- 
tained in the daily operation of hundreds of thou- 
sands of motor cars — on trans-continental tours 
through mountains and desert—all emphasize the 
Firestone pledge of Most Miles per Dollar. 


It is only natural that Balloon Gum-Dipped 
Cords should raise the tire mileage standard. For 
the Firestone extra process of Gum-Dipping 
saturates and coats every fiber of every 
cord with a frictionless protective cover- 


MoOs T MILES PER DOLLAR 


ing of rubber, giving greater strength and 
flexibility to the cords. 

Gum-Dipped Balloons, with their pliable walls 
and deep, full-size cushions of low pressure air, roll 
easily over stones and ruts and through mudholes, 
while ordinary tires, with stiff, multiple-ply sidewalls 
and higher air pressure, are more quickly destroyed 
by these obstacles. Nails and glass, which pierce 
high pressure tires, are readily enveloped in the 
broad treads of Gum-Dipped Balloons, which yield 
to the object rather than be punctured by it. This 
accounts for the fewer punctures and less tire fail- 
ures than on high pressure tires. 


Your Firestone Dealer is ready now to apply 
them at low cost—and make an allowance for 
your present tires. 


FACTORIES: AKRON, OHIO; Hamilton, Ont. 


Firestone 
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Eternally 
Beautiful 


Rock of Hges 
Granite 


HE best and noblest 

in man may be 
symbolized and perpet- 
uated in Rock of Ages 
granite. Your family 
memorial in this imper- 
ishable material will 
inspire for generations 
to come. 


SeLzcr a Rock of Ages 
memorial in your own 
lifetime, and request 
our Certificate of Per- 
fection when ordering 
from your local dealer. 
It protects you against 
inferior granites. 


Let us send you 
Booklet “A” 


BOUTWELL, 
MILNE & VARNUM 
COMPANY 


Quarriers—Rock of Ages Granite 
MONTPELIER, 
VERMONT 


Quarries at Barre, Vermont 


comfort and your happiness. Your love 
of your ‘neighbors? would make com- 
pamane of birds, animals, insects. Your 
ove of the world would enable you to use 
the ground, the trees, the sunlight— 
everything about you! 

Perhaps it will help people if they 
understand that many of their reactions 
to other people are the result of ‘ patterns’ 
which are made in our childhood. 

“At that time, in some relation which 
brings an emotional conflict, we form the 
habit of reacting in a certain way. Our 
conscious minds forget all about this. But 
the Unconscious does not forget. It adopts 
this way of reacting to a pattern, which 
it continues to follow. 

“Tf people find themselves habitually 
taking an attitude which they don’t want 


to take, it may help them if they realize 
that they nrcbably are acting according 
to one of these old childish patterns. 
Their Unconscious is keeping up an old 
habit. If they can feel what a more 
mature attitude or action would be, the 
will find relief by acting according to this 
realization. A 

“When analysis shows a woman, for 
example, that she has unconsciously been 
trying to treat every man as if he were 
her father, or when it shows a man that he 
has been demanding a maternal interest 
from every woman, there comes an impulse 
to change the attitude. This impulse is 
the beginning of a sort of rebirth of a 
erson’s whole nature; of an emancipation 
rom the too painful repressions which 
have hampered him.” 


Things I Wish My Wife Wouldn’t Do 


(Continued from page 29) 


whatever it is, the result is the same. 

Take our dining-room, for instance. 
The way I have to strain my eyes, reading 
the morning paper at breakfast, has made 
me almost as blind as my wife seems to 
think I am when I’m driving the car. 

Number Three: I wish—but wait a 
minute! Let me explain in advance that 
I feel meaner than poison about mention- 
ing this particular thorn. But it does 
rankle. It gives me the same sort of feel- 
ing I have when I dream of finding myself 
at an evening party arrayed only in pink 

ajamas—or in pink without the pajamas! 
Vou know the feeling: crawly along the 
back, and moist under the collar—if you 
had on a collar, which you haven’t. 

Well, this is what my wife does that 

ives me that feeling. She calls me Pet 
Reames in Public. Not often! She’s not a 
confirmed sinner in this respect. But once 
in a while she somehow slips a cog. 

It’s one thing to be addressed as 
“Doodlekins” in the bosom of the family. 
I boldly admit that I like it—then. But 
to be Doodlekinned from the other end of 
the table at a dinner party—an experience 
which has happened to me more than 
once—is a horse of another color, so to 
speak. 

I wish my wife knew how I curl up 
inwardly when, during a game of bridge, 
she inquires dreamily, “Did you say two 
clube darling?” or “Sweetheart, it’s your 

id. 

Still, things might be a whole lot worse. 
I have heard some wives talk Baby Talk to 
a great hulking husband who would take 
the prize at a Fat Men’s Picnic. I’ve seen 
a misguided matron, in the fair but foolish 
forties, fondly rumple her husband’s hair, 
meanwhile demanding of all and sundry, 
“Isn’t he sweet!” 

My wife doesn’t do that; and may she 
be rewarded for it—a long time hence— 
with a choice front seat in the heavenly 
choir. There may be exceptions; but the 
average man gets prickly heat all over him 
if his wife coos over him in public. 

To call her down for a display of 
tenderness toward him makes him feel 
like a brute. So he usually cringes in 
silence; just as I have, up to this present 
writing. 

Number Four: I wish my wife wouldn’t 
tell tales out of school. 


What I mean is this: Occasionally, 
some incident occurs in which the laugh 
is on me. Everybody has these experi- 
ences. For example, soon after our mar- 
riage we were invited to dine with the 

resident of the company I worked for. 

t was a thrilling event for both my wife 
and me, but especially for me, because I 
was praying that I’d make a big hit with 
the boss. 

Naturally, I was a little excited. In 
fact, I felt as if I had as many nerves 
as the total circulation of German marks. 

Well, I got off with a grand start! 
ba as I was shedding my overcoat, our 

ostess came out into the hall and, 
catching sight of me, stopped to speak to 
me. In my eagerness to respond, I pulled 
off my dinner coat along with my overcoat 
and, in my shirt sleeves, stepped blithely 
forth to greet the lady. 

On discovering my plight, I assumed a 
gayety I was far from feeling, disentangled 
the coats and put one of them on. But I 
was so busy trying to conceal my embar- 
rassment with airy remarks that I put on 
the wrong garment. Arrayed in my new 
winter overcoat, I looked as if I expected 
to have a very chilly evening. But I was 
quite the reverse of chilly when I finally 
was properly coated. 

By this time, my knees were wobbling 
as if I’d had a quart of the worst hootch 
ever bootlegged. And when, for the third 
time, I tried to step forth jauntily, I 
planted an uncertain foot on a small rug, 
which evidently resented being trod on, 
for it promptly skidded across the pol- 
ished fleor, while I pursued it—lying on 
the flat of my back! 

Now, you don’t have to tell me that m 
performance was funnier than a zoo-full 
of monkeys. Don’t I know it? For ten 
years I’ve been running to fetch glasses 
of water to people who were choking with 
laughter over thee incident, as related by 
my wife. 

She certainly makes a good yarn out of 
it. As for me, I utter a hollow sound: 
“Ha-ha!” But what I’m feeling, inside, 
mould melt the armor plate on a battle- 
ship. 

don’t believe anybody on earth enjoys 
having his wife tell what she calls ‘‘a 
good story on him.” The wives seem to 
enjoy doing it. Some of them, like my 
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“Our EIGHT-YEAR-OLD GIRL would lose four or five weeks of school work, 
besides being incapacitated while she was in school from attacks of stomach 
trouble. I decided to give Fleischmann’s Yeast a trial. I began with half a 
cake mixed with peanut butter on bread, and then as I found that the yeast 
was going to succeed, I served it in many different ways. My child has never 
had another attack of stomach trouble since I gave her yeast.” 

Mrs. G. A. VıeLe, Costa Mesa, Cal. 


EA MTL DLE VREI APEE SILL I Ee POR a de ET LISI FER 


kradita UEL EA GLA E Det 


“ AFTER I GAVE BIRTH to my child, I felt very much ‘run down.’ Had constant 
trouble with my stomach, and what troubled me most—I suffered from terrible 
sties. Finally an eye specialist prescribed Fleischmann’s Yeast. After two 
months there wasn’t a trace left of the sties. My complexion improved won- 
derfully. I no longer have an aversion for food. And I manage to keep and 
look young with the help of Fleischmann’s Yeast.” 

Mars. Saran STEINHARDT, New York City 


What Everybody Knows 


The danger of clogged intestines » the tragedy of lowered vitality 


The evils of digestive troubles and disfiguring skin eruptions 


“Inxva.ipeD from Royal Navy with chronic 


constipation. Went to India. . . . Advised 
to try Canada. Was just able to get into 
army, but after two and a half years in 
trenches was as sick as ever. Returned to 
Canada totally unfit and pensioned. In 1919 
I gave Fleischmann’s Yeast a fair trial, thank 
God. Six months afterward I passed for life 
insurance and my pension stopped. I am 
now absolutely fit and never need a laxative; 
and this is after over 20 years of suffering.” 
Hexsert J. Parrott, Calgary, Alta. 


OT a “cure-all,” not a medicine in 
any sense—Fleischmann’s Yeast is 
simply a remarkable fresh food. 

The millions of tiny active yeast plants 
in every cake invigorate the whole sys- 
tem. They aid digestion—clear the skin— 
banish the poisons of constipation. Where 
cathartics give only temporary relief, 
yeast strengthens the intestinal muscles 
and makes them healthy and active. And 
day by day it releases new stores of energy. 

Eat two or three cakes regularly every 
day before meals: on crackers — in fruit 
juices or milk—or just plain. For constipa- 
tion especially, dissolve one cake in hot water 
(not scalding) night and morning. Buy sev- 
eral cakes at a time—they will keep fresh 
in a cool dry place for two or three days. 
All grocers have Fleischmann’s Yeast. 
Start eating it today! 

And let us send you a free copy of our 
latest booklet on Yeast for Health. Health 
Research Dept. J-18, The Fleischmann 
Company, 701 


f | 
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Tuere are many delicious ways of eating yeast 

—dissolved in water, fruit juices or milk, spread 
on crackers, or eaten plain. 


“I am in the real estate business; built up a 
hustling organization; kept the force always 
keyed up, watchful of every opportunity. The 
high pressure did its work; the reaction set in, 
and I found myself slowing up. I needed 
something to restore the old vitality—the old 
punch. At last I hit upon Fleischmann’s 
Yeast. The result was marvelous: the mid- 
afternoon fag disappeared; I was again keen 
and alert. My color took on aclear and health- 
ful glow. And I was again the leader of my or- 
ganization—thanks to Fleischmann’s Yeast.” 
James F. Brown, Allentown, Pa. 
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We make Champions the 
very best we can. They will 
render better service for a 
much longer time. That is 
why they are outselling 
throughout the world. 


Champion isthe better spark 
plug because of its double- 
ribbed sillimanite core with 
the semi-petticoat tip, its 
special analysis electrodes 
and its gas-tight two-piece 
construction. 


To get the best service from 
your car you should change 
spark plugs at least once a 
year—even Champions. 


You will know genuine 
Champions by the double- 
ribbed core. Champion X 
for Fords is 60 cents. 
Blue Box for all other cars, 
75 cents. More than 95,000 
dealers sell Champions. 


Champion Spark Plug 
Company 
Toledo, Ohio 


Champion Spark Plug Co. 
of Canada, Limited 
Windsor, Ontario 


CHAMPION 


ndable for Every Engine 


Champion X is the 
standard spark 
plug for Ford Cars 
and Trucks and 
Fordson Tractors. 


wife, tell it simply because it is funny. 
They don’t know that they are lacerating 
our feelings. But I have heard other 
women do it out of pure cussedness. They 
wanted to make their husbands ridiculous. 


ET’S see—next comes Number Five: I 
wish my wife would not “straighten 
up” my desk! 

That’s what she calls it: “straightening 
up.” But I assure you that after she has 
performed this act, I have a—well, I 
don’t suppose anybody will print that 
word, so 1 will simply say that I do not 
have a heavenly time straightening out 
what she has straightened up. 

She says that this most important piece 
of furniture in my “den” always looks as 
if it had been ransacked by burglars in 
a frenzied search for something they 
couldn’t find. She intimated that I’m in 
the same fix as the burglars, and that she 
comes to the rescue by, as she puts it, 
bringing order out of chaos. She won’t 
believe that to me her order is simply 
chaos worse confounded. 

Anyway, if I want my desk to resemble, 
as she says it does, a hurrah’s nest— 
whatever that may be—I claim it as a 
right. When I’m working over a lot of 
papers, perhaps my desk does look as if 
the cat had thrown a fit there. But after 
my wife has “straightened it up” I havea 
fit myself trying to un-straighten it. 

Under the same head I must mention 
her mania for putting away any of my 
belongings which she finds at large. The 
trouble ıs, she does this so successfully 
that I can’t find them—and sometimes 
she can’t either! 

Number Six: I wish my wife wouldn’t 
telephone me at the office about anything 
short of murder or sudden death. 

There is something very peculiar in 
regard to this point. Her ’phone calls 
invariably come at the most inopportune 
moments; for example, when the general 
manager of the company has dropped in to 
discuss a question of policy, or when one 
of our most important customers is mak- 
ing his semi-annual call. 

Te got my secretary pretty well 
trained. She used to blurt it sah out: 
“Your wife would like to speak to you.” 
But I stopped that. Nowadays, if my 
wife calls up when anyone is in the office, 
the secretary says to me, “It’s in regard 
to that Riverside matter, Mr. Blank.” 
You see, Riverside is my home telephone 
exchange. 

I answer the call; because I’m never 
sure that the message isn’t vitally im- 
portant. If Bobby has fallen off the roof 
and broken his neck, which is likely to 
happen any day, or if Eleanor, who has 
a strange propensity for eating inedible 
things, has nibbled the heads off a box 
of matches, I don’t want to remain in 
ignorance of the facts. 

But I never have received from my 
wife any message even remotely resem- 
bling these. Usually she asks if I posted a 
letter she gave me; or she wants to know if 
I told the plumber about the bathroom 
faucet; or is it Wednesday or Thursday 
that we are going to the theatre; or she 
has had a note from Bobby’s teacher, 
intimating that his record in arithmetic 
would go up if his adenoids went out, and 
do I think he has adenoids? 

Believe me, it isn’t easy to discuss these 
subjects in a way that will make my 


caller, sitting right there opposite me, 
think I am talking over a business matter 
with a customer. When I get so badly 
balled up that my wife declares plaintivel 

she doesn’t know what in the world 

mean, I end it by saying: “Well, I’m to 
see you this evening, you know. Suppose 
we leave it until then.” And I hang up. 

If you inquire why I don’t ask my wife 
not to call me at the office, the answer 
is that I have asked her. Why does she 
keep on doing it? Search me! 

Anyway, it’s something I can’t explain, 
to her, or even to myself. My men friends 
often call me up at the office about fool 
things that have no connection with 
business. Instead of being embarrassed 
before my callers, I feel rather pleased to 
have them hear me cracking jokes about 
my golf game, or chafing a friend about 
something that happened at the Uni- 
versity Club. But, for some reason, I 
hate to have business callers hear me 
discussing with my wife the possibility of 
Bobby’s having adenoids, or a faucet in 
need of a plumber. I can’t explain or 
excuse my attitude. I merely say I wish 
my wife wouldn’t do it. 

Speaking of my son suggests Number 
Seven: I wish my wife would not say 

uite so often: “Harold, dear, I wouldn’t 
x that, if I were you. We must think of 
Bobby. You know he’s going to follow 
your example in everything.” 

She began saying this when our first- 
born was only three weeks old. It’s good 
advice, too. No question about that. The 
little imp seems to think his dad is just 
about all right; and I have to watch my - 
step, because I want him to keep on 
cherishing that flattering idea. 

But I can’t be perfect. I don’t know 
that I want to be. I will even say that 
I'll be able to bear it calmly if my son 
isn’t perfect either. We all go through 
this vale of tears more comfortably if we 
are permitted a few consoling weaknesses. 
But my wife takes the consolation out of 
mine when she constantly reminds me that 
I am cast for the rôle of a Good Example. 
I can work at it most of the time. But I 
want an eight-hour-day at it now and 
then. 


WELL I guess I’ve managed to write 
uite a Chapter of Lamentations, 
even if it isn’t a book of them. And, having 

ot in this deep, I am moved to add a few 
brief references to some of the things my 
wife does not do, but of which some wives 
are constantly guilty. 

We all know that many otherwise 
estimable women expect their husbands to 
act as errand boys. Pity the poor married 
man whose wife asks him to stop at the 
store on his way home, to match some 
worsted for her new sweater, or to get an 
extra half yard of silk: “Exactly like this 
sample, John! Now don’t forget, dear, 
will you?” 

Oh, the things some women can think 
up for a man to do “‘on his way home.” 
When my wife and I were first married, 
she showed signs of becoming a wonder at 
this mental exercise. But I was wise. I 
had what you call “‘vision.” I looked into 
the future, and saw myself, a haggard 
victim of Things- To-Do-on-My- - 
Home. With the desperate cunning of a 
hunted creature, I deliberately mis- 
matched worsted; got two yards of the 
wrong silk instead of half a yard of the 
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s No other nation is more definitely awake to the 
A nat 10n turns f 0 benefits of life in the open air than America 


the out-of-doors °*” 


The Ford car, which provides reliable motoring 
at a cost millions can afford, is one of the big and 
vital factors in this turning to the out-of-doors. 


It has made it possible for city dwellers to reclaim 
Todor . gsaqo Precious hours from the routine of work, for rec- 


Runabout $260 š A 
r Fordor . $660 reation and exercise; to find the wholesome and 
O. B. 


Touring . $290 


Coupe . $520 | AU Prices F. necessary relaxation that only fresh air and sun- 
On Open Corr Sse Bellows Thret Onin" shine assure. 
at an extra cost of $25 


FORD MOTOR COMPANY «- DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


THE UNIVERSAL CAR 
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KEEPS THE HAIR IN PLACE 


Free Offer 


} Standard Laboratories, Inc. Dept. T-22 
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that just won't 
stay in place — 


HAVE you hair that is too wiry? 
Or very dry? That just will not 
stay in place? 

Try Stacomb. It will give you 
a new idea of how your hair can 
look. 


Makes it lie smartly trim and smooth — 
Just a touch of Stacomb keeps the 
most unmanageable hair easily in 
control. Smooth a little Stacomb on 
your hair in the morning. Brush it 
the way you want it. That’s the 
way it will stay all day. 

With this delicate, invisible cream, 
thousands of men are keeping their 
hair well-groomed. 

And women everywhere, who are 
wearing the smart, short bobs, are 
finding Stacomb the way to achieve 
exactly the close-to-the-head effect 
they want. 


Keeps it in better condition—Stacomb 
helps prevent dandruff, and does 
not dry out the hair and leave 
it brittle as water does. Use Sta- 
comb for just ten days and see how 
your hair improves. Never shiny, 
but smooth, lustrous—the way you 
want it. 

Use Stacomb tomorrow morning 
and look your best all day! 

You can get Stacomb at any drug 
or department store—in jars and 
tubes — or the new Liquid Stacomb 
if you prefer. 

Readers in Canada should address Stand- 


ard Laboratories, Ltd., 727 King St., 
West, Toronto, Ont. 


wann ore 


113 West 18th Street, New York City 


Plea e of charge, a generou 


right one; bought a novel by Joseph 
Conrad when my wife had asked for poems 
by Julia Cooley; purchased number seven 
Hotes for her, when I well knew, and was 
secretly proud of the fact, that she wore 
size five and a half. 

This method was a bit expensive; but 
I didn’t have to use it very long. My 
wife soon gave me up as hopeless; and 
I have been able, ever since, to wend my 
homeward way in peace. 

Here is another thing: Some wives 
have personal habits which get on their 
husbands’ nerves. There is, for instance, 
the boudoir-cap habit. This is usually 
accompanied by the kimono habit. 

Very few men exchange confidences in 
regard to their domestic relations; but 
sometimes a harried husband lets slip a 
remark he doubtless would be glad to 
recall. These inadvertent comments have 
tipped me off to several things. And 
among them is the fact that some wives 
have the habit of appearing at the 
breakfast table wearing the garments I 
have just mentioned. 

If l had to eat breakfast every morning 
opposite a boudoir cap I’d start a cam- 
paign to make it a legal ground for divorce. 

One man told me that the bane of his 
married life was mules. Not the quad- 
rupeds famous for their ability to deliver 
a knockout kick; but the loose sort of 
slippers some women wear. 

He told me that when a woman walks 
in these slippers, they go “klippity-klop, 
klippity-klop,” at every step. He said 
that his wife klippity-klops from the time 
she gets out of bed until he dashes away 
to catch the train for town. In the 
rhythmic rattle of the cars, his disordered 
brain hears the echo of her klippity-klops. 

I will now conclude this dissertation 
on “Little Thorns That Pierce the Mas- 
culine Soul” by referring to a not un- 
common feminine habit which is unpardon- 
able. I mean the careless way in which 
some wives spill the business beans by 
repeating things their husbands have told 
them in confidence. 

The normal man would /tke to tell his 


wife about business deals. He comes 
home, all het up over something he is 
trying to put through. It may be a matter 
he can’t talk about at the office. He’s 
just aching to pour it all out to somebody. 
Frend Wife is interested in him, proud 
of him, thinks he’s great. She lends a 
sympathetic ear, and he confides his Big 
Plans to her. Perhaps he is worried about 
business and talks ıt over with her. Or 
he may have had a set-to with his 
employer, and, pining for sympathy, he 
thinks home is a safe place to work off 
some of his irritation by telling his wife 
all about it. 

A woman who, under the circum- 
stances, will go out and repeat what has 
been confided to her ought to be drawn 
and quartered, or, at least, halved. My 
wife—blessed be her name!—is one 
hundred per cent perfect in this respect. 

I have just recalled one more worm 
which preys, as it were, on the damask 
cheek of matrimonial happiness. It is 
what I will call the suffering-in-silence 
habit. And it is one to which wives seem 
to be peculiarly addicted. 

At the dinner table, for instance, a 
difference of opinion develops on some 
subject. Preliminary sparring warms up 
the combatants. The Braband is ready to 
clinch and have it out, then and there. 
But the wife suddenly assumes an attitude 
of injured innocence and passive re- 

roach. For days she goes about, wrapped 
in a mantle of cold politeness. 

A man is helpless against such tactics. 
When she says, with an air of loft 
patience, “We won’t discuss the matter, ” 
it simply puts a wall of ice between them. 

If she would only talk the thing out, 
even fight it out! They might kia e 
some sharp blows. Both of them might 
get hurt. But that would be better than 
a wall of ice between them. 

Only a few times, since my wife and 
I took each other for better or for worse, 
has she frozen me out in this manner. We 
occasionally enjoy a good, honest scrap. 
After it is over, we have a lovely time 
binding up each other’s mental wounds. 


Things I Wish My Wife (or Husband) Wouldn’t Do 


Prize Contest Announcement 


F YOU are a married woman, yen have 

probably found that your husband has 
a number of little habits that you wish he 
would break; and if yow are a married 
man, your wife, no doubt, has some ways 
about her that don’t add anything much 
to your happiness. The husband whose 
“chapter of lamentations” you have just 
finished reading stated his case in a 
perfectly good-natured way. Even his 
wife could hardly be offended at what he 
has to say. And that’s the way we want 
you to write. This contest is not designed 
to give anyone a chance to say petty, 
mean things. It’s just a chance to act 
as a good-natured critic and, maybe, bene- 
fit other people at the same time. 

Write in Ria. but write definitely. If 
you are a husband, compare your little 
grievances with those of the man who 
wrote the foregoing article. If you are a 
wife, make up your list of “things I wish 
he wouldn’t do,” and then compare your 
husband’s trivial shortcomings with those 


which are set forth next month in an 
answer to the article you have just read. 
For a wife has her say next month! Both 
husbands and wives, send your lists to us. 
We shall print the prize-winning letters, 
and also a summary statement showing the 
prevailing faults of husbands and wives, 
as they are revealed by this contest. 

For the best letter of not more than 400 
words we offer the following prizes: $30, 
first prize; $20, second prize; $10, third 
prize. Competition closes July 20th. Win- 
ning letters will appear in the October 
issue. 

Address Contest Editor, THE AMERICAN 
MaGazine, 250 Park Ave., New York City. 

Contributions to this contest and any 
enclosures cannot be returned, so you 
must make a copy of your contest letter, 
and of any enclosures, if you want to 
preserve them. Manuscripts and in- 
quiries not connected with the contest 
must be sent under separate cover to the 
Editor of THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE. 
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The Toll 


eee little ships 
weighed anchor in the 
harbor of Palos, Spain, four 
hundred and thirty-three 
years ago and set sail upon 
a perilous adventure; 88 
hardy, hopeful souls faced 
the unknown. Had Colum- 
bus and his men gone down 
who can say what the his- 
tory of America would 
have been? 

Imagine a fleet of 68 Santa 
Marias, 68 Pintos and 68 
Nifias—204 ships in all— 
going to the bottom of the 
sea with every one of their 
crews drowned! Then you 
will have some idea of the 
number of persons who per- 
ished last yearin the United States from drown- 
ing accidents. More than 6,000 drowned—and 
of these 6,000, more than half in the four months 
of June, July, August and September! 

Day after day, all through the summer, your news- 
paper tells the tragic story of death by drowning. 
Some one dares a beginner to swim out to the raft. 
He tries—and fails. Or perhaps there is a high 
wind and the water is too rough for safe swimming. 
Even the strongest swimmers have met death by 
taking unnecessary chances. “Go ahead, be a 
sport” has brought disaster to more persons than 
ever will be known. 


Don’t Be a “‘Sport’—Be a Sportsman 


There isa vast difference between a sport and a 
sportsman. The sportsman is courageous and will- 
ingly hazards his life for others—but he is not a 
daredevil. He is brave—but without bravado. He 
is ready for emergencies—but does not challenge 
danger. 

The sport, showily daring, is a poor imitation of a 
sportsman. The sport is the one who does stunts 
in the water to dazzle onlookers—who dives with- 


“Imagine a Fleet * * *” 


of Water 


‘outknowing thedepthof the 
water or what lies beneath 
its surface—who swims 
out beyond his depth disre- 
ding the danger of un- 
own currents, undertow 
and cramps. 
Learn to swim if you don't 
know how—not alone be- 
cause swimming is joyous 
recreation and splendid 
exercise—but so that you 
can save your own life and 
the lives of others if called 
upon. Deaths by drowning 
occur even on park lakes 
where there would seem to 
beevery likelihood of rescue. 
Some thoughtless person 
rocks the boat—and then— 


Swimming is not atall a difficult accomplishment. 
Once learned it cannot be forgotten. It becomes al- 
most asautomaticas walking. Good instructorsmay 
be foundalmosteverywhere. It is of highest impor- 
tanceto be well taught. There are many self-taught 
swimmerswhowouldbeof little useinanemergency. 


Your Chance to Save a Life 


There is one thing that you and everybody, young 
and old, should know how to do—revive 
the apparently drowned. Often they are not 
dead though life seems to be extinct. 
Patient, persistent manipulation of the Pe 

right kind would bring them back to 2 N 


consciousness. It is heart-breaking to / =$ 
think of the lives that could have been .«wry," / 
saved if some one in the crowd, stand- 2 >\, $ ) 
ing paralyzed with horror, had but % jy £) 


known the simple manipulations neces- i 
sary to rekindle the vital spark. ENA 
Thissummer, be prepared. Never court 
danger but be ready to meet the great 
hazard that sometimes lurks in water 
sports. 


During the months of July, August many as from typhoid fever and parently drowned body, as wellas what 


and September, deaths from accidents diphtheria together. 
lead all 


It is the duty of parents to have their 
children instructed in swimming and 
the art of resuscitation, so that the 
danger from drowrting attending sum- 
mer vacations may be minimized. 


other causes—except heart 

disease and tuberculosis — among the 

22,000,000 policyholders in the Met- 

ropolitan Life Insurance Company. 

aths from drowning are at their 
height during these months. 


The Metropolitan has preparedabook- is valuable and may be wanted any 
In July 1924 the number of deaths let “ Artificial Respiration’? which moment. The booklet will be mailed 
among Metropolitan policyholders shows by diagrams just how torestore free. Send for it 


m drowning was about twice as breathing by manipulation of the ap- 


to do in the case of gas suffocation or ee 
electric shock. Carbon monoxide poi- 
soning claimsan inoreasing number of 
victims each year because it is not gen- 
erally known that artificial respiration, 
applied in time, will restore life. The 
information contained in this booklet 


HALEY FISKE, President. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY~NEW YORK 


Biggest in the World, More Assets, More Policyholders, More Insurance in force, More new Insurance each ye: 
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HE AVERAGE conception of gas is of some- 
thing that functions largely in the kitchen and 
on many city streets. Few people realize the 
extent to which it has contributed to industrial 
progress. New industries have actually been cre- 
ated by the development of efficient appliances 
for gas utilization. The efficiency of gas as a fuel 
is reflected in the quality of many products offered 
to the public. A conservative estimate would place 
at one thousand the variety andnumber of present- 
day uses of the gas utility. 
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~an essential utility 
and an opportunity 


Ta manufacture of gas is an industry a century 
old, yet ever new. No one can foresee the limits 
of its usefulness. No one can take the measure of its 
opportunities. Gas today cooks breakfast, luncheon 
and dinner for nearly half the population of the 
United States and is an essential fuel in industry— 
efficient, economical, unfailing. 


Invested capital in the gas industry today approxi- 
mates four billion dollars. In one year more than 
four hundred and fifty million dollars was spent in 
construction and extension. Yet the production and 
distribution facilities of all gas companies must be still 
further increased to fill the demands of homes and 
industries. The funds necessary for this expansion 
will be supplied by the large and small investors of 
the nation. 


If you would have a better understanding of the gas 
utility, its present service and future possibilities, write 
for our booklet, “Gas—An Essential Utility and an 


Opportunity.” 
HAMBLETON and COMPANY 


Investment Bankers 


ESTABLISHED 1865 


NEW YORK and BALTIMORE 


43 Exchange Place, New York 


Gas is perhaps the least understood of all 
the public utilities. We shall be glad to 
send you this booklet of interesting infor- 
mation abeut she gas industry. 
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What impression 
does your skin create ? 


OW will those whom you 

meet today remember you to- 
morrow?—first impressions make 
lasting memories. Will they think 
of you as keen, alert, dainty, alto- 
gether charming, or will a bad skin 
make you seem sluggish, indifferent, 
careless? 


Don't let people get 4 wrong impression 
of you. Guard your skin against those 
enemies—blackheads, oiliness, clogged pores, 
sallowness, etc.,—which destroy its beauty 
and place you in a wrong light. Cleanliness 
is the chief source of a good complexion 
and among medical skin specialists cleansing 
with a pure soap and warm water is the 
method most highly recommended. 


Resinol Soap is ideal for every skin and 
will stand any test of purity. Its particular 
fragrance as well as its rich color is your 
guarantee for the healthful Resinol proper- 
ties it contains. No heavy perfume is 
required to conceal inferior quality. Buy 
a cake from your druggist or toilet goods 
dealer, and bathe your face with it tonight. 
Note how readily it lathers, how gently but 
thoroughly it cleanses the pores, how easily 
it rinses, how soft, velvety and refreshed 
it leaves your skin. 


Should blemishes appear, apply a little 
Resinol Ointment and see how quickly it 
clears them away. This healing ointment 
has also been used successfully for years 
for the relief of itching, burning skin 
troubles. Your druggist sells the Resinol 
products. 


Dept. L, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 
I have © ! Resinol Soap or Ointment, 
go ple imple of each. 


States. osc g inii 
nt plainly 
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Three Old-Timers 


(Continued from page 23) 


“Where in thunder—” 

In a moment she was back, and fol- 
lowing her came a shrewd-eyed little 
man of many years, who nodded to them 
easily, and crossed to warm his hands at 
the fire, unimpressed by the frowns of 
Candless. 

Mrs. Gill stood off, looking at the new- 
comer with a pleased smile. She uttered 
little birdlike noises of delight. 

Candless boomed, “What is it you 
want, my friend?” He looked down on 
the visitor angrily. 

“Going by,” the latter replied. “Old 
friend of Nort Gill’s; thought I’d drop in 
on Mis’ Gill. Don’t let me bother any- 
body. My name’s Winship.” 

“Well, Mr. Winship,” Candless said 
sourly, “this is a bad time for calling. 
Mrs. Gill, as you can see, is engaged—” 

“That’s all right,” the doc interrupted, 
agreeably; “go right ahead.” 

Candless was nonplused for a moment. 
His lawyer shuffled his papers, chose one. 

“Mrs. Gill,” he said, “here is that 
paper you wanted to sign.” 

Hie heed his eyes on the old lady; she 
wavered, looked at Winship, as though 
appealing to him, took a step forward. 
Gifford handed her a pen and opened the 
square bottle of ink that he had placed 
on the table. 

“Doc Winship,? Mrs. Gill faltered, 
“T’m all confused. Mr. Candless wants 
me to sign this—” 

“You asked that it be prepared for 
your signature, Mrs. Gill,” the attorney 
interjected, holding her with his eyes. 

“Tm not much of a hand at business,” 
Doc Winship said. “ But if you’d like me 
to look—” 

“See here, neighbor!” Candless broke 
in violently; “when you’re wanted to 
act as business adviser Pll resign and 
you can take my place. At present your 
room would be more acceptable than 
your company! Mrs. Gill, I told you 
time was precious—if I didn’t, I meant 
to. Let’s get this thing finished up.” 


MES. GILL did not hesitate longer. She 
looked pitifully at Doc Winship, ad- 
justed the pen in her trembling fingers, sat 
down in a chair at the table. Doc Winship, 
humming a tune dissonantly, strolled 
toward the window. In passing, he 
brushed her arm. Her hand was shaken 
and the pen made a scrawling line across 
the face of the typewritten document. 

Doc Winship, with a snort that was 
intended for an apology, put his hand 
out quickly, as though to recover the pen 
for her, and his fingers struck the bottle 
of ink. It was tipped over—its black 
contents rushed out on the document, 
smudging it, defacing it, and flying over 
the other papers beside it. 

“Look out!” Candless bellowed, with 
an oath. 

“You blundering shrimp!” Lawyer 
Gifford cried. He picked up the sheets— 
shook them—fairly danced in his rage. 

Candless caught Doc Winship by the 
shoulder and sent him spinning against 
the wall. 

“That’s enough. of you!” he exclaimed, 


purpling with anger. “Get out of here”? 

rs. Gill was shrinking in her chair, 
frightened and distraught. The ink had 
smudged her fingers and she began wiping 
them on her little handkerchief, gazing 
at them wonderingly. Her mouth worked, 
like that of a child about to cry. 

Doc Winship recovered his balance. 

“My fault,” he said. “Always was 
awk’ard round a house!” He sat down 
at the window, taking out his pipe com- 
fortably. “Guess I better set still, ’fore 
I do any more damage!” 

Candless seemed to consider throwing 
him from the room. He was plainly 
puzzled. His lawyer, quicker to regain his 
poise, shook his Pead. Candless, mutter- 
ing, walked across and stood-between the 
pair at the table and this unaccount- 
able visitor. His face was set in a scowl. 


“GE along, Gifford,” he snapped. 
“You’ve a fountain pen, I suppose.” 

Gifford had. He caught Mrs. Gill’s 
wandering attention again, chose a 
second paper for her to sign, and pre- 
sented it. 

Doc Winship spoke up: 

“If it aint on-mannerly, I’d like to 
ask, Mis’ Gill, if you understand—” 

Candless leaped at him—pushed a big 
hand over his mouth, roughly. 

“If you don’t shut up,” he muttered 
in a low voice, “Pll kick you out of here! 
I’ve had enough of you!” He raised his 
voice. “Thats what Mrs. Gill is 
signing,” he said cheerfully. “We’vetalked 
it all over, haven’t we, Mrs. Gill?” 

Nancy Gill nodded feebly. She had 
not turned toward the window, where 
Doc Winship sat, and Candless stood. 
She signed. Her pen made a slight 
scratching sound in the stillness, as it 
traveled over the heavy paper. 
aud now this one,” Lawyer Gifford 
said. 

Doc Winship uttered an exclamation. 

“Well, as I fve and breathe!” he said. 
“Mis’ Gill, do you know who’s comin’ 
ups this minute, in a livery rig, from the 

ot Springs Road? Jedge Ezra Marker, 
from over to Gold Bar! Well, well, well! 
You recollect qor Marker?” 

The old lady’s eyes filled with tears. 

“Judge Marker? Gold Bar? Yes. 
Nort was there—and a driver; with six 
horses, cracking his whip—” 

For a moment she was transfixed, 
thinking of the past. She brushed her 
fingers over her eyes again, as though 
clearing from them the mist. She smiled. 

“Why,” she exclaimed, “Judge Marker 
can advise me!” 

Old Doc Winship had gone to the door. 
Candless, muttering, angry, perturbed, 
had snatched up the two signed papers. 
His eyes lightened. 

“ Power of attorney and memorandum 
of agreement?” he asked Gifford. 

“The rest don’t matter,” the lawyer 
said. 

“Wing will acknowledge the signature 
in Lassen. He knows her hand.” 

“Then it’s all over—that part of it,” 
the attorney observed, with satisfaction. 

Judge Marker was in the door, bowing 
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“Tell me what your children eat and I will show you 
the kind of men and women they will be!” 


T is the statement ofa famous scientist. Of course, he referred to their physical future—their 
health, their size, their appeara 
Think how the character of our 


nce. 
food—the poor or proper balance of food elements—influences 


our welfare as adults! Then consider how much greater is this influence over children, whose bodies 


are just being formed—whose development is being determined, day by day! 


or instance, it is startling to know that even the contours of the face and head—the very outlines 
which make up the appearance in later life—depend, to a surprising degree, on the exercise of the 
jaws and facial muscles. For normal development of these bones and muscles, children must eat 
foods that require chewing. 


Essential food elements, plus crispness to encourage chewing 


Much of our modern diet is deficient in one or 
more of the basic food elements. A lack of any one 
of these elements is serious—critically serious to 
children. But we can't all be food dietitians, and 
arrange each meal.from the standpoint of basic 
food elements. 


It was to help overcome this fault that Grape- 
Nuts was originated—a food designed, deliber- 
ately, to supply elements essential to the diet: 
dextrins, maltose and other carbohydrates for heat 
and energy; iron for the blood; phosphorus for 
the teeth and bones; proteins for muscle and body- 
building; and the essential vitamin-B—a builder 
of the appetite. Eaten with milk or cream, Grape- 
Nuts is an exceptionally well-balanced ration. 


And Grape-Nuts is a crisp food! A food chil- 
dren like to chew. A food which exercises the 
bones and muscles that give the face its outlines. 


Dentists agree, moreover, that the appalling 
prevalence of poor teeth is due largely to the soft 
food we habitually eat today. The teeth and gums 
are not properly exercised. Grape-Nuts corrects 
this. 

A special baking process prepares Grape-Nuts 
for digestion—gives children the fuel and body- 
building elements they need, with the least di- 
gestive effort. 


— no other food can bring 
these all-important 


benefits | 


Give your youngsters Grape-Nuts for break- 
fast. Serve with whole milk or cream. Two table- 
spoonfuls are enough—for this food is rich in 
nourishment. They will love the nut-like flavor 
stored up in the crisp, golden grains—a flavor 
which is the favorite of millions. 


Get a package from your grocer today or accept 
the following offer. 


Grape-Nuts is one of the Post Health Products, 
which include also Instant Postum, Postum Cereal, 
Post Toasties (Double-thick Corn Flakes), and Post's 
Bran Flakes. 


An authoritative booklet on the feeding of 
children—and two servings of 
Grape-Nuts free! 

We have arranged with an authority on child- 
health to send you a valuable discussion of the 
feeding of infants and children. We will also send 
you (for yourself) “A Book of Better Breakfasts,” 
written by a former physical director of Cornell 
Medical College. And we will include two in- 
dividual packages of Grape-Nuts—enough for 
two servings—This is a free service to you as a 
mother. Mail the coupon now. 


FREE— MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


Postum Cereat Company, Inc, 
Battle Creck, Mich. 

Please send me, free, two trial packages of Grape 
Nuts, her with your Booki o the correct 
feeding ildren and also “A Book of Better Break- 
fasts,” by a former physical director of Cornell 
Medical College. 


Nae a a STENENE EES A 


a og CE even ne ET ree 


Address Canaptan Postum Cerear Co., Ltd. 
45 Front St., East, Toronto, Ontario’ 
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Nothing Equals 
BETTER PLASTERING 
for Beauty, Permanence 

and Safety 


T EMEMBER that the walls and 

ceilings of your home repre- 
sent 80% of its visible interior. 
Upon their appearance will de- 
pend your satisfaction and safety 
in years to come. 
No other interior finish is so 
beautiful as plastering—so per- 
fectly adapted to graceful curves, 
texture finishes or plane surfaces. 
At but little added cost your 
plastering contractor will rein- 
force the plaster with steel, thus 
preserving your ceilings and walls 
and making them crack-proof. 
The METAL lath holds the plaster 
i@ place, effectively retarding fire 
in reaching the wood studs and 
joists. 

Are You Going to Build? 


Every prospective home owner should have 
a copy of “Beuer Plastering.” It explains 
why plastering is so important to the sucawss 
of a home and shows how Better Plastering, 
with METAL lath to reinforce and preserve, 
minimizes repair and retards fire. Send fora 
copy. Free 


NATIONAL COUNCIL for 
BETTER PLASTERING 
819 Madison Square Bidg., Chicago 


ceremoniously. He looked bigger than 
ever, very erect; but he was fatigued, and 
showed it. His clothes and bearing were 
perfect, however—black stock, black 
frock coat, light trousers, speckless shoes, 
his air of dignity and composure. 

R Nancy Gill!” he said; “I’m flattered 
to death! You’re looking uncommonly 
well—uncommonly!” 

He crossed, and bent over her hand. 
She trembled with delight, and tears 
filled her eyes. 

“Tm so glad you’ve come, Judge! Why 
didn’t I send for you—” 

“Pshaw, Nancy! Im here.” He 
turned, facing the two city men. “Mr. 
Candless, no doubt! And you, sir, I take 
to be a counselor at law.” 

“I am,” Gifford said. The initiative 
was now with the judge—he had that 
kind of presence. 

“I am Ezra Marker, practicing in 
Calaveras County,” he said. “ Represent- 
ing Mrs. Gill’—he bowed to her for- 
mally—“‘at her request.” 

“Thank you, Judge,” Nancy Gill said. 
When she could avoid the savage eye of 
Perry Candless she found the mists 
disappearing from her brain. She tried 
to keep her gaze~steadily on the lined, 
weather-beaten face of Boc Winship or 
on the ruddy, strong countenance of the 
old judge. She knew now that she had 
almost done some vital thing having to 
do with the place. Almost? Or quite? 

Judge Marker was speaking: 

‘In Mrs. Gill’s behalf I took the 
liberty of filing, late last evening, in the 
county seat of Plumas County, a lis 
pendens in connection with all the mat- 
ters relating to transfers of the property 
and estate of the late Norton Gill and of 
Nancy Gill, his wife.” 

Candless bellowed. 

“What in thunder do you mean by 
that, you old scoundrel?” 

“Mr. Gifford is your attorney. I will 
have no communication with you, sir.” 

Candless, appearing to meditate an 
angry retort and then to think better of 
it, turned on Gifford. 

“What’s this fandango he has filed?” 

The little attorney’s brows went up. 

“An obstruction, Candless; nothing 
more. A legal notice to all whom it may 
| concern that litigation is to be- begun, or 
has been begun, in a given matter con- 
cerning property rights and transfers. 
| It kate PaA A be a temporary cloud 
on a title.” 

“You mean that it ties up the deal with 
Satterwhite’s outfit?” 

“Yes. But a few minutes in court 
would dispose of it, as you have Mrs. 
Gill’s power of attorney—signed.”” 

He glanced at Judge Marker. The 
latter was plainly taken aback. 

“Signed?” he asked. 

“Signed!” Gifford said, with a leer. 

The judge sat down, checkmated. 
Resources of the law, as he had known it, 
| flashed into his mind; at best, though, 
| they were all slow and costly processes. 


CANDLESS, visibly straightening, tri- 
umphant, received with a nod a whis- 
pered suggestion from his counsel. 
“Now, Mrs. Gill,” he said, sharply, 
going over to fix her with his cold stare, 


| rue 


it’s time we were moving. We won’t 


| wait for your friend to come up—the 
+e et + 


woman. We’ll meet her on the way. If 
you'll get your things, please.” 

Doc Winship started. 

“Mrs. Gill isn’t going anywhere,” he 

rotested. He was a pygmy beside the 

ig man. Candless clenched a fist. 

‘I’ve heard the last I’m going to from 
you!” he roared, with an oath. “You 
and your shyster friend are through!” 
Unable to keep his temper longer, he 
struck the old wagoner in the face with a 
heavy hand. Doc Winship went back- 
ward—staggering. Judge Marker, grip- 
ping his ebony cane, started to rise. 
Gifford shoved him into his chair. 

“Come, Mrs. Gill!” Candless barked. 

He snatched up a couch cover and threw 
it around her shoulders. He took her 
elbow firmly. He walked her toward the 
door. 

“Where?” she quavered. “Away from 
the place? But where?” 

“To an asylum!” he said angrily. 
“Where you belong. Where you can’t 
do yourself any harm—or come to any 
from others!” He glanced at Doc Win- 
ship and Judge Marker. The two old 
men gasped. 

A long, trembling, piercing cry rose 
from Mrs. Gill’s lips. She faltered and 
would have fallen. 

“The asylum? For the insane? In- 
sane? Am I insane? Mr.Candless, am I?” 

“Aren’t you?” he demanded, brusquely. 
“You'll kind the court believes so. 
This afternoon—” 


CAN DLESS threw open the door—and 
Piney Johnson stepped into it. He 
stood leaning against the jamb, throwing 
the lapels of his mackinaw back with his 
thumbs—slipping his hands down until 
they caught in his belt. A revolver butt 

Patrula there. Johnson did not touch it. 

e did not glance at it. But Candless did. 

“Lawin’s too slow, eh, Jedge?” Piney 
drawled. “‘Doc figgered it might be!” 
i Judge Marker stood up, his face trans- 

gured. 

“Piney Johnson!” he cried. 

Candless step back—released his 
hold on Mrs. Gill’s arm. 

“You’re—that Johnson?” he asked. 

“I ain’t changed much,” Johnson ob- 
served for answer. “Trouble you to back 
up a little, Candless.” He turned to the 
judge again. “I’m late,” he said. “Got 
ton ed down, couple o’ times. But I 
made it. Go ahead, Jedge. What comes 
next on the program?” 

d Doc Winship answered. 

He rose, gratuitously shouldering the 
big, flabby-faced, beaten Candless aside. 
He crossed to the table, picked up from 
the open brief case of Lawyer Grfford 
the two papers Mrs. Gill had signed. 

Candless lunged, with outstretched 
hands and a cry. Doc Winship very 
coolly pushed an open palm into the 
city man’s face, walked to the fireplace, 


ripped the documents in two, and 
dropped them into the fire. 
“The law all right, e,” he said 


sententiousty. “We can all see that. 
But there’s times when a man recollects 


back to the days when the Vigilantes 


' straightened Californy out. without any.” 


He paused, looking at Judge Marker. 
“ Don’t see any reason for keeping Piney’s 
friend Candless here any longer, do you 
Jedge?” 
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SUCH POPULARITY MUST BE DESERVED 
A brilliant race and a colorful crowd to cheer its favorites on! 
Much less spectacular perhaps is Chesterfield’s race for sales, 
but smokers from coast to coast are backing it by the million. 
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“Mammoth Industries choose 


Because Longview, Washington, Was Proved by Thorough Investigation to Offer 
Completely Those Essentials Necessary for Successful Industry, the Weyer- 
haeuser Lumber Interests, the Fleishhacker Banking Interests 
and Other Great Business Concerns Now Announce 
Large Investments In This New Industrial 
City of the Pacific Northwest. 


CLAY LMI GU Mi Li ll 


Hotel Monticello 


Big Business MUST Be Sure 

More than three years ago The 
Long-Bell Lumber Company, through 
its engineers and transportation ex- 
perts, selected as the most efficient 
site for its greatest lumber plants a 
body of land at the junction of the 
Cowlitz and Columbia Rivers, halfway 
between Portland and the Pacific 
Ocean. At this point the new city of 
Longview, Washington, in many ways 
a city without parallel in the history 
of municipalities, is located. 

The same tests by which this large 
lumber concern decided upon Long- 
view have been and are now being 
applied by other industries seeking an 
ideal location in America’s fastest 
growing section—the Pacific North- 
west. 

Though less than two years old, 
Longview has grown from nothing to 
a bustling young city of more than 
7,000 population. 


MONTHLY PAYROLLS 
$800,000 


Longview’s payrolls will ag- 


gregate $800,000 a month as 
early as July, it is conserva- 
tively estimated. 


Weyerhaeusers Select Longview 


Now comes another great lumber 
and timber company and, after apply- 
ing those indisputable tests just as 
Long-Bell did, or, if possible, with 
greater care, also selects Longview as 
the site for one of its great manufac- 
turing plants—the Weyerhaeuser Tim- 
ber Company, the largest private tim- 
ber holders in the United States. 

This company has timber enough 
immediately available to the Longview 
site to justify its largest plant. Con- 
struction will begin and progress as 
rapidly as is practicable. 

The Weyerhaeuser development 
means a great influx of construction 
labor and, with the plant complete, a 
large payroll—a considerable and per- 
manent increase in population. 


A Night View of the Long-Bell Manufacturing Plants 


Why They Invested 
in Longview 

“We consider Longview as 
the best possible mill site on 
the Columbia River affording, 
as it does, the most economical 
water transportation as well as 
railway facilities for shipment 
that are not excelled by any 
other location in either Wash- 
ington or Oregon.”—From a 
statement by the Vice-President 
and General Manager of the 
Weyerhaeuser Timber Co. 


“After looking into the gen- 
eral situation at Longview and 
feeling confident in its future 
growth and stability, negotia- 
tions for the purchase of the 


controlling intera (in the 
Longview National Bank) were 
completed.—The purchase is a 
striking evidence of the impres- 
sion Longview has made upon 
business and financial interests 
in other parts of the country.” 
—From a statement by a vice- 
president of The Anglo & Lon- 
don Paris National Bank of San 
Francisco. 


Banking Capital Proves Its Faith 

The conservatism of large bankers 
is proverbial and the new city of Long- 
view feels special pride in the coming 
of the Fleishhacker interests, the con- 
trolling group in The Anglo & London 
Paris National Bank of San Francisco, 
one of the largest and most outstand- 
ing national banks on the Pacific 
Coast. These bankers have purchased 
the control of the Longview National 
Bank, founded in May, 1923, and 
today with resources of $932,000. 

This banking purchase was not made 
by the San Francisco bank but by in- 
dividuals identified with it. 


Long-Bell To Enlarge Its Plants 


Though The Long-Bell Lumber Com- 
pany is now operating its extensive 
lumber manufacturing plants at Long- 
view double-shift with a capacity of 
1 million feet a day, announcement is 
made that there will be built at once 


BIA A IA LL 


Community Church 


a second manufacturing unit which 
will greatly increase the capacity. 


The 1925 Building Program 

Longview’s building activities this 
year in addition to the large projects 
described above will include: 

The first unit of a $200,000 public 
hospital with 80 beds now being erected. 

A $150,000 public library. 

A $75,000 passenger station. 

A $125,000 Community Church. 

Five larger business buildings aggre- 
gating $250,000 being built—others to 
follow. 

A $100,000 addition to the public 
school. 

Fifteen additional miles of concrete 
paving. 

Where Rail, Water and Highway Meet 

Three transcontinental railways— 
the Northern Pacific, the Union Pa- 
cific and the Great Northern—using 
a double track line between Portland 
and Seattle, are at Longview’s door. 

The Longview, Portland and North- 
ern taps the rich Cowlitz River valley 
to the northward. Forty miles to the 
north, the Chicago, Milwaukee and St. 
Paul has a southern terminus of an 
important branch line and at one point 
is approximately 20 miles from the 
Longview, Portland and Northern. 

Two internationally famous paved 
highways—the Columbia River High- 
way and the Pacific Highway—serve 
Longview: Motor traffic passes quickly 
(15 minutes on ferry) from one to 
another via the Longview-Ranier fer- 
ries plying on regular schedules on the 
Columbia River. 

A third highway, designated as the 
Ocean Beach Highway, now being built, 
will connect Longview directly with 
the Pacific Ocean. 

Continued on next page 
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LONGVIEW, Wash. 


A Tremendous Building Program Launched Including a Lumber Manufac- 
turing Plant by the Weyerhaeusers, Another Unit for the Long-Bell 
Plants, a Public Library, Additional School Unit, Hospital, 
Community Church, New Railway Station, 

Business Buildings, Homes—All Aggre- 
gating Millions In Investment. 


td didi bhi. 
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Public Hospital 


The Longview of Today 

The laying out of Longview was 
done by expert city planners far in 
advance of the first construction work. 
The new city was zoned for residential, 
business and manufacturing with rea- 
sonable restrictions to insure its future. 

The city was dedicated and the first 
permanent building—Hotel Monticello 
—was opened in July, 1923. 

Longview has today, in addition to 
the projects mentioned elsewhere: 

64 miles streets graded. 

40 miles graveled. 

11 miles concrete paved. 

22 miles concrete sidewalk. 

43 miles water main. 

27 miles storm and sanitary sewer. 

5.37 miles lighted by ornamental 
street lights. 

4.35 additional miles lighted by over- 
head units. 

52 business buildings complete or 
under construction. 

275 business enterprises. 


A MOST SIGNIFICANT FACT 


Longview has grown from 
nothing to a permanent, mod- 


ern city in less than two years 
time without the use of “boom 
methods.” 


Two banks; combined deposits over 
$1,000,000; 4,000 depositors. 

Post Office from fourth to second 
class in year’s time; established carrier 
service March 1, 1925. 

$250,000 four-story 
apartment building. 

Eight to twelve-page daily news- 
paper; 4,400 circulation. 


theater and 


r Er 
ESI E 
io 


4 
> 


Railway Station 


Ocean Freighters Loading at the Longview Docks 


side of the Columbia River 50 miles 

northwest of Portland, 50 miles. east of 

the Pacific Ocean and 135 miles south 
of Seattle. 


The Ten Essentials for Successful 
Industry Offered by Longview 


1—Transportation 4—Reasonable 
by river, by land prices. 
sea, by rail 5—Raw materials. 
and by high- 6—Fuel and 
way. power. 

7—Labor. 

8—Unexcelled cli- 
mate. 

9—A modern 
community. 
10—Community 

spirit. 


2—Accessible 


markets, do- 
mestic and 
foreign. 
8—Expertly 
planned indus- 
trial districts. 


More than 1,400 permanent homes 
complete or under construction. 

Three hotels, one six-story, 200- 
room structure, thoroughly modern. 

Five dormitory hotels with capacity 
of 500 men. 

Six-acre civic center park. 

Nine tennis courts. 

Nine-hole golf course—country club. 

Baseball stadium, city baseball team. 

Community building with gym, swim- 
ming pool, bowling alleys, etc. 


Public Library 


School enrollment of more than 
1,100 with 31 instructors; both grade 
and high school accredited. 

Complete water system. 

Eight buses operate through the city. 

110 boats have discharged cargoes 
of 53,592,666 pounds; 76 ocean-going 
freighters called for export cargoes. 

Longview was second only to Seattle 
in the State of Washington in number 
of new factories established in 1924. 

More than 25 large delegations held 
conventions in Longview in 1924. 

Longview was third in State of 
Washington in January, 1925, and 
November, 1924, and fifth in the state 
during year 1924 in value of building 
permits issued. 


The Robert A. Long Gifts 


Robert A. Long has announced that 
he personally expected to spend for 
the benefit of the city of Longview at 
least a million dollars, within the next 
five to seven years in the development 
of the civic center, the beautification 
of the city’s park system and in assist- 
ing the city in providing exceptionally 
good school facilities. 


You Must See Longview 

Longview must be seen to be appre- 
ciated. Longview is on the direct line 
of summer tourist travel between Port- 
land and Seattle in the midst of won- 
derful, scenic grandeur. 

Summer railroad rates of approxi- 
mately one-half fare for the round trip 
to Longview and other Pacific North- 
west cities in effect May 15. Stop- 
over privileges are easily arranged by 
consulting ticket agents or railway 
conductors. 


The Longview Company 
Longview, Washington 


PLEASE USE THE COUPON IN SENDING FOR LITERATURE 


THE LONGVIEW COMPANY, Longview, Washington 


Dept. 10 


Gentlemen:—Please send me literature Sa fre new city of Longview. Iam 


particularly interested in its opportunity for: 
O Mercantile 
O Commercial 


O Manufacturing 
O Professional 


a check mark in the square) 
O Wholesale 
O Home Site 


O Rental Property Investment 


Name. 
Address 
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Schrader. 


See Be Te 


To get 
+ 
easier 
+ di 
riding 
and longer tire service, main- 
tain even and correct inflation 
in both front tires and rear tires. 


This gives better car balance, 
easier steering, better traction. 


Use a Schrader Tire Gauge 
regularly. It is compact, always 
reliable, the world’s standard. 
At all dealers. 


A. SCHRADER’S SON, Inc. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Toronto 


Chicago London 


I’m Still on the Sucker List But I Don’t 
Bite Any More 


(Continued from page 43) 


twenty-five dollars it got from me in the 
beginning was all it expected. 

eee it dawned upon me that I 
was not destined to fill a place as the 
guiding head of a big business. But was 
there any reason why I shouldn’t be a 
stockholder, a silent partner in some 
business? Emphatically No! About this 
time I seemed to have found a place on a 
Sucker List. Certainly my mail began to 
contain much matter addressing me with 
n “Esquire” on the end, and flattering 
me with financial statements relative to 
the Gahookus Oil and Refining Corpora- 
tion, the deGoofus Coffee Plantations, 
Inc., The Willus J. Bunkum Grapefruit 
Enterprises, etc., etc. 


NE of the first circular letters to me 

set forth, as I recall it, the wonderful 
opportunities residing in the pineapple 
industry in a certain obscure part of the 
globe. That country was simply rolling 
in pineapples, all ‘Neessed up but with 
nobody to give them a mother’s care. If 
those pineapples were properly raised and 
marketed, the foundations of a great 
business would be builded. (Somehow, a 
lot of these promoters use that word 
“builded.”’) All the pineapple promoters 
wanted was people to buy a few lots, the 
money so invested to go to the proper 
growing and marketing of pineapples, 
“dividends to all land owners to follow 
immediately.” 

“Think of the money to be made in 
pineapples!” the circular urged. I did so, 
and was lost. The moment Tent to think- 
ing of the money to be made in anything in 
those days, I was as good as sunk. 

So I eventually became a stockholder. 
I once received a report that dividends 
would be held up, owing to the expenditure 
of morey to build a cannery. That’s the 
last I heard of it. I don’t care about 
pineapples any more. They arouse un- 
pleasant memories. 

Next I became a member of the great 
army of Americans who have entered the 
oil business without their skidchains. Oil 
used to fascinate me. There was some- 
thing so satisfactory in the thought of 
driving a hole in the earth and putting in 
the rest of my life gushing about my 
gusher! I remember the first oil circular I 
ever got. It ran about like this: 


Mr. Henry E. PuaiLLIPs, 

o Elm St., 

New Haven, Conn. 

My pear FRIEND: Your name has been 
given to me as that of a man well enough 
informed on industrial affairs in the United 
States to grasp at once the opportunity for 
quick returns in the oil business. 

few short months ago, with poverty and 
despair before me, I tramped into the wastes of 
Texas. There I discovered something. I dis- 
covered oil. In less than a year I have opened 
eleven gushers. Six others are on the sand. 

A few days ago I stood in the shadow of a 
derrick in a field adjoining mine and saw the 
tearing loose of a 40,000-barrel, howling, roaring 
gusher, spewing its precious fluid all over the 
landscape. Everything within a half-mile was 
covered with oil! 


Giant pine trees look as though they had 
been dipped in oil! 

They are black and greasy! 

Houses 1,000 feet away are drenched with oil! 

This gusher is the sensation of the year. 

I own the surrounding acreage! 

My gushers will be greater than this one, of 
which you doubtless have heard. 

I invite you to join me in the profits. 

This is positively the last call. On June 8th 
my books will close forever! I do not need your 
money. I am offering you an opportunity such 
as you will never again receive to come in with 
me on the ground floor. I have paid two 
dividends of 20 per cent in the last six months. 

This is no fly-by-night promotion scheme. 
There will be No FAvVoRITISM in this company. 
All stockholders will participate at the same 
time. I believe that every stockholder should 
have the same opportunity to enjoy the benefits 
of this company, in its broad, safe, basic 
plans. 


And a lot more, including tables of 
earnings, maps with derricks sticking all 
over them. This letter would seem comic 
to-day, but it didn’t strike me then as 
being at all absurd. Even the fact that 
my name was not “Henry E” didn’t 
bother me. I had been reading stories of 
riches made in the oil fields. Bvarybady 
was talking oil at the time. 

Enclosed with the letter was a neat and 


pretty-looking blank for me to sign. You 
know the kind. 


With the distinct understanding that I 
participate in the proceeds of all wells now 
producing or to be drilled in the future for 
bil & Refining Corporation, and also that I 
participate in the profits to accrue from the 
storing of oil and selling at advanced prices, I 
hereby subscribe to shares of Oil & 
Refining Corporation common stock at the 
present price of 50 cents a share. 


AMES Fossil e zareera wines Baws Rees Cee AS 
Addressa enana r adua ea i 
Make checks payable to Oscar Z. Mudpuddle, 

President — Oil & Refining Company. 


I wasn’t entirely an idiot. I only 
subscribed to twenty-five shares. But, 
nevertheless, it was just that much money 
thrown away. Ihave the certificates now, 
and lots of others. Now and then I take 
them out and look at them, and wonder if 
they’ ll ever be any good. I know they 
won’t, but I like to wonder. 


I HAVE been offered unprecedented op- 
portunities to get in on the ground floor 
of corporations formed to hunt buried 
treasure, to market a substitute for gaso- 
lene “that will be the sensation of the 
age,” to produce a musical comedy, to 
develop a chain of private banks, to de- 
velop the “biggest orange groves in the 
world,” and to operate a ‘“‘mechanical 
silkworm.” 

The opportunity to afhliate with me- 
chanical silkworms came in the form of a 
glowing circular headed: “Turns 8 Cent 
Cotton into $4.50 Silk!” 

“This epoch-making invention, the Me- 
chanical Silkworm,” read the circular, 
“now takes a poor grade of cotton and 
turns it into lustrous silk. That it will 
revolutionize the textile industry goes 
without saying. You never again will have 


between tubs 


HEY were motoring 

and frequently rooms 
with a bath were as scarce 
as hens’ teeth. 


One evening she came 
across a magazine adver- 
tisement that suggested an 
unusual use for Listerine, 
the safe antiseptic. 


“To freshen up quickly 
when you don’t have ac- 
cess to—or time for a real 
bath,” the advertisement 
said, “simply sponge with 
clear Listerine.” 


She tried it and the re- 
sult was most agreeable! 


x * a 


Listerine really is delightfully 
refreshing and effective as a per- 
spiration deodorant. 

And there are many occasions 
for using it this way, particularly 
in summer: when you feel hot 
and uncomfortable—may be after 
shopping; when you want to 
freshen up quickly after exercis- 
ing; when traveling on trains 
makes you wish for the old tub 
back home. 

It does the trick—and it’s safe. 
Listerine won't irritate the skin 
or stain garments. You'll be de- 
lighted with it. 

To test the deodorizing prop- 
erties of Listerine, simply try 
this some day: Rub a little fresh 
onion on your hand, Then douse 
on Listerine. The onion odor im- 
mediately disappears. 

You'll say it’s remarkable— 
and it is— Lambert Pharmacal 
Company, St. Louis, U. S. A. 


—the safe 
antiseptic 
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LISTERINE Throat Tablets are now available. 
Please do not make the mistake of expecting them 
to correct bad breath. Rely on the liquid, Listerine. 
Containing all of the antiseptic essential oils of 
Listerine, however, they are very valuable as a 
relief for throat irritations —25 cents. 
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Noiseless 


Typewriter 


Tasteless 


Castor Oil 


Seedless 
Orange 


Wireless Talking 


Cus sless 


having 


| Biles heatless water Mennen 
Shaving Cream creates limit- 
less lather with effortless ease. 

Dermutation makes each tough 
whisker spineless — defenseless 
before the razor. 

The result: painless shaving 
and priceless comfort. A peer- 


less buy at 50c. s 
pix. Salesman) d 


MENNEN 


SHAVING CREAM 


an opportunity to invest your money in a 
business affording such prospects of enor- 
mous returns over a long period of years.” 

An imposing list of officers and directors 
of the Textile Company Was given. 
It included two “Generals” and three 
“Colonels.” The other day I read an 
exposure of the company by the National 
Vigilance Committee, which branded it as 
a pure swindling scheme, the very use of 
the term “mechanical silkworm” having 
drawn attention of investigators to the 
company. Evidently even the mechanical 
worm will turn. 

The use of military titles before the 
names of officials of bogus enterprises is 
an old trick. Two years ago I received 
literature from a company that went so 
far as to play up the full name of an 
illustrious Civil War hero as present and 
guiding genius of the organization. Pic- 
tures of a dignified elderly gentleman in 
uniform accompanied the literature, and 
the general spoke from the printed pages 
of the circulars with such emphatic 
phrases as, “I predict a fortune for those 
who unite with me in this great business. 
. . . I shall drill ten wells at once, and 
guarantee production,” and, “I would 
rather lead you and my friends to financial 
independence than to have won every 
battle of the Civil War.” 

The circular declared that the business 
was “builded on the solid foundation of a 
great man’s spotless reputation.” Federal 
investigation recently disclosed that this 
fine mogul of oil was a man who bore the 
same name as the war hero, that he was in 
noway related tothe great general, and that 
he was a janitor out West somewhere, who 
by his own confession had been prevailed 
upon to allow the promoters of a wildcat 
oil enterprise to use his name, for fifty 
dollars a month. 


WHILE every sucker list carries with 
it a printed form for subscription to 
stock, I received one recently that dis- 
played more originality. It carried two 
subscription forms, one to be signed in 
subscribing and one to be signed in not 
subscribing! The exact words of this 
second form follow: 


Tam sorry that I cannot come in and join you 
by subscribing for shares of stock in your 
Company. I believe you have a real money- 
making opportunity and that those who do 
join you will reap big profits. 

Names adani sak wareaSae tas css 


Here was a promoter who wanted the 
names of those who did not come across 
at once. Obviously, he was getting up a 
“follow-up” list, it being fair reascning to 
assume that any man who was gullible 
enough to fill in this blank would make an 
ideal subject for a second attack. 

Yes; I filled one in. I am waiting for 
follow-up literature. It ought to be good 
reading. 

Ten years ago the automobile promo- 
tion craze was at its height, and every few 
months some new company would come 
along with a great blare of trumpets to 

roduce an automobile that would drive 
Henry Ford into the discard. I still hold 
some lovely certificates of stock in one of 
these. The circulars and advertisements 
carried pictures of the car. It was a 
beauty. There was a picture, too, of a ng 
row of ten-story buildings on a landscape 


plot embracing three city blocks. This 
was presented as the “modern $5,000,000 
plant.” 

Names that had a familiar ring were 
printed as the names of noted automobile 
men behind the project. Yours truly was 
on this company’s Sucker List. And I 
proved easy picking. I must have been 
among the first stockholders to come in 
and get my bank balance bobbed. 

Inside of a year, the company was no 
more. Subsequent investigation by the 
Federal authorities owed that it had 
produced only a half-dozen cars for use in 
window demonstrations in connection 
with stock-selling drives, and that these 
cars had been “produced” only to the 
extent of being assembled from the prod- 
ucts of other manufacturers. I later saw a 
newspaper photograph of the company’s 
real plant. It consisted of a three-story, 
rather dilapidated-looking building of wood 
and brick of about forty-foot frontage. 
On the ground floor was the sign “Builders 
and Trimmers!” 

This, however was the sign that desig- 
nated the headquarters of a modest and, 
for all I know, honorable concern. The 
company behind the car that was to make 
a tramp of Henry Ford had offices on the 
second floor. 


F COURSE I've fallen for the oldest 

of all bunco games, the “free buildin 
lot” game. It was many years ago. Asi 
recall it, tickets with serial numbers were 
distributed to prominent citizens. ‘“‘One 
thousand splendid building lots in the 
heart of a growing residential district 
going to those fortunate enough to get the 
lucky numbers.” I don’t remember just 
how the scheme was worked; but I know 
that in some way I learned that I had 
“won” a lot. “Please forward ten dollars 
to pay the cost of recording title, etc.” I 
forwarded the ten dollars. Some of the 
more shameless victims banded together 
and pushed an investigation, some years 
later. It revealed that the lots were some- 
where off the Atlantic coast. 

Have I ever fallen for that well-known 
“come on” known as the stock market 
tip? Verily! Even now I like to listen to 
it; but, thanks to past experience, I do not 
fall any more. In the early days of the 
late war I made an investment in some 
stock that was to go to 450, on the word 
of my barber, who heard it direct from a 
butcher who had a niece whose fiancé 
was a close friend of a plumber who knew 
the valet of a very close business asso- 
ciate of Charlie Schwab. 

I have several bales of certificates in 
now defunct copper, submarine, airplane, 
engine, chemical, munitions, ship-build- 
ing, and U-Boat detector companies lying 
around the house. Yet, only a few years 
ago, long after I thought I had become 
tip-proof I yielded without a struggle to 
the seductive whisperings of a “man on 
the inside,” and put a considerable sum 
into a worthless company. 

This tip came from an old friend. I 
hadn’t seen him in years. He had become 
a broker. We talked over old times. 

“Ever dabble in the market?” he asked. 

“Oh, once in a while,” I replied, yielding 
to weakness. “If you hear of anything 
real good, let me know.” 

“TIl be glad to,” he replied. “Now and 
then we do get next to some sure things.” 

Months later he phoned me, told me his 
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THE QUALITY RAZOR OF THE WORLD 


\“rgOUR razor must offer no excuse 
WA on three counts if it is to give the 
really perfect shave: 


— comfort 
— safety 
Pa aE 0 Ma RA — speed 
aili become a PERFECT The New Improved Gillette was de- 
inched PINEN signed to answer perfect on each of these 
E points, and in actual use it does. With 
gladly send you a copy the sharp-edged Gillette Blades it fulfills 


with our compliments. 


every shaving requirement. Could any 
stronger statement be made to help you 
realize that here is the razor for use every 
remaining morning of your life? 


GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO., BOSTON, U.S. A. 


The Gillette Bostonian 
In gold plate, $6. 
In silver plate, $5. 


A, w <J — y e 
The Gillette Company as- 
sumes full responsibility 
for the service of Gillette 
Razors when used with 

enans Gillette Blades. 


o SAFETY-<@it RAZOR 
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Free 10-day test 


ccc 


The new way world’s dental 
authorities advise. What to do 


HOSE whiter teeth that you envy. Don’t 

think that they are beyond you. You can 
now lighten dull and dingy teeth—make them 
gleam and glisten. 

Modern science has discovered a new way. 
A method different in formula, action and 
effect from any you have ever used. This 
offers you a test. Simply use the coupon; it 
brings free a to-day tube 


Look for film on your teeth—that’s 
the cause. How to combat it 


Look at your teeth. If dull, cloudy, run your 
tongue across them. You will feel a film. 
That’s the cause of the trouble. You must 
fight it. 

Film is that viscous coat which you feel. 
It clings to teeth, gets into crevices and stays. 
It hides the natural luster of your teeth. 

It also holds food substance which fer- 
ments and causes acid. In contact with teeth, 
this acid invites decay. Millions of germs 
breed in it. And they, with tartar, are the 
chief cause of pyorrhea. 


So dingy teeth mean more than loss of 
good appearance. They may indicate danger, 
grave danger to your teeth. 


New methods now that mean greater 
tooth beauty plus better protec- 
tion from tooth troubles 


Many ordinary tooth pastes were unable to 
cope adequately with that film. Not one could 
effectively combat it. Harsh grit tended to 
injure the enamel. Soap and chalk were in- 
adequate. 


Now modern dental science has found new 
combatants. Their action is to curdle film 
and then harmlessly remove it. They are em- 
bodied in a new-type tooth paste called Pep- 
sodent—a_ scientific ehon. that is 
changing the tooth cleaning habits of 
some 50 different nations. 

Don’t you think it worth while to 
try it for 10 days; then to note results 
yourself? 


You can feel it with your tongue 


Mail this for 


— ee Á. e e 


Send the coupon 


Send coupon for free 
10-day test 
Make the test today. Clip the 


coupon for a free 10-day tube. 
Or get a full-size tube of your 


druggist. 


F! aM the worst 
enemy to teeth 


FRE AN 
10-Day Tube Pepsaodeni 
THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 
Dept. 786, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., The Neu-Day Quality Dentifrice 
Chicago, Ill., U. S. A. Endorsed by World’s Dental Authority 
Send to: 
Name........- ooveeecwsceecansecesererewcenesseeccssncsasconsncersecenceeesenceseteccens sescecnseocescensensoescvoueeeetoeeseesvececcecoeeee 
Pele Ly 1 1 petecoreses teesmesecsehouke E R ee eRe ee er SEMEN eee et er SRE PA 
Only one tube to a family. 1827 


Cloudy teeth—dull teeth 


How to make them whiter— quickly 


Why follow old 
methods when world’s dental 
authorities urge a better way? 


Canadian Ofice and Laboratories: 
101 George St., Toronto, Canada 


—— , 


Sel ts was operating a posl in a curb 
market stock, said he and his family and 


| all his close friends were in on it, and that 


if I bought in he would pa my shares 
with his holdings and sell at the right 
time. There is no doubt he meant well. 


| I simply forgot that there is no such thing 


as a guarantee in the stock market. 

The stock was then selling around 20. 
For two weeks after I invested, it climbed 
steadily, reaching 35. I was in Atlantic 
City the day it touched 35. Looking at the 
stock table at dinner I began to think of 
buying sedans and country homes. 

Then the stock began to sag. One 
morning some weeks later I picked up a 
paper and saw big headlines telling of its 
sensational collapse from around $22 to 


| $8 a share. I collapsed too. 


| friend but rushed to the office. 


I didn’t stop to telephone my broker 
I found 


| him looking like a man who had just been 


I had 
Then 


held for downs in a football game. 
no doubt I had been wiped out. 
came that “Oh, boy!” feeling. 
“Its all right,” he said; “we were 
double-crossed by the other side; but I 


| sata to get out only a pout under 
I 


' recommend for widows’ 


what I had bought in at, an 
out at the same price.” 

It meant that instead of being prac- 
tically wiped out in the amazing drop I 
had lost only a few dollars. But I shall 
never forget that close call. I haven’t 
bought any unlisted securities since, and 
my slogan now is “Never Again!” 


LTHOUGH a man should never boast 
of such a thing, I think I am cured. 
To be sure, I may be an easy mark for the 
very next Sucker List letter that comes 
along; but I think otherwise. I am now 
leaning so far the other way that if a genu- 
ine opportunity to get in on a bona fide 
roposition presented itself I’d_ probably 
ow it out the nearest exit. When any- 
body becomes confidential these days, 
and offers to put me wise to a good thing, 
“let me in on a chance to make a killing,” 
or give me an “inside tip on a wonderful 
money-making proposition,” I drawin my 
cars and grow instantly suspicious. 

I still want “to get out of the wage- 
earning class.” I still “crave a life of ease 
and independence in my old age.” I still 
want “‘a home with all the comforts of 
life and a silver-plated touring car in which 
to ride to and from it.” And the proposi- 
tion of spending my winters at Palm 
Beach intrigues me. But circular-letter 
offers to help me realize these ambitions 
no longer grip me. The Get-Rich-Quick 
idea has grown cold. 

I am not rich to-day, and I am quite 
positive it is a little too late to do any- 
thing about it. What money I now have is 
in real estate, and the kind of bonds they 
trust funds. I 
feel I am strong enough to look an oil 
promoter’s letter in the “I’s” and tell him 
to go to blazes. 


sold you 


A MAN who has fought forest 
fires for seventy-two hours without 
sleeping, has rounded up outlaws in 
their dens, and has learned a lot of 
interesting things about people and 
animals, tells you his story next 
month. ‘‘Adventures of a Forest 
Ranger” is the title of this remark- 
ably interesting article. 
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Home-Study Training 
SS ey That Leads 


to Successful 
Careers — 


Are Successful Men Born or Made? 


"Born with mind but not with wisdom; born with intellect but 
not with knowledge; born with power to discern, but not born 
to discretion and sound judgment; born with adaptabilities but 
not with abilities; born, it may be, with wealth, but not born to 
success. Wisdom, knowledge, discretion, judgment, ability, char- 
acter—these are attainments, not bestowments or inheritances. ’’ 


{ The Worlds Largest 
Busness Trashing instit yuon 


Increases Salary 125 Per Cent 

I say without boasting, and simply as 
a statement of fact, that I have earned 
more than fifty times the cost of my 
LaSalle training, in special accounting 
work, and in addition my regular in- 
come, or salary, has increased approxi- 
mately 125 per cent. 


E. G. WILHELM, Pennsylvania. 


Averages $4,000 to $8,000 a Year 


For the past serve pears Ihave earned 
from $4,000 to $8,000 a year, andI am 
sincere when I say that I believe my 
present earning capacity is due almost 
entirely to the training in Business 
Management I reccived from LaSalle, 


C. R. HEANEY, Kansas 


Wins Success as Lawyer 
My salary has increased more than 
400 per cent. I am now doing legal 
work for some of the best and largest 
concerns in the city. 
W. J. BROISSARD, Louisiana 


Genius and inspiration were once credited with 

playing an important part in building a success- 

ul career. —What part do they actually play in 
the making of success? 


William Livingston, President of the Dime 
Savings Bank, Detroit, has this to say: 

‘Genius is supposed to be some peculiar capac- 
ity for spontaneous accomplishment. If so, it is 
one of the rarest things in the world. I have 
been studying business and human beings for 
more than sixty years, and I’ve never yet seen 
anything permanently worth while that was ac- 
complished on the spur of the moment. The man 
who expects to win out in business without self- 
denial and self-improvement and self-applied 
observation stands about as much chance as a 
prize fighter would stand if he started a hard 
ring battle without having gone through an 
intensive training period.” 

How You Can Measure 
Your Chances for Success 

We are all looking forward to successful 
careers. If an employe, you want a better posj- 
tion. That is the first itep up. If an employer, 
you want to improve the business you manage. 

Business cannot pay you for ideas and plans 
which you do not deliver, and this applies to 
owner and employe alike. Neither can Business 
pay you for learning business. 

If you desire success, your day must be filled 
with achievement—doing things. Contempla- 
tion, analysis, acquiring the experience of others, 
must come after the gong rings at night. 


—The Kansas Banker. 


Broadly speaking, everyone who reads these 
words falls into one of three groups; in fact, this 
analysis really constitutes a measuring stick by 
which you can measure the degree of success 
which you will probably enjoy: 

Group 1—Those who are making no effort to increase 
their business knowledge and ability aside from the 


limited experience which comes as a result of each 
day's work. 


Group 2— Those who, more or less consistently, are 
reading constructive literature pertaining to their special- 
ties or field, but who follow no organized plan. 


Group 3— Those who consistently follow a definite, well- 
organized, step-by-step plan, which embraces not only the 
best experience in their specialty, but also shows the re- 
lationship of their job to the fabric of business as a whole. 


Send for the LaSalle 
Salary-Doub ing Plan—Today 
t 


During fifteen years, LaSalle Extension Uni- 
versity has been furnishing men with an organ- 
ized plan of self-development —in every impor- 
tant field of business endeavor. The proof that 
such a plan wins out is evidenced in the fact that 
during only six months’ time as many as 1,248 
LaSalle members reported salary increases 
totalling $1,399,507. e average increase per 
man was 89 per cent. 

The details of the LaSalle salary-doubling 
plan will be sent you for the asking. Whether 
you adopt the plan or not, the basic information 
It will place in your hands, without cost, is of 
very real and definite value. And it’s FREE. 

Balance the two minutes that it takes to fill out 
the coupon against the rewards of a successful career 
—then clip and mail the coupon NOW. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 


------ Ore Orr Or rr CLIP AND MAL = — 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


I shall be glad to have details of your salary-doubling plan, together with complete information regarding the opportunities 
in the business field I have checked below. Also a copy of Ten Years’ 


Basinces Management Traini fi Traffic Managemen - ndustrial 
O ira Managerial, Sales and Departznental Domestic: Trainin ee aam i Oring for 


Executive 


Promotion Manager, 


Doe as Sales ect. Deleon” Bales goria Station 
Coach or Trainer, Sales q s ing for position 
le Cashier and Agent, Division Agent, ete. 


Manufacturer’sAgent Solicitor, and al 


tions in retail, w z. [Banking ana Finance: Training for positions relating 
Higher Accountancy: Training for posi- executive positions in Banks and Modern Bus: 
| edor posi: — Financial ti 
tion as Auditor, Comptroller, Certified a tations. and Practice: 
Public Accountant, Accountant, etc. ModernForemanshipand Production Sales or Conetion 
Methods: Training f i i 
Se ee a, eee eee 
e erence ; ° 
and Consultation Service for Business Men. Sub-Foreman, etc. . 
Kami a ee rG, Posi oD 


pe gpega i n 


Dept. 733-R 


romotion in One,” all without obligation, 


Chicago, Illinois 


ement Efficiency: Business Eng- 
itions in Works Man- lish: Training WN Tye 
road or Industrial c Manager, Rate pgemen A uction Control, Industrial for Business = /// 
Expert, Freight Solicitor, etc. gineering, ete. Correspond- 
Management: Train- Personnel and Manage- Go rg 
of Station Accountant, Coma: pasig laitio ition Cha Writers. 


Employment , and 
a te Employes Service. 


inese Correspondence 
Training for ition 
Corres 


Commercial S ish: Training for 
ition as Foreign Correspondent with 
panish -speaking countries, 
Bh ang Speaking: Training in the 
ent, Sales art of forceful, effective speech, for 
Sales Man- Ministers, Salesmen, Fraternal Leaders, 
Politicians, Clubmen, ete. 


Expert Bookkeeping Training f C. P. A. Coaching for Advanced Ac- 
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the old bus! 


Give the old cara coat or two of 
Effecto Auto Enamel. You'll be 
agreeably surprised to see the trans- 
formation you have brought about 
with a few dollars’ worth of Effecto 
and a little pleasant work. 

Effecto is self-leveling and dries 
in twenty-four hours, without runs, 
laps or brush marks. It holds its full 
lustrous gloss longer than the paint 
on most new cars. 

Effecto is not a paint, wax or 
polish, but the original automobile 
enamel. Sold in eight live enamel 
colors, Finishing (clear varnish) and 
Top & Seat Dressing, by paint and 
hardware dealers everywhere. 

Free Quarter Pint Can of Black Effecto Enamel 


Send a dime to cover packing and mailing cost and we 
will send you a quarter pint of Black Effecto Enamel 
which you can try out on a fender or wheel. 


Free Effecto Color Card and Names of 
Local Dealers Sent on Request 


If you wish a professional finishing job, your auto- 
mobile painter can secure the very best results with one 
of the several Pratt & Lambert automobile finishes. 


PRATT & Lampert-Inc. 
151 Tonawanda St., Buffalo, N. Y. 
In Canada, 97 Courtwright Street 
Bridgeburg, Ontario 


PRATT & LAMBERT 
VARN'STT PRODUCTS 


‘Discarded 


(Continued from page 61) 


occasion by walking forward through the 
crowd to hand the bottle to Gertrude. 
It seemed to her as she took it into her 
hand that something warm emanated 
from it. 

But it was not until, backing and filling, 
the churning motors had all passed her 
that Gertrude really examined her pur- 
chase. She had come to an open space 
in the road. Across the fields, the sun 
was making toward the horizon. A 
brilliant golden light filled the quiet air. 
Gertrude thrust her bottle into its glare. 
Her fingers had apprised her that on both 
sides were smooth raised patterns; and 
now, examining it more closely, she saw 
that one was a basket, as modern as any 
futuristic design, and that the other was a 
horn of plenty, both filled with flowers. 

Gertrude walked home, the bountiful 
bottle clutched in her hand. After sup- 
per, while the children, taking advantage 
of the long twilight, played about the 
place, Gertrude took it to her room. The 
sun was setting in a blood-red glory. 
Many-colored films, shot equally by the 
scarlet of the sunset glow and the blue of 
approaching night, floated on the evening- 
tide—rose, amethystine, topaz, azure. 
Mount Joy lifted long slopes and soft 
contours, richly green, to a tip on which 
the evening star had placed a blue glitter. 
Gertrude held her Bonie to the light 
again; then swiftly dropped it. 

A strange thing had happened. 

Through the glass all the tender con- 
tours of Mount les seemed to be spilling 
over with babies’ heads. Long lines of 
them covered the slopes; great clusters 
filled the hollows. Like crowded flower 
buds on low-growing stalks, they pressed 
close, yet remained distinct. Crisp ring- 
lets, incised outlines . . . eyes sparkled 
mischievously on her . . . lips smiled in 
elfin glee... . 

Suddenly—something exploded in her 
mind. Her heart fluttered, dragged. 
Paralysis was on her. Yet her thoughts 
leaped, then revolved in a whirl of 
astounded conjecture. 


(THAT night Gertrude Haviland knocked 
on the door of the Forbes household. 
Lydia Maine answered the summons. 
“Oh, how do you do, Mrs. Haviland,” 
she said, as cordially as though all these 
weeks Gertrude had sought her friendship. 
“How delighted I am to see you! Come 
right in.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Maine,” Gertrude 
answered; “but if you don’t mind I won’t 
come in. I want to ask a favor of you. 
Would Mr. Forbes take me over to Doctor 
Petersham’s? I would like to see the 
doctor as soon as possible, and I have no 
means of getting there except by walking.” 

Ira Forbes joined them at the door. 
“How do you do, Mrs. Haviland. Of 
course I’ll be very glad to take you. How 
soon do you want to start?” 

Gertrude hesitated. ‘‘ Just as soon as 
you are at leisure.” Obviously, she tried 
to keep her tone casual, but in spite of 
herself a wave of entreaty surged through 


it. 
“We'll go at once,” Ira declared briskly. 


“Oh, you are so kind!” 

“ Are you dressed warmly?” Ira asked. 
“It may get colder later.” 

“ Yes.” 

Ira brought the machine out of the barn 
and helped her into it. He did not ask 
Mrs. Maine to join them, nor did Ger- 
trude. A swift look, however, passed be- 
tween sister and brother. Gertrude did 
not see it. She, apparently, saw nothing 
about her. Her eyes, very wide and 
darker than usual, were fixed. She did not 
speak to Ira Forbes after they started, 
and he did not address her. 

“I don’t think I shall be there very 
long,” Gertrude said, as Ira helped her 
out of the car. “I’m so sorry to spoil 
your first evening at home.” 

“Don’t think of it,” Ira reassured her. 
“I have nothing to do.” 


SEE did not stay long in the doctor’s 
J office. During her absence Ira Forbes 
lounged back in the seat, his eyes absently 
trained on the door through which Ger- 
trude had vanished, his thoughts ob- 
viously elsewhere. Presently that door 
opened. The figure which emerged must 
have made an instant attack on his 
vision, but for a second he did not 
move. 

Then he started, laughed a little as he 
jumped out of the car 

“If you will believe me, Mrs. Haviland, 
I didn’t know you. You look absolutely 
different from the woman who went in!” 

“I am absolutely different from the 
woman who went in,” Gertrude replied. 

Ira made no comment. He helped her 
into the seat and leaped in beside her. 

“Don’t take me home yet!” Gertrude 
commanded in a strange voice. “Take 
me for a ride. I have something to tell 
you.” She was breathing deeply, and as 
though to accelerate that process she 
took off her hat. Her heavy hair came 
tumbling about her face. “I must tell 
somebody.” 

Ira started the engine. “I think we’ll 
go over to the Mount poy road,” he de- 
cided. “It is the most beautiful drive we 
have, and the moon’s due pretty soon.” 
He waited. 

“I am going to have a baby!” Gertrude 
announced. 

Ira Forbes did not speak for a moment. 

“Did you hear what I said?” she de- 
manded, with a kind of fierceness. “I’m 
going to have a baby!” 

Ira Forbes’s voice was expressionless 
when he spoke: “Are you glad, or sorry?” 

Gertrude drew a long sigh. “Glad! 
There’s no word. I’m wild with joy! 
I’m mad!... Don’t you see?... 
Can’t you realize? ... But I suppose 
a man couldn’t possibly understand.” 

Again Ira Forbes’s voice was calm 
almost to tonelessness. “No, I don’t 
understand. But I think you can make 
me. 

Gertrude turned about. But it was 
apparently not to look at him, only to 
make a closer communication. Ira Forbes 
drew up by the side of the road, stopped, 
and returned her gaze. 

When she entered the doctor’s office she 


The American Magazine 109 


THE LONG-LIFE BATTERY FOR YOUR CAR 
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Save battery dollars sae 


The man who has driven a number of years knows that 
the economical battery is not the one that you buy at 
a “bargain” price. The way to save dollars is to get a 
battery that stays on the job in your car (instead of on 
a repairman’s shelf)—and that stays on the job a long, 
long time. 


Exide is the choice of experienced drivers because its 
price is reasonable; it is ruggedly sturdy and it is depend- 
able to a very advanced battery age. 


The nearest Exide Service Station has the economical 


UNDER THE SEA 
A majority of the world’s 


submarines are propelled battery for your car. You can also get Exide Radio 
rape Pry toe pas Batteries there and at radio dealers. 

by the world’s largest 

sncemsefacturers of storage THE ELECTRIC STORAGE BATTERY CO., Philadelphia 
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- The World Flyers 
Carried Burgess 


They’re in the Wireless 
Room of the Leviathan 


Standard Equipment of 


De A T Rhotedi United States Submarines 


Remarkable are the adven- 
tures of Burgess Radio Bat- 
teries. And where there’s 
danger—upon, above or 
below the earth, sky and sea, 
will befound Burgess Batteries 
—laboratory products. 


“Ask Any Radio Engineer” 


BURGESS BATTERY COMPANY 
Engineers DRY BATTERIES Manufacturers 
Flashlight - Radio - Ignition - Telephone 
General Sales Office: Harris Trust Bldg., Chicago 
Laboratories and Works: Madison, Wisc. 


In Canada: Niagara Falls and Winnipeg 
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had presented the appearance to which all 
Rock Harbor was accustomed in her—a 
stoutish, dark woman who had turned the 
first corner on the road to middle age; her 
dark hair caught in a careless mass; her 
eyes, that should be beautiful, somehow 
failing of their possibilities. 

Now a wildness lay upon her that 
charged that stoutness with life. The 
light in her eyes seemed to have thrust her 
thick lashes apart. She looked young. 

“Oh, you don’t know what it means to 
me,” she said, in a voice curiously still, 
considering that wildness. “You can’t 
conceive . . . and I can never tell you... 
I can never tell you! I haven’t the words 
... for I don’t understand it. But I 
thought my life was over. I thought it 
was ended. I thought I had nothing to 
live for. Not even my children. I love 
my children—I love them devotedly. 
But you don’t know—you can’t imagine 
what that cruel letter did to me. And 


of course, have known to what letter she 
referred, but perhaps he guessed. 

“Tve been numb and cold ever since. 
I’ve been frozen, when I haven’t boiled 
and burned. I couldn’t even feel the 
children. I’ve blamed them—sometimes 
I’ve hated them. I gave them my whole 
time and attention and life, and I lost my 
husband through it.” Her voice sank 
for a moment. 

Perhaps Ira wondered if she were going 
to fall from this exhilaration back to her 
numbness again. But no; she was sitting 
now with her hands clasped about her 
knees, her head thrust forward. Perhaps 
he would have noticed the fine line of her 
profile, but she kept her face toward him. 
And he kept turning his eyes to the shine 
in hers. - 

“At times I’ve almost hated them 
because there was something that he 
built up in every one of them. But now 
I’m going to have a baby that will be 
mine! All mine! All, all mine! Nothing 
of him about it, even though he is its 
father. I shall be father. I shall be 
mother. I shall be its whole world. Oh, 
and what it will do for me! . .. You don’t 
know! You couldn’t know. . . . If you 
spend the whole rest of this night trying 
to think what it will do for me, you will 
never guess. It’s going to make a new 
creature.” She repeated musingly, “A 
new creature!” 

“T believe it will,” Ira agreed. 

She paid no attention to him. Ap- 
parently she did not hear him. 


rs THE new life begins from this moment. 

From this moment, the new woman 
emerges from the past. I have been a 
nonentity! A nothing! Only a good 
mother! But from now on, I’m going to 
be a person; I’m going to be a force. Pm 


| going to be—I am going to take command 


1” 


of my life. I’m going to sail the ship! 
She paused and seemed to fall into a 
revery. But all the time her. lips smiled. 
The moonlight filled her eyes. They had 
opened wide to. receive it, held it deep 
prisoner. The moonlight covered her 
hair. It seemed to absorb the radiance 
to give it back in a fluid shining. “I’ve 
never had any life of my own. I’m going 
to change all that. Oh, if I could tell you 
about my life! Oh, if I only could!” 
“Tell me!” Ira urged. “I should like 


yours, Ira Forbes! 


to hear it. We have the whole night be- 
fore us.” 

“Tn one way I ought to be able to tell it 
in a sentence. In another it ought to take 
a week. I seem now—just drifting and 
floating. No roots to catch anywhere. No 
tendrils to hook into anything. No mother, 
no father. An old, quiet, unthinking, un- 
living aunt. An old, dry, abated: un- 
loving uncle. Years in France. Back here 
now and then. But always a nothing. 
Then home to Maywood. College. Mar- 
riage. Three babies. Still a nonentity, a 
nothing—utter, complete, absolute noth- 
ing. A good mother! Do you know what 
I’ve been going through ever since I came 
here?” 

“I know you were suffering,” Ira 
Forbes said briefly. 

“Suffering!” She produced alittlelaugh. 
Yet her laugh chimed. There was no bit- 
terness in it. “I’ve been living in hell. 
I’ve burned and blazed from sunrise to 
sunset. I’ve seared and scorched through 
long hours of the night. But that’s over! 
That’s gone! Here, with my new baby, I 
hold the key to happiness. Here opens the 
door to the new world. Here lies the road 
to the new life!” 

She fell into silence. But she mused 
on things she did not confide to him. 

“It’s all so strange. . . . Will has just 
floated off into space. I don’t see him! 
I don’t forget how he looks. I can recall 
—but I can’t see him. And Alicia Bush- 
nell has gone too! Gone! Gone forever! 
Nothing remains but my three babies. 
And the one to come! 


“THIS is my town now,” she turned 
upon him. “ My town, just as much as 
From this moment 

am a native of Rock Harbor. I cast my 
fortunes in with it. I ama citizen. My 
three children—my four children—will be 
citizens too.” 

She mused on this, all smiles now—as 
though she saw a road leading into the 
allure of a lovely future. “I'll work for 
it!” Again she turned on him fiercely, 
as though she expected contradiction. 
“TIl work for it harder than anybody has 
ever worked for it. I’ll live for it. I'll 
loveit! I’llloveit with all my heart! PH 
make it the kind of town that my child 
should live in. I see Rock Harbor grow- 
ing now—growing just. like a soapbubble 
that I’m blowing from my lips: all clear 
but streaming beauty.” 

They rode on and on and on. The 
moon waxed. Gertrude Haviland fell 
into musing at intervals, but mainly she 
talked. ainly too, Ira listened; but he 
placed an edging comment here and there. 

“What time is it?” she asked after a 
while. 

“Twelve o’clock.” 

“Twelve o’clock! 
alarmed?” 

“No, she will think that I’ve taken you 
home and gone off on one of my night 
drives.” 

Gertrude gave the matter no more 
thought. “I don’t want to go home yet, ” 
she said. “I can’t!” 

“You don’t have to go home yet,” 
Ira reassured her. “We can keep right 
on into the next day if you wish.” 

“My town,” she said again. “All mine! 
My child. All mine! y all-mine child 
shall grow up in my all-mine town!” 

(To be continued) 
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“BEST IN THE LONG RUN” 


Whether you need tires 5 for motor car ~ bus ~or truck, 
Silvertown extends you performance that meets your indi- 
vidual requirements. In three distinct types, each for differ- 
ent services, they offer special value and specialized service. 
THE B. F. GOODRICH RUBBER COMPANY, AKRON, OHIO 


In Canada: THE B. F. GOODRICH RUBBER COMPANY, Limited, Toronto 
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BUILT IN AKRON, OHIO, BY THE GENERAL TIRE AND RUBBER CO. 


A General Cord often 


serves two owners 


After delivering satisfactory mile- 
age to the original purchaser it is 
not uncommon to see a General 
Cord go to work for its second 
owner. 


General’s outstanding record of big 
mileage has led many car owners 
to actually prefer buying used Gen- 
erals rather than new tires of the 
cheaper makes. They find that 
even a worn General “goes a long 
way to make friends.” 


The General distributor gets his 
supply of these partly worn Gen- 
erals by making allowances on 
them when he puts new Generals 
on the cars of his customers. Sur- 
prisingly many trade in their tires 
regularly each year. 


Resale value after 
10,000 miles 
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CORD 


—goes a long way to make friends 


Will Keeps His Eye 
on the Ball 


(Continued from page 41) 


minute longer, and then be found sleeping 
abandonedly right in the middle of the 
living-room when the Kruses came down 
for breakfast! 

I worked like a dog all day Wednesday, 
Thursday, and Friday, using the new 
vacuum Father gave us for Christmas, on 
the rugs and the draperies, waxing the 
living-room floor, doing up the curtains in 
our bedroom, polishing the silver, washing 
the windows, washing the best dishes, 
washing and ironing the monogram nap- 
kins—doing all the million necessary things 
that, combined with my regular work and 
taking care of the babies, were enough to 
lay anybody low. Of course I got ter- 
ribly tired—and the tireder I got the 
more I found myself resenting Will’s at- 
titude. 

He did the best he could to help me, 
doing the dishes Friday night so that I 
could finish my new beige velvet dress 
that I wanted to wear Saturday—even 
shellacking the kitchen floor when he 
found I was going to do it myself, if he 
didn’t. But he didn't see any sense in it. 
That was what hurt my feelings. He 
didn’t appreciate all my work. fe was 
even flippant about it. 

“Its a shame we didn’t know about 
this week-end last spring,” he said, “and 
maybe you could have got the town to 

ave the street in front of the house.” 

r, “You mean to tell me you haven’t 
cleaned the attic and the cellar? How can 
we have a couple overnight without the 
attic and cellar cleaned?” Or, “ Don’t you 
want me to buy a piano? As likely as not, 
Mrs. Kruse plays!” 

Will seems never to have learned that 
there are times for being funny, and other 
times when it’s just as well not to try to be. 

Saturday itself, though, was the most 
hectic of all. The Kruses were to come on 
the five-seven, and Will promised to shut 
up the office and get home by three to 
help me with last-minute things. Ella 
would be no good; she’s got a one-track 
mind—when she’s taking care of the babies 
she can’t be counted on for another living 
thing. 

I was busy all the morning making 
cake, getting the vegetables ready, mak- 
ing the stuffing for the birds—I wanted 
as little as possible to do after the Kruses 
came. At the last minute, I decided to 
clear out the closet in our bedroom; it 
would make it seem more like a guest- 
room, so I ran up- and down-stairs, putting 
our clothes in the attic for the time being. 


I LEFT a few things for Will to do, think- 
ing I would manicure my nails an 
dress, and maybe rest ten minutes or so 
while he was doing them. I was so tired 
that I could have gone to sleep standing 
up, except for the terrible strain of re- 
sponsibility I was under. And Will never 
came into the house until half past four! 
He was terribly apologetic. 

“At the last minute I had to go clear 
out to the Crossing to get the cannery 
keys,” he explained. “Old Dutton swore 
he'd leave them at our office, and then 
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IF elcomed as a new advance in six- 
cylinder engineering - - Ahead in 
style and comfort - + power and 
pick-up - - value and popularity ~ - 


Standard Sedan De Luxe Sedan 


The fine new Overland Six has turned a new leaf in six- 
cylinder engineering. A great achievement in automo- 
bile progress . . . a great success. 
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World’s Lowest 
Priced Sedan 


With Sliding Gear 
Transmission 


Super-abundant power and perfect balance give this fine 
new Overland Six a swiftness of pick-up and getaway that 
fairly makes your eyes sparkle. At all speeds it maintains 
the same delightful smoothness. 


Four Cylinders Four Doors 


Past masters in driving— people who have owned cars of sa ad 
many makes—are of one accord in praising its consum- 

mate performance. Willys-Overland, Inc., Toledo, Ohio. 715 
Willys-Overland Sales Co., Ltd., Toronto, Can. ek Pius 


WILLYS - OVERLAND : FINE + MOTOR -~ CARS 


114 » 


The American Magazine 


Greater 
Comfort, Health 
Happines 

ICTURE to yourself what i F 

an immense pleasure and {~ 
convenience it would be to 
have all the water you want— 
where you want it — when you 
want it—at the mere turn of 
a faucet. No more drudgery 
of pumping and carrying 
heavy buckets of water—san- 
itary conditions in your home 
—the luxury ofa modern bath- 
room — the health protection 
of a sanitary indoor toilet. 
And if you live on à farm, it 
would mean%an abundance 
of drinking water for ponr 
stock. 


Water under pressure 
for a few cents a day 


All this is made available 
by the Fairbanks-Morse 
Home Water Plant. There is 
a plant for drawing water from 
any source—lake, spring, 
stream, shallow well, deep 
well, cistern—at a cost of 
merely a few cents a day. 
Furnished to operate on elec- 
tric, kerosene or gasoline 
power. Electric plants are 
automatic—self-starting, self- 
priming, self-oiling. Installa- 
tion is quick-and easy. 

See the local Fairbanks-Morse dealer 
or write to us. 
Send for free 32-page Book 

There are eight chapters in the book con- 
taining valuable detailed information con- 
cerning water under pressure. Send the 
coupon for a free copy. 

PRICES 
120 gallons per 
hour capacity 
pump, 60-cycle 
motor, 8-gallon 


galvanized tank; $8475 


complete........ 
200 gallons per 
hour capacity 
pump, 60-cycle 
motor,35-gallon 


galvanizedtank, 

complete... ne$ 123 
Above prices, cash f. o. b. 

factory. 


Also larger sizes, for engine 
or electric drive, correspond- 
ingly low priced. 


FAIRBANKS, MORSE & CO. 


200-gal. per hour plant 
“It’s Automatic’’ 


Manufacturers Chicago, U.S. A. 
Fairbanks-Morse “Every Line 
Products _. a Leader’’ 


Branches and Service Stations covering every 
state in the Union 


FAIRBANKS-MORSE 


FAIRBANKS, MORSE & CO., t. A-7 
900 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, U. S. A. 
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didn’t. Anybody’d think I was trying to 
rent his property against his wishes, all 
the cooperation | get.” 

I could see he was annoyed about it, 
but not half as annoyed as I was. At a 
time like this, to be thinking about keys! 
Pd had to keep going ever since three, 
doing the things I’d counted on his doing. 

I told Will I didn’t think it was ver 
nice of‘him,,. setting the table -briskly all 
the time. ‘(Would you put two°butter- 
balls on for Mr. Kruse?” I “asked, .kind 
of thinking out Joud. : 

“Put the butter of in the jar for all I 
care,” Will said suddenly. “I’ve heard 
nothing but this miserable week-end for 
ten days. I wish to heaven Id never 
asked them at all. I certainly wouldn’t 
have, if I'd known you’d have to clean 
house and get an entire wardrobe for the 
occasion. You’re so worn out and cross 
you don’t know whether you're afoot or 
ahorseback!” 

“Well, of all things!” I said, feeling the 
tears come to my eyes—they do so easily 
when you're tired and responsible. “ Any- 


| | one would think I’d been working myself 


to skin and bone for days for my own 
selfish pleasure! The Kruses aren’t any 
friends of mine, you know. I’ve been do- 
ing it to help you, and this is the thanks I 
get!” 

“T know it,” said Will quickly. “I 
didn’t mean to be cross, honey. But 
I hate to see you wearing yourself out. I 
didn’t mean to be cross—I’m just kind 
of jumpy, myself. It’s a pretty big deal 
to put over with Dad away—don’t be mad 
at me!” 

“All right,” I said. I forbore making 
the obvious remark that I didn’t see what 
Will had to make him jumpy. I had the 
whole thing on my hands. But you can’t 
be mean if a person apologizes, and, be- 
sides, there was no time to waste quarrel- 
ing, with the train coming in about twenty- 
seven minutes. 


NEVER, as long as I live, shall I forget 
that hectic week-end. The Kruses ar- 
rived on the five-seven according to sched- 
ule. He was a great big, fat, jolly man. He 
brought me a barnt-Teathar table cover, 
which would have seemed very nice to 
anyone who likes burnt-leather table 
covers. And she was a nervous, thin, talky 
little woman. Talk-talk-talk-talk every 
second of the way up home in the flivver. 
It took her about two minutes to change 
her dress for dinner; then she was back, 
following me around, talking to me more. 

She followed me out into the kitchen, 
where Ella, the babies in bed and asleep 
at last, was fixing the salad. Ella’s noth- 
ing of acooky I had the‘dinner to prepare 
myself, of course, and there were a million 
things to think of. f 

“Oh, what a darling little kitchen! I 
love your checked curtains!’ Mrs. Kruse 
gushed. “And how cute to have the in- 
side of your dish cupboard painted red! 
Now, I know there are loads of things to 
do—just give me an apron and let me 
help.” 

“No, there isn’t a thing you can do, 
really,” I assured her. “Ella and I can 
manage splendidly. You just go in and 
keep the men company.” 

“Indeed, I'll do no such thing,” she 
said brightly. ye because I keep two 
maids at home, I suppose you think I 
don’t know how to do a thing. But PIl 


show you. Why, every Thursday I let 
both the girls off at once and get dinner 
myself. ind I get perfectly wonderful 
dinners, too. Just ask Mtr. Kruse if I don’t. 
Now, let’s see; for instance, last Thurs- 
day, I had—” 

And on and on she chattered, while I 
tried to listen politely with one ear, and 
think about my own dinner with the 
other, It-was awful. Every few minutes 
she’d stop long enough to say, “ Now just 
give me an apron and'tell me what I can 
do to help.” i 

I hadn’t got anything done when I 
heard the doorbell, and Dulcie and Roger 
in the hall. But I thanked goodness, any- 
way. Mrs. Kruse had to go in and talk to 
them, and I could fly at things in peace. 


HE dinner went beautifully. Of course 

I didn’t know what I was eating, I was 
so nervous watching to see that everything 
was being all right. More than once dur- 
ing the dinner, T chanked heaven for good 
friends. I simply couldn’t keep from be- 
ing a little preoccupied, wondering if Ella 
would remember to put the dressing on 
the salad and such things, but Dulcie and 
Mrs. Kirsted were wonderful. They ap- 
preciated what I was up against, and did 
their best to help me out. Dulcie flirted 
with Mr. Kruse just enough to please him, 
and not enough to displease his wife, and 
Mrs. Kirsted etal politely to Mrs. 
Kruse, which was all that Mrs. Kruse 
needed. 

We played bridge afterward, Roger and 
I and the Kruses. Goodness knows, Will 
needn’t have worried—he’d have been 
right at home playing with the Kruses. 
Mrs. Kruse never stopped talking, while 
she or anybody else was playing a hand, 
just intersecting her remarks with, “Oh, 
dear, hearts aren’t trumps, are they? I 
meant to put on a trump.” Or, “Oh, 
dear, partner, was that your king?” 

And I began to think Mr. cae was 
even worse. He played all right, but he 
was so fat and hot and common. Why, he 
sat there and took every bit of varnish 
off my best Windsor chair! 

I was up before dawn the next morning. 
Of course I’m always up at six with the 
babies’ bottles, but on Sundays I go back 
to bed again. Not this Sunday, though. 
I had the living-room to clean up before 
breakfast. It looked the way a room 
always does after eight people have been 
playing bridge, and having cake and cof- 
fee in it. Then I had to get breakfast. I 
made popovers and, of course, the only 
way you can tell that popover dough has 
been beaten long enough is to beat till 
your arm falls off. Ordinarily, I never 
think of minding that; but this morning I 
minded everything. And then, too, I was 
feeling more and more aggrieved at Will. 

Here, this was his party, really, and he 
took no responsibility for it. He might 
almost have been part of the company, 
the way he took everything for granted. 

We had a fine breakfast, if I do say it 
myself. Mrs. Kruse dried the breakfast 
dishes, and talked to me, while the men 
looked over the Chicago papers. When 
they were ready to start out to see the 
cannery, I got Will aside. 

“For heaven’s sake, Will,” I begged, 
“take her along with you! Ella isn’t used 
to bathing the babies, and she doesn’t 
know how to strain the vegetables. PI 
have to keep showing her, and I’ve got 
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PURE—CLEAN— 
VOLATILE!! 


Texaco Gasoline is refined with the same intricate care 
as the clean, clear, golden Texaco Motor Oil. 

It is just as essential that the impurities should be re- 
moved from gasoline as from oil. In gasoline no heavy 
non-volatile substance should remain. 

Anything less than Texaco quality and Texaco volatility 
in a gasoline not only cuts the power—it cuts the lubri- 
cation. Unburned gasoline on the cylinder walls destroys 
the film of oil and breaks the piston seal. 

Texaco Gasoline enters the cylinders as it leaves the 
carburetor—fully vaporized—ready for action. Buy where 
you see the Texaco Star. 


THE TEXAS COMPANY, U. S. A. 
Texaco Petroleum Products 
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Its Beneficial Effect is Guaranteed! 


A simple, easy way to keep 
your motor clean 


In 1924, after two years of testing and 
experimenting, | introduced to the mo- 
toring world a new method for keeping 
motors permanently at the peak of ef- 
ficiency, by adding to gasoline a new 
ingredient called Boyce-ite. 


Hundreds of thousands of car owners, 
using Boyce-ite regularly and consist- 
ently found a new motoring economy 
and enjoyment through its means. 


But Boyce-ite must be used regularly to 
get results. I would rather you never 
used a single drop of it than to use it 


in a luke-warm, half hearted fashion. 
For so certain is the action of Boyce-ite 
when used properly that my company 
backs it unconditionally with the 
astounding guarantee shown on this 
page. 

I urge you to go now—today—to your 
dealer and start acquiring the Boyce-ite 
habit. It is a saving habit that will keep 
many dollars in your pocket. Buy it in 
the convenient container or from the 
Boyce-ite Blue-Green Pump, but make 
Boyce-ite treated gasoline your standard 
motor fuel from now on, and keep your 
motor thereafter at its maximum of 
power, smoothness and economy. 


BOYCE & VEEDER CO., Inc. 
Long Island City, N. Y. 


President 
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Guarantee 


EGARDLESS of the 
mechanical condition 
or design of your mo- 

tor, or the amount or grade of 
oil used, if after adopting Boyce- 
ite treated gasoline as your 
standard motor fuel, you ever 
again find it- necessary to re- 
move carbon, have that carbon 
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4 > burned out and send us the bill! 
wm A check will be sent you im- 
& mediately. 

§ 
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Boyce-ite Blu-Green Gasoline, may be 
obtained direct from the pump in over 
one hundred important cities. 


Boyce-ite ingredient 
for making your own 
fuel may be obtained 
almost everywhere. 


dinner to get, and sandwiches to make for 
the tea. fany can’t have Mrs. Kruse 
around talking to me every second. TIl 
never get things done, and I'll go stark, 
staring mad, trying!” 

Will looked horrified at the suggestion. 

“T can’t take her with us!” he said. 
“She'll talk every mile of the way. I’m 
awfully sorry, Dotty, but you'll just have 
to put up with her this time.” 

f said nothing. Selfishness like that 
simply stunned me. There was Will, just 
off for a pleasant ride in the flivver; I was 
at home with a billion things to do, and 
all the responsibility of the entire enter- 
prise shunted off onto me, and he wouldn’t 
even help me by taking Mrs. Kruse off my 
hands. 

“Well, will you please get home by 
quarter past one,” I asked resignedly, 
“and drag her off me for the last fifteen 
minutes? We've got to have dinner at 
prompt half past one—that’s absolutely 
necessary in order to get it over and cleared 
up before the tea people come—and I 
simply can’t make the gravy and meringue 
fluff, and tend to all the last-minute things 
if she’s in the kitchen.” 

“Allright,” Will agreed. But there was 
an absent-minded note in his voice that 
made me nervous. 

“ Now, don’t forget,” I cautioned him. 
“Quarter past one. Not half past, just in 
time for dinner. Quarter past!” 

“All right. Sure,” Will repeated. 

But I had a queer premonition that he 
wouldn’t be there. He went away with 
an air of having his mind anywhere in the 
world but where it ought to be. I had a 
feeling that, once he and Mr. Kruse got 
off in that flivver, he’d never think of 
gravy or the fancy meringue dessert that 
had to be tended to at the last minute. As 
I worked around that morning and pre- 
tended to listen to Mrs. Kruse, I thought 
of what Dulcie had said: “ Let two men get 
off together and they’re just like two no- 
*count boys. Years of married life don’t 
seem to give them one bit of the sense of 
responsibility that a girl is born with.” 


UT, in spite of my premonition,” I 
really never thought Wil could pla 
me the mean, mean trick that he did. 

At quarter past one there was no si 
of the flivver. Well, I sighed resignedly 
and went on with the meringue as best I 
could between Mrs. Kruse’s syllables. At 
half past one to the minute, I had as de- 
licious a dinner as I’ve ever laid eyes on, 
done to a perfect turn. 

I was actually about to pour out the 
soup, when I suddenly remembered that 
the men hadn’t come yet. I went into the 
living-room and scanned the street anx- 
iously. Not a sign of the flivver. 

Nervously, Mrs. Kruse and I sat down 
in the living-room to wait. I had potato 
balls which were as light and fluffy as e 
whites now, but which would be soggy sal 
horrid in ten minutes. There are dinners 
you can keep ten minutes, and dinners 
that you can't. I had prepared a perfect 
wonder of the kind you can’t. 

Ten minutes! Attwoo’clock they hadn’t 
come. I was really worried by then, and 
telephoned out to Rita May White, who 
lives on the road to the cannery, to see if 
she had seen the flivver go by. She never 
misses a thing that passes; and she had 
seen it go out and come back. 

Then I was worried in earnest. If they 
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Precision! 
JÈ making a good automobile tire, one 


must eliminate, so far as possible, the 
human element, with its diminishing de- 
gree of strength as the working day wears 
on. A man is not capable of the same 
precision at 3 P.M. that was his at 8 A. M. 
Every yard of fabric used in Pennsylvania 
Vacuum Cup Cord Tires, Balloon or High Pres- 
sure, is laid with absolute and unvaryingtension 
by one of these big tire-building machines. 
Each step, of course, is carefully supervised by 
experienced and pains-taking inspectors. 
Just another reason for the remarkable mile- 
age being delivered day after day by Vacuum Cup 
Cord Tires wherever motor cars are driven. 


PENNSYLVANIA 
VACUUM CUP 
BALLOON TIRES 


PENNSYLVANIA RUBBER CO. OF AMERICA, INC. 


Jeannette, Pennsylvania 
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c9; YOU HAVE driven the new 
Hupmobile Eight, you know there is 
a difference in motoring. You know 
that you have never experienced 
anything like it and you wouldn’t 
know where to turn to duplicate it. 
For you recognize that it is far above 
and beyond all previous motoring. 
If you haven’t driven this Eight, then 
by all means drive it — and when you 
do, be prepared to want it as you’ve 
never in your life wanted any car. 


GET ACQUAINTED WITH YOUR HUPMOBILE DEALER. HE IS A GOOD MAN TO KNOW 


Four body types, not excelled within $1000 of their prices in beauty, finish 
and equipment. Five-passenger Sedan, $2375; Four-passenger Coupe. 
$2275; Touring Car and Roadster, $1975. Prices F.O. B. Detroit; tax to 
be added. Equipment includes four-wheel brakes, balloon tires, bumpers front 
and rear, snubbers, transmission lock, automatic windshield cleaner, rear 
view mirror. Q Hupmobile four-cylinder cars, in a complete line of popular 
body types, at prices which make them the outstanding value in their field. 


THE 
HUPMOBILE 
EIGHT 


had started back half an hour ago, as Rita 
May said, they should have been home 
before now. Maybe something had hap- 
pened. Something must have. I completely 
forgot my dinner in my sudden anxiety. 
Mrs. Kruse wasn’t worried at all, ap- 
parently, just talked on and on and on. I 
stood in the window where I could watch 
the road, getting more cold with fear 
all the time. Quarter past two—twenty 
minutes past—something had happened, 
there was no doubt of it. Half past two. 


wT DDENLY, around the corner from 

Beekman Street, appeared the familiar 
flivver sedan. And there were both the 
men in it, safe and sound. For a minute 
I was simply limp with relief. And then 
I thought of the dinner. It’s a strange 
thing, bur the more frantically you worry 
for fear something has happened to some- 
body, the madder you are when you find 
that nothing has. Those men blew in as 
coolly as though being an hour late for 
dinner wasn’t anything. 

“Had a fine ride,” Mr. Kruse told me, 
rubbing his hands cheerfully. “We've 
had one fine ride. Out by the cannery, 
and then took in all the surrounding coun- 
try. Over to Verblen. Mighty pretty 
country you've got around here, even in 
the winter. Well, I suppose you girls have 
had plenty of time to get dinner. We're 
starved, aren’t we, Horton?” 

“You bet your life!’ said Will, with an 
air of bluff cordiality. But he looked 
guiltily at me. At the first chance he got 
me off alone. 

“Sorry to be late, Dotty,” he said, “but 
it couldn’t be helped. I took him over to 
Verblen.” Will gave me a meaningful 
look. “Never thought of it, either, till we 
started back home. Thought first I’d tr 
to steer him off, but he had it on his mind. 
Then I got the hunch to take the bull 
right by the horns and drive him over 
there myself. I think it was a good stunt.” 

“ As long as you've had a pleasant ride, 
and seen all the adjoining country,” I 
said sarcastically, “I don’t suppose you'll 
mind that the dinner is ruined.” 

Will didn’t even seem to know that I 
was being sarcastic. 

“Oh, no,” he said with an air of large- 
handed good nature; “don’t worry your 
head about the dinner any!” 

I said nothing. There was nothing to 
say. As I hurried around the kitchen do- 
ing the best I could with the wreck, I 
faced the fact that, as long as I lived, 
I should have to carry all the responsibility 
for the family. Will was, apparently, not 
capable of taking his share of it. 

Some way or other, we got through the 
rest of the day. Some way or other, the 
tea went off, and the Kruses caught their 
train back to Chicago, assuring us they 
had had a fine time. 

We came back to the house, and Will 
pitched in and helped me get things 
straightened up. He talked to me all the 
time about the ride they’d taken, and 
unimportant things like that. I didn’t 
even tell him what I thought about his be- 
ing an hour late for dinner. I would some- 
time, but right then I was too exhausted 
even to fight. After all, it was over. 

As I slid out of my velvet dress at last 
and fell into bed, I did think again, though, 
about what Dulcie had said about wish- 
ing there was something besides men that 
you could marry. I remembered how, in 
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one glance the night before, she and Mrs. 
Kirsted had taken in the whole situation, 
and how conscientiously they had pitched 
right in to help me. If your husband 
could be like another woman, was my last 
thought before I dropped off to sleep, be- 
tween the two of you you’d manage any- 
thing pretty well. 

Monday morning both of the twins 
were sick, actually running a temperature. 
Each one, I learned Tuesday, was cutting 
an eyetooth, and any woman who has ever 
had one baby cut an eyetooth can fill in 
from imagination what it would be to 
have two doing it in the same house. It 
was the first catastrophe that had ever 
struck the two of mine simultaneously. 
Night and day are all alike to an aeaa ke 
and the strain of it knocked the Krusesand 
the week-end and everything else com- 
pletely out of my mind. 

Wednesday afternoon, however, when 
I was wheeling the baby carriage—Will 
calls it our twin-six—home from market- 
ing, I got to thinking about the way Will 
had acted that week-end, and the more I 
thought about it the madder I got. There 
I had had every bit of the thinking and 
managing, as well as the work, to do, and 
Will hadn’t even realized the importance 
of the occasion enough to get home in time 
for dinner. 

It is all very well to say tolerantly, “Oh, 
men never do grow up;t ey’re always just 
boys”—but it’s no fun to feel that all your 
life you’ll have to do all the thinking, and 
carry all the responsibility for the family. 

And Will is so dear too. He helps me 
loads with the work, and the babies, and 
is really sweet in most ways. Somehow, 
that made it all the more exasperating. 
If he were horrid and selfish, I could just 
set it down as a hopeless proposition; but 
when a person is so nice you can’t help 
loving him, and it is hard to have to realize 
that he hasn’t got good sense. 


S I was passing the bank, Mr. Burris 
came out and walked along with me 
toward his house. 

“Well, I hear your week-end party was 
a success,” he observed. 

“No, I can’t say it was a howling suc- 
cess,” I said honestly. “I barely pulled 
it through. That’s as much as I'd say.” 

Mr. Burris looked puzzled. 

“Why, I was just talking to William, 
and he seemed greatly pleased. Or maybe 
he hasn’t telephoned you this afternoon?” 

“I haven’t been home. I’ve had the 
babies out all afternoon,” I said, thinking 
there wasn’t much Will could telephone 
me about that awful week-end that I 
didn’t already know. Mr. Burris fairly 
beamed. 

“ Ah, then I can be the first to announce 
the good news,” he said. “William has 
just heard that the Kruse Company will 
ease the cannery building.” 

For a moment I stared at him blankly. 
I had been thinking about the week-end, 
and this sudden change of subject was so 
abrupt. 

“ A very keen young man, that husband 
of yours is, Doroth > Mr. Burris went 
on approvingly. “He keeps his eye right 
on the ball. È was a neat piece of work 
for him to sell Kruse, when the Baker 

ple have been trying to get that Ver- 

len shoe factory building off their hands 

for two years. E's quite a feather in Wil- 
liam’s cap.” 


You may be slipping, too— 


MONG THE MEN who have 
enrolled for the Alexander 
Hamilton Institute are 32,000 presi- 
dents and business heads. Here is 
the story of one of them which is 
rather unusual. 

He is 49 years old and had been 
head of his own business since 
1910. It was at his special request 
that a representative of the Insti- 
tute called at his office, and he 
plunged into the subject without 
a wasted word. 

“T don’t think you need to tell 
me anything about your Modern 
Business Course and Service,” he 
said. “A number of my friends 
have taken it. They are enthusi- 
astic. I trust their judgment. Let 
me have an enrollment blank.” 


The Institute man laid it before 
him. He picked up his pen and 
then paused for a moment, looking 
outof the window. Abruptly he swung 
around again and wrote his name. 

“I have been slipping,” he ex- 
claimed. “For some months I have 
been conscious of it. Conditions 
have changed in business since I 
began; problems come up that need 
something more than merely rule- 
of-thumb experience. I’ve got to 
have someone helping me here, and 
the easiest way to get really relia- 
ble help, I guess, is to take on your 
experts as my guides and advisors.” 


We say this story is unusual. 
Why? n he was slipping 
and knew it. Thousands are slip- 
ping and don’t. Every man in 
business is either lifting himself 
steadily, or he is slipping. There is 
no such thing as standing still. 


Are you in one of these 
four groups? 


There are four signs of slip- 
ping; four separate groups of 
men who ought today to send 
for “Forging Ahead in Business,” 
the book which gives all the 
facts about the Institute’s train- 
ing. 

1. The man who sees opportu- 


and you may 
not know it 


who lacks the self-confidence to go 
ahead; who is afraid to reach out 
and assume responsibility; | who 
knows that he lacks the knowledge 
on which to base large decisions. 
The Institute can help that man. 


2. The man who has worked for 
many months without a salary in- 
crease. He has slipped; he may 
not know it, but he has. He needs 
some definite addition to his busi- 
ness knowledge, something to set 
him apart from his competitors, to 
make the men higher up take a new 
interest in him. The Institute can 
help that man. 


3. The man who has stayed in the 
same position and sees no future. He may 
have had petty routine increases, but he 
has slipped. He is every day nearer to old 
age. He has been content with slow prog- 
ress when the progress might have been 
rapid and sure. The Institute can help 
that man. 


4. The man who knows only one depart- 
ment of business. He may be a good sales- 
man, but if he knows nothing of accounting, 
banking, costs, factory and office manage- 
ment, and corporation finance, he will be a 
salesman always. He may be a good 
accountant, and never reach beyond the 
accounting department. The man at the top 
must know something about everything. The 
Institute can help that man. 


You will find the descriptive book pub- 
lished by the Institute, “Forging Ahead in 
Business,” different from any piece of busi- 
ness literature you have ever seen. It is so 
practical, so directly related to your problem, 
so clear in its analysis of the reasons why 
some men rapidly go forward while other 
men slip back. We should like to put a copy 
of it into the hands of every thoughtful 
reader of this magazine. It will richly repay 
you for an evening of your time. Fill in 
your name below; your copy will come by 
mail, without the slightest obligation, at once. 


330 Astor Place New York City 4 


Send me the new revised edition of the booklet, 
“Forging Ahead in Business,” which I may 
keep without obligation. 


Sighature: asa a 
Please write plainly 
Business 
Address _...... 


nitiesforbiggerundertakings, but 1 Business i 
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: In future, ENO’S Fruit Salt-Derivative Compound will be : 
: known as moe BNO om : 
The World Famed Effervescent Salt 


+ The proprietors positively guarantee that no change whatever has been ; 
: made in the ingredients or manufacture of their preparation. 


J. C. ENO LIMITED, LONDON, ENGLAND 


THE WORLD FAMED 


&ffervescent Salt 


TAKE IT ON YOUR VACATION 


Changes of climate, of food and of water have marred many 
vacations. A “dash” of ENO ina glass of water, hot or cold, on 
arising may obviate such troubles. It will tend to promote the 
elimination of waste and poisonous matter, to minimize many 
discomforting conditions of the stomach and intestines, and 
to increase that feeling of happy health so necessary to the en- 
joyment of a vacation. Many experienced travellers, knowing 
this, take ENO as an aid to well-being, both on land and at 
sea. Its absolute purity, agreeable taste and effective qualities 
render it desirable for and acceptable to young and old alike. 
It is so gentle in action and so pleasant and refreshing in 
taste that one may enjoy a draught of it at any time. 


At All Druggists 75c and $1.25 


Sales Agents: 
HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Inc. 
171 Madison Ave., New York 
Toronto Sydney 
Wellington 


Prepared only by 
J. C. ENO Limited 
London, England 


ae 

E NO first thing in the morning YE 
SOA ANOS 
DDOCTOR ONTT 


I suddenly thought about the com- 
mission, about what Will’s selling the 
cannery would mean to us. In the excite- 
ment of entertaining the Kruses the can- 
nery had slipped out of my mind alto- 
gether! 

“The Baker people,” Mr. Burris went 
on, “weren’t expecting Mr. Kruse to get 
up this way till next Sunday, and they 
were going to camouflage their old ruin as 
well as they could—they’d even con- 
sidered painting it over.’ Mr. Burris 
chuckled. “A very neat idea of William’s 
to drive Mr. Kruse over there last Sun- 
day, and let him see it as it really is, 
without any fresh paint covering up rot- 
ten boards!” 

Mr. Burris gave another nice elderly, 
approvin chuckle. 

‘Mr. Kruse thinks very well of William, 
indeed. He told me so Sunday afternoon 
when we were drinking our tea at your 
house. Said William certainly had all the 
information he needed right at his tongue’s 
end. William had looked up the insurance 
rates—the cannery being brick of course 
made them a lot lower than the Verblen 
place—showed him the railway switch 
the cannery had had put in, pointed out 
that Verblen isn’t on the main current 
line—if he should want to use electric 
power he’d have a lot of expensive poling 
and wiring to do. William had gone into 
it, Mr. Kise said, as though he were 
going to manufacture bark and leather 
novelties himself. A very shrewd young 
husband you have, Dorothy!” 

We had reached Mr. Burris’s house, 
and he left me with his nice, old-fash- 
ioned bow. 


I WALKED on home, with the strangest 
feeling of seeing for the first time in m 
life the sort of thing Will has to chink 
about. Why, with all that on his mind, 
no wonder he was jumpy about the Kruses’ 
coming. Somehow, always seeing him 
just at home, I forgot that he had any- 
thing in the world to do but just what I 
see him doing: have a good time with me 
and our friends and families, and help me 
out some with the work and the babies. 
And yet, really— 

Suddenl thought of last Sunday 
morning, the one really important part of 
the week-end as far as all that the week- 


end really was for at all went. Durin 


, that ride in the flivver was when Will ha 
_ had to put over the whole deal, show Mr. 
| Kruse about the electricity, and the in- 


surance rates, and all the rest of those 
things I’d never even known existed. 
That ride was the crucial time of the 


| entire enterprise, what it had all been 


leading up to. And I had actually wanted 
Will to take along that silly, talky Mrs. 
Kruse! Why, she would have chattered 
every mile of the way. Will wouldn’t have 
had a Chinaman’s chance of getting in a 
serious word with her husband. 

Here Will had gone off with a deal of 
this kind to put over—and had done it 
too! And I had been mad at him because 
it took him a little longer than he had 
figured on! “He keeps his eye right on the 
ball.” I suddenly remembered what Mr. 
Burris had said, and realized how true it 
was. IIl bet not once during that week- 
end had Will forgotten for a single mo- 
ment what he had really had the Kruses 
come to Montrose for. 

And not once—not for one single, fleet- 
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ing moment—had I remembered it! I 
would have worried myself sick over 
whether to play bridge or Mah Jong, or 
whether to have pineapple mousse or 
chocolate loaf, and then, if it had all de- 
posses on me, actually let the Kruses go 

ack to Chicago without even showing 
them the cannery building, without so 
much as mentioning the factory at all! 

I pushed the baby carriage in at our 
front door, thinking exactly the same 
thought I had been thinking when I had 
pushed it out, but in a mighty different 
way. Thank goodness, I was thinking, 
one of the family had some sense! 


WILL was there; he had come home 
early to tell me the news. 

“And listen, Dot,” he said excitedly, 
“I shouldn’t wonder if you were the one 
who put it over.” 

“Me?” I gasped. 

“Yep. In a postscript to his letter, 
Kruse says, ‘Give our regards to Mrs. 
Horton. She certainly gave us one grand 
time. My wife’s talking about it yet. She 
wouldn’t even let me think about going 
anywhere but Montrose; says she’s never 
seen another town where there were such 
nice young people, or where they seem 
to have such good times.’ There, you 

Will beamed proudly on me, and I 
suppose maybe, if I hadn’t had that talk 
with Mr. Burris, I’d have actually kidded 
myself into thinking I’d done the whole 
thing. 

“A man’s wife has got a lot of influence 
with him on a chance like this,” Will went 
on appreciatively. 

That was perfectly true, of course. I 
didn’t want to do my part out of any of 
the credit it really deserved. Mrs. Kruse 
had doubtless had something to say. But 
she hadn’t had it all. 

“Will,” I said suddenly, moved to rash 
honesty by his being so dear and generous, 
“don’t give me too much credit. I did the 
best I could, but I certainly didn’t keep 
my eye on the ball. I was so busy think- 
ing about just the right flowers for the 
cable and everything Tike that, that I—I 
never once remembered what we were 
having the party for. Never once did the 
faintest thought of the cannery even enter 
my head!” 

“Oh, well, women aren’t expected to 
have much real sense of responsibility,” 
Will said tolerantly. 

I suddenly began to giggle. I had thought 
of Roger eating the celery, and I couldn’t 
help it. Will laughed too, just because 
he was feeling so happy and triumphant. 
He put his arm around me. 

“ Maybe it was the right flowers for the 
table aint turned the trick,” he said. 
“Well never know. Anyhow, between 
us, we've put it over!” 

Between us! Giggling happily there 
with Will’s triumphant arm around me, I 
had a funny feeling that was kind of like 
a vision. Between us! A vision of Will and 
me, so different from each other that we 
can’t help rowing about it every once in a 
while, yet loving each other and fitting 
together like two pieces of a scroll puzzle 
into the scheme of things. Women are all 
right in their way, and men are all right in 
theirs—but I guess it’s a good thing for 
both that when they come to get married 
there has to be one of each. 

ttet + 


This is the day of prevention. 


Danger is marked wherever it exists 
To prevent decay and disease, to safc- 


guard health—even life itself—dental authorities have pointed out The 


and measures of safety adopted. 
) 
Danger Line on our teeth, which demands our constant care and attention, 


Sound second teeth depend on proper 
care of first teeth at THE DANGER LINE 


MANY mothers have the erro- 
neous impression that the first 
teeth are not important. Yet 
to insure good second teeth, it 
is of the utmost importance to 
guard the first teeth against 
Acid Decay at The Danger 
Line, where gums meet teeth. 

Food particles gather in the 
tiny V-shaped crevices at The 
Danger Line and ferment, form- 
ing acids which cause decay and 
which may lead to infections— 
conditions which seriously re- 


tard a child’s general physical 
and mental development. 
There is one absolutely safe, 
dependable way to protect your 
children’s teeth and gums from 
acids at The Danger Line. It 
is the use of Squibb’s Dental 
Cream, made with Squibb’s 
Milk of Magnesia—the one best 
product for safely neutralizing 
acids which attack the teeth 
and irritate the gums. Buy a 
tube or two of Squibb’s Dental 
Cream today at your druggist’s. 


SQUIBB'S DENTAL CREAM 
Made with Squibbs Milk of Magnesia 


SQUIBB’S MILK OF MAGNESIA—The Standard of Quality—from 
which Squibb’s Dental Cream is made—is recommended by physicians 


everywhere. 


It may be purchased in large and small bottles from your 
druggist. It is a splendid thing to have in your medicine closet. 


© 1925 


E. R. SQUIBB & SONS — Manufacturing Chemists to the Medical Profession since 1858 
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Do You Make 


these Mistakes 


in ENGLISH? 


Free yourself of embarrassing mistakes in 
speaking and writing. Wonderful new in- 
vention automatically finds and corrects 
your mistakes; gives you a powerful mas- 
tery of language in only 15 minutes a day. 


Many persons say, “Did you 
hear from him today?" They 
should say, “Have you heard 
from him today?” Some spell 
calendar “calender’’ or ‘‘calan- 
der.” Scull, others say “between 


you and I" instead of “between 
ou and me.” It is astonishing 
ow many rsuns use “who” 


pe 
for “whom,” and mispronounce 
the simplest words. ew know 
whether to spell certain words 
with one or two “c's” or “m's 
or “r’s,"’ or with “ie” or “el” 
Most persons use only common 
words—colorless, flat, ordinary. 


Their speech and their letters SHERWIN CODY 


are lifeless, monotonous, humdrum. Every time they talk 
or write they show themselves lacking in the essen 
pointe of English 

Every time you talk, every time you write, you show 
what you are. When y you use the wrong word, when 
you mispronounce a word, when you punctuate incorrectly, 
when you use flat, ordinary words, you handicap yourself 
enormously. A striking command of English enables you 
to present your ideas clearly. forcefully, convincingly. 
If your language is incorrect it hurts you more than you 
will ever know, for people are too polite to tell you about 
your mistakes. 


Wonderful New Invention 


For many years Mr. Cody studied the problem of 
creating instinctive habita of using good English. After 
countless experiments he finally Invented a simple method 
by which you can acquire a better command of the Eng- 
lish language in only 15 minutes a day. Now you can stop 
making the mistakes which have been hurting you. Mr. 
Cody's students have secured more improvement in five 
weeks than previously had been obtained by other pupils 
in two years! 


Learn by Habit—Not by Rules 


Under old methods rules are memorized, but correct 
habits are not formed. Finally the rules themselves are 
forgotten. The new Sherwin Cody method provides for 
the formation of correct habits by constantly callin, 
attention only to the mistakes you yourself make—an 
then showing you the right way, without asking you to 
memorize any rules. 

One of the wonderful things about Mr. Cody’s course 
is the speed with which these habit-forming practice 
drills can be carried out. You can write the answers to 
ffty questions in 15 minutes and correct your work in 


The drudgery and wor! 
Book on English 


F REE and 15-Minute Test 


A command of polished and effective English denotes 
education and culture., It wins friends and favorably 
impresses those with whom you come in contact. In 
business and in social life correct English gives you 
added advantages and better opportunities, while poor 
English handicaps you more than you will ever realize. 
And now, in only 15 minutes a day—in your own home 
—you can actually see yourself improve by using the 
100% self-correcting method. 

Mr. Cody has prepared a simple 15-minute test with 
correct answers, which you can take in your own home 
so you can tell at once just where you stand. If you are 
efficient In English it will give you greater confidence; 
if you are deficient you surely want to know It. Write 

ay for this test—it is free. We will also gladly mall 
you our new free book, “How to Speak and Write 

lasterly English.” Merely mall the coupon or a postal 
card. 


SHERWIN CODY SCHOOL of ENGLISH 


97 Searle Building, Rochester, New York 


97 Searle Building, Rochester, N. Y. l 


Please send me your Free Book “How to Speak 
| ana Write Mastery!" "'-" and also thelsminute | 
Test. | 
Name | 


Babies and Bathing Girls Are the 


Favorites of Camera Fans 
(Continued from page 57) 


but somehow this fan got his motor boat 
through the navy’s line. He shot out in 
front of the dreadnaught as it was coming 
head on, snapped his shutter, and the 
deed was done. But the swell created by 
the great vessel capsized his little boat. 
Fortunately, the intrepid fan had taken 
the plstechalder out of the camera; so 
when he was thrown into the water, with 
one hand he held the precious plate-holder 
above his head, and swam until he was 
picked up. He lost his boat and his 
camera, but the picture was worth all his 


hard luck.” 
BURGLAR broke into a New York 


City home last summer and carried off 
jewelry, silverware, and sundry other arti- 
cles, but what made the owner maddest of 
all was the loss of his precious camera with 
a valuable lens. He began to search for 
some clue, and discovered finger prints on 
the edge of a glass bureau top. He 
sprinkled talcum powder over the finger 
prints, dusted the glass surface, and the 
prints showed up clearly. He borrowed a 
camera, photographed the finger prints, 
and took the pictures to police head- 
quarters. Going over their records, the 
police identified the marks as those of an 
old offender, and within twenty-four hours 
the thief was caught. 

In another case, several bandits held 
up a store, and did it so skillfully that 
no alarm was possible. But across the 
street a woman was sitting at her front 
window. She suspected something was 
wrong in the store and, showing remark- 
able keenness, obtained her camera and 
snapped a, picture of four men as they 
came out of the store and got into a 
waiting automobile. This picture was 
later turned over to the police, and led 
to the arrest of two of the vandits within 
a few days. 

“Several years ago,” said Mr. Riggles, 
“when the long-focus camera with a tele- 
photo lens was first introduced a man 
came into the store and asked for one. 

“He became one of the most expert 
photographers of my acquaintance, and 
was an active customer for some years. 
Then his interest waned, and I saw little 
of him. Later, I received word of his 
death. His widow asked me to come and 
look over his photographic outfits. 

“I knew he had several cameras, but it 
was a surprise when she led me to a big 
closet and opened it. There was a regular 
store of photographic goods. Besides 
various apparatus, he had thirty-six cam- 
eras—one of every size. The collection 
was an epitome of twenty years of develop- 
ment in the camera industry. His invest- 
ment amounted to over five thousand 
dollars. 

“When I was a fifteen-year-old boy on 
the farm in Maryland,” Mr. Riggles told 
me, “‘my mother had a Plymouth Rock 
hen that attained considerable local fame. 
Every day for a week she was supposed to 
have laid two eggs. Then she began to 
lay three eggs daily—at least, that’s what 


showed up in the nest—and an item about 
her appeared in the papers. An authority 
from a nearby agricultural college came to 
investigate, and with him he brought a 
little black box, which he pointed at the 
hen and clicked again and again. 

“That was my first glimpse of a camera. 
The visitor told me it cost five dollars and 
was made by the Vive Camera Company, 
ofChicago. Iwrotetothecompany. The 
sent me a catalogue. I read it so muc 
that soon I knew its contents by heart. 
But five dollars was an unattainable sum 
for a farm boy. That year I left home for 
the city of Washington, D. C., thirteen 
miles away, and got a job at two dollars a 
week as bell boy in a hotel. 

“One day I looked on the register, 
where a new guest had just signed, and 
read, ‘Elmore C. Patterson, Chicago.’ 
My, how my head spun! I knew Mr. 
Elmore C. Patterson—I had read about 
him again and again in my little catalogue 
—he was president of the Vive Camera 
Company. 

«There was a rule against bell boys 
talking with guests, but I managed to 
answer every call from Mr. Patterson’s 
room, and each time I asked some question 
about photography. Finally, he exploded. 
‘Why are you pestering me?’ he demanded. 
I told him my interest. He changed his 
attitude at once and answered all my 
questions freely. A few days later he 
offered to take me back to Chicago and 
give me a job in his office. But that was 
too far from home. Then he suggested 
that maybe he could use me in his New 
York branch. 

“Months later, I received a letter from 
Mr. Willoughby, New York manager for 
the Vive, saying that Mr. Patterson had 
mentioned me, and that a job was now 
open in New York. 

“That was twenty-six years ago. The 
Vive is now only amemory. The company 
went out of business years ago, and Mr. 
Willoughby embarked in the retail trade 
on his own, and I’ve been with him ever 
since. 


s [NTEREST in photography is stead- 

ily growing, and improvements in the 
mechanics are constantly being made. 
Now we have movie cameras for the 
amateur. 

“Various trick stunts are possible with 
the movie camera. I took a series of 
pictures of my lawn mower. First, I put 
the mower in position, as though it were 
just starting across the lawn; I took that as 
my first picture. Then I moved the mower 
ahead a trifle, got out of the field, and 
took another picture. This was repeated, 
until the mower had moved across the 
lawn, leaving a clean swath of clipped grass. 

“When the film was thrown on the 
screen it gave an uncanny picture of a 
lawn mower cutting grass without human 
assistance. The thing is so realistic that 
I have had many people, after seeing the 
movie, insist on seeing the automatic 
mower.” 
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WINGS FOR WORDS 


The flying wheels of this simple, sturdy, low- 
priced device take the power that sparks today 
in the minds of business men or educators and 
give to it the magic wings of fast communica- 
tion. Aremarkable machine geared to the high- 
speed demands of a strenuous day. Its hourly 
output is measured in thousands—clear, clean 
copies of letter, chart, bulletin or design, any keen 
message that needs of the moment may require. 


This money-saving, speedy and private process of 
duplication is brought even closer to perfection by 
the new Mimeotype stencil paper, which is used with- 
out moistening. If you have not tried the new stencil 
sheet, you do not know the best work of which the 
Mimeograph is capable. A. B. Dick Company, 
Chicago, will gladly send, without cost, booklet “A-6,” 
giving timely and complete information about the 
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This is Broadway Temple which your 5°; Bonds will help to build. Of the $4,000,000 neces- 
sary, $2,000,000 will be loaned by a great insurance company; more than $1,250,000 of the remainder 
has been subscribed in 5% Bonds. The apartment houses and apartment hotel will bring in a revenue 
of $466,000 a year. 


Twenty-four stories high, surmounted by a revolving cross of 34 feet, which will be illuminated 
at night, Broadway Temple will be a Voice crying above the towers of the greatest city, “Unless ye 
have Faith, ye are nothing.” 
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Would You Like to do One Thing that Will 
Live a Hundred Years After You are Gone? 


BUY ONE OF THESE 5% BONDS 


HIS is an advertisement 
about a preacher, Dr. 
Christian F. Reisner. 


About a church which will 
be as great a monument to 
religion as the Woolworth 
Tower is a monument to suc- 
cess. 


It is also an advertisement 
about 5% Bonds. 


The Methodists assigned Dr. 
Reisner to a church which 
stands on the highest hill on 
Broadway, running from 173 
to 174. The city is moving 
fast in that direction; 100 big 
apartment houses have gone 
up there within a year. 


Dr.Reisnet’s keeneyes caught 
a vision; his persuasive voice 
induced the purchase of a plot 
of ground, covering half a city 
block. The land was worth 
$200,000 two years ago; it is. 
worth at least $400,000 today; 
ic will be worth $1,000,000 
within ten years. 


He went to 


The Biggest Men in 
New York 


To Judge Gary, Henry L. 
Doherty, Samuel Roberts, the 
banker, E. F. Albee, the presi- 
dent of the Keith Theatres, 
Senator Copeland, Rodman 
Wanamaker, John McE. Bow- 


which 


remainder. 


To secure the $4,000,000 necessary to construct the Temples 
$2,000,000 will be borrowed outright from a great insurance com- 
pany. $2,000,000 will be issued in second mortgage 5% gold bonds 
will bear cumulative interest as soon as they are paid for in 
full. Of this amount $1,250,000 has already been subscribed. 


We now ask you to PARTICIPATE AS A PARTNER in selling the 


ke 


A GOOD PUBLIC INVESTMENT FOR THE PUBLIC GOOD 
Mail coupon for particulars. Interesting to read whether you invest or not. 


This space donated by a friend of the Broadway Temple 


By BRUCE BARTON 


man who runs the big hotels— 
these men and fifty others 
whose names are equally fa- 
mous, examined his plans, ap- 
proved them, allowed him to 
use their names, and led in a 
campaign which brought a 
subscription for a million and 
a quarter of his 5% Bonds. 


When $500,000 more is sub- 
scribed, the big church will be 
built. To get this $500,000 is 
the purpose of this advertise- 
ment. 


This is the Plan Which 
These Big Men Endorsed 


The church will be the 
greatest building of its kind 
in the world. Its Sunday serv- 
ices will reach thousands who 
have no church home; its 
social rooms will be a meeting 
place for the lonesome young 
men and women of this big 
lonesome town. 


On either side of it will be a 
big apartment house; about it, 
in the tower, an apartment 
hotel with rooms looking out 
over the river. Real estate 
men promise a revenue of 
$466,000 a year—enough to 
pay the interest on the bonds 
and leave $125,000 a year fora 
sinking fund. In twenty years 
this will pay back the bonds, 
and the church's revenue can 
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then be used entirely for relig- 
ious work. 


Your Chance to Extend 
Your Influence 
100 Years 


Every man who amounts to 
anything likes to do some one 
act whose influence will go on 
after his life ends. This is 
your chance to do such an act. 
The bonds are a 5% investment 
which the best financial men 
in New York consider good. 
Your name will be embossed 
on the records forever. But 
more than all this, it is your 
chance to put the Cross of 
Christ against the skyline of 
New York—a Temple tower- 
ing high above the world’s 
greatest market place. 


Clip the Coupon and Read 
Dr. Reisner’s Story 


Whether you buy a bond or 
not, clip the coupon and let 
Dr. Reisner send you an illus- 
trated book about the church, 
the bonds, the men who en- 
dorse them, and the whole 
great plan. It is a thrilling 
story of Faith—a typical Amer- 
ican magazine story of a man 
whose courage would not 
take ‘‘No’’ for an answer, 
whowentupagainstthe y 
impossible andiswin- f | 
ning his victory. f | 
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Is there really 


a climate-proof 
smoking tobacco? 


Mr. W. L. Peers is an aviator who certainly 
has “flown wide,” to borrow an expression 
from his own pleasant letter. 


He writes us that he has smoked Edge- 
worth under practically every climatic 
condition in seventeen sections of the 
world, outside America. He says: 


Bolling Field, D. C. 


Messrs Larus & Bro. Co., 

Richmond, Va. 

Gentlemen: 

Having been a constant user of your excel- 
lent Edgeworth for approximately twelve 
years, and having smoked it under prac- 
tically every climatic condition in the fol- 
lowing countries: England, France, Brit- 
ish est Africa, South Africa, German 
East Africa, Mesopotamia, Persia, Pal- 
estine, Egypt, India, Afghanistan, Belu- 
chistan, Waziristan, Ceylon, Burmah, The 
Straits Settlements, and China, I feel it an 
honor to go on record as a supremely satis- 
fied user of this tobacco. 


Of course it was not always possible to 
obtain the “Old Blue Can” in all of these 
countries, but where this difficulty was en- 
countered, my fondness for Edgeworth 
could not be satisfied by an inferior prod- 
uct, so I arranged with my people in Rich- 
mond, Virginia, to purchase a dozen or so 
cans at a time and forward it to me by 
parcel post. 


I was considerably gratified on my ar- 
rival at this field to find that the major- 
ity of the men here, both commissioned 
and enlisted, who smoke pipes, are veteran 
users of Edgeworth. I consider that this 
shows excellent taste on the part wf the 
men at this station. 

May your organization and 
Edgeworth 
“Fly High, 
and Pretty.” 

Yours for pipe 
satisfaction, 
W. L. PEERS. 


our 
always 
Wide 


Let us send you free 
samples of Edgeworth 
so that you may put 
it to the pipe test. If 
you like the sam- 
ples, you'll like 
Edgeworth wher- 
ever and when- 
ever you buy it, 
for it never 
changes in qual- 
ity. Write your 
name and ad- 
dress to Larus & 
Brother Company, 8G South 21st Street, 
Richmond, Va. 


Edgeworth is sold in various sizes to 
suit the needs and means of all purchasers. 
Both Edgeworth Plug Slice and Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed are packed in small, pocket- 
size packages, in handsome humidors hold- 
ing a pound, and also in several handy in- 
between sizes. 


We'll be grateful for the name and ad- 
dress of your tobacco dealer, too, if you 
care to add them. 


To Retail Tobacco Merchants: If your 
jobber cannot supply you with Edgeworth, 
Larus & Brother Company will gladly send 
you prepaid by parcel post a one- or two- 
dozen carton of any size of Edgeworth Plug 
Slice or Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed for the 

ame price you would pay the jobber. 


“It Was Me That Needed Tamin’—Not 
the Birds!” 


(Continued from page 28) 


Jack. “I get hundreds a year like that 
from boys. They are the ones I’m most 
tryin’ to reach, for some day soon they'll 
be men. You see, I’m sowing for to- 
morrow, and can’t afford to be ‘mis- 
tered.’ The boys wouldn’t stand for it 
at all.” 

I waited until he finished what I had 
interrupted, the penning of a letter. He 
frowned over it, screwing up his mouth as 
he wrote, like an overgrown boy giving 
battle to a grammar lesson. He sealed the 
envelope with a gasp of relief. 

“Gosh!” he exclaimed. ‘Work, I 
always say, is something you don’t like to 
do. Well, writing letters with me is work 
—not so much in the finding of words for 
them as in getting the words down so the 
other fellow can read them. I’d rather 
chop down a four-foot oak. 

“I mean that, too,” he added. “‘Chop- 
ping through a four-foot oak is fun. I’ve 
done it many a time to get up an appetite 
for breakfast.” 

He smiled as if at some passing thought 
and stretched out his long legs more com- 
fortably. A moment later he began to tell 
me of his boyhood. 


HE WAS the fifth child of the family. 
The making of tile, the elder Miner’s 
business, was only a_six-months-of-the- 
year job. The big problem of the family, 
as Jack dryly told me, was to find enough 
to live on during the other six months. 

“Tt was only a one-horse tile and brick 
yard,” he related, “and as fast as we 
youngsters grew hefty enough we had to 
pitch in and help Dad run it. Between 
times I was supposed to go to school; but 
school and a red-headed, freckle-speckled 
scrapper such as I was didn’t get alon 
nohow. Dad’d drive me off to school, an 
the boys at school would drive me from it. 
You see, I could lick any two or three of 
them, but I couldn’t lick the whole bunch 
at once. I guess the teacher, too, had a 
sneaking hope that I wouldn’t come, 
because I got into all kinds of trouble 
when I did. 

“I didn’t have enough clothes to dust a 
fiddle, and what I had you couldn’t see 
for the patches that were on’em. All told, 
in three months of school I learned exactl 
two things: to fight like a bunch of wild 
cats every time anybody called me a red- 
head, and to say most of my A B C’s. I 
did learn to count, too; but I picked that 
up outside, same as learning to talk. Most 
of the time I was roamin’ the woods.” 

“Alone?” 

“Yes, sir. With ‘nary’ a soul but my- 
self. I took to the woods as naturally as if 
Pd been born under a windfall and raised 
there. Maybe you’ve wondered some- 
times how wild creatures can find their 
way about, going miles and miles from 
home, and always being able to come back 
when they will. You can’t explain it; 
nobody can; so we call it ‘instinct,’ and let 
it go at that. J had that instinct born in 
me! You couldn’t lose me in the woods 
any more than you could lose a young 
bear. Sun or no sun, day or night, I could 


find my way, no matter if I’d never set 
foot on the ground before. 

“I learned the woods’ signs, and could 
read directions which most folks can’t see. 
I learned the meaning of every bush and 
tree, and of every sign on the ground or in 
the sky. But I didate need the help of 
signs! I could find my way before I knew 
anything of them. As I said, it was some- 
thing born in me—and it’s never left me 
up to to-day. 


“Į ALWAYS had pets. My first was a 

bluejay. I dug up all the fishworms I 
could find for his supper one evening and 
filled him clean to the top. Next morning 
my heart was broken. The blue was there, 
but the jay was silent. 

“Next Thad a pet ‘possum, but Father 
disposed of him when one of my brothers 
and I got into a row over who he belonged 
to. One spring I started off with one pair 
of white rabbits. By fall I had every coop, 
bin, and box on the place filled with a K 
bits. My troubles started when Dad went 
to use his old wagon box one day, and 
turning it upside-down found a whole 
snarl of rabbits in it. He hadn’t noticed 
them so much before, but he did notice 
what a slew of rabbits I had after that. 

“At one time or another I guess I had 
about every kind of bird-or animal there 
was for a pet, except a bear. I could climb 
like a monkey, but, not content with that, 
I got myself a pair of tree climbers. No 
crow or hawk could build high enough to 
put its nest out of my reach. About the 
only bird I couldn’t get hands on was the 
wild goose. Every spring and fall I’d 
watch the wild geese sailing along high 
overhead, wondering where they were 
bound for. It almost made me cry to think 
that I couldn’t follow them to find out. 

“We didn’t have much of a home; that 
is, for looks. ‘It was just a plain everyday 
shack—but it was home. We got along 
like peas in a pod, and had to, because we 
were packed in there pretty tight. Mother 
did the hair-cutting, and also what tailor- 
ing and dressmaking there was to be done, 
and she knit us our socks. No suit of 
clothes that came into the family was ever 
outgrown; if it got too small for one there 
was always another next in line waiting 
for it. 

“But the home I remember best was 
that which we built in Canada. When I 
was about thirteen Father packed up all 
that we possessed in one of our old rattle- 
trap wagons, and loaded the family in the 
other. We had only one span of horses, 
but a neighbor was obliging and loaned us 
his horses for the second wagon as far as 
Cleveland. There we loaded on a boat to 
Windsor, and from Windsor we went over- 
land for twenty-six miles, a total move of 
two hundred miles. 

“Tt was in the spring. There wasn’t a 
foot of ground clear, just woods, filled with 
every kind of game. We cleared a home 
site and built our cabin and barn of logs 
from the trees we had cut down to make 


a place for them. We covered them, until 
fall, with elm bark. Then we had corn fit 
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“Next to myself I like ‘B.V.D.’ best”? 


We Want You to be 
Properly Fitted! 


R the maximum of union suit comfort, be correctly 
measured for “B.V.D.” 

Your proper union suit size can always be determined 
by three simple, encircling, tape-measurements: (1) chest, 
(2) waist, (3) trunk (under the crotch and over the 
shoulder). 
If you or the retailer are in any doubt as to your size, 
write The B.V.D. Service Bureau, 350 Broadway, New 
York City, giving your waist, chest and trunk measure- 
ments, and your problem will receive immediate attention. 


“B.V.D.” 
Union Suit 
(Patented Features) 
Men’s $1.50 the suit 
Youths’ 85c 


“B.V.D.” 
Shirts and Drawers 
85c the garment 
Men’s “B.V.D.” Under- 


wearin fancy materials at 
various prices 


We stand back of all “B.V.D.” Underwear and will 
gladly replace any “B.V.D.” garment defective in 
workmanship or material. But we make “B.V.D.” 
so carefully and inspect it so scrupulously that this 
unqualified guarantee is hardly ever called upon. 


Sole Makers of “B.V.D.”” Underwear 
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has steadily increased the unparalleled pop- 
ularity of “B.V. D.” Underwear, and— 
The Test of Time, as applied to each in- 
dividual “B.V.D.” garment, is partly re- 
sponsible for this great popularity.““B.V.D.” 
WEARS! It wears longer because of— 


(1) the super-durable “B.V.D.” nainsook, 
woven in our own mills from selected 
cotton, finished in our own bleach- 
ery and used in “B.V.D.” and no 
other underwear. 


(2) the lock-stitched,“can’t-rip” “B.V.D.” 


seams— 


(3) the stay-put, high-quality, “B.V.D.” 
buttons— 


(4) the patented and other special rein- 
forcements in “B.V.D.” garments. 
(5) the correct “B.V.D.” cut and sturdy, 

finished tailoring. 


(6) theway the famous fit and exceptional 
body-movement response of “B.V.D.” 
Underweareliminate strains upon the 
garment as well as on the wearer— 


(7) the unequalled uniformity of 
“B.V.D.” quality— 


These and other features have brought 
“B.V.D.” recognition as the most econom- 
ical underwear a man can buy. Just as its 
“Famous Fit” and “Cool Comfort” have 
long made it the outstanding choice of dis- 
criminating dressers everywhere. 


GET THE UNDERWEAR YOU ASK FOR! 
INSIST UPON THIS RED WOVEN LABEL 


—PARAALRLAALI] 


MADE FOR THE ; 


| BEST RETAIL TRADE 


Trade Mark Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. and Foreign Countries 


© 1925 
The B.V. D. Co., Inc. 
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Will you reach 


old age with 
all your Teeth? 


The daily way to check 
decay—kill the germs 


that cause it 


You srusn your TEETH FAITH- 
FULLY. You brush them carefully. 
Yet when you visit your dentist 
you are often surprised at the 
number of cavities his instru- 
ments reveal. 


You feel baffled. Others seem- 
ingly no more careful than your- 
self enjoy the blessing of sound 
teeth. What is the trouble? 


The trouble is that your teeth 
require a certain kind of protec- 
tion which you are failing to give 
them—the protection they need is 
adequate dental care and the daily 
use of a germ-killing dentifrice. 


The protection they need is the 
germicidal protection of Kolynos 
Dental Cream. Kolynos not only 
keeps your teeth white and glis- 
tening, but its main properties 
are highly antiseptic—extremely 
important properties if you are 
to have sound teeth, teeth free 
from dangerous, offensive, and 
painful cavities. 


FREE-—Enough Kolynos to brush your 
teeth 22 times, 4inch to the brushing. 


Tue Kotynos Company, Dept. 3-A3 
New Haven, Conn. 


Send sample tube to: 


to cut among the stumps, and we used the 
fodder for roofing during that first winter. 

“The cabin was only a two-room affair, 
eighteen by twenty-four feet in size, and 
we didn’t have much space to spare. We 
slept five in one room and seven in the 
other, three and two to a bed. By good 
luck we ten kids were evenly divided, 
there being just as many girls as boys. 
That made things a lot simpler, for each 
set had their own room. 

“We worked, I'll tell you. My brother 
Ted was oldest of the boys, but I was the 
huskiest, not so tall as Ted, but broader 
and stronger in the arms and shoulders. 
I could swing a nine-pound broadax as 
well as most men, and Father always called 
on me to put the finishing licks on a tree. 
The first year we cleared ten acres and 
planted most of them. All told, that year, 
the farm brought in four dollars and fifty 
cents in cash. The second year we cut and 
sold one thousand five hundred railroad 
ties of white oak. Ted and Father did the 
hacking and scoring, and I did the hewing 
for the whole lot. We got twenty-five 
cents each for the ties. 

“Every spare minute I had I was in the 
woods. Skunks were plentiful, but the 
native folks were afraid of them. My 
skunk education had been rounded out in 
Ohio, so I began to trap skunks for the fur 
market, becoming the first skunk catcher 
in these parts. At times I got as high as 
five dollars’ worth of skunks from a single 
hole, and what I earned this way went a 
long ways toward keeping us in clothes, 
and in oatmeal and cornmeal, which made 
up the main bill o’ fare. 

“That first fall, too, I shot my first deer. 
Mother had an old pewter spoon laid 
away on the top shelf of the pantry. It 
had belonged to her grandmother, and 
was cherished as sort of a family heirloom. 
It was brought out only for special oc- 
casions. Now pewter, I knew, would melt 
up into pretty good bullets, and bullets 
were the one thing I lacked for my deer 
hunt. I sneaked out the spoon, melted it 
up over the cook fire and ran seven small 
bullets. By daylight next morning the 
snow had quit falling, and I put the seven 
balls into the ‘thumb-hand’ barrel of Fa- 
ther’s old shotgun, and started out. I had 
a one-hundred-pound deer and was back 
home by noon, and we ate that deer in one 
week. other never could understand 
what became of Grandmother’s pewter 
spoon. 


“QUR second fall in Canada Ted and I 
began hunting for the market. This 
caused us to study more closely the habits 
of game, and its nature. I learned to imi- 
tate the call of the Bob White so well that 
the birds couldn’t tell my call from their 
own. Many’s the time during the nesting 
season I called five or six male birds up 
near where I was sitting, just to sit by and 
watch them scrap. I’ve had them so close 
I could almost feel the stir of their wings. 
“Some birds were not so easy to call, 
but we found another way of getting them. 
The first grouse we'd kill, for instance, 
we would open his crop to find out just 
what he had been feeding on. If the crop 
contained buds, as we walked through the 
woods we would search overhead for that 
particular kind of bud, keeping our dogs 
at heel.” When we found the buds there’d 
almost always be grouse. I’ve shot five 


fat grouse out of the tiptop of a cotton- 


wood, where nine out of ten hunters would 
never think of looking. But if the crop 
contained seeds from the ground, we'd put 
our dogs to work where those seeds grew, 
and let them find the grouse. 

“My gun was only a muzzle-loading 
musket, shooting the old black powder, 
but I could bring down a bird on the wing 
with a single ball charge. Lots of times, 
to try my eye, I'd fire a ball into a tree at 
thirty yards or more, then fire a second 
time at the hole made in the bark. Pd 
always find one hole, from which with my 
knife, I’d dig two balls, one on top of the 
other. 

“Many and many a morning I got up 
while the others slept, ate a breakfast of 
milk and bread, and was seven or eight 
miles away before the sun began to show 
itself. From there I’d hunt toward home, 
so that I'd have to carry my load of game 
only one way. When ï got hungry, I’d 
shoot a squirrel or two and cook them over 
an open fire where I was. Once or twice a 
week Ted and I would box our game up 
and wheel it down to the old stage line in 
a wheelbarrow, for the market. We were 
partners, Ted and I, and I loved Ted more 
than any other brother; yet ninety per 
cent of the time I hunted alone, often with- 
out even a dog, because a dog made too 
much noise. Nights I would sit by the fire 
at home and make ax handles from second- 
growth hickory. I could make one an 
evening, for which I got fifteen cents. 
This money kept me in ammunition.” 


ACK had no books. He couldn’t have 

read them, anyway. His one study was 
of the woods and its creatures. 

By some chance, during our talk, I 
mentioned rattlesnakes. 

“I guess I’ve killed hundreds of them,” 

he remarked. “I’ve killed as many as six 
in a day when I was a youngster. But I 
can’t recall ever killing a rattlesnake with 
my shoes on! I was always barefooted, 
those days, except in winter. My feet 
were tougher than shoes. To-day I’ve got 
to wear a special-made shoe, short and 
broad, to fit my foot.” 
` For seven years he lived within a mile 
and a half of the girl he was destined to 
marry, and didn’t know that she even 
existed! 
I suppose everybody in all that sparsely 
settled countryside knew Laona Wise 
except Jack Miner. The Wigels had come 
into Canada from Pennsylvania a hundred 
and fifty years before. They owned a two- 
hundred-acre farm, one of the finest in the 
neighborhood. And Miss Laona drove 
her own horse and buggy, a distinction 
indeed at that time. Yet Jack was twenty 
before he ever saw her! 

“By the time I was eighteen,” said 
Jack, “I was prosperous—that is, accord- 
ing to what I had been. In season Ted and 
I were shooting as high as five dollars’ 
worth of quail and partridges in a day, 
quail bringing ten cents each and par- 
tridges twenty-five cents. We could make 
a dollar apiece with our guns and traps 
any morning we wanted it, which was 
double what any other kind of work would 


ay. 
Si could climb better than anybody 
else and lift anything that wasn’t bolted 
down, so I was in demand at barn raisin’s. 
At one of these I met my wife. 

“Barn raisin’s used to be common. 
Whenever a farmer wanted to build him- 
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How a South Dakota merchant 

increased his sales 125°. and 

won many new customers with 

a sure plan to get more farm 
trade 

I' WOULD make a big difference in 


your profits some week if you could 
ring up a $9.00 sale instead of every $4.00 
sale you make ordinarily. 


Thats how a Farm & Fireside Week 
paid The Economy Store, Webster, South 
Dakota. Mr. H. J. Svien, the owner, 
writes us: 


“We found our Farm & Fireside Week 
a real success. Sales were increased 12564, 
and it brought many people into our store 
who are now steady cus- 


tomers. 


Greater volume of 
sales, more customers— 
these are the things every 
merchant wants. 


And every merchant or 
can have them. You, in 
your store, can get this 
increased business, this 
extra profit. You can get 
it surely and easily— 
with the same tried plan 
that Mr. Svien used. 
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This extra business came from a big, rich 
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prosperous farm families. 


There is a field no merchant can afford 
to overlook. For in it, lies his greatest 
opportunity to extend his business. 
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The same situation exists around your 
town. And the Farm & Fireside plan 
offers you a sure way to secure this profit- 
able trade for your store. 


It is a proved plan. It has been tried in 
small towns and in large ones, in stores 
selling every line of goods. And invari- 

ably it pays! 


The Farm & Fireside 
plan always pays because 
it puts at work, for the 
merchant who uses it, 
one of the greatest sell- 
ing forces in the country 
—Farm & Fireside, The 
National Farm Maga- 
zine. 
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farm families in every community. It is 
read in almost one out of every six farm 
homes in the United States. And the 
farmers to whom this progressive maga- 
zine appeals, you'll usually find, are your 
best customers. 


This book tells how 


How easy it is to bring this extra busi- 
ness to your store is told in our new 36- 
page book, To Help You Win More 
Farm Trade. 

We will gladly send it free to any re- 
sponsible merchant. Here, are the facts 
about the results hundreds of other mer- 
chants, many of them in your own line 
of business, have secured with the Farm 
& Fireside plan. The book tells just how 
they secured them—and how you can 
equal them. 


Make up your mind right now that you 
will get your share of this extra profit. 
Mail the coupon at the top of this page, 
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She hated 
to tell him 


GHE was so proud of her big brother. 
But of late he seemed much dis- 
couraged. He was being left out of 
things — dances, dinners—and somehow 
“the girl” never had an open date. 


His sister knew the cause. She hated 
to tell him, because it was such a personal 
thing, but finally she did, and he was a 
good sport about it! 

» 


> 
Nearly all young men are inclined to 
have a grimy-looking skin, spotted with 
blackheads. Few men realize that this 
hinders their success in life. Pompeian 
Massage Cream is the certain way to 
help you overcome this handicap by 
giving you a clear, ruddy complexion. 
» » » 


Clears the Skin: Pompeian Massage 
Cream thoroughly cleanses all dust and 
dirt from the pores. It helps clear up 
blackheads and pimples by stimulating 
healthy circulation, and by keeping the 
skin clean and the pores open. 


Easy to use: Rub it in; rub it out. After 
shaving or washing apply the Massage 
Cream to your face. Rub it in gently. 
Continue rubbing and immediately it 
rolls out, bringing with it all the dirt 
and skin impurities. Result—a clean, 
healthy skin with clear glowing color. 


Your drug store has it. Use it 
regularly at home. 


» 


SPECIAL OFFER 
1% of 60¢ jar 
for 10¢ 


For 10c we send a special 
Trial Jar containing one- 
third of regular 60c cone 
tents. Contains sufficient 
Pompeian Massage Cream 
to test thoroughly its won- 
derful benefits. Positivel 

only one jar toa amily 
on this exceptional offer. 


Pompeian Co., Cleveland, Ohio, Dept, 14 


Gentlemen: I enclose a dime (10c) for 34 of a 60c jar 
of Pompeian Massage Cream. 
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self a barn it was customary for everybody 
round about to give him a lift with it. 
He’d get the timbers for the framework 
ready, and then on a certain day all the 
neighbors would come and ‘raise’ it for 
him. The women-folks’d come to cook for 
the gang.” 


About this time, Jack’s father dis- 
covered the presence of clay suitable 
for tile- and brick-making on his farm. An 
old oak had been felled one autumn, and 
in falling a sharp branch had lodged in the 
ground. Next spring, when Jack pulled 
up the branch good brick clay came with 
it. At once the Miners resumed the busi- 
ness that had been their mainstay in Ohio. 
It was a business which, later on, was to 
play a determining rôle in Jack’s life. 

He married at twenty-four. In the 
quickly passing years his father and 
mother died, after a happily wedded life of 
sixty years. His sisters married. His 
brothers, except Ted, got the “migrating” 
fever, and set out for the Canadian North- 
west. Jack and Ted were left alone to 
carry on the brick and tile yard. 

arriage, the breaking up of the family, 
the little business and its burden of mort- 
gages, all sobered Jack. He began to 
notice things which had escaped him 
before; for instance, that fear which all 
wild creatures held for him. 

Ted and he talked matters over, and 
decided to stop their hunting for the mar- 
ket. However, they couldn’t bring them- 
selves to the point of giving up hunting 
altogether. They became leaders in ex- 
peweions into the North after the moose, 

ear, elk, and caribou. It was on one of 
these trips that Ted was accidentally shot 
and killed. 

“‘Ted’s death broke my inclination for 
the woods,” he went on to tell me. ‘‘For 
the first time in my life, I really began to 
think, to look life square in the eye. I had 
a wife and two children depending on me 
for support. I had a little one-horse busi- 
ness, against which there was a mortgage 
big enough to sink it and ten per cent 
interest to pay. I had no education. I 
couldn’t even read and write. I began to 
see life differently from what I had. 

“T got to thinking, Sundays when my 
wife and boys had gone to Sunday-school 
and I was home alone, of some of the 
things Ted and I had talked over—of how 
the birds would fly close to the farmer 
plowing, but go screaming off at sight of 
us with our guns. I knew there wasn’t 
any accident about this, and that it didn’t 
just seem to happen. I had hidden my- 
self more than once under a blanket, with 
my decoys out, and watched the wild 
geese as they came to feed. At sight of 
one red hair of my head protreaine from 
the blanket they’d fly a-screaming bloody 
murder. Dogs know one man from another. 
Wild creatures have the same instinct. I 
knew that the geese flew because it was 
Jack Miner! It wasn’t a comfortable feel- 
ing for a man who was as lonely as I was 
then. 

“One Sunday my little boy took me by 
the hand. His mother had him all fixed 
out for Sunday-school. 

“<Why don’t you come too, Papa?’ he 
asked. ‘You seem so lonely sittin’ home 
here by yourself.’ 

“I had never been to Sunday-school 
before. The Bible was all a big mystery 
to me. 


“‘ Maybe I'll go next Sunday,’ I evaded. 

“‘ No, come now, Papa,’ my boy begged. 
‘I don’t like to go off and leave you.’ 

“Finally I went. 

“Then in Sunday-school, in the same 
class with my little son, for he knew more 
than I did, the boys began to teach me 
about the Bible and to point out for me 
some of the simpler words. In return I 
told them stories of the woods, and of the 
birds and the animals. We sort of ex- 
changed knowledge. 

s pot a Bible and took it home with 
me was working fifteen hours a day 
then at my little tile factory—I had to if I 
was going to keep that interest paid; and 
two nights a week I’d get up at one in the 
morning to sit by wr burn the kilns. I 
had from ten to forty minutes to wait until 
the next firing. During those idle minutes 
I studied my Bible, teaching myself to 
read it. Sundays, the boys’d explain 
things I couldn’t understand. 

“ Before a year had passed I was be- 
inning to find out things about the Bible 
’d never dreamed had any place there. 

In Job, twelfth chapter, I found this: 
‘But ask now the beasts and they shall 
teach thee; and the fowls of the air, and 
they shall tell thee.’ 

“One night I came across this, in Deu- 
teronomy, chapter twenty-two, sixth and 
seventh verses: 


“Tf a bird’s nest chance to be before thee in 
the way in any tree, or on the ground, whether 
they be young ones, or eggs, and the dam sit- 
ting upon the young, or upon the eggs, thou 
shalt not take the dam with the young: 

“But thou shalt in any wise let the dam go, 
and take the young to thee; that it may be well 
with thee, and that thou mayest prolong thy 
days. 


“Why, it seemed that God had aimed 
that right at me! 

“I said to myself, ‘Jack Miner, you’ve 
made yourself the enemy of all creatures. 
Now, why can’t you turn about and make 
them all your friends?’ 


“THAT spring I started putting out 
corn for the geese.” 

The first spring he did this, 1904, he 
called his neighbors together, told them of 
what he purposed to do, and had them 
promise not to shoot the geese until he 
gave the word, and then only to a limited 
number. During the first four years, 
when no geese came, Jack Miner was the 
jest of the countryside. 

In spite of the scoffs, Jack gave up 
every bit of his spare time learning to pro- 
tect game. It took him four years to learn 
how to keep weasels from killing his young 
pheasants, and seventeen years to learn the 
trick of capturing wild geese harmlessly, 
so he could tag their legs and study their 
migrations. The whole story would make 
a book itself. 

It was from talking to the boys in his 
Sunday-school class that he got the idea 
of giving lectures. His bird friends came 
to his place in such numbers that he 
couldn’t earn enough money to buy feed 
for them. He had to add to his income in 
some way, and lecturing was the only 
means of which he could think. His first 
paid talks were to boys; but when they 
went home and told their parents about 
pa Miner, the grown-ups too insisted on 

earing him. To-day e can’t accept 
nearly all the requests that come to him to 
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speak, from every part of the United States 
and Canada. $ 

“Pmnoteloquent,” he said to me. “Pv: 
never tried to be. I just talk the way 
things come to me, of things that I know 
about from living with them, and let the 
grammar take care of itself. Folks see 
what I’m trying to do, and they help me. 
One night, after I had talked to fifteen 
kaadreid people, and they were crowding 
about the platform with questions, a man 
came up and slipped a note into my hand. 

“‘When you get time,’ he whispered, 
‘read it. I don’t mean it for criticism, 
just to help.’ 

“He had set down all the mistakes I 
had made in grammar, and had written 
out the corrections for me. I never made 
those same mistakes again. I’ve learned 
more from my mistakes than from any 
other one source. The very mistake I 
made at the start, of studying the woods 
instead of books, in the end has turned out 
to be my biggest stroke of fortune. You 
might say that I made a plumb failure of 
my life, then built a new life on the old 
ruins, which were ruins, sure enough.” 


«JOHN MARTIN Leads Morgan 
Shepard a Strange Life” is the story 
of a man who is known and loved by 
thousands of children and grown- 
ups all over the land. As Morgan 
Shepard he grew up, went to work, 
and had more than a man’s share of 
adventures. But as John Martin he 
has never grown up. Next month 
this article tells you all about the 
man you and your children have 
loved for so many years. 


How Cecil De Mille 
Works and What He 
Knows About Us 


(Continued from page 34) 


have happened in my own experience: 

“Several years ago we were doing a 
war picture called ‘The Little American.’ 
In one scene we had a line of guns—the 
French 75’s—about half a mile long. 
During the firing, the breech-block of one 
of these guns blew out. 

“A splnieer—and by ‘splinter’ I mean 
a sharp piece of wood about eighteen 
inches long—was driven through one 
man’s side, pierced through a second 
man’s shoulder, and ripped across a third 
man’s cheek! These three men were the 
crew of that gun. 

“Yet not one of them stopped! They 
went right on, trying to bring up the 
ammunition, and to load and fire the gun. 
Not until the whistle blew, indicating that 
the camera had stopped, did they col- 
lapse! And not until that moment did the 
men of the gun crews at either side of 
them rush to their assistance. 

“I could tell you a hundred stories of 
the courage and pluck of motion picture 
actors. hey won’t stop for anything— 
until the camera stops. 

“We were making a scene once when 
live sparks fell from an arc light and, 
by some diabolical chance, dropped on 
Leatrice Joy, who was in evening costume. 


4 simple treatments 


Which one does 
your hair need? 


Nature, of course, intended every 
man and woman to have young- 
looking, healthful hair. If your hair 
lacks life one of four conditions prob- 
ably stands in the way. To permit 
Nature to restore the life and lustre 
to your hair in her own wonderful 
way, simply remove the wrong con- 
ditions. But how? 


Below we outline four simple treat- 
ments designed to correct these four 
common hair and scalp troubles. 
Each of these treatments is in ac- 
cord with approved modern thought 
on the care of the hair. 


Packer’s Tar Soap, the basis of 
these treatments, is as safe, mild 
and yet efficient a shampoo soap as 
can be made. For about a half cen- 


Outlined below are 4 simple ways 
to correct the 4 most common 
hair troubles. 


for DANDRUFF 


Authorities find that dandruff is responsible 
for at least 75% of the cases of falling hair. 
But dandruff need not result in serious conse- 
quences if carefully and properly treated. The 
Packer Method of treatment, based on modern 
thought, will be found in the booklet which 
comes with each cake of Packer's Tar Soap. 


for DRY hair 


Successful shampooing removes the accumula- 
tions of surface oil from the scalp. This 
makes the hair seem dry at first but this dry- 
ness is temporary and only noticeable for a 
day or two. If dryness persists it is probably 
due to inactivity of the oil glands—a condition 
requiring special care and treatment. You will 
find an authoritative treatment for dry hair 
in the booklet packed with each cake of 
Packer’s Tar Soap. 


tury it has been recommended by 
foremost physicians specializing in 
the care of the hair and scalp. 


for OILY hair 


Too oily hair is produced by an over activity 
of the oil glands. A special treatment for 
oily hair, including hints on the correct way 
to massage, is given in the booklet packed 
with each cake of Packer’s Tar Soap. 


for FALLING hair 


For falling hair, we recommend the Packer 
treatment for dandruff, the most common 
cause of premature baldness or loss of hair 
(you will find this treatment in the booklet 
which comes with each cake of Packer's 
Tar Soap). If, however, the regular use of 
this Packer treatment does not stop the loss 
of your hair, consult your family physician. 
He may find some underlying cause due to 
your general health or he may suggest that 
you see a scalp specialist. 


Sample and Book 10c 


For 10c we will send a generous sample of Packer’s Tar Soap and our book, “ How to 
Care for the Hair and Scalp,” containing scores of reliable facts and hints helpful in 


keeping your hair healthy an 


insure correct mailing.) 


PACKER’S TAR 


Now 


Each cake 
in a metal 
soap box 


d good looking. Address The Packer Mfg. Co., Inc., 
Dept. 86-G, Box 85, G. P. O., New York, N. Y. 


(Print your name and address, to 


SOAP 


TREATMENTS 
with each cake 


Whatto do for dryhair. 

How to treat oily hair. 

Modern dan 
treatment. 

How to massage. 

What to do for falling 
hair. 


These and many other 
important questions an- 
swered in the informative 
booklet packed with each 
cake. 
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4 out of 5 


Dental statistics show that 


four out of every five over 
40—and thousands younger, 
too—have Pyorrhea. Will 
you escape? 


Protect your gums 
and save your teeth 


Just as a ship needs the closest atten- 
tion under the water-line, so do the 
teeth under the gum-line. If the gums 
shrink, serious dangers result. 


The teeth are loosened. They are ex- 
posed to tooth-base decay. The gums 
themselves become tender and bleed 
easily. They often disfigure the 
mouth as they recede. The whole 
system is affected. 


Just as a ship needs 
the closest attention 
under the water-line, 
so do your teeth un- 
der the gum-line 


If used in time and used consistently, 
Forhan’s will help prevent Pyorrhea 
or check its progress. Forhan's is 
safe, efficient and pleasant-tasting. It 
preserves gum health and corrects 
tender gum spots, hardens gum tis- 
sues so they will offer proper support 
to the teeth, and keeps your mouth 
fresh and healthy. 


Forhan’s is more than a tooth paste; 
it checks Pyorrhea. Thousands have 
found it beneficial for years. For your 
own sake ask for Forhan's For the Gums. 
All druggists, 35¢ and 6oc in tubes. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


Torhanys 


More than a tooth paste= 
it checks Pyorrhea 
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Another time, drops from a pot of boiling 
grease were spattered over her. In both 
these cases, she was burned so deeply 
that she has the scars to this day. But 
she went right on with the scene; and no 
one—except Leatrice—knew what had 
hap ened until it was all over. 

{ remember one experience which was 
very amusing, although it must have 
seemed anything but funny to the actor. 
We were doing ‘Male and Female;’ and 
there was a scene where Thomas Meighan 
comes in, carrying a leopard which he is 
supposed to have killed. With the leopard 
hanging over his shoulder he makes love 
to Gloria Swanson, who played the part 
of the heroine. 

“We tried a stuffed leopard first; but it 
looked as if it were made of wood, so we 
decided we would have to buy a leopard 
and kill it. At one of the zoos, we found 
an animal which had recently killed aman, 
and was so vicious that it had been con- 
demned to die too. 

“It was a magnificent specimen, a 
hundred pounds of splendid lithe muscle— 
and concentrated hatred. It was too 
gorgeous a creature to kill; so I said we 
would give it enough chloroform and 
ether to make it insensible, and use it in 
the scene, anyway. 

“We boushe ioro by the gallon, 
saturated big bath sponges with it, and 
stuck them into the leopard’s box. When 
it became temporarily dead to the world, 
we took it out, draped it over Tom’s 
shoulder, and started the scene. Of 
course we had men ready with guns in 
case the leopard unexpectedly came to. 

“You know how people mutter and 
talk when they are under an anæsthetic? 
Well, animals do the same thing. Meighan 
had barely begun the love scene, when 
‘Gr-r-r-rh!’ went the leopard. 

“Anybody but a motion picture actor 
would have dropped that leopard and 
fled,” laughed De Mille. “But Meighan 
only clutched} Gloria a little more fer- 
vently, and exclaimed, ‘He’s coming to!’ 

“No, he isn’t!’ I said. ‘Go right 
ahead.’ 

“*Your eyes are like the stars of 
heaven,’ Meighan went on. ; 

““*Gr-r-r-rh!’ went the leopard. 

“Your lips—I tell you he’s coming to? 
from Meighan. ‘Gr-r-r-rh!’ from the 
leopard. ‘I love you!’ from Meighan. 
‘Gr-r-r-rh!’ from the leopard. And so on 
—until the whistle blew. Not until then 
did Meighan, who really thought the 
leopard was coming to, make a move not 
called for by the scene. It takes nerve to 
do a thing like that.” 


“WVHAT was the biggest emergency 
you ever had to meet in directing 
a picture?” I asked. 

De Mille has a habit of walking up and 
down the room while he is talking. He 
was doing this when I asked that question; 
and for a moment he went on walking 
before he spoke. 

“There have been so many,” he said. 

Then he stopped, and began to laugh. 

“PIL tell you of one that I'll never 
forget. It was when we were all set to 
make the scene of the Israelites and the 
Egyptians crossing through the divided 
waters of the Red Sea, in ‘The Ten 
Commandments.’ There had been weeks 
and months of preparation for that scene. 
At first, it had seemed that it couldn’t 
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possibly be done. When Miss Macpherson 
was writing the scenario she ked me 
whether she should consider technical 
problems. 
-“*You go ahead and write into the 
story whatever you think ought to be 
there!’ I said. ‘Then it will be up to the 
rest of us to figure out how it can be done.’ 
“T confess, though, that when we faced 
the problem of that Red Sea crossing, I 
was afraid that for once we were stumped. 
However, we did figure out a way of doing 
it; and on this day that I’m going to tell 
you about we were to shoot the big scenes. 
“We had built a platform, sixty-five 
feet high, which had to be strong enough 
to stand double exposure. Pll give you an 
idea of what that means. Even in the 
studio, when we are going to make 
double exposures, the cameras must be 
screwed to the floor and fastened by 
wires, so that there will not be the slight- 
est vibration. So you can imagine how 
solidly that sixty-five-foot-high platform 
had to be built. 


“THE scene was to be taken at exactly 
twelve o’clock. It must be taken then 
when the sun was directly overhead, for 
there must be no shadows falling across 
the fenced-in lane along which the 
people and chariots were to pass. 

“We were at a place in southern 
California where the desert comes right 
down to the ocean. We had two thousand 
actors and four thousand animals. Then 
there were all the other people who help 
in taking a big scene like that. And there 
were no motor cars or trucks, because 
none could get through the miles of sand 
between us and the highway. Our only 
conveyances were sleds with wooden 
runners. 

“At eleven-thirty we made a test shot 
with the camera, to see that everything 
was all right. It was developed at once, 
and I took a look at it. That one look 
was soh to show me that everything 
was not all right. 

“The sand, where the waters of the 
Red Sea were supposed to have just 

arted—and which thus was supposed to 

ave become the bottom of the sea—was 
as dry as a bone! And it showed in the 
picture that it was dry. 

“By this time it was twenty-five 
minutes to twelve—which was ‘zero hour’ 
for us. Something had to be done, and 
done immediately. : 

“My first idea was paint, ‘Get black 
i I said, ‘and spread it on that 


mile and a half long. There wasn’t 
enough black paint in that part of the 
country to have covered that length of 
sand, even if we could have got it. So I 
tried to think of something else. 

““Get centrifugal pumps and spray the 
sand with water from the ocean!’ was my 
next desperate suggestion. 

“We were only fifty feet from the 
ocean,” laughed De Mille; “but heaven 
knows how far we were from the necessary 
centrifugal pumps! So that scheme didn’t 
help much, either. I admit that I was in 
despair. 

“*A thousand dollars to the man with 
an idea that will work!’ I called out. 

“For a few minutes there was absolute 
silence, while we all feverishly thought 
and thought and thought. I racked my 
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W245 


fob. Dayton 


Give Your Home the 
Convenience of Frigidaire 


bY, OR the development of this 
new Frigidaire model any 
home or apartment which has electric 
service can have the wonderful con- 
venience of Frigidaire electric refrig- 
eration. The first cost of Frigidaire is 
very reasonable, and its operating cost 
is usually less than the cost of ice. 

The new Frigidaire is made complete 
with cabinet, and sells for $245, f. o. b. 
Dayton. It iscompact and occupies only 
a small space, yet has ample food capacity 
for the average family. Sturdy construc- 
tion—of five-ply wood and corkboard— 
insures excellent heat insulation and 
long years of satisfactory service. A 
single electrical connection 
starts it operating in your 
home. It is entirely auto- 
matic—nothing to replen- 
ish, nothing to worry about. 

If you havea good ice box 
in your home now you will 
want to see the new low- 
priced model of the Frigid- 
aire mechanism, with which 
your present refrigerator 
can be converted into a 
Frigidaire—easily and at 
very little expense. The 


Frigidaires. 


190 


Frigidaire is priced as 
low as $190f.0.b. Dayton. 
There are thirty-two models, 
twelve complete with cabi- 
net and twenty designed for 
use in converting standard 
makes of refrigerators into 


complete Frigidaire mechanism for this 
purpose costs as little as $190 f. o. b. 
Dayton. 

Any Frigidaire model will give your 
home better refrigeration—freedom from 
the possible annoyance of outside ice 
supply—automatic day-after-day, week- 
after-week operation, without any at- 
tention on your part—constant, dry, 

erm-proof cold—foods that are always 
tesh, pure and wholesome—new and 
delicious frozen desserts—all of the ad- 
vantages that come only with the 
dependable and economical service ren- 
dered by Frigidaire. 

The satisfaction of Frigidaire users 
everywhere, and the main- 
tenance of a nation-wide or- 
ganization of 3,500 trained 
sales and service represent- 
atives assure you of com- 

plete satisfaction with 
Frigidaire in your home. 

It may be purchased for a 
small first payment—the 
balance to be distributed on 
easy terms. Any Frigidaire 
office will supply informa- 
tion or descriptive literature 
will be mailed on request. 


DELCO-LIGHT COMPANY, Subsidiary of General Motors Corporation 


Dept. C-14, Dayton, 
Toronto, Ont. 


Ohio, Delco-Light Company of Canada, Ltd., 245 Carlaw Ave., 
Makers of Delco-Light Farm Electric Plants, Electric Pumps, Electric 


Washing Machines, and Frigidaire Electric Refrigeration. 


Made by the 
Domestic 


Delco-Light Company, 
Dept. C-14, Dayton, Ohio 


Please send me complete de- 
scriptive literature on Frigid- 
aire Electric Refrigeration. 
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The American Magazine's 
Directory of Schools 


(Continued from pages 4-5-6-7-8-0) 
Colleges for Girls Schools and Colleges for Girls 


FOR GIRLS 


The following classes of students are admitted: 
1, Students desiring to complete their college preparation. 
Final year students will be admitted (certificate). 

2. Students desiring to complete their high school or second- 
ary school work (diploma). 

3. Students who have completed their high school or secondary school work, 
and desire to take Junior College Courses. A diploma will be given 
students completing any two year course. With the exception of English 
and Literature, these courses are entirely elective. 

Special opportunities of Boston in Music, Art, historical associations: 
Voice, Piano, Violin, Harp, Pipe Organ, with eminent Boston 
masters. 

Outdoor sports. Horseback Riding (our own stables), 9 Hole Golf 
Course on the property; Tennis, Field Sports; all inter Sports; 
Canoeing; Gymnasium, 45 by 90 ft., Swimming Pool. 

A finely equipped school—10 buildin Se 

Domestic Science, Elocution, Art, Excellent Secretarial Courses; 
Business Management; Junior College Courses. 

Some rooms with hot and cold water. Students for 1925-26 are being 
accepted in the order of their applications. 


Special cars for Western girls from Chicago September 22 


Eset epee 1657 Summit St., NEWTON, Mass. 


PENN HALL 


1906 Chambersburg, Pennsylvania 1925 


School for Girls and Junior Conservatory of Music. 
Aim—Full Development of True Womanhood. Regu- 
lar and Special Courses. Accredited School of Music. 
Special classes for college preparation. Intensive 
training. 


Schools and 


Along the beach 


NATIONALLY patronized school of 
A limited enrollment, emphasiz- 
ing the two-year Junior Col- 
lege and four-year High School 
courses. Special work in Art, Music, 
Expression, Home Economics, Secre- 
tarial Training and Normal Course 
in Physical Education. 

Ideal location on Gulf of Mexico. 
Healthful, delightful climate. Spa- 
cious campus with beautiful modern 
buildings. All sports. Swimming. 
Riding. For catalog write President 
Richard G. Cox, Box T, Gulfport, 
Mississippi. 


Gulf Park College 


A SCHOOL FOR 
GIRLS 


New Arts Building and Auditorium completed 
before opening in geprecaber. Every dormitory room 
communicates with bath. Twenty-acre athletic field, 
twenty-five-acre campus, one-hundred-and-twenty- 
gix-acre farm adjoining campus. 

May each year spent at seashore. Work not inter- 
rupted. Wholesome work and wholesome play make 
wholesome womanhood. Golf (nine holes), tenais, 
hockey, basketball, canoeing, horseback riding, track. 
Catalog and views upon request. Rates $900. 


FRANK S, MAGILL, A, M., Headmaster, Box B 


Russell Sage College 


Founded by Mrs. Russell Sage 


Designed for the higher education of women, 
articularly on vocational and professional lines. 
iberal Arts, Secretarial Work, Household 
Economics and Nursing. B. A. and B. 5. de- 
grees. Address Secretary. 


RUSSELL SAGE COLLEGE TROY, N. Y. 
nior College 


Frances Shimer School "eac 


For Girls and Young Women. 9 modern buildings, 
$40,000 library under construction. Campus 25 acres. 
College department two years with diploma. Four 
years academy work. Home Economics. Music. Art. 
Golf. Hockey, 73rd year. Term opens September 
9, 1925. Catalog. Address 

, WM. P. McKEE, A.M., B.D., Dean, 
Box == Carroll, 


SOUTHERN COLLEGE S27s9"V,,i2, ths 


Junior College or High School or Finish: Musi 
Art, Business, Dom. Sci., Exp., Social ing Gouren, 
Patronage, Fixed Rate, Tours to Va.! es, Golf, 


Swimming, Athletics, Coun Club Privil 
Arthur Kyle Davis, AM, 234 Place, Petersburg, Va. 


GREENBRIER COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 


Cowieb Seminary) Box A,Leowisburg,W.Va.Founded En 
odern, $250,000 Hreproof dormitory. Elevation 2300 ft. 
Near White Sulphur Spi . Strictest care health and 
morals. Full College and Academy courses. Riding, 
swimming athletics. 


School of Personality 

SEA PINES fon Gale 
Thomas Bickford, Founder 
Outdoor life. Training in self-disco and self-direction. 
Stimulating ideas of th, responsibility. Christian in- 
fluence. One hundred acres, pine groves, seashore. College 
Preparatory, Cultural, Secretarial and Athletic courses. Arts. 
Crafts. Dramatics. Music. Corrective Gymnastics. 
tion Camp July and August. Summer courses and Counsel- 
orship Training for older girls and young women. 
Miss Faith Bickford, Miss Addie Bickford, Directors 
Box S, Brewster, Mass. 


y A standard college for 

t a iS girls offering courses 

= leading to Bachelor and 
— 


The Carmel School 
— for Girls 


On beautiful Lake Gleneida, 49 miles from 
New York. 600 feet elevation. High 
scholastic standing. Small classes. New 
building for Junior School. 60th year. For 
catalog address 


CLARENCE P. McCLELLAND, President 
Box 610 Carmel, New York 


hinois 


ACCREDITED. Intensive College Preparatory — general courses. 50 minutes from Boston. 
40 acre estate — woods and seashore. Historic trips. Horseback riding, tennis, rowing, sailing, 
field sports, skiing, skating. For catalog write 
Mr. and Mrs. C. P. Kendall 


olle Master degrees. Cul- 

tural and vocational edu- 

cation combined. Music, 

OWE DJAM Commercial art, Journal 

ism, Home Economics, 

Teacher Training, ete. Modern and completely equip- 

ed buildings. Physical training and outdoor sports. 
‘or catalog address The Registrar 

St. Mary's College, Box A, Notre Dame, Indiana, 


Southern Seminary 
A School of Character 


For girls. Blue Ridge Mts. College Preparatory, 4 
years; seminary and collegiate, 2 years. Cultural 
advantages. Music, Art, Expression, Home Eco- 
nomics, Physical 
Education Com- 
mercial courses. Es- 
| pecially noted for 
Health, Home Life, 
Character Building- 
Gymnasium, Riding. 
58th year. 


R. L. Durham, Pres. 
Box 906 


Box 317 Prides Crossing, Mass. 


“VIRGINIA PARK’’—overlooking the 55th Year. Modern new buildings, every 
city of Bristol in the healthful mountain room has a bath attached. Health record 
climate of “Old Virginia." Courses: unexcelled. Fine outdoor life. Horse-back 
Accredited College Preparatory and Jun- riding, Swimming, and Gymnasium are 
jor College; Music, Art, Dramatics, given to every pupil without extra cost. 
Journalism, Secretarial, Domestic Sci- 100-acre campus with beautiful lake and 
ence. Social Training. Character De- water sports. For catalogue and book of 
velopment. Students from 40 states and views address: 

foreign countries. References required. W. E. Martin, Ph. D., Pres. 

Early application advised. x F, Bristol, Va. 


-Bishoptb De Manor 


Worthwhile Courses 
Bishopthorpe girls enjoy profitable study and all Some girls elect the College Preparatory Course. 
those recreations that make school life really de- Others take advantage of the unusual opportunity 
lightful—Riding, Tennis, Swimming in the School's to study Home Economies, Interior Decoration, 
own Pool, Dramatics, School Dances, and occasional 


Costume Design, Secretarial Work, Expression, 
haperoned trips to New York and Philadelphia, Art, Music or Arts and Crafts. 


ly two hours distant. Write for the new illustrated catalog z - 
r and Mrs. Claude N. Wyant Principals Box 249 Bethlehem, Pennsylvania Buena Vista, Va. 
el — 


Schools and Colleges for Girls 


a Colleg 

Music, Art, Dramatie Art, Home Economics, Sec- 

retarial Courses, Athletics an 
lodern| 


all for Girls 


d other student activ- 
" buildings. utiful grounds. 


= 22 
Bea rapper eee | 
logue, and views, free, upon request. 
Address REGISTRAR, pox A.M. 
Grafton Hall, Food du . Wis. f 
ey 


THE MISSES ALLEN SCHOOL 


College Preparatory, General and Cultural Courses. 
Each girl's personality observed and developed. Book- 
let on application. Telephone West Newton 131. 

Lucy S ALLEN, Principal West Newton, Mass. 


CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL 


For Girls. Last years of high school; two-year advanced 
elective course. Special emphasis on music, art, drama. 
Twelve-acre campus; country life; advantages of the 
national capital. Address Frederic Ernest Farrington, 
Ph.D., Box A, Chevy Chase School, Washington, D. ©. 


SAINT MARY’S HALL 
FARIBAULT, MINNESOTA 


seopal school for giris. New modern, fire-proof building and 
ymnasium. Junior college, college preparatory and general courses. 
dvantages mosie and art. far o campus for outdoor sports, 
Rt. Rev. F. A. McElwain, Rector. Amy Louise Lowey, Principal. xA. 


DRIA eei r ET OA A EE 
AKELEY HALL—A School for Girls 


Healthful and picturesque location on Lake Michigan. 
College preparatory and general courses. Individual 
attention. Outdoor sports and systematic hysical train- 
ing. For illustrated year book address the Principal 

May Holon Yorkos Box 346-A Grand Haven, Mich. 


Vino, Danville. 


Randolph-Macon Institute Efm Qm 
100. College preparatory and special courses for those 


not wishing to go to college. Vocal and Instrumental 
Gympaciom- 


jon. ttr: ive home life. 
Eara T E RN AI baa e CE 
Stuart Hall, Staunton, Virginia 


al school for girls — Eighty-first Session. Rich 
itions of the past; alive to the needs of the 
present. Thorough college preparation. Outdoor 
sports. Address Mrs. H. N. Hills, A. B. Box C. 


OAK HA St. Paul’s distinctive 


School for girls 
year. Boardi d Day. Coll eparatory. general, 
i cor nes, Music Zad dramatic are, Skating. Swim- 


ursea 
. Big new gymnasium. Numbers limited. At- 


‘and Mrs, R. A. Moore, Principals 
ir. an i ee re 
856 Holly Aves St. Paul, Minn. 


GLEN EDEN fit Minus from 


Episco; 
in tr 


Fifth Avenue (N. Y.) 
Por high-school! girls and graduates. Usual studies, shective: also 


„art, t, domestic science, secretarial, riding, dancing. 
Saali olasi see ces poc! colture.. fe rb buildings, 12 acres. 
ike. For catalogue views address: 


y 
GLEN EDEN, GLENBROOK ROAD, STAMFORD, CONN. 


CENTENARY COLLEGE and CONSERVATORY 


For girls and young women. Est. 1884. Junior College 
and High School. Accredited. Music, Art, Home Econom- 
ics. In beautiful East Tennessee Valley. 5 buildings. Ath- 
letics. Swimming. Rates $500— $750. Catalog. 

Dk. J. W. MALONE, Pres., Box A, Cleveland, Tenn. 


Close personal touch 


entenary and instruction for 
. each girl. Six diploma 
ol legi ate courses. Fine democrat- 

D ic spirit, sensible dress 
nstitute regulations, happy 
school life. Beautiful hill country near New York 


City. 50 acres. 5 modern buildings. Swimming 
pool. 5lst year. Catalog. 
ROBERT J. TREVORROW, D. D., President 


Box 105 Hackettstown, N. J. 
Special Schools 


CA Sa SCHOOL 
7 . 
À Kt. Iheatre 
\ <u TH E 
EFA Summer and Fall 
> Courses for Acting, Teaching, Directing 
DRAMA, OPERA, MUSIC 
STAGE DANCING 


Singing, Fine Arts and Photoplay. Developing 
Alan Dale rsonality and poise essential for any vocation 
Wm. A. Brad: n life, Alviene Art Theatre and Student Stock 
See v Ça; afford appearances while learning. NT. 
Henry Miller ebata nad engpory stressed. Puoile = esretha 
‘ayior, Mary Pi ord, Eleanor Painter, Annette 
Sir John Martin- Kellermann, J. Arnold Daly, Fred and Adele 
(stairs. Dolly Sisters, Evelyn Law, Mary Nash, 
J. J. Shubert Dora Bi es. Taylor p nimed, jey Ribhieadale, 
vian M. Astor, Gloria Gould-Bishop, and others, 
Marguerita Clark Write Study wanted to Secretary, 43 West 72nd 
Eose Coghian St. N. Y., ask for catalog EXT. 40. 
i R V Í N G jsa 
year 


In beautiful Cumberland Valley, near Harrisburg. College prepara- 
Yi olese course grantin; B. degree. MUSIC: Piano, Voice, 
telin, ips Organ. Theory, Harmony. ete. Home Economics, Seere- 
ip, Expression. A school of select patronage. Swimming pool. 
joderate rates. For catalog address 


Irving College and Music Conservatory 
E. E. Campbell, Pres. Box A, Mechanicsburg, Pa. 


The Woods’ School 


FOR EXCEPTIONAL CHILDREN 
GIRLS BOYS LITTLE FOLKS 
Booklet Box 172, Langhorne, Pa. 
Mrs. Mollie Woods Hare, Principal 


The American Magazine 


Schools and Colleges for Girls 
A Select School Preparing 


PASSIFERN aieeaa 


Also offers the first year of College Courses. 

Healthful location with superb view of mts. Alt. 
2300 feet. Steam heated buildings. Small classes, 
individual attention. Teachers with college degrees. 
Piano, voice, violin, harmony, art, home economics. 
Physical culture, horseback riding, outings at Camp 
Greystone. For catalog address 


Jos. R. Sevier, D.D., Pres., Box D, Hendersonville, N. C. 


[LINDEN HAL 179th YEAR 


110 GIRLS 
In the far-famed “Garden Spot” of Pennsylvania 

fois Large campos, 4 bides. New Gym. and Pool, 

Rchool. Attract 


P. W. STENGEL, 


Milwaukee-Downer Seminary 


Milwaukee, Wisconsin. An accredited high school. 
Girls prepared for all colleges. r Pen g courses, 
music, art, domestic science. Catalog. 

Miss Anna A. Raymond, A. M., Principal Box A 


OXFORD COLLEGE for WOMEN 
Founded 1830 

Standard College course with B. A. degree. Music courses 

with B. M. degree. Normal courses in Household Economics. 

Public School Music and Art. Rates $450. Write for “Seven 

Points.” Address Ohio, Oxford, Box 40, Oxford College. 


CEDAR CREST A college with modern dor- 


mitories and equipment, at- 
tractive suburban site, congenial campus life. Degree and 
certificate courses. Liberal Arts, A. B.; Secretarial Science, 
B. 8. S.; Household Arts, B. 8.; Music and Expression, 
A. B. New Department in Religious Education and Social 
Service. Box A, Allentown, Pa. Wen. F. Curtis, Litt. D., Pres. 


SCIENCE HILL SCHOOL 


Founded 1825 
A college preparatory school for girls. Strong 
course. Piano, violin and voice instruction. A 
horseback riding, physical training. 
Mrs. W. T. Poynter, Principal, Washington Street, Shelbyville, Kentucky 


CUDDER SCHOOL Fer Tong Wome 


Day and Boarding. New York advantages. (A) Post 
GRADUATE COURSES: Secretarial; Domestic Science; 
Community Service. (B) HicH ScHoon. (C) 
Music. (D) ATHLETICS. Address 

Miss A. M. Scudder 244 W. 72d St. Now York City 


THE BISHOP’S SCHOOL 


For Girls. Upon the Scripps Foundation. Intermediate, 
General, College Preparatory, Music, Art, Athletics. 16 
miles from San Diego. Catalog. Rt. Rey. Joseph H. 
Johnson, Pres. Board of Trustees, Box 11, La Jolla, Cal. 
Caroline Seely Cummins, A. M., Vassar, Headmistress. 


Martha Washington College For Young Women 


eneral 
letics, 


Delightful qn: 2.40 fect el pilon. Pla yeer. 2 years pe 
ratory an years college wo) N . ie, 
expression, Domestic Science, Physics A cacion, nasie, Art 


Science. All sports. References required. 
C. D. CURTIS, Prosident Box A Abingdon, Va. 


g Annes School 


THE VIRGINIA GIRLS SCHOOL NEAR ITS UNIVERSITY 


Episcopal. Exceptional environment of culture. Thorough 

College Preparation. Girls 8 to 18 years. Mountain Climate- 

Open Air Methods. Milustrated Catalog. Box A, Charlottesville, Va. 
—— eee 


IMMACULATA SEMINARY 


College Preparatory and Special Courses. Two years 
of college work for High School Graduates. All ath- 
letics—Riding, Tennis, Swimming, ete. Address: 

The Secretary 4322 Wisconsin Avenue Washington, D. C. 


Mary Baldwin College and Mary Baldwin Seminary 


For Young Ladies Established 1842 Staunton, Virginia 


Torm begins Sept. 10th. In Shenandoah, Valley g Virginia. 

nsurpassed climate, modern equipment. Courses: legiate, 4 

ears, A. B. Degree; Preparatory, 4 years. Music, Art, Expression, 
estic Science. Athletics. Gymnasium and Field. Catalog. 


Co-Educational Schools 


CUSHING ACADEMY 


Sist year Moderate Cost 
Graduates successful in leading colleges. General courses 
for High School graduates. fodern equipment. Gym- 
Co-educational. 

Ashburnham, Mass. 


Yee 


nasium. Ampie grounds. 
H. S. Cowell, A.M., Pd.D., Principal 


Starkey Seminary 


Co-educational. Endowed. Ages, 12 and upward. New York 
Regents Standards. Prepares for college or business. Ad- 
vanced work in Art and Music. On Seneca Lake. Athletics. 


Address MARTYR SUMMERBELL, Ph. O., Pres., Bex 21, Lakemont, N. T. 


WYOMING SEMINARY 


A co-educational school, strong in character building. College 
preparation, Business, Music, Art, Oratory and Home Eco- 
nomics. Gymnasium and Athletic Field. 8ist year, Plant 


$1,000,000. Endowment $700,000, Catalog. 
L L. Sprague, D.D., L.4.0., Pres. Kingston, Peansylvanis l 


= Vanderlip and 


illo 


MAIN BUILDING 


Catalog 
of Secy. 


SAVE TWO YEARS 


State Authorized College Depts in 2 years instead of 4. 
credit hours as 4 year regular 


ing, Secretarial Science, Managerial, General Business, 
Accountancy (C. P. A.), 


RIDER COLLEGE aa 
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Co-Educational Schools 


LENO In Lake Region 


of New York 
SEMINARY 


Near Lake Owahgena, noted for health. Elevation 
Co-educational. College preparatory. 


1250! feet. 
Finishing Courses in Secretarial, Household Science, 


Music, and Oratory. Junior Pupils received. 
All atbietics, winter sports. 101st year. Catalog. 


CHARLES E. HAMILTON, D.D., President 
Box A, Cazenovia, N. Y. 


(GRAND RIVER 


INSTITUTE 


Ninety-fourth year. Prepares boys and girls for col- 
lege and for useful, well rounded lives. Large endow- 
ment, splendidly equipped plant. Athletics carefully 
supervised. Strong departments in Music and Ex- 
pression. Rates $500. 
Earl W. Hamblin, Principal, Box K-19 
Austinburg, Ohio, near Ashtabula 


Develops Initiative and Self-reliance, Coeducational. 
Prepares for any college or technical school. Excep- 
tionally strong courses for those not going to college. 
Music, Art and Expression. Enjarged departments for 
Business Training and Home Economics, New large 


gymnasium with 60-ft. tiled swimming pool. Athletic 
teams are winners. Catalog. Address 


John W. Long, D.D., Pres., Box A Williamsport, Penna. 


George School 


Co-educational. ares for college or business. 
Manual training, debating, Journalism, household 
arts, citizenship. 25 miles from Philadelphia. 
227 acres of woods and fields along the plosareeque 
Neshaminy Creek. All athletics. rmnasium, 
Swimming Pool. Skating. Endowed, w rates. 
For illustrated catalog address 

GEORGE A. WALTON, A. M., Principal 
Box 297, George School, Pa. 


Wesley Collegiate Institute 


Co-educational. Under Christian management. 
Est. 1873. Junior College with Preparatory and 
Elective courses. Music, Art, Business, Advan- 
tages of State Capital. Best environment, fine 
home atmosphere. Modern equipment. Athletic 
field. Gymnasium with track and pool. Catalog. 


HENRY G. BUDD, D. D., Pres., Box A, Dover, Delaware 
a 


DEVEREUX SCH@LS 
lor Children whose Progress has been Retarded 


Three separate schools for boys and girls of all ages requir- 
ing scientific observation and 8) instruction. 

ealthful Recreation and Home Life. Industrial, Art 
and Vocational Courses. Male Faculty in School for Older 
Boys. Camp in Summer. For Illustrated Catalog Address: 


Helena T. Devereux, Box M Borwyn, Pa. 


CHUYLKILL COLLEGE 


Co-educational. B. A. and B. 8. degrees. Strong 
pre-medical and professional courses. Diploma 
course in music. Athletics. Interesting college life. 
Day and boarding students. Catalog. Box A, Reading, Pa 


EAST GREENWICH ACADEMY 


On Narragansett Bay 
123 years of New England tradition. Modern methods and equip- 
ment. College entrance certificate. Seven buildings, Fine gymna- 
sium. Athletic field for all rporta. Co-educational. Moderate rete 
ted booklet. J. Francis Coorgn, Principal, East Greenwich, 


OAKWOOD SCHOOL 


Seventy mile from New York City, ove Hudson Velley. 
Under ends” management. Co-educational. General academic 
courses. A school of high ideals with teachers of Christian character 
and culture. 128th year. Very reasonable rates. Address 


Poughkeepsie, N. Y 


WILLIAM J. REAGAN, A. M., Priscipal Bex 106 


a 
T TROY CONFERENCE ACADEMY 
Located in beautiful Vermont village 75 miles from 

A tion. Junior Dept. Illustrated Catalog. Robt. L. 
Thompson, A.B.. D. D., Prin., Poultney, Vt., Box A 
women find here a home-like atmos- 

phere; thorough and efficient training in every department 
Liberal endowment permits liberal terms. $450 to $550 
er year. Special course In Domestic Science. Address 


hest Standing 
Albany. Good New York connections. Co-educa 
Dean Academy 59th Year. Young men and young 
of a broad culture, a loyal and helpful school spirit 
ass., Franklin. A. W. PEIRCE, Litt. D., Head Master. 


(Same 
Tniversity course) Ex-Pres. Wilson, 
Pershing chose Riper graduates. Courses in Bank- 
Higher 
Normal commercial course. Co-ed. 


of Finance & Business 
ministration, Trenton, N. J. 
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MILITARY 


CON WA BAND SCHOOL 


Prepares for Leadership in Community, School and 
Professional Bands. Private Instruction on two 
instruments; Teachers of national renown; Conducting 
and Band Arrangements; pally Band Rehearsals 
under Dean Conway; Large Symphony Orchestra. 
Large Band Library. Degrees. Dormitories. Gym- 
Under personal direction of the famous band 
Catalog. 


nasium. 
leader, Patrick Conway. 


612 De Witt Park, Ithaca, New York 


SEND FOR 
Bee wN SCHOOL 
oW e OF SPEECH 


The oldest and largest University 
Professional rep of its kind i 
y hau ceum worl 
i; Prepares p for Ceara i collego tes teaching. Special i 
six Summer Session 
cialsix weeks Winter Seasion for Junior chee 
tauqua workers. For bulletin, 


TEMPLE 
UNIVERSITY 


PHILADELPHIA 


Courses of Liberal Arts and Science; Teachers College; 
School of Commerce; Professional Courses in Theology, 
Law, Medicine, Pharmacy, Chiropody and Music 

Training School for Nurses, with degree; special courses 
for School and Health work. Positions secured for those 
who wish to earn as they learn. Write for free catalog 
stating course desired. Address Dept. A. 


McLean Hospital Training School 


Offers to men a unique course in nursing with $30 a 
month, room and board while in training- Graduates 
in demand at $5 to $10 a day. Dr. F. H. Packard, 
Bupt., Waverly, Mass. 


Emerson College of Oratory 


Largest School of Oratory, Belles-lettres and 
Pedagogy in America. Summer Session. 
46th year. Degrees anted. Address 
HARRY SEYMOUR Ross, Dean, Huntington 
Chambers, Boston. 


“ LOUISVILLE CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 


dual and class instruction in Piano, Organ, H Voice, Violin, 
tic Art, Orchestral Instruments, ‘and all Theoretical Subjects. 
lie School M Music Course leading to Supervisor’s Certificate ac- 
cepted b. te Boards ucation. 

aay mo. L. GRUBER, Vice-President 
246 W. Broadway Louisville, Ky. 


POSSE-NISSEN SCHOOL OF PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


For women. 35th year. 3 year regular course. One year 
special in medical gymnastics and massage. Playground 
work. Intensive summer courses and camp. Dormitories. 
Apply to Secretary, 779 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 


THE MASSACHUSETTS 
GENERAL HOSPITAL 
Training School for Nurses 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
Founded 1873 Graduates Number 1650 
Educational requirement for three-year 
course, high school diploma. Time al- 
lowance to college graduates if courses 


have included sciences. Maintenance, 

text-books and uniforms supplied to 

members of the school. From an Etching 
SALLY JOHNSON, R. N., Principai by Sears Gallagher 


Kindergarten Training 


Pestalozzi-Froebel Teachers College 
A KINDERGARTEN NORMAL COLLEGE 
Overlooks Lake Michigan 


1. Kindergarten 
Three Depts. Í " PY ad 
a; 
Fine Equipment. Central Location "accredited. Dor- 


tory near lake. 29th pens Sept. 21. Write 
Rertarar, Be 28, 616-22 South Michigan Boulevard, 


Special School s 


Supervisors of Music 


Training Courses approved by State Educational Dept., 
At Ithaca Institution ef Public Scheel Music, associated with the 
ithaca Conservatory of Music. Private Instruction in Voice and 
Piano included in course. Degrees. Dormitories—Gym- 
nasium—Auditorium—Chorus and Orchestra. Opportu- 
nities for Practice Teaching— Regular Faculty and Student 
Recitals. Special Teachers of Wide Experience and Repu- 
tation. Fall Term begins Sept. 24th. For catalog, address 


ALBERT EDMUND BROWN, Dean 
312 DeWitt Park Ithaca, N. Y. 


SPEECH DEFECTS 


A private residential institute for the correction of Stam- 
mering, Lisping, Loss of Voice, Monotonous Pitch, Atten- 
tion Deafness and Speech fer Aboormal Chàdren. Conducted by 

DR. FREDERICK MARTIN 
Martin — internationally recognized by Medical Profession 

Lecturer, Post Graduate Medical College and Hospital, 

New York Cit Formerly Director of Speech Improve- 


| ment, Board of E Education, New York City. 


Mormal courses for Teachers of Speech Improvement. 
MARTIN INSTITUTE FOR SPEECH DEFECTS 
412 DeWitt Park, Ithaca, N. Y. 


LAYTON SCHOOL OF ART 


Layton Art Gallery, Milwaukee, Wis. Courses in Painting and 
Sculpture, Commercial Art, Teacher Training, Interior, Cos- 
tume and Industrial Design. Fall Term begins Sept. 21, 1925, 
For illustrated catalog address Charlotte R. Partridge, Directer, 


Dept. A. M., 438 Jefferson St., Milwaukee, Wis. 


LAWRENCE CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 
All branches of Music, Expression, Art. Enjoys the 
intellectual and social advantages of Lawrence Col- 
lege. Superior Public School Music Course. Diplomas 
and Degrees awarded. Dormitories. Catalogue. 
Cari J. Waterman, Dean Box A, Appleton, Wisconsin 


INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART 


FRANK DAMROSCH, Director. Endowed. 
All branches of music. Conducted only for students of real 
musical ability and serious purpose. Catalog on request. 
Dept. R, 120 Claremont Ave., Cor. 122nd St., New York. 


NEW-CHURCH THEOLOGICAL SCHOOL 


48 Quincy St., Cambridge, M. b year 

Three-year course. College preparation desired. kaua 

ment (in Swedenborg) of Christian teaching. Interpretation of 

scriptures for aara life. Correspondence courses. Catalog. 
Wiham 


William L. Worcester, F. Wunsch, Principal 


THE LESLEY SCHOOL OF KINDERGARTEN 


d Primary Training. Two and three year course. In- 
dustrial and Playground work. Dormitory. New school 
building. Add 


29 Everett St. 


Mrs. Edith Lesley WoMard 


Oberlin Conservatory of Music 


All branches, advanced study. 35 specialist teachers 
Courses lead to Mus. B, degree. Cultural and social life 
of Oberlin College. High School course or equivalent re- 
Fall semester opens Sept. 15th. Catalog. 


gu ired. 
Oberlin 


berlin Conservatory of Music 


PERRY KINDERGARTEN NORMAL SCHOOL 


Founded 1898 by Annie Moseley Perry. Thorough train- 
ing for kindergarten, primary and playground positions. 
Enroll now for entrance this Fall. Send for booklet, “Train- 
ing Children." HARRIOT HAMBLEN JONES, Principal, 25 
Huntington Ave., Room 315, Boston, Mass. 


Arnold Colleg 


FOR HYGIENE AND PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


. Ohio 


Three-year Degree e 
NEW HAVEN NORMAL SCHOOL OF GYMNASTICS 
Two-year Diploma Course 


Strong faculty. Complete indoor equipment and 
outdoor facilities inc! cluding cam ».. Appointment 
Bureau, successful in placing graduates. 


1466 Chapel Street, New Haven, Connecticut 


spare time to good use. 
have. 


Chief of Subscription Staff, Desk A4 
THE CROWELL PUBLISHING CO. I 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. l 
| 
I 


Dear Sir:—I can stand more pay days. 
ase show me how to get them. 


More Pay Days for You 


OU can have more pay days by putting an hour or two of your 
You can sell us all the spare time you 
Here’s a chance for you to turn into cash something which 
is perhaps going to waste every day. 
The American Magazine get in touch with us and, without disturbing 
your regular work, become our representative. 
during your spare time. 
earn g 
the Crowell group—Woman’s 
Companion, Collier’s, The National Week- 
ly, The Mentor, and Farm and Fireside. 
Take advantage of this opportunity 
and mail in coupon at once. 


If you are enthusiastic about 


I will pay you well 
You can also 
money on other magazines of 
Home 


brains for an idea. And finally it came to 
me: so simple a one that I wondered I 
hadn’t thought of it the first thing. What 
do you think it was?” he asked me. “How 
would you have got out of that fix?” 

“I robably wouldn’t have got out at 

f said, “How in the world did you 
manage?” 

“Well, I told them to take every sand 
sled, haul them down into the ocean and 
fll them with kelp—a coarse seaweed 
that floats in the water close to the shore. 

“The actors couldn’t go in, because 
their costumes had to be hep dry. But 
everybody else rushed right into the water 
and helped to load the kelp. My wife, my 
daughter, the visitors who had come down 
to watch the scene—everybody lent a 
hand! In ten minutes we had that mile 
and half of dry sand covered with wet 
kelp; and at twelve o’clock we began 
shooting the scene. But it was a Pai is 
close call. 


HAVE seen amazing things happen dur- 

ing the makin of a picture. When 
we were doing the ‘Warrens of Virginia’ 
there was one scene where a lot of cannon, 
drawn by eight-horse teams, were to 
charge down a hill. Half way down the 
slope the lead horse in one of these teams 
stumbled and fell. 

“ Before they could be stopped, the 
teams behind sa one piled up on it; and 
that whole mass of men, fairies, and 
cannon went over and over down the hill 
like a gigantic black snowball. And the 
strange part of it was that not a man was 
seriously injured. 

“Almost the same thing happened in 
the great charge of the chariots in ‘The 
Ten Commandments.’ 

“One of the most curious chances of 
fate came when we were doing a picture 
called ‘We Can’t Have Everything.’ In 
the story as Rupert Hughes wrote it there 
was a scene where the heroine was rescued 
from a burning studio. By that time, 
motion picture studios were very different 
from the stable in which I made ‘The 
Squaw Man.’ They were big and expensive 
buildings; and after discussing the cost of 
putting up a fake studio, just to be burned, 
we decided to omit that part of the story. 

“One day, when we had been making 
some scenes on location, about ten miles 
from town, I heard on my way back that 
our own studio was on fire. k certainly 
was! When I got there, it was evident 
that nothing could be done to save it. 

“I hurriedly got together the people 
for the scene we had decided to cut out, 
and tried to get the attention of one of the 
firemen, who was busy at the hose. I 
wanted him to help us do the scene. But 

e pushed me away and wouldn’t listen. 
fak my actors around to the back of 
the building, shoved a ladder up to one 
of the windows, and told the girl who 
played the heroine to go up the ladder, 
climb in the window, and get ready to 
be rescued. 

“Then we took down the ladder, rushed 
back to the firemen, and wildly told them 
there was a woman trapped in the build- 
ing. That did get their attention! They 
found her leaning out of the window, 
shrieking for help. And while they gal- 
lantly rescued her, our camera man got 
several hundred feet of wonderful action.’ 

“What kind of pictures do people like 
best?” I asked. 
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Special Schools 


lementar 
Eee ben 


EDUCA 


arten 
ION 


Fine professional training in most 
recent developments in elemen- 
tary and kindergarten work cov- 
ering every phase of child life from 
infancy to twelve years. 


Strong cultural courses. 
Practical experience in teaching. 


High official rating, and endorsements by 
educators, civic and community leaders. 


Fine social spirit and goodfellowship in 
eight dormitories. 


Enthusiastic student body of 500. 


Continuous growth based upon the demand 
for its graduates during 39 years. 


High school graduates from accredited 
schools admitted without examination, 


Two and three year diplomas, four year 
degree. 


Accredited, a Non-Profit Institution 


For Catalogue, Book of Views and 
Graduate Roster, address: 


President Edna Dean Baker 


NATIONAL KINDERGARTEN 
and ELEMENTARY COLLEGE 
Box 62, 2944 Michigan Boulevard 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


Broad field for young women, 
offering attractive positions. Qual- 
ifed directors of physical training 
in big demand. Three-year diploma 
course and four-year B.S. course, 
both including summer course in 
camp activities, with training in all 
forms of physical exercise, recrea- 
tion and health education. School 
affiliated with famous Battle Creek 
Sanitarium—superb equipment and 
faculty of specialists. Excellent 
opportunity for individual physi- 
cal development. For Illustrated 
catalog address Registrar. 

Kellogg School of Physical 
Education 
Battle Creek College 
Box 251 Battle Creek, Michigan 


HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS 


Kindergarten-Primary Training School 
Affiliated with New York University 
University Credit. Students enrolled for September and 
February. Exceptional residence facilities. Miss Harriette 

Molisse Milis, Principal, Four-A, 63 Filth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


[THACA INSERVATORY 


Pe anne wit N Y Biase Board (0) 
Regents. A ranches of music 
taught. School of Opera, An- MUSIC 
dreas Dippel, director. Master 
Courses with world-famous artists. Degrees. 
& Twelve buildings, including Dormitories, Audi- 
torium, Gymnasium, Studio and Administra- 
tion Buildings. Year Book. Two, three and four 
z Q year courses. 
Fall Term, 
September 
124th. No. 
12 DeWitt 


ca, N. Y. 
OOII OIO EOE 
AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC ARTS 


Founded in 1884 by Franklin H. Sargent 
America’s Leading Institution for Dram- 
atic and Expressional Art and Training 

THIRD SEASON OF SIX WEEKS’ 
Teachers’ Summer Class 
in Stagecraft, Play Directing and 
Advanced Expressional Technique 
begins July 13th 
Extension Dramatic Courses in Co-operation with 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY 


Illustrated Catalog of all Courses from 
Room 266-G CARNEGIE HALL, New York 


QM0O 90000000 


Special Schools 


Concert Hall—Administration Building—Main Dormitory 


BERTHA BAUR, Director. 


Burnet C. 


Complete school of music with private 

and class instruction 
Faculty of noted artists. Orchestra and chorus— 
School of Opera. Dramatics. Public school music 
course accredited. Affiliated with University of 
Cincinnati. Complete Summer Session during 
June and July. Degrees, Diplomas, Certificates. 
Ideal dormitory life on beautiful ten acre cam- 
pus within twenty minutes of Cincinnati’s mu- 
sic and art attractions. 


Tutarztyt, General Manager. 


For Catolagas 
address A. L. HOWARD, Registrar, Highland and Burnet Aves. and Oak St., Cincinnati, Ohio 


FOUNDED 1867 


Domestic Arts and Science 


One-year course and short intensive courses in 
Home-making, teaching approved ways of conduct- 
ing a home. Buying, Cooking, Serving Foods, plan- 
ning the Family Budget. Sewing, making frocks and 
hats; Housefurnishing. 

Courses for women seeking salaried positions as 
dietitians, tea-room and cafeteria operators, etc. A 
nationally recognized school. Central city location. 
Students’ home opposite park. For catalog address 
Miss Lillian A. Kemp, Director, School of Domestic 
Arts and Science, 5 No. Michigan A + Dept. 11, 
Chicago, IL. 


PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


Two-year Normal Course giving complete train- 
ing in all phases of physical education. Co- 
educational. Exceptional opportunities open to 
graduates in high salaried positions. Free grad- 
uate placing bureau. Magnificent equipment. 
Swimming pool, gymnasium, dancing auditorium, 
tennis. Dormitory for women. 


Fall term opens September 14, 1925 
Spring term opens February +, 1926 


AMERICAN PHYSICAL 
COLLEGE of EDUCATION 


Acevedited Coeducalionsd 


Dept. A-7, 1019 Dive 


: i 
OBERLIN Kindergarten 
—Primar 
Training School Oberlin, Ohio 
Accredited. Two year course. Prepares for Kinder- 
garten and Primary teaching. Practice t ching. Ad- 
mission; to dormitories in order of application. For 
catalog address 
MISS ROSE N. DEAN, 125 Eim St. 


of Physical 


THE SARGENT SCHOOL 


Education 


Founded 1881 by Dr. D. A. Sargent 
Booklet on request 


L. W. SARGENT, Director, Cambridge, Mass. 


Gr): bush Conservatory: 


CHICAGO 


incinnati J onservatory Music 


INCORPORATED 


(Hicaco NormALScxooL 
of Physical Fducation 


For Women 
Two Year Normal Course for Directors of 
Physical Education, Playground Supervisors, 
Dancing Teachers and Swimming Instructors. 
Graduates from accredited High Schools ad- 
mitted without examination. 
Strong Faculty of experienced men and women, 
Fine Dormitories for non-resident students. 


22nd Year Opens September 21, 1925 


For catalog and book of views address 
Frances Musselman, Principal, Box26, 
5026 Greenwood Ave., Chicago, IIL 


Home Economics 


Positions always open for graduates of our courses 
for Dietitians and Teachers; both fields offer excel- 
lent opportunities to ambitious young women, 
‘Two-year diploma course and four-year B. S. course. 
School aMliated with famous Battle Creek Sani- 
tarium. Unexcelled laboratory facilities and un- 
usual opportunity for practical experience. Inspiring 
college atmosphere; tuition and all expenses moder- 
ate. For illustrated catalog address Registrar. 


School of Home Economics, Battle Creek College 
Box 352, Battle Creek, Michigan 


THE ITHACA SCHOOL 
of Physical Education 


Dr. Abert H. Suarre, Dean 
Graduates eligible to 


teach anywhere in U. 8. 

£ (D Dearece. Normal Course, in- 

Y cluding Athletic Coach- 

ing, three years. Large 

Faculty, including “Jack” Moak- 

ley, head coach of 1920 Olympio 

team. Opportunities for prao- 

tice teaching and observation 

of Games. Co-educational. Ath- 

— letic Field. Gymnasium. Dormi- 
tories. Graduates in demand. 

Fall Term opens Sept. 24. Send for catalog. 

212 DeWitt Park, Ithaca, N. Y. 


WORCESTER DOMESTIC SCIENCE SCHOOL 


(Removed to Greater Boston) 
Trains for teachers of cookery, sewing, dietitians, tea room. 
One and two year Normal Courses. Catalog. 
Mary E. Smith, Sec. 110 Waban Hill Rd. Chesteut Hil, Mass 


Faculty of 120. The Largest and Most Distin- 
guished American School Offering Courses in 


OPERA 
EXPRESSION 


STAGE ARTS 
DANCING 


MUSIC 


PUBLIC SCHOOL MUSIC 


Accredited courses leading to Certificate, Diploma and Degrees. 


Free Scholarships— Complete Symphony Orchestra 


Only conservatory in Chicajo maintaining extensive dormitories for 
women and men students 


Fall term begins Sept. 14th. 


Dormitory reservations now. For illustrated 


catalog describing this great institution and its many advantages, address 


A. M. SCHWENKER, Re3istrar, 839 North Dearborn St., CHICAGO 
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“That’s a question I can answer better 
now than I could a few years ago,” said 
De Mille. “All producers had ideas on the 
subject; and of course I had mine. But I 
was always wishing I could find out from 
the people themselves, what they thought 
they wanted. 

“Finally, in 1922, in codperation with 
the Los Angeles ‘Times,’ I offered prizes 
for the best suggestions of the kind of 
picture people would like to see on the 
screen. There was to be a first prize of 
one thousand dollars; a second one of 
one hundred dollars; and third and fourth 
prizes of fifty dollars each. We explained 
that we did not want stories or scenarios. 
We asked people to tell us simply the kind 
of subjects hey would like to see in 
pictures. 


“THE contest did not have very wide 
publicity at first. But in spite of that 
fact, we received almost forty thousand 
letters. They came from every state in 
the Union, and also from Canada, Mexico, 
Australia, England, France, Germany, 
and Italy. We even received one letter 
in Russian. 

“It was a most amazing revelation of 
what people really want; oF what they are 
most deeply interested in. I wouldn’t 
give up the insight into human hearts and 
lives that I gained from those letters, not 
for any amount of money. The writers 
were of all classes and ages—men, women, 
and children. And their letters were 
written with absolute sincerity. 

“We divided them roughly, as to sub- 
jects, into four groups. Fhe first, which 
was by far the largest asked for pictures 
dealing with family life. Do you get that? 
Family life! ... Not young love, or 
romance, or adventure! But something 
that came right down to their own lives. 

“We had hundreds of letters from 
married folks asking for pictures that 
would help them to solve their problems. 
I remember one woman’s letter, which was 
Z hatas of scores of others. She explained 
that she and her husband had been 
married about fifteen years. 

“‘Our life together has come to be an 
old story,’ she said. ‘I am sure that we 
both love each other; but the romance 
has worn off. A good deal of the time we 
are dull, and sometimes we are downright 
; cross and irritable. Little squabbles lead 
The Coca-Cola Company, Atlanta, Ga, | to actual quarrels. We are drifting apart. 
I am afraid of what the future may bring. 


We don’t want to find out how to get a 
B E A | E R j © y a divorce! We want to be shown how to 
+ keep from having to get a divorce.’ 


“A good many letters from women,” 


9 De Mille went on, “asked us to have 
+ ictures with a strong business interest. 
+ he explanation was interesting: 


“‘I am at home all day, doing house- 

work,’ they wrote. ‘At night I want a 

little recreation, and I can get it at the 

a u S e a i i i O i i ì = n + | movies. But my húsband won’t go, 
because he says the love stories and all 

that sort of thing just bore him. If he 

could see pictures that had a business 
TS 2 re S y O urs © ® | setting, I believe he would be interested 


and would go with me.’ 


“Some of the letters from children were 


+ ° 
| athetic comments on modern domestic 
nJoy 1ce -CO oca- O a! [f ” said De Mille. “There was one 
from a little boy, only eight years old. 
His parents had been divorced and his 
mother had married again. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE ./ FIVE CENTS IS THE PRICE “<I don’t like my new father as well as 
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I liked my first one,’ he wrote. ‘Please 
make a picture of a little boy like me, and 
how he kept from having two fathers.’ 

“That wasn’t the only letter from 
children who have been ‘divorced’ from 
one of their parents. 

“Then there were hundreds of young 
people who wrote: ‘My father and mother 
don’t understand me. They are always 
fussing at us young folks; always telling 
us how dreadful we are. They think the 
world hasn’t moved in forty years! Can’t 
you make some pictures that would help 
them to understand us?” 

“ Along with these letters, we received 
hundreds from parents, asking for pictures 
that would help them to deal more suc- 
cessfully with their children. 

“All of these thousands of people, you 
see, were thinking about the home! he 
wanted happiness and harmony in their 
family life. And that group, as I said 
before, was by far the largest. 


“TEXT in point of numbers was the 

i N group that asked for Biblical sub- 
jects. That seems amazing, doesn’t it? 
And these requests did not come from 
preachers. Curiously enough, the let- 
ters from preachers asked for pictures of 
travel and adventure! 

“In this Biblical group were eight 
requests for a picture dealing with the 
Ten Commandments. 

“ This suggestion of the Ten Command- 
ments as a subject was selected as the 
winner; and I gave each of the eight 
writers one thousand instead of dividing 
the prize among them. Mr. Kresling, of 
my staff, delivered the awards in person; 
and these interviews were very interest- 


ing. 

“* Four of the people who had made this 
suggestion were men. One was a trom- 
bone player in Lansing, Michigan. One 
was a retired business man who was 
spending the winter in Los Angeles. 
Another was a cashier in a big garage. 
And the fourth was an ex-colonel of 
cavalry, who was then in the oil business. 

“ The other four were women; a Czecho- 
slovakian girl living in Providence, Rhode 
Island; the wife of a real estate dealer in 
California; a Norwegian woman, wife of a 
man who worked at Long Beach, near 
Los Angeles; and a New York woman who 
with her husband had moved to the coast 
when business troubles overtook them. 

“That group of eight men and women 
was made up of different nationalities, 
different ages, different religions. When 
they asked us to do the Ten Command- 
ments, they were not thinking of the 
pictorial possibilities. What they wanted 
was something that would help people to 
live. 

“The trombone player said: ‘What we 
need is to go back and learn the old truths 
that our fathers and mothers believed.’ 
The wife of the real estate man said: ‘I 
work with my husband in his business. 
And I tell you that a good many business 
men need to be reminded that there are 
laws of God, as well as laws of man.’ 

“ The ex-colonel of cavalry was a hard- 
boiled soldier, with the old soldier’s habit 
of picturesque profanity. But when Mr. 
Kresling asked him why he had suggested 
the Ten Commandments, he said: ‘Not 
because I’m pious. I haven’t been inside 
a church in twenty years. But I’m not a 
fool. I know that if we human beings 
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What a difference a few years make in fashions! It would 
take a constitutional amendment to make us adopt the 
grotesque styles to which our grandfathers submitted. 

If the purpose back of whiskers that reached from ear 
to ear, and skirts that left no room for doubt was to 
eliminate difficulty in telling the sexes apart, its effective- 
ness can hardly be questioned. 

Here a disturbing thought intrudes. Since women have 
gone in for knickies and bobs and gubernatorial authority, 
it is conceivable that whiskers may in time have to serve 
again, as they served originally, to show that men are men. 

The horror of such a requirement becomes evident when 
we see how the well-groomed man of today would look 
with such whiskers as were fashionable sixty years ago. 


COLGATE'S 


for better shaving 


Today the middle-aged man looks young because he 
shaves every morning. Colgate’s Rapid-Shave Cream makes 
it easy. The close, moist lather goes to the base of the 
beard and softens it instantly where the razor’s work is 
done, leaving the face soothed and velvety. 

A clean shave daily has become a busi- 
ness, as well as a social requirement. 


Let us send you a 
free trial tube of 
this marvelous 
cream—enough 
for]2bettershaves 
than you haveever 
had. Just fill out 
and mail the cou- 


pon. 


7. Please send me the free 
4 trial tube of Colgate’s Rapid- 
ve Cream for better shaving. 


The American Magazine 


Delights of the Daylight Sail 


RIGHT summer days find Day Line trips on 
B the Hudson of universal appeal. Cool breezes, 

sparkling waters, the magic of America’s grand- 
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don’t learn, and obey, the fundamental 
sales, of living, this world is going to be 
ell! 

“Well,” said De Mille, “that was the 
gist of it all. Give us something that will 
help people to live! Give us something 
fundamental and constructive. 

“You remember that the General Film 
people said: ‘Oh, the public has gotta 
take what we give them. They don’t 
know anything but our pictures and don’t 
want to know. You gotta give the 
public what it wants.’ Well, I’m going to 
try to do that very thing. I’m not going 
to make any more pictures of just pepper- 
mint candy heroes and butterscotch 
heroines! I know the public wants some- 
thing more than that. To the best of 
my ability, they’re going to get it. 

“Since we held that contest, I have 
made four pictures: ‘The Ten Command- 
ments,’ “Prnmph.? ‘Feet of Clay,’ and 
‘The Golden Bed.’ Every one of those 
pictures has a big, vital theme; some 
fundamental idea that people can carry 
away with them and make use of in their 
own lives. The wonderful thing about 
pictures is that they don’t ‘preach’— 
except as life itself preaches. That’s all I 
want to do, show human life as vividly as 
possible, but always some bit of life that 
has real meaning and rrp.” 

“You forgot to tell me what were the 
other two groups of subjects suggested by 
the contest writers,” I said. 

“Oh, yes! The third one was historical 
subjects, and the fourth educational. The 
rest were so scattering that they didn’t 
amount to anything. In the whole forty 
thousand there was only one suggestive of 
an immoral or indecent nature.” 


“How do you direct a picture?” I said. 
“Do you tell the actors what they 
are to do and what emotions to express?” 

“You mean,” laughed De Mille, ‘‘do | 
tell them to ‘register’ jealousy, or hate, or 
love, and so one. No, I do not! We first 
talk over the scene; what the action is to 
be, and what it all means. Of course every 
detail of the action must be planned in 
advance. But the actor, when he under- 
stands the meaning of what he is doing, 
will express the emotions in his own way. 

“After we have talked it over, we 
rehearse the scene. The players learn the 
sequence of things they are to do. Experi- 
enced actors are very expert at this. They 
remember in the most minute detail just 
what they are to do. 

“When we rehearse a scene, I don’t 
tell an actor how he shall do things. I tell 
him only what he is to do. I want him to 
do it in the way that is natural to him; 
and that may be very different from the 
way I would do it. 

“Taking his way as the basis, I build 
up the scene by adding details of action 
that bring out the meaning, or by saying 
that I don’t get the feeling I want. As we 
keep on rehearsing the scene, it grows— 
sometimes slowly, sometimes very quickly. 
Then we do it for the camera; and while 
that is going on, I don’t say anything, 
unless I have to remind an actor of some 
detail he seems to forget. 

“In handling scores or hundreds of 
people of course I must give directions 
during a scene. Often, when we are work- 
ing out of doors, our ‘stage’ may be a 
mile or more in width, and I am too far 
from the actors to talk directly to them. 
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In those cases I use telephones. In that 
scene, for instance, where we had the long 
line of guns I told you about, I gave the 
orders by telephone: ‘Gun Number Six, 
fre?” And so on. In the gun crews that 
were farthest from the camera, one of the 
men had a telephone receiver clamped to 
his ear. Where there was any danger of 
this showing in the picture, we had a man 
in uniform at a telephone outside the field 


of the camera. He received the orders, ran. 


in to the crew, and told them what to do. 
Being in uniform, he seemed a part of the 
picture.” 

“ Do you ever have music played while 
taking scenes?” I asked. 

“Very often,” replied De Mille. “It 
helps the actors to concentrate on what 
they are doing. We can’t get rid of the 
distractions. Carpenters may be building 
a set next to the one where we are working; 
and there are a score of people around our 
own set who have to be there, and who 
must move about more or less. The music 
helps the actor to forget all these disturb- 
ing factors. 

“Then, too, we use music which carries 
the meaning of the scene. In ‘The Ten 
Commandments,’ for instance, we played 
the Largo from ‘The New World Sym- 
phony’ for certain scenes all through the 
play; scenes which had the same sig- 
nificance, although they were aael, 
different in action. 


” OXE of the greatest changes that have 
come in the making of pictures is in 
thelighting. I chink I was the first producer 
to use artificial lights. When I began only 
natural light was used. If a cloudy day 
came, they stopped for the day. If there 
was a cloudy week. they stopped for a 
week! Modern pictures woul impos- 
sible without our use of electric lights. 
“In the scene of the Golden Calf revel 
in ‘The Ten Commandments’ we used 
enough lights to illuminate a good-sized 
city! The first circle high up in the 
studio contained almost two hundred 
lights. There were forty in the second 
circle. Next came seventy ‘sun arcs,’— 
each of them more powerful than the 
searchlights used on battleships! Then 
came about sixty spotlights; and finally 
two of the million-candle-power ‘G. E’s’ or 
General Electrics. Hold a panel of wood 
close in front of one of these G. E. lights, 
and it will burn a hole through the wood 
almost as quickly as you could shoot a 
bullet through it. That shows you how 
powerful they are. 

“The motion picture of to-day,” De 
Mille went on earnestly, “involves the 
use of tremendous equipment and the 
expenditure of vast sums of money. ‘The 
Ten Commandments’ cost over a million 
dollars; just the production of it, not 
counting the expense of advertising and 
distributing. The director of such a pro- 
duction carries anenormous pexponability 

** There is a big thrill in doing a picture 
like that. But the biggest thrills I get from 
my work are not from the huge spectacular 
effects. They are from the little human 
scenes that grip my heart! People love to 
laugh, and they also love to cry. The 
dieren is that they soon forget the 
things that have made them laugh; but 
they remember for weeks, even for years, 
the things that have brought tears of 
sincere emotion to their eyes.” 
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Give the Man You'd Like To Be a Look 
| at the Man You Are 


(Continued from page 25) 


year 1924 we sat down to an uninter- 
rupted meal. At home I am called to the 
telephone two or three times during every 
dinner hour. I have been wakened from a 
sound sleep at eleven o'clock at night to 
tell a total stranger that I could be found 
at my office at nine o’clock in the morning. 

What a marvelous convenience the 
telephone is, but what an exacting tyrant 
it has become! It is a brave man who 
can hear his telephone ring, and refrain 
from answering the call. Personally, I 
have not that much courage, were ee 
inclined. Let it ring at night, and the 
urge to respond is irresistible. Always 
there comes into mind the fear that 
someone near and dear is in need. 

But how seldom that urgent message 
comes! I can remember only three or 
four times when I have been awakened 
from sleep to receive news which could 
not just as well have been imparted in 
the morning. 

No person of good breeding would bang 
upon your door at ten o’clock at night, 
and possibly get you out of your bed, 
merely to ask a trifling question. But 
even good people seem to have no such 
compunctions about the telephone; with 
that convenience they can invade your 
dining-room or your Erota fearlessly. 

So far as I have been able to discover I 
did not lose a single friend last summer 
because there was no telephone at Pointe 
Aux Barques. In the full stretch of those 
two months of peace and quiet there was 
no bit of news I should have had which 
failed to reach me. 

Of course, the telephone has enlarged 
our opportunities; it has magnified the 
range of our voices fifty thousand times; 
it has made life easier to be lived; it 
has shortened distances and bridged great 
spaces; but it has also made peace and 

uiet and solitude almost an impossibility. 
k has increased the pace of life and added 
to its demands. 

He who is within reach of a telephone 
is within reach of all the world—and I 
am sure there are times when that is not 
a healthy condition. 


HILE on this vacation I balanced 
small-town life against city life, and 

I learned this truth: the people in small 
towns are not nearly so sorry for them- 
selves as the city folks are for them. 

The citizens of Port Austin, a village 
three miles from our resort, have their 
ood times, and they enjoy them, too. 
They don’t have brilliantly lighted 
theatres and cafés and clubs to go to, and 
they don’t have so many bridge dinners 
and dances, but they don’t need your 
sympathy on that account. 

Port Wein isn’t a large town, and 
I shouldn’t care about living there the 
whole year through; but there are people 
who do, and they don’t seem to be pining 
away for the lack of trolley cars, moving- 
picture shows, gasolene stations and no- 
parking regulations. 

Take the case of my old friend Sam 
Wallace. For many years he conducted 


the general store at Port Austin. A year 
ago something happened and the store 
was closed, and Sam Wallace accepted the 
management of a store in a larger town 
near by. There he was all last summer, 
busy and prosperous, with many more 
people about him—but unhappy. There 
was a wedding in Port Austin during the 
summer, and by chance I met Sam 
Wallace in the barber shop. He had 
driven over for the wedding. 

“How about it?” I asked him. 

“Irs all right, I suppose,” said he. 
“Im doing well, and we have a much 
bigger and better store than we had here, 
but I don’t like it. I want to come back 
to Port Austin.” 

In Port Austin, there is isolation 
during the long winter months, but there 
was Sam Wallace sadly informing me 
that to him life there meant peace of mind 
and contentment. Just before I left, I 
received information that he had com- 

leted arrangements to return. The 


‘happiest man in the thumb district of 


Mic igan to-day is Sam Wallace, who is 
going back to Port Austin. 


I MET nearly all the Port Austin resi- 
dents last summer, and none of them 
seemed to be noticeably sad or depressed 
because he had no fancy clubs to take 
his friends to. They all seemed to possess 
the essentials of life—a good home, 
comfortable beds, good food, and good 
clothes. ; 

Parties don’t come so thick and fast 
in Port Austin that they grow to be a 
bore and an annoyance. A dance there 
is an event—not an ordeal! The guests 
attend because they wish to go, not merely 
because they feel compelled to go. I 
venture the statement that no Port 
Austin resident ever sets out to join a 
little gathering of his friends wishing to 
high heavens that he could remain at home. 

A birthday celebration there isn’t 
merely another dinner, like twenty others 

ou have already attended this season. 
t is a thrill of pleasure, participated in 
by happy, healthy people who have not 
worn out by over-use the faculty of 
enjoyment. The laughter is genuine; the 
comradeship is wholesome; the pleasure 
clean and simple, and there is no straining 
what is decent to provide a new thrill for 
jaded appetites and over-sophisticated 
personalities. 

It may grow tedious at times to have 
nothing particularly exciting to do; but 
I fancy hat monotony is no more tedious 
and deadly dull than having to do over 
and over again the thing of which the 
charm and novelty have hee since been 
exhausted. 

The winter before I went on this 
memorable vacation had been a long, hard 
one. For several weeks not an auto- 
mobile broke through some of the snow- 
bound roads. The one train to Port 
Austin was snowed in for four days. 

“What did you do up here!” I asked 
one of the women who was describing the 
winter to us. | 


, 
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“Well,” she said, with a gracious 
smile, “I caught up on my reading. We 
are usually very busy here during the 
summer months, but in the winter we 
have our books. Last winter I read a 
number of books I have long wanted to 


get at.” 
To-night as I write here, my library : lake the 
laughs me to scorn! 
There on the shelves are dozens of ° 
books I have long wanted to get at. nia Our 
HAT Port Austin lady didn’t know it, N. ° 
but I envied her that wintry isolation of British Columbia 
and its opportunity. I have often thought = 
I should like to be snow-bound with the nd, nd 
books I have promised myself to read er a sea 
when I get the time. But the pace of my ° 
life is so swift, and the demands upon my m St 
time so many and so pressing, that the x 
books stand on their shelves neglected Sce AY lend 
and untouched. nic OTS 


I stood in a rich man’s library a few 
weeks ago. He is a book lover too, and 


those volumes were not there merely for P 

ornament. 4 Offices: . NEY scenic thrills—the world’s most glorious natural sculp- 
“ Read them all?” I asked him Boston ture—gorgceous vistas of lakes, rivers and waterfalls—such 

A f. 833 Washington St. he deligh f the Tri le Tour— il f : 

He laughed. Buffalo are the de ights O the riangie Lour 1,800 miles O: entrancing 
s I selected most of them myself,” he 14 i Diitrioh St. travel een waking hour packed full of memorable experiences. 

said. “I bought them because I wished 108W: Adani S The Triangle Tour reveals the full glory of British Columbia's 

to possess them, and intended at the time 408 Traction Building mountains — including such marvels as Bulkley Canyon; Mount 

to read them. I still buy books from the 948 UnionTrustBldg, Robson (highest of the Canadian Rockies) and the quaint Indian 

same motive; but when does anybody 1e sy village of Kitwanga with its unique array of totem poles. 


nowadays get any time to read? Here it is D 


wow miath ia Let this be your vacation trip. Come first to Jasper National 


A : 
December, and we haven’t had an ef regs, | Kansas City Park—its 4,400 square miles embracing a greater number of 
to ourselves since the first of October. 994936 RY: ee: mountain peaks than any similar arca. Here stands Jasper Park 
have books beside my bed, and I read a 605 So. Spring St. Lodge—with accommodation for 350 guests. (Rates $6.00 up 
little every night before I go to sleep— 618 Second Ave. South American plan. Open May 15th to Sept. 30th.) Here take trips 
sometimes five minutes, ten minutes, or a Pp ae by motor car or pony trail to glaciers, canyons, lakes and water- 
half-hour at the most, but that is all. Philadelphia falls. Then take the Triangle Tour of British Columbia—by rail 
That Is one of the prices men pay for Prao Chestnut St from Jasper National Park down the valley of the mystic Skeena 
the maximum performance. If you have Pree! to Prince Rupert. Thence by steamer through 550 miles of shel- 
too much money, and too many things to ore ottland. Me, tered scenic seas to Vancouver, returning to Jasper National Park 
do, yan pa sp capt to the at ae Portland, Ore. along the roaring gorges of the Fraser and Thompson Rivers. 
jefe S inber pr pred: ae ARIER soomest Louis o has Nowhere will you find such splendors as those revealed on 
I have another friend who isa successful aat; Paul these sheltered scas—the world has no richer scenic treat than 
business maa g bere kopra bhim sities San Francisco the Ierngle Tout: 
he was a boy. He has not read one book too: P 
through in "the past twenty-five years. 902 Second Ave. ee Alaska Senice 
You may board a palatial ‘‘Canadian National” steamer at Van- 


He cannot stand it to be alone, and he is 
miserable with nothing to occupy his 
time. His family is not sufficient. The 
open evenings must be filled some way. 
He mist have entertainment—and human 
beings must provide it. If you call on 
him, you must play bridge; if he calls upon 

ou, the bridge table must be brought out. 

ight after night finds him at cards, and 


day after day at his money-making desk; . . A i 3 
but beyond that very little enters kis life. IPE LARSESI ANE avatar IN AMERICA 


couver and voyage in luxurious comfort to Alaska. Returning, 
disembark at Prince Rupert or Vancouver, as you prefer, and pro- 
ceed by rail to Jasper National Park, traveling in the midst of 
majestic mountain beauty. 

Write to nearest office for tourist fares, resort rates and illus- 
trated booklet. 
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Mars passed so close to the earth one 1300-1 
August night that it seemed we could 


almost signal to her with a handkerchief. W i 4 N 
I sat on my porch and watched the glow- Make Art Objects Ri $ J F L i P j 


ing planet holding steadfastly to its 


course. As I recall it now, the astron- ; D Like These Yourself” 
omers informed us that it would be almost — we ws 
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Far bigger than you imagine is the fortune that 
lies hidden in the modest income. Far easier 
than you expect is the process of accumulating 
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experience of 40 years for big and little investors, 
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estate to administer. It places your financial future 
clearly before you—to make of it what you will. 
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But Mars will not hasten its progress to 
reach that nearest point to Mother Earth 
a day sooner. The eternal things will not 
speed up, however much we dash about 
in our little affairs. 

A good man I knew was killed just the 
other day in an automobile accident. 
There were four men in the car. Two were 
instantly killed, and the other two were 
badly hurt. 

They were hurrying to catch a train, 
and the car was traveling between fifty 
and sixty miles an hour. Suddenly it be- 
came necessary to stop, and when the 
brakes were applied the car left the road 
and crashed into a telephone pole. Four 
men immediately became the’victims of 
the maximum possibility. 

They were hurrying to catch a train, 
and they were nine miles from the station; 
but they could have made that distance at 
a speed of twenty-five miles an hour and 
had time to spare. Nor was catching the 
train a vital matter. 

Certainly it was not a thing worth 
dying for. $ 


[S SPEED so vitally important as we 
think? Is the difference between safety 
and hazard worth while? 

It has been amply demonstrated that 
automobiles can be ire faster than one 
hundred miles an hour, but do many of us 
care to do it? Certainly, in our everyday 
lives we should never attempt to travel in 
an automobile at such a speed. For all 
practical purposes, twenty-five miles an 
hour is fast enough. 

Speed takes its toll in every field of 
life. My friends who are serving at the 
maximum do not all die at the wheel of an 
automobile. I have been an eyewitness to 
countless tragedies of life. The struggle 
for the superlative has strewn the road 
with victims. 

“It seems too bad he had to die just as 
he had reached the place where he could 
have enjoyed life,” has been said by all 
of us, over and over again. 

“He worked all his life to build that 
business, and now that he could have 
rested he is cut down.” 

“He looked forward to this new house 
with so much pleasure. It is pitiful that 
he could not have lived to enjoy it.” 

“He can have everything which money 
can buy, but the doctors have given him 
but a few months more to live.” 

What do these utterances signify? Did 
these collapses merely happen, or were they 
self-produced? Do they not mean that 
those men traveled at the maximum speed 
for years to gain a fortune or renown, only 
to fall, broken and breathless, in the 
shadow of their goals? 

Into a new, splendid mansion a year or 
so ago moved a friend of mine. It was a 
magnificent structure, and marked the 
crowning achievement of his busy life. 
He had made a fortune, and upon that 
house and its furnishings had spent a vast 
amount of money. Within two months 
after he entered it he died. 

Twenty years before he could have 
bought a home that would have suited 
every purpose. Ten years later he could 
have owned an even costlier house. But 
he wanted the biggest house in his neigh- 
borhood; he wanted the costliest house 
and the most gorgeous. He went after 
the maximum possibility, and he got it; 
but he burned himself out in the struggle. 


He bartered at least twenty years of 
peace and contentment and pleasure for 
two months of magnificence and pride. 

Better, I think, the smaller house along 
the way which you can live in and enjoy 
from day to day than the castle on the 
mountain which you may possess but 
never enjoy. Better, I think, to have 
earned a little less and to have lived a 
little more; to have distributed your gifts 
of charity in small sums over a stretch of 
years than to have your reputation for 
doing good discovered and made known 
by a post-mortem blaze of munificence. 

Give me a little less of these worldly 
treasures, and a little longer time in this 
world to enjoy what I may possess. 

I don’t want it all, and I don’t want 
my needs to increase so rapidly that I 
shall never have enough. iff must serve 
the maximum, let it be in this: that I 
shall make the most out of my life in 
friendships and in simple pleasures. I 
would not wear out my friends by tres- 
passing upon their time and generosity so 
much that they shall become tired of me. 
Many a good comradeship has gone to 
ruin at full speed. 

We did not have regular week-end 

arties at that summer cottage of ours; 
but the few we did have we enjoyed to the 
full. The visits of our friends were real 
events. We looked forward to them and 
were sorry when they ended. I was as 
eager as a boy to see John Fry and Lou 
Wilber and George Matthew Adams and 
Jeff Webb and Charley Severey and 
George Phillips. I had been away from 
them for weeks, and there was a thrill in 
their arrival. 

We found their conversation bright and 
sparkling and the laughter had the real 
ring to it. Like those good Port Austin 
people, who have parties only now and 
then, I found myself enthusiastically 
frolicsome. We were manufacturing our 
own fun; we were finding the joy within 
ourselves, and were making use of it. We 
had none of the city paraphernalia of 

leasure; we were on our own resources. 
Retrer than all, we were not being run on 
a schedule. We could do as we pleased 
when we were pleased to do it. We didn’t 
have to be somewhere else at a certain 
time. 


ND so I came back to Detroit rested 

and refreshed and greatly altered. Since 

getting once more into the routine of life 
have been wondering about it all. 

I gained, I am sure, more than I lost. 
The family ties are closer and stronger. 
The children learned to know me through 
the day, and I learned to know and under- 
stand them. We have had two full months 
of happiness and contentment which we 
can gave remember, let the future hold 
what it must. 

I think that Mother and I have together 
caught a new perspective. I feel that we 
both have a truer sense of values than 
we had last June. We have learned that 
we can both find pleasure and content- 
ment from within. When others are not 
near to entertain us, we can entertain 
ourselves. 

We have come to realize that to be the 
happiest guest at the dinner party, one 
should not have attended too many 
dinners. We have learned that it is better 
to drive slowly and enjoy the scenery 
along the way and arrive safely, than to 


Give the Man You’d Like To Be a Look at the Man You Are, 


drive madly and know nothing of the trip. 

That the minimum is a better friend 
than the maximum in most res ects, we 
have both come to believe. We do not 
want to see how far we ‘can go, nor how 
much we can get, nor find what is the 
ultimate limit of our capacity for pleasure 
or accomplishment. 

I want to travel at a little slower 

ace; to rest when I am weary, that I may 
hie something of strength and patience 
and good nature and courage in reserve 
when the burden grows heavy and the 
pathway difficult. oven to keep on good 
terms with my neighbor; but if he must go 
faster, and can go faster, than I care to 
travel, or can travel, I do not want to 
wreck my life or my position in a mad 
effort to beep pace with him. 

And I do want to stay on good terms 
with myself. I don’t want to wear out 
my nervous system striving for something 
which I do not really peed. If I am not 
to know all the luxuries of life, I want to 
retain as long as possible the faculty of 
enjoying those I am permitted to possess. 


po OUR children need all that we think 

they need? Would they not be just as 
happy-hearted with a little less? Would 
they not be just as proud of us, though 
we could not do all that our neighbors do? 
Would it not be better for them also if we 
left to them a little of life’s work to do? 

The man who knows enough to make a 
million dollars should know enough not to 
let his son become an idler; but unfortu- 
nately he usually mistakes indulgence for 
kindness. With less he would be wiser. 
With less he might live longer and enjoy 
more. With less he would not become 
sated with pleasure nor bored by enter- 
tainment. Life would still be an adven- 
ture, and still hold the thrill of excitement 
for him. 

We are going back to that summer 
cottage next June. Indeed, we shall be 
there by the time that this article appears 
in print. We did not drain that cottage of 
all its charm last summer. We didn’t 
pack into every day and every night all 
the pleasure which Pointe Aux Barques 
could possibly provide. We didn’t have 
‘our friends up there so often or so long 
that we grew tired of them. 

We didn’t try to find what was the 
maximum of happiness the little spot 
could give. I didn’t explore every nook 
and corner of the place. { didn’t see ever 
tree and every sunset. There is enou A 
pleasure up there, I know, to last me for 
a lifetime. I didn’t try to exhaust its 
possibilities in a single season. 

So with our own lives. We don’t want 
to do or to see or to taste everything in too 
great a hurry. We hope never to come to 
that dreadful day when we can sit down 
and say that we have done all there is 
to do, and know all that can be known, 
and life has no new experience to offer. 


YOU are bound to have marveled at 
the speed with which a circus can 
come into your town, put up its 
tents, give its show, and then vanish 
into the night on its way to some 
other town. Next month a veteran 
circus man tells you how this daily 
miracle is performed. ‘The Tougher 
the Job, the Tighter They Stick” is 
the title of this interview. 
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Blue Hyacinths 


(Continued from page 49) 


written three weeks later, was penned 
after discouragement had stamped shad- 
ows under her eyes. The thirty days 
were all up but three, and the rooms were 
still empty of tenants. Daggert and 
Walker had departed for a summer tour, 
after paying six weeks in advance, but 
that did not help Evie May; and Jenkins, 
clumsy and kind, did not help her either, 
because Evie May knew she could never 
give him the thing he wanted. 

She wrote therefore, with a sinking 
heart: 


Dear Sirs: I have nothing favorable to re- 
ort. People see my hyacinths and come in, 
ut they all want to do light housekeeping, and 

not to be a real part of us; so I have to send 
them away, as the lease reads, “no cooking 
must be done in the rooms.” However, someone 
may be on the way right now—it is the best 
way to keep on hoping, isn’t it? 

Evetyn May Tasor. 


“MY DEAR, there’s a young man at the 
front door asking the most imperti- 
nent questions about this house, and he in- 
sists on TA P If you’ll just speak to 
him, darling, I’ll stay right by the ’phone 


and be ready to call the station house if 


ou think he is a suspicious character, for 
am sure, Evie May, he looks the part.” 

But Evie May was hopeful. “Oh, Miss 
Minns! Perhaps he is someone to look at 
the back parlor!” 

“Now, Evie May, don’t let him take 
you in because he has nice teeth; that 
don’t always prove out, even in a horse, 
and I’m sure—” 

But Evie May had vanished. 

The man stood on the front stoop with 
his back turned. He was swinging a cane 
lazily as Evie May opened the door. 

She stared at him a moment: “Why, 


Mr. ... Oliver?” 

“What about those rooms. Rented 
yet?” 

There was a catch in her voice. “No, 
sir. Not yet.” 

“What's wrong with ’em? Dark, 


gloomy? Price too high?” 

She shook her head. ‘‘People have 
come—” she began, and stopped. 

“The fact is,” said Mr. Oliver, “‘they’ve 
sent me up from the office to give this 
place the once-over, if you don’t mind.” 

Evie May without a word led the way 
through the dark hall to the back parlor. 

Mr. Oliver paused on his progress. 
“Paper off, I see.” 

“Yes,” said Evie May. ‘‘There’s a bad 
spot under each of those butterflies that 
I’ve pasted on. I must put on two big 
ones at the head of the stairs.” 

Mr. Oliver stared as Evie May smil- 
ingly pointed out her little subterfuge: 
Gay yellow cut-outs with poised wings 
adorned the dingy blue of the wall. Te 
seemed better to have butterflies,” said 
Evie May, “because one could take the 
blue for sky.” 

“T see,” said Mr. Oliver. “Is this the 
room to let?” 

Evie May nodded. “This one was 
Mother’s. Mine is up-stairs.” 

Mr. Oliver seemed satisfied merely to 
look in at the door. ‘‘ Now for the other 


one,” he said alertly, and followed Evie 
May up the shabby stairs. 

Evie May pushed open a door. ‘This 
is it,” she said, and then stood aside. It 
was a white room. Her mother had seen 
to that, and in spite of being prepared for 
a new boarder it had Evie May stamped all 
over it. The small dresser was made out 
of a packing case and draped with dimity. 
There was a plain little bed, and Evie 
May’s cherished desk. In the center 
stood a small white rocker which had a 
most stationary air, and, being honest, 
Evie May told why. 

“There is a broken board under it,” 
she said candidly, “and the Estates said 
it wasn’t up to them; and Mother and 
I nailed the chair on it, so no one would 
ever get hurt. You see, we couldn’t 
afford to fix it any other way.” 

Mr. Oliver was staring oddly at Evie 
May. He seemed to find it difficult to say 
anything, but finally he managed it: 
“All right. We’ll close on this one, Miss 
Talbot.” 

Evie Ma 
it?” she sad. 

“Yes. I’m renting it. How much do 
they generally pay down? To bind the 
bargain, you know?” 

Evie May sought fuller light. “Did 
you mean that you are renting it for some 
friend?” 

Mr. Oliver stared down at her up- 
turned face. “No. For my worst enemy.” 

There was a small silence. Evie May 
seemed at a loss. Her lips parted, but 
she said nothing. 

“Have you heard,” asked Mr. Oliver a 
trifle harshly, “of a man’s worst enemy 
being himself?” 

“Yes.” Evie May was looking at him 
fixedly. 

“Well, that’s that,’’ said Mr. Oliver. 
He suddenly went on with it. “The fact 
is,” he said abruptly, “that Pm a home- 
less dog, Miss Talbot; and I had a hunch 
you might take me in.” : 

“You haven’t,” said Evie May, still 
looking at him fixedly, “even asked the 


rent. 

“No,” said Mr. Oliver hurriedly; “but 
I feel certain you won’t overcharge. And 
now, to show you I am a particular per- 
son, and mean to do this thing up brown, 
I want you to take me up on the roof. 
From the street below that roof looked 
peculiar. You’ve got things growing up 
there, haven’t you? I had an dea roofs in 
this neighborhood were only used for—er 
—clothes-lines?” 


looked at him. “Close on 


“NZES,” said Evie May; “but, you see, 

it began the week after Mother died. I 
was going to the cemetery with flowers, 
and I—I put them on the roof instead, 
so that everybody could see the lovely 
color. And then I moved up my boxes of 
hyacinths, and all the boarders added 
something—geraniums and pansies and 
the things they put on graves. And now 
we go up after dinner and stay there till 
it is dark, and sing. Mr. Jenkins sings 
bass, and Daggert and Walker did a turn 
every night until they had to go on the 
road, and Miss Minns does so enjoy it, 


Blue Hyacinths, by ALICE GARLAND STEELE 


because she never goes anywhere in the 


evenings, she is so tired from sewing all 


day!” 

“Great little idea,” said Mr. Oliver. 
“Seems to be all front and no back, 
though.” 

“We are going to add more,” said Evie 
May. “I can always give flowers to 
Mother that way, and Miss Minns is 
doing it for a lover she had once, who 
died, and Mrs. Rosenberg is doing it for 
her little dead baby, nid Mr. Jenkins— 
you see he grew up in a boys’ home, and 
never knew his people; but he said he 
must have had some at some time or 
other, so he is doing it to remember them. 
And we thought the street would like it, 
because they Tike to hear us sing.” 

Mr. Oliver was looking at Evie May 
with that queer curve to his mobile lips, 
narrowing his gaze to get, as he had once 
before, the whole effect. 

“What I would like,” said Evie May, 
suddenly glowing, “would be to have roof 
gardens all’ down the street, right to the 
avenue, so that all the old opie, and the 
tired people, and the mothers with little 
crying children could climb up and sit 
among the flowers and watch the stars 
come out, and be rested. And at Christ- 
mas they could put trees up there and 
sing carols. It needn’t be such a dull old 
street, need it?” 

But Mr. Oliver had grown suddenly 
silent. He had reached: down into his 
pocket and pulled out a cigarette case, 
and was lighting one with careless, twitch- 
ing fingers. They were climbing up the 
steep outlet to ake roof and stepped out 
among Evie May’s flowers, set in odd 
pots and boxes on |two cheap !wooden 
stands that Jenkins and Mr. Piggens 
had knocked together one Saturday after- 
noon. Mr. Oliver stared for a moment 
at Evie May’s hyacinths, still bloomin 
in long straight rows, pink and white and 
a heavenly lue that was the color of 
“vie May’s eyes. 


“CQO YOU think,” he said at last, “you 
can make over this darned old world 
with a few flowerpots?” 

Evie May shook her head. “Oh, no— 
only our own roof.” 

“In other words,” said Mr. Oliver, still 
with that queer emphasis, “this bit of the 
universe is the only part of it that’s up 
to you?” 

“Yes,” said Evie May. : 

Mr. Oliver pitched his half-burned 
cigarette into the street below, as if there 
were something the matter with it, and lit 
another. “‘Why don’t you blame it on the 
Herrold Estates? I should say this whole 
street was rather up to them.’ 

Evie May looked at him earnestly. 
“They don’t know,” she said. “You see, 
it is just dollars to them; but to us on the 
street it’s home, and if you have a home, 
why, you just feel that you can’t do 
enough for it” 

Mr. Oliver did not speak for an instant, 
then he said, “Oh, by the way, I am 
taking that other room too.” 

Evie May looked her amazement. 

“The fact is,” explained Mr. Oliver, “I 
shall send a lot of—er—packing-cases 
here in a week or two, and P shall need a 
place to store them.” , 

“Yes,” said Evie May; but something 
still troubled her. All at once she sent 
him a straight glance from her blue eyes. 


Who owns the telephone? 


For seven carefree years young John Graves worked in 
the car shops at Orenville, spending his dollars as fast as he 
earned them. Soon after his promotion to foreman, he was 
married and moved to a little white house on Orchard 
Avenue. Life was happier than ever, but spare dollars 
were not more plentiful, especially after a third member was 


added to the family. 


Then came a day when the plant superintendent showed 
John the wisdom of saving a part of his earnings, for the 
satisfaction it would bring, and for protection against emer- 


gencies and old age. 


He and his young wife, for the first 


time, learned the difficult art of economy, and finally they 
came to know the joys of saving and of safe investment. 


Today John Graves, and many thousands like him, own 
the stock of the American Telephone and Telegraph Com- 
pany. This company is owned by more people than any 
other, and the great majority of its owners—laborers, clerks, 
housewives, business men and others—have bought it with 


their savings. 


As its business has grown, the number of its 


shareholders has increased until now one out of every 45 
telephone subscribers is also a stockholder. 
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Director Bennie 
Krueger and His 
Orchestra. Bruns- 
wick Records. 


Easicst of all instruments to 
play and one of the most 
beautiful. Three first lessons 
sent free give you a quick 
easy start —in a few weeks 
you can be playing popular 
tunes. No teacher neces- | 
sary. You can take your 
place in a band or orchestra | 
in ninety days. if you so desire. 
Most popular instrument fordance | 
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Free Saxophone Book ici: | 
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“You... you are not just taking... 
the other one . . . to be kind?” 

Mr. Oliver stared intently at the cig- 
arette in his hand. “I have never,” he 
said, “to my knoweldge, done a thing that 
was kind in my life. I am taking these 
rooms’—he paused—‘‘for purely selfish 
reasons.” 

“You haven’t asked the price.” 

“No,” said Mr. Oliver, “because I am 
dead sure, whatever it is, of getting my 
money’s worth. And now you know what 
sort of fellow I am.” 

Evie May looked at him with candid 
sweetness. “I think,” she said honestly, 
“that you are a very good sort.” 

“All right,” said Mr. Oliver bluntly, 
“for the present. We’ll let it go at that.” 


HE CAME on Saturday. 

That night after dinner Evie May lay 
in her cramped quarters under the sky- 
light, and wondered why just one more 


| person in the house made such a differ- 


ence. Perhaps it was because she had 
never run a boarding-house all by herself 
before. There had always been her 
mother. 

Besides, they weren’t being fair to Mr. 


| Oliver. Right at the first, Miss Minns 


had taken him for a suspicious person, 
and she was still dubious. She had 
warned Evie May in one of her long, 
quaint speeches when she went to bed. 
“Darling, I don’t want to be a wet 
blanket, when I know how much you 
need the money; but be careful in your 
dealings with that person, whose name 
may not be Oliver at all. His eyes were on 
you the whole evening, Evie May, which 
is not a way a man acts with the girl he 
respects; so put him in his place, darling, 
and he’ll think all the more of you if he 
is not an impostor, which Flossie Merkle 
agrees with me is probably the case.” 
Evie May had smiled and kissed the 
pinched features; and then had to listen 
to Flossie go over the same ground. 
“Honest, Evie May, sometimes we get 
that worried about you! You see, dear, 
you have the baby-look stamped in 
indelible ink over you, and the worst 
rotter will fall for that every time. And 
since your mother was took, we sort of 
have you on our mind.” 
“You are so dear and good, Flossie.” 
“Dear and good! Me? All the same, if 
you ever get down on your luck you can 
come and park in front of my door, Evie 
May; so go to bed and forget it, darling.” 
But Evie May couldn’t forget it. Hard 
at work all day getting soiled linen 


| together for the laundryman, and market- 


ing for dinners that were cheap but 
nourishing, and helping to keep base- 
ment windows free from grime on a dusty 
street, Evie May was conscious that 
Mr. Oliver was somewhere in the back- 
ground. First of all, she had to watch for 
the packing-cases that never came; and 
that was another point for Miss Minns 
and for Miss Merkle. 

“Tt don’t sound healthy, Evie May, 
and I wouldn’t mind him hearing me say 
it. Believe me, those packing-cases are 
not in existence, and if they are, he’s got 
’em filled with what don’t belong to him 
and never did.” Miss Minns, pausing 
to take breath, switched to a new subject. 

“And, Evie May, darling, it’s time you 
had some clothes. I have a perfectly good 
slip-on up-stairs that I bought cheap 


from a customer who got ink spots all 
down the front, and the reason I bought 
it was your butterflies, for I figured that 
if butterflies could look well on wall paper 
why shouldn’t they on a dress? So I’ve 
cut some out of yellow crépe and put them 
on with French knots and you are per- 
fectly welcome to it, darling, for nothing, 
for vf price I paid was only a little more 
than that, and I am as fond of you, Evie 
May, as if you were my own child.” 

Evie May believed in taking ple at 
their word. “Thank you, dear,” she said 
softly; and she wore the dress that night 
at dinner, looking like a bright poised 
butterfly herself with her lifted chin and 
her yellow hair; and whatever Mr. Oliver 
thought, he kept looking at her in a way 
to annoy and outrage Flossie. 

“Aint your goods come yet, Mr. 
Oliver? Why don’t you put it up to 
the express people? Here's Evie May 
wouldn't go to a movie with Mrs. Rosen- 
berg yesterday, just because she felt she 
had to be on the watch for a vanload for 
your empty room.” 

Evie May said, “Oh, Flossie, I didn’t 
mind, dear.” 

“Yes,” sniffed Miss Merkle contemp- 
tuously, “of course your place is to hang 
around, like a bellhop in some swell hotel.” 


THE roof garden that night seemed to 
darken earlier, and except for the odor 
of the dying hyacinths in Evie May’s boxes 
there might as well have been no garden 
at all. For Mr. Oliver did not come up 
with the rest, and Evie May knew he was 
offended. 

It was Saturday, while she was polish- 
ing up the door knob and watching the 
crowds from the subway that a small car 
drew up at the curb and Mr. Oliver 
climbed out of the driver’s seat. 

“Evie May, go and get your hat on, 
and stow that rag. We are going to work 
up new scenery for that roof.” 

“Oh, but—” began Evie May; but she 
never finished it. Ten minutes later they 
were on their way down to the ferry, and 
before Evie May knew where she was on 
the map she and Mr. Oliver were busy with 
hand trowels in the heart of a green wood, 
digging up small treees that the Lord 
of earth and heaven had planted. 

“A few ferns, now,” said Mr. Oliver, 
wiping his perspiring brow. “Well set 
these big fellows in tubs, and have ferns 
between and around the bases—’ He 
broke off suddenly to stare, as Evie May 
did, at a small group of men and women 
in golf clothes who had stumbled into 
the patch of fern and bracken. 

“Why! It’s Noddy!” One of the 
women, detaching herself from the rest, 
came slowly forward. There was no haste 
in her movement, but one could see there 
was purpose. She did not even glance at 
Evie May. 

“Don’t you think, Noddy,” —she was 
looking at him with cool candor—* that 
you are rather overdue in this section of 
Bergen County?” 

“Perhaps.” Mr. Oliver said the word 
quietly. His cool detachment matched 
her own. 

“Will you come on Sunday?” she 
asked after a minute. She glanced at her 
wrist watch, as if she were noting down 
a time limit for him there. 

There was a moment of silence. Out of 
it, Evie May saw the whole picture that she 
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was quite shut out of—those others, fash- 
ionable, strangely embarrassed, who hung 
on the fringe of the wood, and the woman 
standing alone with Mr. Oliver among the 
broken fern and trampled earth. She saw 
something more—that the woman either 
hated Mr. Oliver, or loved him, And that 
Mr. Oliver either loved the woman, or 
hated her! 

“PII give you,” said the cool, flutelike 
voice, pitched to a key of excessive 
sweetness, ‘Sunday afternoon, Noddy.” 
Her veiled gaze shifted to Evie May, 
standing disconcerted and apart with 
her cheap little flower-wreathed hat, a 
blotch of color that did not fit into the 
picture. Then she turned deliberately 
and walked back to the others, but Evie 
May caught a floating sentence: 

“*Picnickers, my dear, the kind who 
litter the place with paper boxes. Noddy 
overdoes it with them horribly. This one 
looks absolutely raw.” 

Evie May let the word sink in. Some- 
how it fitted. And Mr. Oliver, with a 
hardened face she did not know, pitched 
the hand trowels in beside the sweet fern, 
and told her they had better get back. 

Get back! There was no getting back 
for Evie May, and she knew it. A few 
weeks had changed her world. Only once did 
Mr. Oliver speak again on the homeward 
journey, and then it was to the steering 
gear, and not to Evie May. 

“Those people were friends of mine,” 
he said flatly. “I didn’t present them, 
because they were not your kind.” 

Evie May stirred. Mr. Oliver didn’t 
seem to expect any answer, but she felt 
that she wanted to be honest about the 
woman. “She was very beautiful, the 
person in the wood.” 

“Yes,” he said. “Perhaps it will explain 
matters to say that for several years she 
has expected to marry me.” 

Evie May lifted pained blue eyes. 
“Why have you kept her waiting?” 

Mr. Oliver said something in that hard 
voice that was new to her: “That is some- 
thing, Evie May, between God and my- 
self, and the Devil.” 


THAT night, Evie May, shunning com- 
pany, crept into her cramped little room 
and shut the door. She was remembering 
so many, many things that she had for- 
gotten. She had forgotten to water her 
flowers. To forget her flowers, with Evie 
May, was to forget that God was in his 
world; and now she lay there, heartsick 
and unhappy, wishing only one thing— 
that Mr. Oliver would go away! Evie 
May felt that was the only way she could 
ever go back and do her duty to all of 
them— Jenkins, and Flossie, and Jake and 
Cora, who were due home again on Sun- 
day afternoon. That was to-morrow. 
But for the moment all that Evie May 
could think of was to-day. Such a happy 
day in the morning, ending with such a 
black night. After a long while she said 
her prayers, and lay very still with her 
arms straight at her sides, staring into 
the dark. But just before dawn a small 
figure lugging a watering pot climbed the 
steep way to the roof. It was Evie May’s 
way of showing that, in spite of what life 
did. to her, she would go on trying and 
trying. f 

Daggert and Walker, in new sores 
clothes, walked in to dinner. They 
hugged Evie May. They said she looked 
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“peaked; she'd ought to drink plenty 
of milk, not to take the boarding-house 
business so serious. But it was Jake who 
looked really troubled. 

“What’s what, Evie May? You look 
like you’d fallen for some feller, and he’d 
turned you down.” 

Evie May shook her head. “I’mallright, 
Jake. And I’m so glad you’ve come-home.” 
[The quiver in her voice stopped the 
rest of it; but Mr. Daggert made up his 
mind he’d find out what had put the 
curve into Evie May’s lower lip. 

He got his lead at dinner time, when 
Miss Merkle hunched up her plump 
shoulders at Mr. Oliver’s empty chair. 
“Where's he went to, Evie May?” 

Evie May, at the head of the big table, 
said something in a low voice. “Ought 
it to matter, to any of us, Flossie?” And 
went on serving. ‘No, it oughtn’t, Evie 
May,” said Miss Merkle calmly. “And 
speaking for myself alone, it’s a relief.” 

Mrs. Daggert nudged her undet the 
table with a lowered word, at which Miss 
Merkle fluttered her eyelids toward Evie 
May. Evidently Mr. Daggert under- 
stood the signal, which troubled him. 

But Evie May, to-day at least, was un- 
approachable. 

And the end of it began when Miss 
Minns came down at six-thirty with a 
sick headache. Miss Merkle was taking 
supper with a girl from the Acme Beauty 
Parlor. Daggert and Walker had gone 
to one of the beaches, and Mrs. Rosenberg 
to hear the band in the park. Jenkins, 
hanging about on the off chance that Evie 
May would “‘set a while” with him on the 
front stoop, suddenly could bear it no 
longer, and disappeared down the avenue 
without daring to look back at Evie May. 


O EVIE MAY, the empty house was 

easier to bear than their kindness, and 
slowly, and feeling somehow very tired, 
she climbed up to her flowers. It was 
just growing into summer dusk, with 
faint soft lines of violet over the house 
tops, and against the dark brown coping 
Evie May’s geraniums made a brave 
effort to show red and white and pink. 
It was all new “scenery,” with clumps of 
fern in pots along the base; and here and 
there baby trees of pine and spruce and 
hemlock, so tiny that you could gather 
the roots and hold them close in your 
hand, and yet remember a forest of living 
green! Evie May stood very still, looking 
out over the house tops. 

She was seeing the things the ugly roofs 
hid—hard-working men and women, and 
mothers, with little, tired babies. Sorrow 
and pain, and sometimes death, but life 
too, and courage, and beautiful things. 
Evie May’s eyes filled. She was remem- 
bering something her mother had said to 
her once! “Nothing has really fazed me, 
Evie May. What you got to go through 
can be gone through. Just keep your 
chin up, and smile like you’d got the best 
of it already!” 

“Evie May.” 

She turned with drooping shoulders; 
but her eyes were untroubled. It was Mr. 
Oliver. 

“What’s the matter, Evie May?” He 
spoke slowly, watching her with his keen, 
narrowed gaze. 

“ Not anything now.” 

“Not anything? No. I suppose not. 


Your antidote for most things would be to 
come up here and hunt for stars.” 

Evie May smiled. “Yes,” she said. 

He held a packet in his hand. “I have 
something of yours here,” he said; “but I 
am not going-to return it to you. That 
is, | want you to give them to me as a— 
a keepsake, Evie May.” 

She looked at the packet. It was the 
big yellow envelope. 

“But first I want to tell you a few 
things about myself.” 

“Yes,” said Evie May. Her eyelids 
fluttered, otherwise she was as usual. 

“In the first place, I went to Bergen 
County this afternoon. We came to an 
understanding. That is, the other person 
did, Evie May.” 

“ee Yes?” 

“She thinks I have grown common, 
Evie May, because I choose to live in a 
dark brown street. She says she has dis- 
covered for the first time what is in me. 
Well, so have I, Evie May.” 

Evie May turned her eyes on his face. 
It was the same face, with eyes and mouth 
that life had disillusioned, but now, even 
in the dusk, there were shifting lights 
on it. 


“T AM the Herrold Estates, Evie May.” 
She stood very still, but she drew a 
deep breath. 

“I had the hard luck to come into pos- 
session of a whole street of dark brown 
houses. That is, until I found in one of 
them a little white angel—the soul of an 
ordinary little girl with blue hyacinths for 
eyes!” 

Evie May twisted her hands into 
tighter clasping. Her heart was beating. 
And yet, down in the street below, she 
was conscious of noisy children, and 
mothers calling, and the smell of tired, 
hot, brown earth. 

“Listen, Evie May.” He had drawn 
nearer; he did not attempt to touch her, 
and yet it seemed as if he had laid his 
hand on her arm. “Listen to me, Evie 
May. When I said I am the Herrold 
Estates, I meant it. I have got to realize 
that I am . . . responsible for the ugli- 
ness, and the dark-brownness, and the 
unsanitary kitchens, and the impossible 
hallways, and the patches on the wall. 
Evie May, will you help me to make all 
of it over into something fit for men and 
women and little kids to live in?” 

She tried to speak. Instead, she looked 
at him dumbly. 

“When you came with your bits of 
jewelry, Evie May, and trusted me with 
them— Don’t you see, dear, that you put 
into my hand something finer than any- 
thing I’d ever seen in a darned, rotten 
world? I saw there were jewels in it, 
Evie May—courage and faith in your 
fellow men, and honor. I hadn’t any of 
them, dear. I’d just been a respectable 
rotter, until I saw that little-girl ring with 
the pearl missing. I knew then that I had 
missed the Pearl of Price, Evie May, and 
now I want you to give it to me as a keep- 
sake to have and to hold, until death 
do us part—” 

Evie May turned. Her blue eyes were 
tear-bright. They were on a roof top 
together, and it seemed the roof top of the 
world! She slid her little hand into his 
hand, and heaven itself descended when 
he leaned down and kissed her. 


t + b b + 


Obstacles Are the Biggest Bluffers in the World, by Nein M. CLARK 


Obstacles Are the i 


Biggest Bluffers in 
the World 


(Continued from page 51) 


reach it. My boss and I were simply 
geared to difterent speeds; so I decided 
to see what I could do in business for 
myself.” 

Dahlberg ER to go into the furni- 
ture manufacturing business with his 
brothers. In less than a week, however, a 
manufacturer sought his advice about 
some traffic problems. Dahlberg pointed 
out several ways by which money could 
be saved. This incident had the effect of 
leading him back into railroad traffic 
problems, but this time from the shipper’s 
point of view. 

Several years before this, Minnesota 
and Missouri had passed similar laws to 
regulate freight rates on business origi- 
nating and terminating within state limits. 
The railroads paid no attention to the 
legislation, continuing to charge the same 
rates as before, although these rates were 
higher than those called for by law. 

By way of excuse the railroads claimed 
that the legislation was unconstitutional. 
No shipper had considered it worth while 
to bring the matter to an issue. Finally, 
however, the State of Minnesota sued to 
have the rates fixed by its legislature 
declared lawful on state business. Hardly 
a lawyer in the country held that the 
railroads would have to pay; but Dahlber, 
believed the State would recover, an 
that, if it did, there would be other suits 
brought, and millions of dollars to be 
returned to shippers. 


HEE: when his advice was sought, he 

saw an opportunity. While the case 
was still undecided by the courts, he set 
out to secure contracts with shippers to 
undertake the recovery of excess pay- 
ments they had made. He organized a 
staff of men, and through them visited 
the principal shippers, who gladly retained 
him on ihe basis of his receiving a per- 
centage of what he recovered. 

The claim accounts thus secured were 
worth, on paper, many hundreds of thou- 
sands of dollars. Many of the freight 
receipts on which the actual collecting 


had to be based were stored in dusty | 


vaults and files. Records worth thou- 
sands of dollars were discovered on un- 
guarded office shelves. One lot worth 
twenty thousand dollars was taken out of 
a henhouse, where it had been casually 
stored; another lot, worth far more, was 
dug up on an island in the middle of the 
Mississippi River! This shows how little 


the shippers thought of their chances of | 


recover 

Dahlberg retained some of the best 
lawyers in the country. Even so, he was 
broke before a single cent came in from 
any railroad. It was on Christmas Day 
that things reached a crisis. Nearly the 
last penny of his capital was spent. Mean- 
time, the Supreme Court had rendered a 
decision in favor of the shippers. 

The day after Christmas, the flood 
broke. Checks from the railroads amount- 
ing to twenty thousand dollars’ were 
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' dumped on Dahlberg’s desk; and from 
| that day, for months, they poured in at a 
steady rate. But it took a stubborn fight 
to collect many of the claims. At one 
| time, Dahlberg carried claims aggregating 
| several million dollars through all the 
| courts to the United States Supreme 
| Court—and won. But from Dahlberg 

himself I heard only a little about all this. 

“T was not building anything then,” 
he complained, referring to it. “It was 
profitable, but unsubstantial. I realized 
that I wanted to create something that 
would bear the lasting stamp of B. G. 
Dahlberg as its maker. 

“About the time this idea was becom- 
ing an obsession, a man I did not know, 
though I knew of him, walked into my 
office. We will call him Smith. He was 
president and principal owner of a large 
organization owning timber lands and 
paper mills and even railroads, in many 
states and in Canada. He asked me to 
work for him. 

“*What makes you think you can hire 
me?’ I asked him. ‘I’m making a good 
deal of money where I am.’ 

“*That’s all right,’ he said, ‘you can 
write your own ticket; but come. 

“He explained that he wanted to build 
up a real organization, and that he needed 
somebody who would not be stumped the 
first time an obstacle came up. His offer, 
as you may imagine, made me curious, 
and finally I said: 

““Mr. Smith, why do you want me? 
I was never in the paper business. How 
did you hear of me, anyway?’ 

“TPI tell you,’ he replied. ‘I was at the 
club and met B——.’ He named alocal rail- 
road president. ‘The railroad man said, 
“There is one little fellow here in Min- 
neapolis who is the confoundedest chap— 
you couldn’t beat him or come around 
him.” I asked your name. He told me, and 
I came straight here to see you, because I 
knew that you could get under his hide 
that way, you must be the man I was 
looking for.” 


J JAHLBERG took the position, with the 
title of executive vice president, on his 
own terms, and stayed with the company 
about ten years. But here, as on two pre- 
vious occasions, he finally found his way 
to a higher goal blocked; and, not mean- 
ing to give up his goal, he sought another 
way to it, which involved resigning. 

“By now,” he told me, “I was thinking 
in terms of building myself a business 
somewhere. 

“Two facts discovered while I was with 
the lumber business had deeply inpressed 
me. I saw how the lumber industry had 
from the first been moving across the 
country and destroying forests, without 
replacing them. And, of course, as the 
industry moved on to resources ever more 
remote, the amount of timber remainin 
became constantly less, while the demand 
became greater. j 

“ Besides, during the war, when the fuel 
problem was so acute, it had occurred to 
me very forcefully that much of the dimin- 
ishing fuel supply of the country might be 
conserved if our houses were better built, 
so that less heat could escape through the 
walls and roof. The idea thus came to me 
that a great new industry could be built— 
and ultimately would have to be built—in 
synthetic lumber; that is, in lumber manu- 
factured from some product or products 


not then used for any such purpose. 

“One day one of my associates dis- 
covered bagasse for me. Bagasse is that 
part of the sugar-cane stalk that remains 
after the sugar has been extracted. No 
commercial use had ever been found for it, 
and it was burned, in order to get rid of it. 
We experimented, and I fod that what 
I wanted could be made from it all right 
in the laboratory. Furthermore, great 
quantities of bagasse were available. 

“Thereupon organized a company, 
and said to a number of men with money 
that we would need six hundred thousand 
dollars to build a plant, in order to find 
out if the new product could be manufac- 
tured successfully on a commercial scale. 
I agreed to put in half, and they furnished 
the rest. A plant was finally built and 
equipped, near New Orleans. 


BUT at that point our troubles began; 
and they were real troubles. We soon 
found that our cookers wouldn’t cook, our 
driers wouldn’t dry, and that our pumps 
wouldn’t pump. I knew that wood fiber 
used in a paper mill stays in suspension in 
water wherever you let it come to a rest. 
But bagasse fiber, we soon discovered, 
would not do that. It would sink to the 
bottom of the vats, and stay there, and 
ou couldn’t pry it up with a crowbar. 
hen it Sealed. it hatdened like cement. 
We closed on Saturday afternoon, and 
when we opened Monday morning it was 
as if somebody had poured concrete all 
through the mill. It took days to clean 
out and start again. 

“But occasionally, in spite of such 
troubles, we did run for a little while, 
maybe only an hour or so, and we really 
did make some board before something 
went wrong. 

“Well, I figured that if we could make 
even one hundred feet of good lumber, and 
if we could operate for just one hour be- 
fore something happened, then we would 
know that we had only mechanical prob- 
lems to solve. This would mean that ulti- 
mately we should be able to turn out 
millions of feet, and operate for days and 
weeks and months without having a sin- 
gle thing go seriously wrong. The idea 
was sound, hence the way could be found to 
do it. Knowing that, I couldn’t become 
discouraged. 

“Someof the others did get discouraged. 
One day when things were about at their 
worst, five of my associates came to me 
and begged me for pity’s sake to quit, and 
cut our losses. 

“You're tired,’ I said. ‘You need to 
rest and then start in again. Even if you 
all quit, I’m going on. I’ve got to put it 
through.’ 

“I sent two chaps away for a vacation, 
because they were in the worst shape. I 
went with the others to the plant. The 
situation there was pretty discouraging. 
They had been finding one thing wrong, 
fixing it, starting up, and finding some- 
thing else wrong, for so long that they 
couldn’t see any hope. They would think 
time and again: 

“<«Surely it’s going to work to-day!’ 

“ But it didn’t work. And they got tired 
—that’s about what being discouraged 
amounts to. What I said was: 

““Well, we thought it was going to 
work to-day, but it doesn’t; we'll try 
again to-morrow.’ 

“I was sure of the final outcome. Sure 
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enough, in a couple of days everything was 
working beautifully. It was nothing I did 
that was responsible. The fact was, we 
had tried so many things already which 
didn’t work, that there were only a few 
more left to try; but among those were the 
ones that made the plant go. We didn’t 
know it beforehand, but we were nearly 
through our troubles when some of the 
men got tired and wanted to quit. 

“You probably know how it is yourself. 
You have been talking to some man, try- 
ing to sell him something—an idea, or a 
machine. He says ‘No,’ says it a dozen 
times, so emphatically that you think to 
yourself: - 

““Pm going to fail; I can’t possibly 
make him see it.’ 

“ But before you finally give up you de- 
cide to talk just five minutes more. And 
when four el these minutes have gone, he 
gives in. 

“You have outstayed him. He got tired 
first. It’s a pretty good rule to let the other 
fellow get tired first. 

“Well, to show you that we finally came 
through, in 1923 we made thirty-two 
million feet of our new lumber. In 1924, 
we made about eighty million feet. We 
are now adding new machines as fast as 
we can build them. There are supplies of 
bagasse available to make nine billion feet 
every year, and year after year. We are 
also building a plant in Australia, a coun- 
try that is practically destitute of any 
kind of natural timber that can be used for 
lumber. In short, we have made a start. 
I consider that we have merely demon- 
strated the possibilities that are ahead. 

“I haven’t told you the half of our 
troubles, of course. When we proved we 
could make the lumber, we had to sell it. 
It was something new in the world. New 
things are always eyed askance. We had 
to prove it to building commissioners, fire 
departments, architects, builders, and 
home owners. 


VERY step in this fight, if there were 

space to describe all, would reveal the 
stuff Dahlberg is made of. As his friend 
says, he has never been licked. He has 
found his advance blocked many times; 
but he has always found some other way, 
and finished higher up than he started. 
While he takes some credit for his achieve- 
ment, he insists that most of it is due to 
the vigorous fighting organization he has 
been able to build up. 

“My boys here in the office tell me I 
work too hard,” he said. “They say I’ll 
break down and be an old man before my 
time. But I tell them I’m younger, inc 
by inch, than any one of them, and I am! 
The just think f work hard. But the fact 
is I haven’t done a thing since I was thir- 
teen years old, except play.” 

‘Well, before you were thirteen,” I 
suggested, “what did you do then?” 

ahlberg grinned—that boyish grin 
of his that can fade with lightning quick- 
ness as the blue steel comes into his eyes— 
he grinned and looked out of the window 
for a space. 

“Well,” he said finally, “I suppose I 
played then, too. But there was this 
Tireki Before I was thirteen I had so 
much time on my hands that I played in 
order to get rid of it. I’ve been playin 
since—but there has never been enoug 
time!” 

ttt tt 


Every muscle 
out of kilter- 


Lazy muscles have been overworked — 
but there's prompt relief for you in the 
magic bottle. Just apply a few drops of 
Absorbine, Jr. 


It takes the tension from tired muscles 
—takes out the stiffness and the aches. 
It puts back the limberness and restores 
pep. Quickly! Pleasantly! And safely! 

And you will come to use Absorbine, Jr. 
after shaving (diluted); for a mouthwash, 
and to rid the scalp of dandruff. It has so 
many effective ways of relieving pain, of 
soothing the skin and of destroying 
germs that itis called “the magic bottle”. 
It is in all well appointed bathrooms, 


At all druggists’, $1.25, or postpaid. 
Send for free trial bottle, 


W. F. YOUNG, Inc. 
Springfield, Mass. 


ADDING MACHINE 
VEST POCKET SIZE 


Does Work of $100 Machine. 
Guaranteed for 5 yrs. Not a toy. 
Anyone can te it. WIN not make mistakes. 
Let this ma do your figuring. First cost is 
last cost. Every? ene for figuring. 


-50 


Agents Wanted! 


Salesmen~Distributors 


to use and introduce attachment 
that makes Fords run on 94% 
air. THERMOSTAT on ex- 
haust automatically turns 
down needle valve as engine 
warms, exactly as Ford 
Manual says do by hand. 


4 oe 


BABY CALCULATOR] | 
CHICAGO.U.S.A 
j [PATENT APPLIED FoR] | 


ADD 
SUBTRACT 


\ HHH ona 
Blancke Auto Thermo =. MULTIPLY Seal Gao 
An Automatic Carburetor Control DIVIDE a: Lon 
Makes Fords start easier winter or 8 8 FREE TRIAL — Send No Money 
summer—saves half gas and oil—cuts Just write me a Baby Calculator” and 
repair bills one-half—reduces carbon rive your i 
‘ormation one-half. Sells on sight to 


y i $ . You can return it after 

him a $100 bill, because it saves $1( A) È fi ed ed ed es e ‘ull refund if the Baby Caleu- 
ii; bé . lator is not the greatest time and lstor saver 

Jou ever used. 

ADDITION This is the lowest priced practical cal- 

SUBTRACTION culating machine made. Order today. 


cense. You can make Big Money selling - 
this wonderful proven device. Experience not necessary. Blancke 


plan will start you without capital ina business of your own that BABY CALCULATOR SALES CO. 
makes you from $250 to $2,000 a month profit. Eo MULTIPLICATION . 0. Box 1118, Chicago, Ni., Dept. 75 7 
Write for free circulars Now! |] Every business firm 


A. Cc. Bla nc ke & Co. hs fogs buy the Baby Calculator on sight. Bic COMMISSION: = 


$ Brings you a Genuine 


om UNDERWOOD 


TYPEwW RIT ER 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 22" $2.09 pnconditionalty 
days you are not satisfied with this late model UNDERWOOD 
typewriter rebuilt by the famous Shipman Ward process. 


GREAT PRICE SAVING Pits<t,to zou from the 
ods. 


tory in the world by our money saving meth: 


EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS youl oe 


notice it while you enjoy the use of this wonderful machine. 


FREE BOOK OF FACTS §aiziting, Shipman 


system of rebuilding typewriters and also valuable information 
about the typewriter industry both instructive and entertaining. 


ATLANTA, GEORGIA 
Where Southern Hospitality Flowers 
Act Today! @& ’ 4 

Mail ; : Year 

Coupon ee eee Guarantee 


One of the greatest of the famous 
Bowman chain, and the South's 
most superb hotel. 


Surpassing comfort, 
Very moderate rates. 


Write for latest booklet “A.” 


Atlanta Biltmore Hotel Company 
HOLLAND B. JUDKINS, Vice Pres.— Mgr. Name 
WILLIAM C. ROYER, Associate Mgr. St. & No. 


City State 


Mfg. Company 

B-206 Shipman Building 
Montrose Ravenswood 
Aves., Chicago 


The American Magazine 


8-POWER 


price (while they last) complete with 
genuine leather case and carrying straps 


ECEIVED! Limited quantity GENUINE 
imported French and German Army Officer's 
Binoculars. _8-Power Achromatic lenses; 
Premiere Qualite—Genuine Prisms; wide objective; 
same used by famous European Army Command- 
ers. We have supplied hundreds of them to U. S. 
Army and Navy Officers. Such powerful Binoc- 
ulars usually sell for $44 to $55. Our $21 
? 
10-DAYS’ FREE TRIAL 
Send NO Money! Nothing to Pay Postman! 
See them! Examine them! Try them! If satished, 
after 1o DAYS’ TRIAL, you may pay at rate of 
$4 A MONTH 
yf you KOR to Pay cash, $ 50 
0 DAYS, take $1.50 
afier 10 and send check On 19- 
money order for 
ROADEN your field of vision! Don’t live in 
a cooped-up area! A new world will open up 
for YOU with a pair of these Wonder Glasses. 
You'll see things others can’t. People, Scenes, 
Views, Games of ACTION brought right to your 
feet! The joys of outdoors are not complete 
without them. he greatest pleasure giving 
INVESTMENT one can make. Indispensable 
for sports:—baseball games, motoring, camping, 
vachting, hunting, hiking, races, bird and nature 
study, ete. SENT ON 10-DAYS FREE TRIAL. 
ACT! QUANTITY IS LIMITED! 
e ORDER TODAY! Send NO Money! 
2 Generations of Honorable "TON 
Importers and National LRY Order C 
365 Washington St., Boston, „Mass. 
For prompt attention address Dept. F 
If you wish to tell us something about yourself— 
it will be appreciated. 

Relieves Toothache—Cleanses Cavity 
Retards Decay—Destroys Odor 
ALL DRUGGISTS 
Use it until you can see your dentist 


Learn in Spare Time at Home 
Earn $30-$335a Week 


Every woman should lea 

Beginners, Practical Nu 

and Religious Worke ers by ou 

ing Home-study Method. Leading Chi- 
cago System. Endorsed by physicians, 

Established 25 years. 


Earn While Learning 
If you are over 18 and under 55 years 
write for illustrated catalog and 32 
Sample Lesson Pages with FREE details 
Moi Gui nites. pod 
NURSE'S ROUIDNENT OF EE 


3 aS CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Lecome Dept. 77 
Independent 421 South Ashland Boulevard, Chicago 
SS ——— ee aaaaaaaaaasasasasasasasassssassasassssasasasassssmsħÃħÃĂÁ 
Campbells “RAPID” ELECTRIC 


Range and Fireless 
Coo er Combined > 


Exactly what you’ve been waiting 
for—the Automatic Rapid Eleo- 
tric Fireless Range has double 
Electric grill for frying, 17” oven 
for baking, large electric fireless 
cooker for boiling. Electricity starts 
cooking. It automatically shuts off and 
fireless cooker, principle finishes the cook- 
ing. No special ‘Day required. 
Special 30 Da 
Write for FREE home aioe cool 
Cash or easy payments. Low price wii 
amaze you. A card will do. 

William Campbell Co., 1005 Union Av. 
Alliance, Ohio Georgetown, Ontario 


“I Believe in Shooting Square 
With Man and God” 


(Continued from page 16) 


of logging, he went to the Colorado mines. 
For a period of three or four years he 
bought and sold mining claims. Lace he 
opened the oil field near Boulder, Colorado. 
In 1900 he came to the Oklahoma oil fields, 
where he has been ever since. His home is 
in Sand Springs, Oklahoma. 

Sand Springs 1s only a few miles from 
Tulsa, in the heart of the oil fields. The 
interurban line from Tulsa to Sand Springs 
runs through a forest of derricks. On each 
side of the railroad are huge tanks in which 
the oil is stored. The air is filled with the 
clank of drills and the smell of oil. 


N THIS section, it takes only six weeks 

to sink a well and find out whether you 
are a millionaire or a tramp. The rank 
atmosphere breeds rapacity and calls to 
human birds of prey. They swarm around 
the oil fields, fierce parasites, feeding on 
those who are engaged in the vast busi- 
ness of getting oil out of the earth. To 
deal with these “camp followers” requires 
hardness. Gentleness they would mistake 
for weakness. The oil men wear rough 
clothes, talk rough, and frequently are 
rough. 

Here, a living contradiction to his en- 
vironment, lives Charles Page. You can 
find him almost any day, sitting at his 
battered desk in his office at Sand Springs. 
Anyone can see him—if he waits long 
enough. 

I found my way up the stairs to the 
waiting-room outside his office. There, 
surrounding a hissing natural-gas heater, 
were many chairs of plain, hard wood, the 
kind we call “kitchen” chairs. On one sat 
a well-dressed business man. Next him 
was a driller, his shoes clogged with the 
mud of the oil field, his overalls spotted 
with the precious fluid. On another was 
an old woman in faded black, with a child 
beside her. A man, by his dress a preacher, 
occupied still another. They were all 
waiting to see “Charley” Page. 

He has no secretary to act as a buffer 
between him and his callers. When he 
gets through with one and is ready for the 
next, he shouts, “ Hey! C’mon in!” One by 
one, we filed through into his ofice. When 
my turn came and Í satdowninthechairat 
his elbow, he turned a pair of keen brown 
eyes on me, and demanded coolly: 

“Well, what’s your graft?” 

It was a most disconcerting question; 
but, as I was later to learn, Charles Page 
had no idea of being rude. He was show- 
ing me that side which in self-defense he is 
forced to turn toward a constantly im- 
portuning public. 

In Tulsa a man had said to me, “Now, 
don’t try to „slip up on Charley’ s blind 
side. He ain’t got any!” With the man 
before me the meaning of this remark at 
once became clear. Although he is a prac- 
tical philanthropist on a gigantic scale, 
Charles Page is neither soft-headed nor is 
he a sentimentalist. But I don’t believe 
that a fake story could survive hisscrutiny. 

Page wore a suit of good cloth, but it 
was wrinkled and covered with cigar 
ashes. His shoes had lost even a bowing 
acquaintance with the blacking brush. 


His battered old hat was tipped down over 
one eye at an acute angle to meet the up- 
tilted cigar he was smoking. But the 
personality that radiated from him took 
no account of raiment. It stripped me to 
the raw. If I had any nice tricks by which 
I hoped to ingratiate myself into his good 
graces, they vanished from my mind as 
though they had never been. You had to 
be natural with Charley Page. 

But before I go further into his story I 
want to emphasize that Page is a man 
entirely out of the ordinary -run. The 
methods by which we estimate other men 
do not apply to him. The philosophy of 
life w hich seems to him so simple and 
satisfactory is understood with difficulty, 
and must be largely accepted as a matter 
of faith in his sincerity. You just can’t 
judge him, or anything about him, by 
ordinary standards. 

Page is not a fluent talker. He is just a 
big, husky, he-man. Although he is sixty- 
five years old, there is not a thread of 
white in the ragged brown mustache which 
nearly covers his mouth. He speaks in 
brief, rather abrupt sentences. You have 
to read between the lines to find the kindli- 
ness back of his every word and act. 

“First off,” he warned me, “don’t get 
the idea that I’m telling you how to grow 
rich. It’s the giving, not the getting, that’s 
important. Personally, I believe that it’s 
only playing fair to tithe, or give a part of 
your income to God. But it must be a 
gift, not an investment. Do you get the 
difference? If you tithe in the right spirit, 
you, will get your reward just as sure as a 
gun’s iron; but the reward may not come 
in the form of money. Often, it’s some- 
thing far better than money. 

f , Suppose I’ve always believed in 
God,” he went on. “But Pd never thought 
much about it. That time in Battle Creek, 
when I wanted to do something for Him, 
I didn’t have any of these sudden awaken- 
ings you hear about. It just struck me 
that [had been neglecting my duty. 

“ After my wife got well, I kept on for a 
couple of years with my work, which was 
hauling logs out of the woods on contract. 
Then I decided to go to Colorado. During 
that time, I had faithfully given to some 
poor person one dollar in every ten I got 
hold of. 

“ And I didn’t have such a lot of money, 
either. I had my ups and downs—mostly 
downs. I know very well what the inside 
of a pawnshop looks like, I can tell you. 
But, if I ‘stuck up’ my watch for ten 
dollars, somebody who needed it got one 
of the dollars. 


OW could I tell whether or not it 
went to worthy people?” Page paused 
to laugh, and then snapped his fingers, a 
gesture characteristic of him. “I got the 
“nud ye.’ That’s the way I knew.” 
Shae do you mean by the nudge?” I 
queried. 
“Oh, what you would call a hunch, a 
sort of message. I always know.” 
“Do you mean a message from God?” 
I asked. 
Of course, God’s 


“Well, indirectly. 
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everywhere. Why, I can feel His presence 
all the time. I believe that if you kee 
pe ear to the ground, so to speak, you'll 
now pretty well what He wants you to 
do, I reckon. I mean that I get an impulse 
to do this, not to do that. No words to it 
—just a nudge one way or the other.” 

Again he snapped his fingers. 

i Well, I got to Cripple Creek, Colorado, 
in 1894. I had thirty dollars in my pocket. 
The very first crack out of the box I met 
a fellow there who used to keep books for 
me in Michigan. He told me he was broke, 
so I let him have ten dollars. 

“After I had been in Cripple Creek for 
a few hours, I decided to go over to Victor. 
There I went into a real estate office to 
make inquiries about a house to live in. 
Another man was ahead of me at the count- 
er, and I had to wait. He spoke so loud 
that I couldn’t help overhearing what he 
was saying. He was a mine operator, and 
he was looking for options on certain 
mining lots in a certain district. The real 
estate people told him they didn’t know 
anything about that particular district, 
and he turned around to go out. 

“Well, it didn’t seem to me that the 
realtor was very up and coming. When 
the stranger went out, I just hipped along 
after him. 

“Mister,” I said as I caught up, ‘I 
think I can get you those options.’ 

“I had a little talk with him, and 
finally he said to go to it. 

“To make a long story short, I hustled 
around, and within a few hours had m 
hands on what he wanted. As a result, 
pulled down a three-hundred-dollar com- 
mission. f 

“Did I give away ten per cent of that? 
Sure! Who to? Oh, I can’t remember.” 


THAT was Page’s invariable reply to 
inquiries about specific cases. In every 
other respect, his life is an open book; but, 
except where publicity is unavoidable— 
as in the instance of the Sand Springs 
Home, Incorporated, of which I will tell 
you later—the object of his charity is 
never revealed. This, he says, is to pro- 
tect both himself and the recipient from 
embarrassment. Frequently, the people 
whom he befriends never know where 
their help comes from. 

“I know I turned over the ten per 
cent,” he went on, “because, for many 
years, I kept books on it. 

* During all this time,” he continued, 
“I can’t say that God particularly touched 
my heart, or that I even thought much 
about Him. I was keeping up my end of 
it, and I left the rest to Him. It was later 
on that I began to realize how close He is 
to all of us. 

“Well, I went ahead and made some 
money in Victor, buying and selling min- 
ing leases and claims. Along in the late 
nineties, I opened up the oil feld at Boul- 
der, and made fifty thousand dollars. In 
1900, I came to Oklahoma. I spent eight- 
een thousand dollars before I got a drop 
of oil. Then I came to this field, and my 
first well was a good one. Within a short 
time I had three hundred thousand dollars. 
That was more money than I needed, so 
I decided to increase my donation. I 
made it twenty-five per cent instead of 
ten. Money kept rolling in, so I made it a 
half. Then, in 1907, I decided to go the 
whole hog, giving away everything I 
didn’t need for living expenses. 


“At that time I was running, under 
cover, a little orphan asylum in Tulsa, 
Oklahoma. There were twenty-two kids 
in it. I bought a quarter section of land 
near Sand Springs from an Indian, and 
started to run up a house on it for those 
kids. While the house was being built, 
the children lived in a tent with Mrs. 
Margaret Lindsey, who is now matron of 
the Haine, She and C. F. Breeding, a 
captain in the Salvation Army, looked 
after them. 

“I had the Home incorporated and the 


kids were legally sopie by the corpora- | 


tion. It was just their home—nothing 
more, nothing less. I made up my mind 
right at the start that the only rules those 
kids should have to bother about would 
be just the same rules you have for your 
own kids. qt behave themselves, and 
Row up to be good people. Every night 
Irs. Lindsey has prayers for them. 

“ About this time I got my first shock. 
We had one little girl in the Home—she 
was about thirteen years old—who had, 
well, what you might call tendencies. 
Under the right circumstances, she would 
have developed into a regular little devil. 
We were worried about her. 

“One evening I was driving out to the 
Home in my old buggy, and I saw this girl 
come flying down through the trees to 
meet me. She jumped into the buggy, 
threw her arms around my neck, and said: 

“Oh, Daddy Page, I’m saved!’ 

“I dropped the reins and held her off to 
look at her. Yes, I could see that even 
her face was different. It had changed 
somehow. Something that used to be 
there wasn’t there any more, and her eyes 
were just as pure and sweet as a mountain 
spring.” 

Page stopped, coughed, and laid his 
cigar down on the table. 

“Tl never get over the feeling I had 
then,” he went on after a moment. “That 
gave mea chill, a tough old stager like me! 
God had touched that girl! I could see it 
just as plain as anything. It shook me. 

“Tt had been over fifteen years,” he 
went on, “since I first began giving. I 
had always believed in God. Now, for the 
first time, I felt His presence, saw the work 


of His hand. 


“Not long after that a woman in Tulsa 
who had lived a mighty hard life got 
down and out. Age and disease had thrown 
her at last. She couldn’t do a thing for 
herself, but she didn’t seem to care. 

“I brought her out to the farm, and 
put up a little cottage for her, arranged 
everything nice, and put her in it. I used 
to go and see her once in a while. Her 
face was just as hard as a hickory knot. I 
offered to give her a Bible. She laughed 
at me. 

“Where do you think that stuff is going 
to get me?’ she sneered. ‘Even if they 
was anything to it, I’m too far gone for 
help. Taint going to quit and holler at 
the last minute, just because the cards 
have run against me.’ 

“Oh, she was a hard one, IIl tell you. 

“Well, a couple of the girls from the 
Home took to coming in to see her, and 
they prayed for her. You know, praying 
ain't no trouble at all to those girls of 
mine—why, they’re just as used to talk- 
ing with God as they are to me. 

“One day, a few weeks later, I dropped 
over to the cottage to see how she was 
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iption of your invention 


etting along. As soon as I opened the 
oor, I saw that something was different. 
The place seemed brighter, prettier. At 
first couldn’t make out what the dif- 
ference was. Then she sang out: 

“‘Charley, I’m saved! Thank God, I’m 
saved!’ 

“And I saw how she had changed. Her 
face was just the face of a sweet old woman 
who’s about ready to go over the Divide. 
It was clean. 

“That gave me another jolt. It jolted 
me all the way around. I knew that God 
was not only here, present with us, but 
anxious to help.” 


Page stopped, and picked up a well- 
worn leather-bound Bible from the table. 

“Ever read in here where it says ‘ Knock 
and it shall be opened’?” he asked. “Well, 
lemme tell you something: That ain’t no 
bluff. God meant those words! 

“Suppose some man said to you that he 
anton’ to help you. All you had to do 
was to ask him, and he’d give you every- 
thing he could. What would you do? 

“Why,” and Page brought his hand 
down on the table with a smash, “‘you’d 
find out whether he’s bluffing or not, 
wouldn’t you? 

“Well, call God! He ain’t tryin’ to run 
a sandy on you. He means every word 
He says!” 

It is impossible for me to depict, in 
limited words, the intense sincerity of this 
man who speaks of God with the same 
confident understanding with which we 
might talk of a well-known and beloved 
neighbor. In his language there are none 
of the conventional figures of speech with 
which men usually approach the Creator. 
He uses the same words in talking of God 
that he does in speaking of the people he 
employs, or of the boys and girls in his 
home. 

Page’s lifelong environment has stamped 
itself to some extent upon his vocabula 
He unconsciously employs—even in speak- 
ing of the thing dearest and most sacred 
to his heart—the rough and emphatic 
similes of the mining camp and oil field. 


All the time Page was talking to me, 
people were coming in and going out 
of his ae Without apparent mental ef- 
fort, he was able to talk with me, and, at 
the same time, deal with the unceasing 
stream of problems which came to him. 

It is said that Napoleon was able to 
dictate two letters simultaneously. I saw 
Page settle a business deal, involving 
three hundred thousand dollars, with a 
man who stood at one side of his desk, and 
at the same time solve the problem ofliving 
for a widow and her daughter who sat at 
the other side. 

“ People often come to me for advice,” 
he went on, after the widow and the busi- 
ness man had departed rejoicing. “I 
mean people who do not want or need 
money, but who want to know how to get 
the most out of life. I always tell them to 
begin by tithing, and then to pray. 

“One old fellow came to me and said, 
‘Charley, I have worked hard all my life, 
and I have got together about fifty thou- 
sand dollars. I have always been honest; 
but some way I’m not happy.’ 

““Of course you’re not,’ I said to him, 
‘You have kept within the letter of the 
law; but whenever you had a chance to 
squeeze somebody, you never failed to 


puton the screws. Younever gave anybody 

a dollar in your life.’ 

“*Oh,’ he says, ‘but I have. I belong to 
the church, and I always put something in 
the plate!’ 

“Ves, I know you have,’ I answered; 
‘but you weren’t giving it to God. It was 
just a picayune investment in social stand- 
Ing. , You wanted people to think well of 

ou.” 
á “I kept on talking to him, and finally 
he began to cry—that old codger—and 
said he was going to do different. But he 
didn’t. Habit was too strong for him. 


Gi ANOTHER man came to me, as hun- 
dreds do, for a donation to some 
charitable enterprise from which he was 
drawing a salary. He wanted four thou- 
sand dollars. I asked him if he really loved 

his neighbors as he did himself. 
“ He sort of smirked, and said he hoped 


so. 

“Well, I said to him, ‘when you go 
home to-night and say your prayers, just 
call to mind every one of your friends and 
acquaintances. Visualize each one, and 
ask yourself if you love every one of them 
as you do yourself. Then write to me next 
morning. If you can still say that you 
love every one of them just as you do 
yourself, I will send you a check.’” 

“Did he write you?” I queried. 

Page chuckled and shook his head. 
“No e; I never heard from him.” 

ou must have many more applica- 
tions for help than you can take care of,” 
I remarked. 

“Hundreds,” was his reply. 

“ How do you determine whom to help 
and whom to refuse?” 

He snapped his fingers in that brief, 
characteristic gesture with which he in- 
variably accompanies mention of his 

“guidance.” 

“Oh, I get the nudge,” 
“Ever notice my dog, Jim?” 

I had. Jim is a magnificent specimen of 
the wolf-like Lorraine shepherd dog. He 
always remains near Page. In the office he 
lies on the rug at his feet. Wherever he 
goes, the dog goes. 

“W henever a man comes to me,” Page 
continued, “no matter what proposition 
he makes, I watch Jim. Jim gives him the 
once over, and in his own way tells me 
what he thinks. If the visitor is a real bad 
one, Jim growls a little. If he is a pretty 
good fellow, Jim goes up aa him and wags 
his tail. He knows, you bet.’ 

“Why do you hak he knows?” 
natural query. 

“Well, Jim’s a dog, you see. He hasn’t 
got a very complicated mind. He don’t 
try to reason things out at all. He goes by 
instinct. He is in closer touch with some 
things than people are. And, being just a 
dog, he has no ax to grind. His only in- 
terest in life is me. So he is a perfectly 
unbiased judge.” 

Page is so utterly different from any 
other man I ever met that it is hard for me 
to describe him by ordinary methods of 
comparison. He is a man who has accu- 
mulated an enormous fortune in one of the 
most hazardous industries in existence. 
And he has done this by methods which 
seem at complete variance with the ordi- 
nary courses of business. What is more, 
he has given away practically everything 
that he has made. Instead of reason or 
logic, Page depends on what he calls the 


he replied. 


was my 
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“nudge.” He uses a dog as a judge of 
character! 

Hasty judgment would incline to the 
opinion chat he is merely a superstitious 
oil operator who has been lucky on an 
unprecedented scale. But, when you have 
talked to the man and succeeded in draw- 
ing from him his philosophy, it appears 
that nothing could be furcher from the 
truth than such a notion. 

As a matter of fact, he has merely fol- 
lowed, with an almost divine simplicity, 
the course outlined in the Book of Books. 
He has taken literally the injunction, 
**Sell all that thou hast, distribute unto 
the poor, .. . and follow me,” and fol- 
lowed it in an intensely practical way. 

He has never had a child of his own; 
but in the Home ninety-eight boys and 

irls call him “Daddy.” His favorite 

ible verse is “Suffer the little children 
to come unto me. . . for of such is the 
Kingdom of Heaven.” 

The Sand Springs Home, Incorporated, 
which is the center of all Page’s work, is 
a remarkable thing. Physically it con- 
sists of a magnificent stone house set on 
an eminence in sixteen thousand acres of 
land, the outgrowth of the original quarter 
section with which it started in 1907. This 
land is conservatively valued at two mil- 
lion dollars. 

The Home has a charter in perpetuity. 
It is a corporation supported by charity, 
which, by ae will endure forever, and is 
capable of engaging in business. It owns 
the second largest cotton mill west of the 
Mississippi River. It also owns and oper- 
ates an electric interurban railroad be- 
tween Tulsa and Sand Springs; a high- 
tension electric plant, which supplies 
power to points as far away as Oklahoma 
City, a hundred miles distant; a water 
system, of which the dam cost a million 
and a half dollars; an oil lease which is 
producing thirty thousand barrels of pe- 
troleum a month; and other smaller indus- 
tries. The total value of the land, build- 
ings, industries, and endowment is not far 
from twenty millions of dotlars. 


UT most remarkable is the Home itself, 
for itis literally a home. There are no 
rules at all—I mean no printed regula- 
tions—any more than exist in your own 
home. The children range from babies of 
a few months to men and women old 
enough to vote. Some of them are married. 
The only formal requirements for admis- 
sion to the Home are that the child shall 
be orphaned of both parents and be of 
American ancestry. The selections are 
made by Page himself, and here again the 
nudge comes into play. His choice is 
made solely in accordance with that inner 
voice upon which he depends. 
The little ones have to go to bed early, 
of course. The older ones stay up as late 
as they ought to. If they want to enter- 


tain guests, there are parlors and guest- 
rooms for that purpose. Clothes are 
bought for the small children; but the 
older ones have their allowances and buy 
what they please. If a girl wants to take 
music lessons, or a boy wants to study art, 
teachers are provided. All of them attend 
the public schools and whatever churches 
they please. 

When they reach college age, they 
select their own universities. No pressure 
whatever—any more than the advice and 
experience of a good, but indulgent, 
father would dictate—is put upon them. 

The result is astonishing. Finer chil- 
dren I never saw anywhere. Never has 
one of them reflected discredit upon “ Dad- 
dy” Page, or upon the Home. None has 
yet reached any particularly high position, 
of course—the home has been in operation 
only since 1907— but if early indications 
amount to anything, the time is coming 
when the children of the Sand Springs 
Home will bulk large in the nation’s affairs. 

The little children sleep in dormitories. 
The older girls have rooms of their own, 
and the aliet boys live in cottages scat- 
tered about the grounds. 

In addition to the children, there are 
fifty-eight cottages, built and furnished 
for widows with children. Here these 
women are supplied with the essentials of 
life, and are given an opportunity to pro- 
vide for their children and keep the family 
together. They, too, owe their homes to 
Page’s mysterious “sixth sense.” His 
selections are made only after personal 
interviews. 


THE Sand Springs Home is run by a 
board of directors, of which Page is 
chairman. 

Of course the Home itself, the land upon 
which it stands, and all that it possesses 
were created and given by Page. I wanted 
to know whether or not he could, if he 
wished, recall those gifts from the cor- 
poration to himself, and I inquired about 
it. I learned that he cannot. It is un- 
thinkable that the man would ever change 
his intention; but even if he did, he could 
not divert to himself anything belonging 
to the Home. 

He is interested in many enterprises, 
and these, together with the oil business 
which he operates as an individual, in- 
volve retaining in his own name several 
millions of dollars as capital; but his will 
is so worded that he will die literally not 
worth a dollar. That is, he will leave no 
estate. On his death everything passes to 
charitable and educational purposes Even 
his own residence in Sand Springs goes 
with the rest. If his wife survives him, 
she has the use of the residence during 
her lifetime, and a sufficient income to 
maintain herself in comfort, but on her 
death it all goes to the objects he has 
decided upon. 
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The Man Afraid 


(Continued from page 53) 


(probably quite different from what he 
expected), he scurried away within him- 
self and shrank from the contact. The 
shells of human beings cause most of the 
trouble in this world! They not only keep 
other people out but they keep the man 
himself in. 

I found him standing quite forbidding] 
behind his desk—a rather large, hough 
active man, with dark eyes. He was im- 
maculately dressed, and wore to perfec- 
tion the easy mask of One Weary with 
Large Concerns. He seemed at first sight 
positively repellin 

For an instant F would have given half 
I possessed if I had not come: the diff- 
culty of reaching any sim ‘3 human re- 
lationship—and that was all I cared for— 
seemed insuperable. I groped for the 
right word to say, but it would not come. 
I heard the door close behind me, as the 
secretary went out, and had a momentary 
feeling of panic, as though I were caught 
there, in a trap. I looked helplessly at 
Mr. Thorpe and he looked helplessly at 
me. If there had not been that strange 
letter, that spark of the spirit, between us, 
he would probably have given me a busi- 
nesslike “ «Bo ow-wow,” and I should have 
replied “ Bow, wow, wow,” and we would 
have parted upon the open road of the 
world. 


UDDENLY, like a flash, I seemed to 
come around a corner and catch a 
limpse of the ridiculous picture we made. 
“here I stood awkwardly, hat in hand, 
in the middle of this chilly office, on the 
absurdest, most quixotic errand one could 
imagine—and with nothing whatever to 
say. What a fool was I! 

Well, I burst out laughing. I could not 
help it. At which Mr. Tiirpe seemed 
still more to shrink into himself, grow 
more erect and repellent. But I was now 
determined to carry it through. 

“I hope ou mill pardon me for laugh- 
ing,” I said, “but it came over me all at 
once what a terribl dangerous thing it is 
to write a book. It gets a man into the 
most ridiculous situations.” 

Mr. Thorpe stirred restlessly, but still 
said nothing. 

“I write a book,” said I, “and aim it 
at no one in particular. I shoot it off 
with my eyes closed. It hits you. You 
write me a letter which, in return, hits me. 
I think a good deal about that letter, and 

try to answer it and cannot; but I say to 
myself, ‘This Mr. Thorpe is a man 
should like to know.’ So I begin. to con- 
sider what kind of a man you are, what 
you do and how you live. And by a kind 
of magic we are together! You can easily 


| see what a dangerous thing it is to write a 


book.” 

In my eagerness I had stepped up close 
to his desk and found myself leaning 
over it toward him. I was tremendously 
excited, and yet somehow amused. I 
thought I could see his countenance 
changing, and went on eagerly: 

“You’d laugh too if you could know 
how I pictured you.” 

With that I gave him a graphic and 
humorous description of some of my ab- 


surd speculations about him, based upon 
his own letter. 

“And there you were, living miserably 
in a crowded tenement, cut off from 
pleasant and comforting things—and poor, 
oh, very poor.” 


COULD see all along that Mr. Thorpe 

was having difficulty in maintaining his 
composure, and at this last remark he 
laughed outright. 

“And you got all that out of my letter!” 
he exclaimed. 

“Oh, that was only the bare beginning 
of it. I could a tale unfold—” 

“And I va poor?” 

“Very poo 

“Why te my letter make you think 1 
was poor?” 

‘Because you were so afraid of life.” 

This remark had the most surprising ef- 
fect upon Mr. Thorpe. I have thought 
since that if I had been trying to imagine 
such a scene I should never have con- 
ceived a transformation so swift. He 
started, and the blood quite left his face. 
He dropped down into his chair, all the 
imposing dignity of his former pose sud- 
denly disappearing. Leaning over the 
an of his desk toward me, he said 


sharpl 

"T never said I was afraid of anyone or 
anything.” 

is voice had taken on a new intensity. 

“No, you did not actually say it in so 
many words,” I replied; “but you made 
me feel it. I knew it as well as though 
you had spent a week telling me.’ 

“I made you feel that! I never thought 
I’d admit such a thin to any man; I 
hardly admit it to myself.” 

He paused. If ever the bare suffering 
soul of any man came into his eyes, 
Thorpe’s came at that moment. 

“But it’s true,” said he, “it’s true. I 
happened on something in your book that 
somehow made me think you would under- 
stand, and on the spur of the moment I 
wrote you that letter.” 

“And regretted it afterward,” I said. 

“How did you know that?” 

“Don’t think I haven’t been all 
through it myself.” 

“You have!” he exclaimed eagerly. 

We had unconsciously been drawing 
closer and closer together until we were 
now sitting opposite each other. I could 
put my hand on his knee. 

“Afraid!” said I. “I’ve been afraid of 
more ridiculous things than you ever have 
—I’ll bet. One of the things I was once 
afraid to do was to let out all that I was— 
my ignorance, envy, ingenuousness, ego- 
tism, to say nothing of far worse follies. 
You see, we all want to appear something 
other than we are. We 1 pa i appear 
worse than we are (there is a kind of su- 
periority in a reputation for devilishness) 
than actually what we are. But one day 
I found out what a joke I was playing on 
myself.” 

“What do you mean—a joke?” 

“Why, I saw all at once that a man can- 
not possibly conceal himself or appear 
either better or worse than he is, not for 
long! for the secret leaks out at every 
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look. There is no style, no art, no lie, 
that can long cover up what a man is. It 
discloses itself in every word he says, 
every line he writes—whether he will or 
nho—and gets itself soon published abroad. 
This may be clear enough to many men; 
but long ago it came to me as a kind of dis- 
covery. It made me laugh at myself, and 
that ended my fear.” 

“Tt did!” he exclaimed eagerly. 

“Yes,” said I, “to be able to laugh at 
one’s self is the beginning of peace—and 
you cannot imagine the comfort I began to 
feel. The sense of wishing to be known 
only for what one really is, is like putting 
on an old, easy, comfortable garment. 
You are no longer afraid of anybody or 
anything. You say to yourself, ‘Here I 
am—just so ugly, dull, poor, beautiful, 
rich, interesting, amusing, ridiculous— 
take me or leave me.’ 

“And how absolutely beautiful it is to 
be doing only what lies within your own 
capacities, and is part of your own nature. 
It is like a great burden rolled off a man’s 
back when he comes to want to appear 
nothing that he is not, to take out of life 
only what is truly his own, and to wait for 
something strong and deep within him or 
behind him to work through him.” 

Afterward, when I thought of it, Iwas 
ashamed that I should have said so much, 
and in such a way, at the very start, but 
soit was. But it is possible that my own 
frankness stimulated his. At any rate, 
the next hour was truly one of the most re- 
markable I ever spent. I think the man 
was literally starving in his spirit to talk 
with someone who could, in some degree, 
understand. (We have no institution in 
our roaring modern life that quite fills the 

lace of the old confessional.) He had 
Siem fighting a civil war within himself 
until he was exhausted. 

Well, the man literally poured hinaself 
out, struggling for words with which the 
more mercilessly to expose himself. The 
telephone rang, but he did not hear it. 
The door opened and a secretary tiptoed 
in. He looked up and said: 

“I’m not to be called up. 
anybody.” 


“WT ISN’T that I’m afraid of death,” 

he went on, “I think sometimes death 
would be an easy way out. Life is what 
has been too much for me.” 

I shall not attempt here to put down the 
entire story he told, it would make a small 
book, but Í think I can give the essence of 
it in a few paragraphs. 

He said that what he wanted was tofeel 
safe, secure, and he could not. It was not 
for himself alone that he wanted to feel 
secure, but still more for his wife and his 
children. He said that he tried to reason 
about it, but continued to worry. It was 
plain that he was a man of deep affections, 
especially for his children, and curiously 
for his old father. All that he wanted, he 
said, was money enough to meet the con- 
tingencies of life; but he could not be sure 
either that he had it or could ever get it. 

“You'll probably smile when I tell you,” 
said he, “but I’m positively obsessed 
about insurance. I suppose it’s an indi- 
cation of my state of mind. I’ve insured 
against everything I can think of: fire, 
accidents, disease, robbery, death—but 
the more I insure the more fearful I seem 
to grow that something will happen, some 
scurvy trick, that will wipe me out.” 


I cannot see 


It was strange to me how clearly he saw 
his own condition, and yet could not deal 
with it. 

It was the same regarding his health 
and that of his family. He had sought 


out the best doctors in the country and | 


even in Europe: doctors, hygienists, pas- 


turists, food-specialists, and even those | 


strange, new men who pretend to cure the 
mind—hoping by science to reduce the 
hazards of lifes but the more doctors he 
had, the more fearful he grew that some 
unsuspected weakness or disease would 
leap out upon him, 

He told me that he had had the best 
possible sort of upbringing. His father 
was a preacher, “a great preacher,” he 
said, “of the old sort.” What his father 
preached was fear. He frightened people 
with the terrors both of life and of death, 
and so tried to drive them to thoughts of 
God. He succeeded in thoroughly fright- 
ening his own son, for the son accepted the 
idea of the danger of life, without adopt- 
ing the dogma that was to relieve it. The 
old man, still himself living, mourned over 
his son, whose sufferings he blindly felt 
but did not understand. 


HORPE’S wife! He told me also about 

her, for, once started, he would stop at 
nothing. She was brought up accustomed 
to every sort of material convenience and 
comfort. 
could be satisfied only with ample means. 
She did not fear life—only poverty. 
Thorpe loved her deeply and, when un- 
irritated by not having everything she 
wanted, she was plainly an agreeable and 
lovable woman. But how she added to 
Thorpe’s fears, how she crucified him with 
daily alarms lest he be unable to satisfy 
her requirements of house, clothing, po- 
sition. And his fear was not content with 
dwelling upon present difficulties and dan- 
gers, but raced wildly into the future, and 
pictured the cruelty of life a year, ten 
years, even two generations away. 

All this may seem extravagant, but it 
is what he told me. 

Thorpe’s children! 

“Well,” said he, “you might think I 
could feel sure about them; but I see 
clearly that what we are doing is to train 
them, also, daily and hourly, in being 
afraid of everything under the sun: phy- 
sical, intellectual, social, moral. What 
chance have they of not finding life too 
much for them?” 

Of course Thorpe was an intense con- 
servative in all things: politics, religion, 
business, education (for fear is the back- 
bone of conservatism). There seemed 
greater safety in that which was settled, 
tried out, established! All change, experi- 
ment, adventure, was a terror to him, a 
leap in the dark. He loathed books or 
plays that bit down on life; he sought di- 
version and anodynes. 

It seemed to me as the man talked, and 
I listened, never interrupting, that one 
who thus fears life dies a thousand deaths. 
The wise accept the chances of life, and go 
forward joyfully. 

He finished with a helpless wave of his 
hand, and sat back in his chair. I had 
been trying, for some time, to think what 
I could say that would help, but in the 
presence of such a catastrophe, what can 
one say? 

I must have been silent longer than I 
supposed, for Mr. Thorpe said finally: 


She was evidently the kind that | 
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| and he is urgent about it. 


“What do you make out of a miserable 
story like that? It makes you smile, 
doesn’t it?” 

“Was I smiling?” I said. “It wasn’t at 
that; it wasn’t at anything you said. But 
while you were talking, especially there 
at the last, I could not help thinking of a 
man I knew when I was a boy. He was 
one of the great unknown men—to me, at 


| least. As you were talking he seemed 


trying to get out of me and say something. 
That is one of the ways he has of taking 
his immortality—talking through me— 
Would you 
care to hear about him?” 

Mr. Thorpe waved his hand in the way 
of the man whose troubles are so great 
that nothing any more matters. 


“I NEVER think of him,” said I, “with- 
out a peculiar feeling of comfort. To 
this day e picture of him I have in my 
mind makes me smile. He was a German, 
an old German. There was always some- 
thing of a mystery about him—in the gos- 
sipy Western town where I grew up. He 
came to America just after the Franco- 
Prussian War, and lived in a garden by a 
little lake. 

“ He was an old man with a white beard 
when I, a boy, tiptoeing in his garden 
paths, first knew him. He wore, I re- 
member, a velvet skullcap and smoked a 
large pipe with a white bowl. I can see 
him yet moving about at his work, some- 
times humming a tune, and bending over 
with a kind of love to the care of his flow- 
ers. Or I] think of him sitting at evening 
in a homemade rustic chair in his own 
doorway, looking out across the garden to 
the quiet waters of the lake. I never 
knew anyone who could sit so still for so 
long a time; and as he sat, a great look of 
peace would come upon his face. He was 
not married. He wore carpet slippers. 

“T never knew, being a boy, why he 
should be considered mysterious, unless it 
was that though he had few dishes, few 
chairs, few dollars, he had books. In that 
day in the West books were enough to 
make any man mysterious. And such 


| strange, worn, leather-covered books all in 


a foreign language! One, the only one I 
can remember, was ‘Werther,’ by Goethe. 

“He made a poor enough living by sell- 
ing flowers, aster and pansy plants, and in 
spring such garden plants as strawberries, 
tomatoes, cabbages, peppers. He kept 
a few hives of bees and a few hens; and 
trained a grapevine upon the sunny side 
of his house. He had his flowers in old- 
fashioned boarded beds with narrow 


| walks between, and in late summer, when 


the hollyhocks, asters, and zinnias had 
grown tall you would see him almost hid- 
den among them, his benignant counte- 
nance springing out of a mass of bloom. 
Well, I am long, Mr. Thorpe, in getting to 
the point—” 

Mr. Thorpe nodded. 

“Butonce the thoughtof him came to me 
I wanted to tell you about him. At first 
I was somewhat afraid of him; but as 
time passed I began to like to go into his 
garden. He exercised a strange fasci- 
nation that I could not then understand. 
He would sometimes pick a sprig of gera- 
nium, pinch it between his thumb and 
finger, smell of it himself, and then put it 
in my buttonhole. He would sometimes 
speak to me in broken English, but soon 
lapse into German, not one word of which 
I could understand. But there was some- 
thing about his voice—something rich, 
beautiful, comforting—that nade me 
like to listen to him. And one sentence 
or motto he said over so many times that 
one day, quite to his astonishment, I re- 
peated it after him: 

““Wenn ihr stille bleibt so würde euch 
geholfen.’ 

“When I said it after him, he looked at 
me keenly. 

“‘Ach! he said, ‘you haf learnt a 
great t’ing.’ 

“He paused. 

“‘Do you know what dis means?’ 

“No,’ said I. 

“‘Wenn ihr stille bleibt, dot means “‘if 
you vere qviet;” so würde euch geholfen, “so 
vould help come.” ?”” 


AS I look back and think now of that 
old German gardener I am convinced 
that there was some mystery about him; 
some reason why he left his Fatherland and 
came to that wild new country and made 
himea garden to live in. Possibly it was 
only the ancient mystery of a bruised 
spirit or a broken heart, possibly it was 
something more startling, Pug be that as 
it may, one shy boy, tiptoeing in his gar- 
den paths, knew that he was a good man, 
and that he lived at last tranquilly; and 
that boy was never to forget the motto he 
had from the old man’s lips: 
“When you are quiet, help comes.” 
There isn’t really anything more to 
tell—yet. This is one of the incidents 
out of life which has not “turned out,” 
but is on its way to the stars. Mr. Thorpe 
and I parted friends; we have since kept 
that friendship up. That’s the conclu- 
sion, if there is any. And how better 
could any story end than in a friendship? 
(To be continued) 


Scattergood Sums Up the Evidence 


(Continued from page 33) 


shot from the left, and behind, with a 
shotgun. Scattergood made his way 
through the crowd to examine the body 
with puckered eyes. 

“Sheriff’s gone to ketch Rabbit Branch 
fore he runs off,” volunteered someone. 
Scattergood made no reply directly but, 
turning to Pliny, he said, “We better git 
down to the jail so’s to be there when he 
comes. Fetel: ohnny Bones.” Johnny 
was Scattergood’s lawyer. 

When they arrived, the sheriff was 


already there with Rabbit and Lilly. 

““Mornin’, folks,” said Scattergood. 
‘Mornin’. Um. Didn’t waste no time, 
Sheriff? Figgered to be prompt?” 

“T done so,” responded Mr. Watts. 

“Mr. Baines,” said Lilly, “he never did 
aig didn’t! They sha’n’t put him in a 
cell! 

“Now, Lilly,” said the old man, “I 
calc’late mebbe he’ll have to go in a cell. 
As for doin’ it or not doin’ it, that’s what 
we got to find out. Sheriff, you hain’t no 
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objection to pris’ner talkin’ with counsel?” 
**Accordin’ to the Constitution,” said 
Sheriff Watts, “he’s got a right.” 
“Then let’s fetch him to Johnny 
Bones’s office, you comin’ along to see he 
don’t make no desprit effort to escape.” 


Se: AFTER some talk, they ascended 
>J the stairs to Johnny Bones, and the 
preliminary inquisition began. 

“Young feller,” Scattergood said to 
Rabbit, “kin you account for las’ night? 
One of them alibis, mebbe.” 

“I was to home,” said Rabbit. “Me ’n’ 
Lilly was to home. My face wa’n’t sich 
as to let me want to go around public.” 

“In the house all the time? Anybody 
else there?” 

“ Mis’ Brown come in to set for a while; 
and Doc, he dropped in to put salve onto 
me.” 

“Um. .. . Sheriff, how long d’ye 
calc’late Leduc’s been dead?” 

“ Doc examined him, and give out his 
opinion he was shot ’fore midnight.” 

“Um. So you didn’t go out of the house 
las’ night?” 

Rabbit hesitated. ‘‘W-al, now I did 
jest step out.” 

“ Alone?” 

“*Wa'n’t nobuddy with me.” 

“Where'd ye go?” 

**The’ was some kind of a critter fussin’ 
around the chicken coop. Mebbe that’s 

about ten o’clock. Them hens set up a 
squawkin’, and Mis’ Brown and Lilly and 
me, we says most likely it’s a fox or a 
skunk.” 

“Yes? 

“So I jest took down the shotgun and 
snuck out. He lit out, I guess; but I kind 
of hung around for a spell—off back of the 
barn. After a while find of thought I 
seen him sneakin’ back.” 

** Shoot at him?” 

“ Yes,” said Rabbit in a low voice. 

“ Mis’ Brown wa’n’t with ye?” 

a No. ” 

“Nor Lilly?” 

é No.” 

“How long was ye outdoors, all told?” | 

** Mebbe half an hour.” | 

“W-al,”? said Scattergood, “‘all I got to 
say is you picked a dum bad time to go 
shootin’ skunks!” 

“Oh, Mr. Baines—you don’t think he 
done it! You know he never done it,” 
Lilly cried. 

“I know that, whether he done it or 
not,” said Scattergood, “‘he stands a fust- 
class chance of AE for it as this here 
evidence lays. Calc’late you’ll have to 
shet him up, Sheriff, till the coroner gits 
here.” 

“Sent fer him,” said Mr. Watts. 

“You go ’long, Rabbit. Lilly, don’t 
take on. Voit stay here with Johnny and 
me. We'll see what kin be done.” 

When the room was cleared, save for 
those three, Scattergood spoke again. 

“Lilly,” he said, “*’tain’t goin’ to do us 
no good to say your husband never done 
this. °’ Twon’t git us no’eres. What we got 
to say is who did do it.” 

“*Then—then you think my man’s 
innocent?” 

“Him?” Scattergood shrugged his 
shoulders. “The best evidence in the 
world’s the kind no jury’ll ever consider. 
That evidence says your husband didn’t 
do it. It says it clear and plain to me; 
but it won’t never say it in court. The 
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By J. E. Greenslade 


IRST let me ask you a question. Do you con- 

sider that you are as intelligent as the average 

mail-clerk, farmhand, office clerk, mechanic, or 
bookkeeper? I ask you this because most of the men 
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come objections, batter down prejudice, overcome 
competition and make the prospect act. 
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Mail the coupon today. It may be the turning-point 
in your life. 
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feller that waded into Louis yestiddy like 
he done, and took a beltin’ like he done 
*thout whimperin’—he hain’t the one to 
go shootin’ in the back. 

“Um. ... Ye kin p'int out to a jury 
that water don’t run up-hill, and ye kin 
take your oath that black hain’t never 
white. But ye can’t show ’em suthin’ 
that’s equal plain and sure—and that is 
that man can’t run contrary to his na- 
ture. No, sir. Men kin do what they kin 
do; but they don’t do what it hain’t in 
’em to do. It was in Leduc to shoot Rab- 
bit, but fer Rabbit to shoot Leduc jest 
hain’t in the wood. But knowin’ it don’t 
wash no clothes. We got to prove it.” 

“What can I do? Tell me what to do!” 

“W-al, Lilly, you better jest go home 
and set. Me ’n’ Johany "ll kind of prowl 


around and see what the day’ll bring 
forth.” 


THE inquest was in session; the little 
court-room was crowded to the doors, 
and many who could not crowd within 
stared through the open windows. Much 
of the available evidence had been com- 
pleted, and as the few witnesses left the 
stand there seemed no possible conclusion 
to the matter but an indictment of Rabbit 
Branch. Motive and opportunity were 
shown—and the damning circumstance 
of the shotgun. Johnny Bones was 
strangely lethargic. He cross-questioned 
few of the witnesses, and the folks took a 
notion that he had given it up as a bad job. 

Then, to everybody’s surprise, Scatter- 
good Baines was called to the stand. 

“Mr. Baines,” asked Johnny, “do you 
know Mr. Branch?” 

“To be sure.” 

“What can you say as to his reputation 
for honesty in money matters?” 

“Hold on there,’ said the coroner. 
“What’s his honesty got to do with this 


here proceedin’?” 
“That,” said Johnny, “I hope to show 
you. Mr. Baines?” 


“The boy’s so blamed honest he’d lose 
a dollar ’fore he’d do anybody else out of a 
penny.” 

“Ts that a recognized fact in the bank 
of which you are an officer?” 

“Tet is.’ 

“You don’t believe it would be possible 
for him to commit a theft?” 

“No more’n it would be fer me to jum 
across the road. His kind couldn’t steal.” 

“Which doesn’t prove he wouldn’t mur- 
der,” said the state’s attorney ironically. 
“Many an honest man has killed another 
in anger, or for revenge.” 

“Mr. Coroner,” said Johnny, “the 
motive'in this case is alleged to be revenge. 
It is conceded my client might kill to 
revenge himself. Bur, Your onor, if it 
can be shown the motive for this killing 
was not revenge, it seems to me we have 
brought into this matter an element which 
nulliħes all the evidence against Mr. 
Branch.” 

“But you hain’t done no sich thing,” 
said the coroner. 

“Mr. Baines,” said Johnny, “did you 
examine the body of Leduc?’ 

“I done so.” 

“Did you notice anything signifi- 
cant—as to the clothing of the dead man.” 

Yes” 

“What was it?” : 

Scattergood cleared his throat. As 
ofttimes happens in crowded courts a 


wave of something passed over the audi- 
ence, stilled them, caused them to lean 
forward eagerly, tensely. The atmosphere 
changed, drama was about to appear. 

“Um. About half of his pockets was 
turned wrong side out!” 

“Are you sure?” 

“I p'inted it out quiet to Pliny Pickett.” 

“What did you deduce from this?” 

“That somebody had been a-searchin’ 
Leduc’s clothes—goin’ through him.” 

“Mr. Carner | call your attention to 
the sheriff’s testimony: that no money 
whatever was found on the body of the 
deceased.” 

“Maybe he didn’t have none,” said the 
coroner. 

“Mr. Baines, what can you say as to 
that?” 

“The mornin’ of the night he was shot— 
the day he larruped the pris’ner here— 
Leduc come into the bank and drawed out 
his savings account. Cluss to five hun- 
dred dollars.” 

The court-room expelled a breath. 

Johnny turned to the sheriff. “Did you 
search the prisoner?” 

é Yes.” 

“Find any money?” 

“ Mebbe three-four dollars.” 

“Search his house?” 

Å“ Yes.” 

“With what result?” 

“The same.” 

“Mr. Baines, can you say if others than 
the bank employees knew Leduc had this 
money?” 

“I kin.” 

“For the moment I will not ask you for 
names. Mr. Coroner, if we can show that 
a certain individual had knowledge of this 
money in Leduc’s pocket, and also a ha- 
tred against Branch—a motive for foist- 
ing upon him a charge of murder—we 
establish a probability against that per- 
son.” 

“I cale’late so.” 

“Do you know of such a man, Mr. 
Baines?” 

sey do.” 

“What is the reputation of that man for 
honesty and uprightness?” 

“He wouldn’t steal nothin’ he couldn’t 
lift!” 

“Has he any reason to hate Rabbit 
Branch?” 

“Two of ’em: Branch married the gal 
he wanted—and when this feller was treas- 
urer of a lodge, Branch ketched him pil- 
ferin’, and forced him to git out.” 

“How do you know this man knew of 
the money?’ 

“He was standin’ in the bank when 
Leduc drawed it.” 

“ Does this man own a shotgun?” 

“He does.” 

“Where is that shotgun?” 

“Wrapped up in that long bundle, 
there.” 

Johnny unwrapped and displayed a 
double-barreled gun. “Can you say if 
this gun has been fired recently?” 

“Got an empty shell into it now. 
’Tain’t been cleaned since. Kind of smelly 
yit.” 


HERE was a stir toward the rear of the 

court-room. Someone was working his 
way toward the door. Johnny Bones shot 
a glance there, and saw the huge form of 
Sheriff Watts upon the threshold, saw a 
deputy before each window. 


The American Magazine 165. 


A gasping, choking mob of menand 


women, rushing for the exits,theirmoney 
lying forgotten onthe gambling tables— 


What was the cause of their panic? The mysterious Mr. 
Billingham knew. So did the Marquis, Madelon and Dr. 
Stranz. For it was all a bere of their plan to get 140,000 francs. 
How the plan grew and bore fruit is told in “Monte Carlo 
à Pays a Gas Bill,” a tale of three amazing and original adven- 
turers—in the June 20 issue of Collier's. 


By E. PuiLLIPs OPPENHEIM. 


And when George found her in Can a man be too individual—in 


EVERY 
TUESDAY 


A day for you to remember— 

the day on which Collier's ap- 

pearson the newsstands. Dur- 

ing the current year it means 

placing in your hands the best 

work of such authors as these: 
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H. C. WITWER 

WILLA CATHER 

LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE 
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Paris she didn’t really, truly want 
her divorce decree—not that time— 


She had written him that she would have it 
in two weeks. At least, her husband found 
this little nugget of fact tucked in with all the 
intimate prattle about Ruppert, and Davide 
and Phillipe. And so— but you'll just have 
to read “The Incompatible Angels’ to learn 
what happened to George and Iolanthe. A 
charming, sparkling story of young love and 
marriage in the June 27 issue of Collier's. 

By STEPHEN AVERY. 


stroking a varsity crew and in life? 


John Dexter was a perfect natural oarsman 
and seemingly a perfect stroke. The crew 
looked like a good crew. Yet they couldn't 
seem to find themselves — couldn't cooperate. 
Ic cook a fine, keen girl, whom John loved 
with all his soul, to diagnose their trouble. 
And then he applicd an astonishing remedy. 
“Give Way!” in the July 4 issue of Collier's 
is a different sore of a rowing story —a story 
that will give you a real thrill. 


By LAWRENCE PERRY. 


TRESE three stories are typical of what is in store for you in Collier's, 
The National Weekly—for June 20, June 27, July 4—and, in fact, every 
week of the year. 


For Collier’s is edited for substantial people of mature taste— people like 
yourself who demand distinction and quality in their magazine reading, 
rather than sensation or mere quantity. 


And it is Collier’s policy to publish not only the work of skilled authors— 
but the best work of such authors. 


This goes for fiction and for fact as well. Because you will- find in Collier's, 
in addition to absorbing short stories, novels, and novelettes, a unique and 
constructive handling of the interesting and important subjects about 
which you want to know. 


Articles such as “Are Your City Taxes too High?”—‘“The Easiest Money 
in the World” —“Is it Good-Bye, Mussolini?” — “Hum and Grow Rich”— 
to mention only a few of those in forthcoming issues. No matter 
what your interests are—sport, politics, public questions, interesting person- 
alities, the welfare of your children—or just good reading—you will find 
them all in Collier’s. 


So if you have not already done so, get acquainted with Collier’s, the 
magazine which is attracting the best of American readers—because, they 
say, it gives them what no other magazine provides. 


On sale on the newsstands every Tuesday. 


ollier’ 
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~ at all newsstand 
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"At the time of my enrollment for LaSalle train- 
ing in Higher Accountancy,” writes E. B. Risberg, 
“Twas working in the blacksmith shop of the LaCross 
Well Drill Works—ten hours a day and six days a 
week, Since that time—and in a period of about 
four years—I have advanced from an initial position 
as stock clerk with the Milwaukee branch of a big 
packing company to my present excellent pédsition 
with the largest elevator manufacturer in America, 
Today my salary is more than 400 per cent greater 
than at the time of my enrollment.” 

Nothing surprising about Risberg’s advancement, 
The demand for executive accountants and Certified 
Public Accountants far exceeds the supply. Salaries 
range from $3,000 to $10,000 and better a year. Many 
Lasalle-trained accountants, now at the head of their 
own accounting firms, earn up to $20,000 a year. 
Read these excerpts from the letters of accountants 
who have gone forward to success by following the 
LaSalle salary-doubling plan: 

“Salary and earnings have increased over 183 

percent.” FRANK B,TRISCO, Minnesota. 

“Accountancy has increased my salary prac- 

tically 150 per cent in the last three years." 
C. T. THORSEN, Washington, 
“Have been chosen Credit Manager of our 
Brooklyn store and Consulting Accountant 
of all our stores—at a tempting salary even 
to a Public Accountant. I can frankly say 
I got all my confidence from my training with 
LaSalle.” G. S. HILLYER, New York, 


You Have the Same 


Good Opportunity | 


Is it worth two cents and two minutes of your 
time to learn in detail of the opportunities that would 
be yours in the field of Accountancy? 

All this information, together with an outline of 
the steps by which you may quickly fit yourself to 
take advantage of such opportunities, is clearly set 
forth in LaSalle’s 64-page book, * Accountancy, the 
Profession that Pays,” a book of invaluable assist- 
ance to the man who is seriously considering Ac- 
countancy as a carecr, 

The coupon will bring it to you without the slight- 
est obligation, and with it details of the LaSalle 
salary-doubling plan, also the inspiring testimony of 
men stillin their twenties and early thirties who have 
broken away from the low-pay ranks and today are 
expert accountants—with incomes ranging from 
$3,000 to $10,000, $15,000, $20,000 a year. 

Your start toward a bigger salary is as near you 
asthe pointor your pencil. For the sake of a brighter 


ftre TACTE 


LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
The World's Largest Business Training Institution 
Dept. 733-HR hicago 

I would welcome copy of ‘‘Accountancy, 
the Profession that Pays,” also a copy of 
“Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all with- 
out obligation, 

O Higher Accountancy 
Training for positions as Auditor, Comp- 
troller, Certified Public Accountant, 
Cost Accountant, ete. 

Other LaSalle Opportunities 

LaSalle opens the way to success in every important field 
of business, If more interested in one of the fields indicated 
below, check here: 
HBusinsss Management 

Modern Salesmanship odern Foremanship 


DTraffic Management Mes Production Methods 


CO Modern Business Corre- 
ndence and Practice 


D Railway Station Man- OPersonnel and Employ- 
agement ment Management 
OLaw—Degree of LL. B. O Expert Bookkeeping 
OCommercial Law OBusiness English 
Olndustrial Management (Commercial Spanish 
Efficiency OEffective Speaking 


O Banking and Finance 


Oc. P. A. Coaching 
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“Can you give the name of this man, 
| Mr. Baines?” 

“T kin,” said Scattergood; “but I 
calc’late I hain’t goin’ to have to... . 
No, I hain’t goin’ to be obleeged to men- 
tion it.” 

For at that moment, a man elbowed 
his way to the door and essayed to plunge 
through—but Sheriff Watts’s great hand 
closed upon his shoulder. 

“Hold on a minute!” he said. 

“You leggo of me!” squalled the man. 
“I didn’t ic it! I didn’t have nothin’ to 
do with it! It’s all a pack of lies!” 

“Mebbe so,” said the sheriff. “But 
nobody’s mentioned your name yit, Jim 
Banks. Seems like you kind of force your- 
self into this here case. Here, Bill, hang 
onto him whilst we see what he’s got in 
his pockets. . . . Um.” Ulysses Watts 
held aloft a roll of bills. ‘‘Calc’late we 
got the right man this time!” 

Banks struggled futilely, then, of a 
sudden, the strength of terror went from 
him, left him pale, shaking, pitiful. “I 
didn’t go to doit. 1 jest calc’lated to make 
him give up, when I p’inted my gun at 
him. Honest Injun, I never went to shoot. 
But he come at me—and—I jest pulled 
the trigger!” 

“Um... . Come at ye, did he? Then 
he must’a’ come backin’ up,” said Scatter- 

ood.” 

“I calc’late we don’t need no more 
testimony,” said the coroner. “Jury, 
fetch in a verdict!” 

It was a matter of form; the jurors did 


not leave their seats, and Rabbit Branch, 
his thin, boyish face streaked with tears 
of joy and relief, made his grateful way to 
Scattergood. 

“Mr. Baines,” he said chokingly, “Lilly 
and me’s got a heap to thank you fer. 
Fust fer makin’ me fight—and now for 
contrivin’ me out of this here. I—some- 
how I hain’t even now able to see how you 
done it!” 

“I done it,” said Scattergood, “by not 
gittin’ distracted from things that count. 
Anybody kin notice a dead man. The 
dead man, he’s a big fact, and it kind of 
horrifies you, like. He you hadn’t ever 
ought to let that shet your eyes to the 
freckles on his nose or the patch on his 
coat. It hain’t big facts but leetle facts 
that contain the truth. Now, if Banks 
had of tucked back Leduc’s pockets, 
more’n likely you’d of gone to prison fer 
life. We kin all see big facts, but what we 
forgit is, them big facts is all made out of 
leetle ones, and the leetle ones tell the true 
story. Um....” 

Scattergood’s mind turned to business. 
“Tf you’re troubled much with critters 
after your chickens, you better set you 
some steel traps. I jest got in a line over 
to the store... .”” He mused... . “It 
was all easy to foller after I seen them 

ckets. “Thout ’em the’ wouldn’t of 

een no place to go. . . . Calc’late mebbe 
the Lord moves in sich trifles fer the per- 
tection of the innercent and the damna- 
tion of the wicked. Eh? G’-by, Rabbit. 
G’-by, Lilly.” 


dividends. Then they dropped to sixty, 
then twenty, and now we are trying to 
save them from bankruptcy. 

“The trouble was very simple: The 
stockholders thought their large dividends 
were due to the brilliant manager. They 
were not. They were due to lack of 
competition. Without competition, this 
manager could carry his wildest dreams to 
the limit. Once he built an extra plant 
complete, so in case one burned down he 
ould have another ready! 

“We promptly fired this man, and are 
putting one in who dreams just as big 
dreams, but cross-examines them before he 
puts them intoeffect. I think we will save 
the firm, but it is going to be a hard job.” 

By sheer logical necessity it seems to 
me the next mark of an educated man is 
this: 


IFTH: He knows his strong point and 
plays it. 

When Walter J. Travis won the 
English amateur golf championship, in 
1904, his strong point was his marvelous 

utting. Travis’s putting has so long 
Been world-famous that it has somewhat 
fact remarkable 


obscured the of the 


“A Big, Human Fellow Named Cutter” is the way Bruce Barton de- 
scribes the president of the huge United Fruit Company, whose story 
he tells you next month. When he was just out of college, Mr. Cutter 
was sent to an obscure banana farm in Central America. 
later he was put at the head of all the vast farms, railroads, steamships, 
and telegraph lines of his company. This article reveals how he worked, 
and why he was selected for the important position he now holds. 


The Ten Marks of an Educated Man 


(Continued from page 13) 


Twenty years 


accuracy and excellent length of his 
driving. 

But many years ago Travis discovered 
that putting ıs fifty per cent of golf and, 
while not neglecting the balance of his 
game, he has made putting perhaps sixty 
or seventy per cent. He learned his 
strong point and played it. 

Nothing succeeds like success; but that 
is chiefly because a man has found his 
strong point, and learned how to play it. 
No man should be ignorant of what his 
strong and weak points are. Every man, 
especially every young man—and every 
young woman sbo-=shiould study him- 
self; and, if he wants to, go to some trained 
psychologist to have himself tested for 
his strong and his weak points. The 
discovery of your real power may mean 
all the difference between a life of ease 
and achievement, living on the income of 
your strong points; or a life of struggle 
and handicap, trying to make your weak 
points pay. 

One of the finest discoveries of modern 
psychology is that the biggest thing a 
man can do is usually the thing he does 
the easiest. 

What then rises before us most naturally 


The Ten Marks of an Educated Man, by ALBERT EDWARD WIGGAM 
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as the sixth mark of an educated man? 
Is it not this? 


IXTH: He knows the value of good 

habits and how to form them. 

Ralph Parlette, the humorist lecturer, 
says that he has delivered his famous 
lecture, “Are You Shaking Up or Shaking 
Down?” so many times chat he can now 
simply set his mouth going, and go off 
and leave it. 

In just the same way, every man ought 
to have his whole body trained so that 
his mind could set it going in the morning 
and then go off and leave it. He ought to 
have his nervous system so eruined that 
he can, without thinking, safely depend 
upon it to put on his clothes, select the 
right shirt and necktie, brush his teeth, eat 
his breakfast and even read most of his 
newspaper and mail. Then, when some- 
thing new and important comes up, his 
entire mind is free and clear to attack it 
with all his powers, and dispose of it with 
neatness and dispatch. 

What a trial it is to live with a person 
who has not reduced the ordinary things 
of life to automatic habit! For a long 
time I ate luncheon every day with a man 
who could never decide what he was 
going to eat. It was actually a great 
moral struggle for him to decide whether 
he would eat lamb stew, roast beef, or 
veal potpie. After the other persons at 
the table had glanced over the menu and 
given their olen he would say, with as 
much solemnity as if it were a council of 
war: 

** Now, fellows, the next thing to decide 
is, What am I going to eat?” 

The fact is, he never decided at all. 
After using enough energy to buy and sell 
a house and lot, he sim £ took a mental 
high dive. People who le awake at night 
deciding things over and over again— 
after a thing should have been put aside 
as decided, never really decide anything. 
They merely plunge. I have seen my 
friend of the luncheon table have three 
waiters chasing after the first one, one to 
tell him to change the order, another not 
to change it, id a third to tell him that 
he had decided to eat something else. 

Whole libraries have been written on 
habits, but the chief thing is, first, their 
enormous economy, and, second, as the 
psychologists all urge, they make a man’s 
nervous system his ally instead of his 
enemy. This man’s nervous system was 
not his friend but his enemy, kacai he 
had not trained it to take care of three 
fourths of his life without conscious 
effort. Every little act was an effort. But 
habits run without effort. 

When the steam engine was first in- 
vented the steam valves had to be pulled 
back and forth by hand at every stroke 
of the piston. But soon a device was 
invented so that the piston shifted the 
valves by its own stroke. And so it is 
with habit. A man should train his 
nervous system to habits of prompt 
decision, habits of health, habits of play, 
habits of study, and the like. And these, 
all combined, will by and by give him 
that greatest of all habits, the habit of 
success. 

If a man has thus freed his mind from 
the petty decisions of life by turning 
them over to the “effortless custody of 
habit,” surely the next mark of his 
education is this: 


What’s best to take along 


on any trip? 


One young man speaks up and 
says, “A flask.” 


Well, ha ha, ho ho! That depends, 
of course, on what’s in it. 


Next gentleman says, “I like to 
take my wife.” That’s serious. 


But to come right down to essen- 
tials, the thing that’s made traveling 
a joy is Barbasol. Because a tube ot 
Barbasol packs down into one cor- 
ner of your old kit bag all the shav- 
ing comfort of your own bathroom. 


The Modern Way of Shaving (that’s 
Barbasol) works just as cheerfully, 
cold water or hot. You don’t have 
to tote along a brush. 


You just do this: 
1. Wet the face 


2. Spread on Barbasol 
(Don’t Rub In) 


3. Shave 


If you don’t know Barbasol, let us 
introduce you. The handsome trial 
tube comes free in response to this 
coupon. Use Barbasol three times, 
according to directions, and you'll 
never be without it again. 

P. S. Barbasol’s just as good at home 
as it is on the road. 


For Modern Shaving , 


vw The 


“ Barbasol Co. 


¿ Indianapolis, Ind. 
# IIl give it a fair trial; 
' please send me your 


« free sample tube. 
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‘Women’s Buying Power in Different Fields 


The American Magazine 


Study this chart. Note how vitally women figure as buyers of ALL kinds of merchandise 

Manufacturers who advertise in the Woman's Home Companion are building busines 

for you—no matter what lines of merchandise you carry. They are reaching those who, in 

the great majority of cases, really decide how the money shall be spent — THE WOMEN in 
2,000,000 of America’s best homes 


RETAIL MERCHANTS: 


Are you getting your share of THIS woman’s trade? 


Every retailer knows that women are the most im- 
portant buyers in all communities. That their trade 
is the backbone of practically every retail business. 

The figures above show how true this is. They are 
based on reports from hundreds of retailers in 29 states. 

How do your sales figures check with these? 

Are you getting your full share of the women’s trade 
in your neighborhood? Are you using youropportunity 
to get more of it? 


Manufacturers are helping you 
Manufacturers know how important this women’s 
trade is to you. They are working hard to bring it 
into your store. 

Run through the pages of the Woman’s Home Com- 
panion and you will see how. 

Month after month manufacturers advertise in the 
Woman’s Home Companion to help you get the trade 
of the women in the better families of your community. 


of the better families throughout the nation, goes into 
scores of homes in your neighborhood. 

They know that their advertising in the Woman’s 
hal Companion is the best kind of local advertising 
or you. 


How women respond to national advertising 


This is shown for example, by the tremendous number 
of requests for samples, recipes and booklets that 
ER cearers receive from readers of their national 
advertising. 

For example: 


A tooth paste manufacturer, during the past 
year, has received 305,916 requests for samples 
of his product. 

More than 80,000 women have written to a 
kitchen cabinet concern for a beautiful booklet 
describing its cabinets. 


They know that the Companion, reaching 2,000,000 


` 


In two years requests for samples have been re- 
ceived by a yarn manufacturer from more than 


Tie to these products advertised in the Woman’s Home Companion 


AUTOMOTIVE INDUSTRY 
Dodge Automobile 

Franklin Automobile 

BUILDING MATERIALS 

American Face Brick 
American Walnut 
Church Sani-White Toilet Seats 
Niagara Blue Ribbon Wall Paper 
Standard Plumbing Fixtures 
Truscon Home Building Products 
Upson Processed Board 
Wall Paper Manufacturers’ Assn. 


CAMERAS AND SUPPLIES 


Eastman Films 
Kodaks 


CLOTHING & DRY GOODS 


B. V. D. Underwear 

Bon Ton Mysteria Rubber Re- 
ducing Corsets 

Bucilla Embroidery Cottons 

Carter’s Knit Underwear 

Clark’s O-N-T Spool Cotton 

Deltor Patterns 

Denton’s Soft Knit Sleeping 
Garments 

Forest Mills Underwear 

Glover’s Brighton-Carlsbad 
Sleepingwear 


Gordon Hosiery 

Gossard Corsets 

Holeproof Hosiery 

Kotex 

Meadow Lane Cloth 

Modart Corsets 

Munsingwear Hosiery and 
Underwear 

Pamico Cloth 

Pepperell Sheeting and Pillow 
Tubing 

Pequot Sheets and Pillow Cases 

Pictorial Review Patterns 

P. N. Practical Front Corsets 

Renfrew Devonshire Cloth 

Royal Society Embroidery 
Package Outfits 

Rubens Infant Shirts 

Scranton Laces 

Treo Elastic Girdle 

Utica Sheets and Pillow Cases 

Warner's Corsets 

Yeoman Cloth 


CONFECTIONERY & 
SOFT DRINKS 
Clicquot Club Ginger Ale 
Coca Cola 


Wrigley’s Chewing Gum 
DRUGS & TOILET GOODS 


Absorbine Jr. 

Ajax Combs 

Albright Tooth Brush 

Allen’s Foot-Ease 

Arden Venetian Toilet 
Preparations 

Armand Cold Cream Powder 

Blue-Jay Corn Plaster 

Boncilla Preparations 

Brownatone 

Cheramy’s Cappi and April 
Showers Perfumes 

Chesebrough Vaseline Products 

Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream 

Cutex Manicure Preparations 

Daggett & Ramsdell’s Perfect 
Cold Cream 

Del-A-Tone 

Deodo 

Eno’s Fruit Salts 

Fairy Soap 

Forhan’s For the Gums 

Frostilla Fragrant Lotion 

Glostora 


Glyco-Thymoline 

Goldman's, Mary T., Hair Color 
Restorer 

Hopper, Edna Wallace, 

eauty Preparations 

Hygeia Nursing Bottle 

Ingram’s Milkweed Cream 

Ipana Tooth Paste 

Ivory Soap 

Jergen’s Lotion 

Johnson’s Baby Powder 

Kleenex, The Sanitary Cold 
Cream Remover 

Kolynos Dental Cream 

Lablache Face Powder 

Lifebuoy 

Liquid Arvon 

Listerine 

Lysol Disinfectant 

May Breath Tablets 

Mennen Borated Talcum Powder 

Mum Preparations 

Neet 

Nonspi Deodorant 

Norida Vanitie Case 

Nujol 

Odorono Preparations 


Packer's Liquid Tar Soap 
Shampoo 
Palmolive Soap 
Pepsodent Dentifrice 
Pinaud’s, Ed., Hair Tonic 
Pompeian Creams 
Ponds Creams 
Primrose House Preparations 
Princess Pat Preparations 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brust 
Resinol Soap 
Roger & Gallet Products 
Squibb’s Products 
Vantine’s Temple Incense 
Vauv 
Watkins’ Mulsified Cocoanut 
Oil Shampoo 
Wildroot Cocoanut Oil Shampoo 
Wildroot Hair Tonic 
Woodbury’s Facial Preparations 
Yardley’s Old English Lavender 
Soap 
Zip 
Zonite 
FOODS AND FOOD 
BEVERAGES 
Armour’s Star Products 
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260,000 women readers of his national advertising. 
A baking powder company has, in 14 months, re- 
ceived requests for 316,518 samples and booklets. 


Manufacturers are constantly mailing out thousands 
of such samples, recipes and booklets to. women in 
your city—in your neighborhood. 

All this is done to create a desire for products you 
handle—to build sales that you can get. 


Are you cashing in on this sales-creating work? 


But after women have read the advertisements in the 
Woman’s Home Companion, and in many cases have 
written for samples and booklets, do they buy from you? 


Do they know that your store is the place to get these 
products! 

Are you, in other words, getting your share of trade 
from the most valuable type of customer you can have 


—the WOMAN’S HOME COMPANION READER? 


How other merchants are getting it 


On this page is a list of products which manufacturers 
advertise in the Woman’s Home Companion—in order, 
as we have said, to reach 2,000,000 of the best families 
in communities throughout the nation. 

Successful merchants in every line of business have 
found that a sure way to build greater volume and 
more profit is to feature the fact that you handle these 
products—to let women know that your store is the place 
to get them. 

They are doing this by means of the window trims, 
counter displays and attractive packages that manu- 
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Because they realize that, by tying up with the 
goods advertised in the Woman’s Home Companion, 
they are making their store headquarters for the best 
trade in their neighborhoods—the people who own 
their homes, whose incomes are above the average, 
who have families to clothe and feed, who buy the 
best and buy it steadily and in large volume. 


The simple, sure steps to better business 


Last month we described the way in which a leading 
Chicago retailer has built a $250,000 a year business— 
by taking advantage of the work manufacturers are doing 
to help retailers. 

No matter what line of business you are in, the same 
method is open to you. The steps are simple: 


First: Carry the merchandise advertised in 
the Woman’s Home Companion. 


Seconp: Feature this merchandise—let peo- 
ple know that you carry these Companion- 
advertised products. 


Why not start now to make your store known as the 
place where these products can be bought? Begin 
this week to use more and more of the display material 
manufacturers have sent you, and to build up a cli- 
entele of steady-buying, profitable Woman’s Home 
Companion customers. 

In the list of Companion-advertised products at the 
bottom, check those in your line and start featuring 
them now. Also ask the salesmen and representatives 
of these lines for advertising and display suggestions. 


facturers are supplying them. 


WOMAN’S HOME 
-` COMPANION 


2,000,000 circulation 
THE CROWELL PUBLISHING CO., NEW YORK 


They will be glad to give them to you. 


Beech-Nur Products 

Blue Label Tomato Ketchup 

B. & M. Fish Flakes 

Borden’s Eagle Brand Con- 
densed Milk 

Br’er Rabbit Molasses 

Campbell's Soups 

Certo 

Cream of Wheat 

Crisco 

Del Monte Products 

Diamond Crystal Salt 

Dromedary Dates 

Ferry’s Purebred Seeds 

Fleischmann’s Yeast 

French's Cream Salad Mustard 

Gold Medal Flour 

Grape Nurs 

Hawaiian Pineapple 

Heinz 57 Varieties 

Igleheart’s Swans Down Cake 
Flour 

Tell-O 

Klim . 

Knox Sparkling Gelatine 

Libby's Products 


Maxwell House Coffee | n 
yane Salad and Cooking Oil 
Mellin’s_ Food 

Minute Tapioca 

Morton's Sale 


Nane Such Mince Meat 
Nucoa 
Pillsbury Pancake Flour 
Pose Toasties 
Postum 
Premier Salad Dressing 
Dr. Price's Delicious Flavoring 
Extract 
Quaker Oats 
Quaker Puffed Rice 
Quaker Puffed Wheat 
Royal Baking Powder 
Snowdrift 
Sun-Maid Raisins 
Sunkist Oranges and Lemon: 
Sunshine Biscuits 
Swift's Premium Brand Products 
Towle’s Log Cabin Syrup 
Washington, G., Coffee 
Wesson Oil 
Wheatena—The Whole Wheat 
Cereal 
FURNITURE & 
FURNISHINGS 
Armstrong's Linoleum 
Bee-Vac Standard Electric 
Cleaner 
Berkey & Gay Furniture 
Bird’s Neponset Rugs 
Bissell Carpet Sweeper 
Blabon Art Linoleum 


Chambers Fireless Gas Range 

Davenport Bed 

Dupont Tontine 

Everhor Electric Cooker 

G. E. Electrical Supplies 

Genuine Thermos Vacuum 
Bottle 

Gold Seal Congoleum Art-Rugs 

Griswold Kitchen Ware 

Hoosier Kitchen Cabinets 

Hoover Electric Suction 
Sweeper, The 

Hotpoint Electric Irons 

Imperial Tables 

Kirsch Flat Curtain Rods 

Klearflax Linen Rugs and Car- 
peting 

Kroehler Living Room 
Furniture 

Leonard Cleanable Refrigerator 

Llovd Loom Woven Baby Car- 
riage and Furniture 

Lorain Oven Heat Regulator 

Marsden Kold-or-Hot Uulity 
Glass 

Masland Argonne Rugs 

Mirro Aluminum Ware 

Mohawk Rugs 

Nairn Inlaid Linoleum 

Niagara Refrigerator 

Orinoka Draperies and Uphol- 
steries 


Ozite Rug Cushion 


Premier Duplex Electric 
acuum Cleaner 
Standard Hood Seal 
Stevens Bed Spreads 
Universal Cutlery 
Whitrall Rugs 
JEWELRY & SILVERWARE 
Community Plate 
Heirloom Plate Silverware 
Holmes & Edwards Silver 
Sessions Clocks 
Seth Thomas Clocks 
Tudor Plate 
Wallace Silver 
MUSICAL 
Brunswick Phonographs— 
Records— Radiolas 
Victrola—Victor Records 
PAINTS & HARDWARE 
Acme Quality Paints 
Alabastine 
Kyanize Varnish Enamels 
Sherwin-Williams Paints and 
Varnishes 
Valentine’s Valspar Varnish 
and Enamel 


SHOES & SHOE 
FURNISHINGS 
2-in-1 Shoe Polish 
Arch Preserver Shoe, The 


Rixby’s Liquid Polish 
Cantilever Shoe 


Jung’s, The Original Arch Braces 
Queen Quality Shoes 
SOAPS & HOUSE- 
KEEPERS' SUPPLIES 

A. P. W. Toilet Papers 

Bon Ami 

Chipso 

Colgate’s Fab 

Fairbank’s Gold Dust Washing 
Powder 

Fels-Naptha Soap 

Ivory Soap Flakes 

Johnson's Liquid Wax 

La France for Washing 

Lux 

©-Cedar Polish 

Old Dutch Cleanser 

Old Enghsh Wax 

P& GT he White Naphtha Soap 
inso 

Rit Fast Dyes and Tints 

Sani Flush 

Sapoho 
STATIONERY & BOOKS 

American Boy, The 
ennison Paper Novelties 

Eaton's Highland Linen 
Stationery 

Le Page’s Glue 

Wahl Co. Products—Eversharp 
and Wahl Pen 

Waterman’s Ideal Fountain Pen 
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EVENTH: He knows when not to think, 
and when to call in the expert to think 
for him. 

I am indebted for this suggestion to 
Professor Edward L.Thorndike, of Colum- 
bia University. 

The other day a man died on the 
surgical table. 

“Too late!” murmured the surgeon 
sadly. ‘If he had only come two months 
earlier, he would now be back, supporting 
his family.” 

“It is not surgery that kills people,’ 
Doctor William Mayo is reported to have 
said recently; “it is delayed surgery.” 

It is usually not hard times that wreck 
businesses, but the failure to call expert 
advice soon enough. A great banker said 
to me, in speaking of business failures, 
“Oh, if they would only tell us their 
troubles sooner!” 

A friend of mine, a great chemical 
engineer, was asked some years ago to 
take charge of a large factory. The 
stockholders had sunk several millions, 
had tried various homemade plans of 
management and finally, on the point of 
bankruptcy, decided to let an expert 
think for them. 

My friend arrived at the factory on 
Monday morning, and was to take charge 
on Thursday. He merely took a fifteen- 
minute walk alone about the plant, and 
then went back to his hotel AA apene the 
next three days reading Dickens’s novels. 
Thursday morning at eight o’clock he took 
over the management, and stood on his 
feet without rest or sleep for seventy-five 
hours. When he tumbled into bed Sunday 
morning the factory was running like 
clockwork, and from that day has paid 
twenty-five per cent annual dividends. 

I asked him what was the real trouble. 

“Oh,” he said, simply, “they had three 
men doing one man’s work. My job was 
merely to find out which two of the three 
to fire.” 

The day of scientific management—the 
day of the educated man in business— 
has come in. 

All the forces of modern science, busi- 
ness, and industry are combining to 
make the following the eighth mark of 
a man of education: 


FuIGHTH: You can’t sell him magic. 

When I wasa lad in college, a friend 
of mine and I went through the country 
selling Shakespeare to innocent bystanders 
whom we could induce to subscribe before 
this excellent author was out of print. We 
often had pointed out to us old negro 
mammies who, we were solemnly in- 
formed, were ‘“‘studyin’ policy.” 

We found this meant that when a 
visitor came to see them, they called out, 
“Give me a number, give me a number!” 
and the caller spoke the first number that 
popped into his head. They would then 
sell these numbers for use in buying lot- 
tery tickets. 

n appalling number of people “study ” 
life and business precisely as these old 
mammies “studied policy.” They believe 
in “luck,” charms, signs, special days, 
Black Fridays, blue Mondays, unlucky 
thirteens, and numerous other relics of the 
Dark Ages. Personally, I always choose 
number thirteen when I can, not because 
it is luckier than any other number but 
because so many people are afraid of it 
that extra precautions are taken to make 


’ 


it safe. People go out of their way to 
preserve me from my folly and insure me 
against accident or loss. I thus get a lot 
of accident insurance free of charge. 

Uncle Noah was strong against all this 
falderal and superstition, because he was 
such a profound believer in the laws of 
God. One day he brought a magazine 
over and read me a passage which stated 
that the reason that strychnine was such 
an excellent tonic was because it ‘‘set the 
white corpuscles of the blood vibrating in 
harmony with the atmosphere on the 
planet Mars!” Another passage in the 
same article stated if a boy ran a rusty 
nail into his foot, and that if you would 
take the nail to where the ground was 
hard and dry, and could drive it to the 
head without cracking the ground, just 
at sun-up, there was no danger of the boy 
taking lockjaw! 

“If I thought I was living in a world 
like that,” said Uncle Noah, “Id be 
afraid to live in it. I’d be afraid, when I 
was looking the other way, a screw would 
get loose somewhere and the whole thing 
come tumbling down round my head. So 
many people,” he continued, “want to get 
more out of this world than God has put 
into it. This world is under the guidance 
of a God of law and order who can be 
trusted, instead of a lot of spooks and 
hoodoos that cannot.” 


I AGREE heartily with Uncle Noah. As 
Voltaire wrote, “‘It is said that God is 
always on the side of the heaviest bat- 
talions,” and really educated business 
men are finding that the Lord is likewise 
on the side of the heaviest statistics. Yet 
in the face of all this, as Woodrow Wilson 
said, every generation has to learn its 
financial lessons all over again. 

Half the economic troubles of Europe 


and, indeed, of the world to-day, comes 


from the belief of politicians during the 
war in the magic power of Governments 
to create values by stamping a piece of 
paper and calling it money. It will take 
us generations to recover from this mad 
orgy of magical money-making and plain 
dehance of the laws of statistical science. 

Yet the world goes on planting potatoes 
in the dark of the moon, digging wells 


under the direction of a water wand, and ` 


trying to cure dog bites with the hair of 
the dog. 

I went to one health resort where they 
showed me a long list of the minerals 
found in the water, and a huge pile of 
crutches of people who had been cured by 
the magical properties of these “natural 
minerals.” I was deeply impressed, until 
I went to another health resort, where 
they showed me an equally large pile of 
crutches; and their great claim was that 
there was nothing in the water at all, 
except just water! 

Science is still very ignorant of many of 
nature’s laws, yet we must remember that 
all the pot boilings and stewings and 
incantations of the alchemists never gave 
us a single chemical or industrial process, 
whereas a few chemists, by discarding 
magic and searching for nature’s own ways 
of doing things, have transformed the 
world. 

And the educated man trusts these 
laws, lives by them, and builds up his 
character and personal power by ieee 
them. He knows the laws of mind now 
being unraveled by psychologists are not, 


as charlatans are claiming, magical short 
cuts to human impossibilities but a more 
open road than men have found before to 
self-mastery and personal power. 

And speaking of personal power and 
self-mastery—which are surely the final 
aim of all education—one of the greatest 
practical aids to their achievement 
constitutes what is to me the ninth mark 
of an educated man, namely: 


INTH: He lives the forward-looking, 
outward-looking life. 

A little while ago, I met an old college 
classmate who has not been much of a 
success. After asking about “Tubby” 
and “Blurb” and “Snifes,” and some of 
the other boys who were doing good work 
in the world, I tried to talk to kon about 
the things of to-day and to-morrow. But 
evidently he was still living in that dead 
world of yesterday. It was the one time in 
his life when he had felt important and 
successful. Once he had led his class in 
Greek; another time he had actually been 
the hero when old Bill Watson’s house 
burned down. And he was still living 
upon those petty triumphs. He had given 
up the future for the past. 

The worst business a man ever got into 
was thinking about himself. It leads 
either to egotism or self-depreciation, and 
both mean unhappiness and loss of 
personal power. e is always due 
to fear—the fear that we are not appreci- 
ated. So we go along waving a flag about 
our heads to attract attention. 

The whole world is divided into what 
psychologists now call the “introverts” 
and the “extroverts.” The inward-look- 
ing introverts lose health, efficiency, 
happiness, go insane or commit suicide, 
or, still worse, write books on mystical 
metaphysics; while the outward-locking 
extroverts achieve, build, construct, or- 
ganize, have what Theodore Roosevelt 
—our greatest extrovert—called, “a per- 
fectly corking time;” and, as a result, 
ma harness the energies of the world. 

he introvert dies wondering if he will 
get to heaven; the extrovert has already 
made a heaven out of this world and, like 
the Happy Warrior, dies fighting, sword 
in hand and with his intellectual boots on. 

But finally we must remember, with 
Herbert Spencer, the English philosopher, 
that “Learning and work were made for 
life and not life for learning and work.” 
The mere knowledge grubber often forgets 
to live. 

And a man cannot be called educated 
who has neglected to live. “As we 
journey through life we must live by the 
way.” No people ever did this so glori- 
ously as did the Greeks—the best-edu- 
cated people the world has ever known. 
They were, what every truly educated 
man must become, great players, great 
hero worshipers, great lovers—lovers of 
nature and life and men—and in the true 
sense they were profoundly religious. They 
had seven fine arts, which they com- 
bined, as no other people ever has, into 
the one great art of all—the art of living. 

And we Americans, in our mad rush for 
wealth, speed, comfort, adventure, are in 
danger of missing this fine art of living 
itself. If we do, notwithstanding all our 
inventions, we will go down in history as 
an uneducated nation. 

For to my mind the final mark of an 
educated man is: 
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Let Kodak save the day 


Particularly at vacation time, there’s so much you 
want to remember—and pictures won’t let you 
forget. Kodak saves the day—for the years. 


Autographic Kodaks $6.50 up 


Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N. Y., The Kodak City 
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TENTH: He cultivates a love of the 
beautiful. 

I feel sorry for the man who has never 
gone without his dinner to buy a book of 
poems, a ticket to a concert, a little 
statuette or picture, or a pretty rug or 
chair for his home, or even a pretty hat 
for his wife. 

“Give us the luxuries of life,” said John 
Lothrop Motley, “and we will dispense 
with its necessaries.” What he meant was 
not the vicious luxuries which satisfy not, 
but luxurious friendships, luxurious human 
relationships, luxurious appreciations of 
the stars, the flowers, the hills, and, what 
to me is one of the finest things in life, 
luxurious, tolerant, gentle, and beautiful 
manners. 

Motley meant those real luxuries, 
which the poorest man can have, as well 
as beautiful pictures and works of virtu 
which can be purchased only by the rich. 
And we must remember that the Greeks 
put their pictures and statues about the 
streets and groves and in public buildings, 
where everybody could enjoy them and 
live by them. 

But some workingman or wornout 
housewife may chance to read these pages, 
and will exclaim, “It’s easy to sit in an 
armchair and write lovely pieces about 
the beautiful world, and get paid for 
doing it: but just you wait until the 
children get sick and you lose your job, 
and then you will change your tune.” 

I believe, my friend, that I have had 
my share, although no more than my 
share, of the world’s hard knocks. I think 
I have had only enough to be good for 
me. And perhaps, FI am to help you 
most, it may not seem unbecoming if for 
a moment I throw aside the cloak of 
personal reticence and talk with you in 
confidence. 

I have worked many a day with pick 
and shovel until my muscles were so sore 
and weary at night I simply could not 
turn over in bed. I have known, not once 
but many times, that greatest terror of 
the human heart—being out of a job. 
have known what it was not to know 
where my next meal was coming from, and 
sometimes it didn’t come, and often when 


I was spitting blood every day from my 
lungs besides. For twenty years I have 
been unable to read more than twenty 
minutes a day. If I read all this manu- 
script I am dictating for you I would be 
laid up three or four days in bed with 
bursting headaches, and blindfolded to 
keep out the light. 

I don’t deny that such things are big, 
deep, and important. But, after all, the 
are simply parts of a man’s education. 
have never thought very much about 
them. They are parts of the day’s work. 
But my point is that the love of the 
beautiful, which is always and everywhere 
about us, helps us so much to bear them 
with courage and makes them vital in our 
education. i 

My deepest fear has been that I might 
miss life’s beauty, or lose the power to see 
or feel or hear it. Never once, I think, 
in all these years have I gone to bed 
without looking out of the window and, if 

ossible, going out of doors to get one 
ast look at what nature was doing. 


WHEN I wasa lad I heard a great art- 
ist lecture about a picture entitled, 
“A Rainy Day in New York.” It seemed 
a picture of utter desolation, pure draggly, 
wet, cold, dripping depression. But to 
my amazement he talked only of its 
beauty and, as he closed, he said: 

“You must remember that all days are 
beautiful days to the artist.” 

That remark has never left me. And 
thousands of times it has opened suddenl 
before me, in the very midst of life’s 
irritations and worries, a new world of 
beauty that lay right before my eyes, but 
which in my blindness I was failing to see. 
Rain, snow, sleet, hail, fog, storm, mis- 
fortune, hardship—if we but meet them 
with courage—bring out colors and har- 
monies in nature, and bring us human 
insights and friendships that sunshine and 
good fortune never could have revealed. 

Even death itself never interested me 
much except thinking of its beauty. The 
thing that has always fascinated me about 
the death of Charles Frohman, was that, 
anne went down on the “‘ Lusitania,” he 
said: 


“Why be afraid? Death is the most 
beautiful thing in life.” 

You may never have thought of it, but 
it is Nature herself which has taught men 
to keep “their rendezvous with death” 
with the gayety of wedding bells. Man, 
yeu know, is the result of all that evolution 

as thought worth saving. We are 
descended from the men who joyously 
rushed to death in order to save their 
offspring. And as Professor Patrick, of 
Iowa University, has shown, we are also 
descended from the women who loved the 
beauty of children, and were proud to 
give these brave, strong sons to hold their 
conquests over life and nature. 

Woman’s love and man’s bravery, and 
the power to appreciate the great proc- 
esses of God and nature which have made 
man what he is, all combine and culmi- 
nate in that sensitiveness to all these proc- 
esses, to all these human and divine mys- 
teries and relationships to which men have 
given the magicname—the sense of beauty. 

For beauty in its widest sense is insepar- 
able from religion. Uncle Noah used to 
talk a great deal about the beauty of 
religion. No man can look inside of him- 
self and tell where beauty begins or 
religion ends. They are both the thing a 
man feels, the very speech he utters, when 
he is closest to truth and God. They are 
the objects, the very essence, the sum of 
all education—the only thing that gives 
life meaning and makes it worth-while 
for men and women to make education 
the chief business of their lives. 

And so, as I close, my mind goes back 
once more to Uncle Noah. For what he 
said to me is, after all, the basis of all 
education: it doesn’t make much differ- 
ence what you know nor how much you 
know; but the way you have learned 
what you do know makes you either an 
educated or an uneducated man. It is 
this which gives you your attitude toward 
knowledge. It is this which determines 
how much poise, power, peace, and 
freedom you are yourself to get out of 
this knowledge and, in turn, how much 
joy, health, efficiency, and beauty you shall 

e able to give back out of your knowl- 
edge to your fellow men. 


IRVIN S. COBB tells you next month “How to Begin at the Top and Work Down!” This ar- 
ticle, which is full of helpful wisdom, was written out of Mr. Cobb’s own experience with 
writers and others who are unwilling to start at the bottom and work up. This, he says, is 
one of the commonest failings of the young people of to-day. The famous humorist gives you 
not only some mighty fine philosophy of life, but also some extraordinarily enlightening stories. 


It Took Him 26 Years To Travel 150 Feet 


a business roster of Detroit. He’s one of 
the town’s biggest men! 

His story is a perfect demonstration 
that a properly equipped man can be 
exactly what he wants to be, when he has 
the will to back up his want. For, make 
no mistake about it, young Schantz 
didn’t talk just to hear himself on that hot 
August night when he told the Irish 
baggageman he was going to be general 
manager. He knew, to a dot, the direction: 
in which he was heading. The general 
managership was the biggest job in sight— 
and he was after it, hammer and tongs. 

But let’s go back to the beginning, when 


(Continued from page 37) 


Schantz was a shaggy-headed grocery boy 
and a peddler of newspapers in the little 
town of Mansfield, Ohio. We must go 
back that far if you are really to know him. 
He was born in Galion, Ohio, one of a 
family which later grew to six; but when 
he was three his parents moved to Mans- 
field. His father, of German descent, was 
a thrifty and industrious storekeeper. His 
mother, on whom fell the task of rearin 
six youngsters, was of an old and respecte 
English family, a branch of which had 
migrated to Ohio in pioneer days. 
forgot to ask Schantz if he had dis- 
tinguished himself in school, as the boy 


with the best deportment, and the highest 
marks, and all that. But it’s my guess 
that he didn’t, that he was one of the 
upils whom the schoolma’am put in a 
ront seat where she could keep an eye on 
him. He probably had a bean shooter 
hidden away in a pocket and more than 
once was kept in during recess. At any 
rate, he didn’t stay in school any longer 
than the Ohio law compelled. At eleven 
years of age he was carrying newspapers; 
at thirteen he landed his first “regular” 
job. Meanwhile, his boy companions had 
shortened his name to “Gus” Schantz. 

Not far from the Schantz home was a 
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602 © Save the Surface Campaign, 1925 
pat and varnish earn their way in office, mill, be kept clean need clean surroundings. Spoilage, eye- 


and factory. Cheerfulness and good health increase strain, accidents diminish where paint and varnish 
production. Paint and varnish increase cheerfulness are on the payroll — sickness, friction, labor turnover 
and good health. Look to your working quarters as you also. “Save the surface and you save all” is a lively 


look to your roofs. Work- SAVE THE SURFACE CAMPAIGN, 507 The Bourse, Philadelphia, Pa. and profitable truth where 
A co-operative movement by Paint, Varnish and Allied Interests whose products RTP 
ers and products that must and services conserve, protect and beautify practically every kind of property. the millions work. 


Save the surface now before your property deteriorates. Painting can be paid for on the 
installment plan. Ask your painter or dealer or write to the Save the Surface Campaign. 
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grocery store conducted by an observant 
old German. One morning before school 
Gus was sent there by his mother to get a 
loaf of bread. Other customers were ahead 
of him, for the old German did a thrivin 
trade, and the boy had to stand back and 
await his turn at the counter. 

While waiting, Gus gazed around. He 
looked at the people, at the shelves and 
shelves of goods, at the big round glass 
cover over the cheese; and finally, his eyes 
straying over the floor, he saw a piece of 
string. He stooped and picked it up. The 
nang was tangled, but still it was service- 
able. 

“Mother had taught us to pick things 
up at home and put them where they 
belonged,” Mr. Schantz explained, ‘‘so it 
was the most natural thing in the world 
for me to open the slotted iron string 
holder on the counter and rewind the 
string on the ball. I didn’t know it, but 
the old German was watching what I did 
out of the corner of his eye. When it came 
my turn at the counter he asked me to go 
poor for sales , pict i 

n y who a piece of string wi 
save, ke Pa ‘I vant by me in der 
business.’ 

“Saturday morning I started work.” 

At the grocery—after school hours, on 
Saturdays, and during his summer vaca- 
tion—young Schantz served as general 
errand boy, deliverer of orders, and handy- 
Jack about the stable where was kept the 
store Dobbin. Sandwiched in between his 
work and school he carried his newspapers 
from door to door and took newspaper 
subscriptions.. 

All during those days in Mansfield 
young Gus Schantz was dreaming of other 
things than delivering papers and gro- 
ceries. One of his duties was to go to the 
railroad station every afternoon in time to 
meet the train from Cincinnati, and to 
make a flying catch of the bundle of papers 
flung from the baggage coach. He liked 
that hour of his day best. 


“I LIKED to see the trains come in,” he 
told me, “to study the people who 
were traveling, to wonder where they were 
going and where they had been, and to 
listen to the talk of the railroaders. 
Travelers, folks going somewhere—they 
were what eoid me. Somewhere 
around the station I learned that this 
carrying of people and freight and mail 
was called the transportation business. 
From then on, I wanted to be a transpor- 
tation man. My one big desire was to get 
into that business. 

“IJ got into it, too,” he went on, with a 
twinkle, “and didn’t lose much time doing 
it. My grandparents still lived in Galion, 
which was on what we called the ‘Bee 
Line,’ the road between Indianapolis and 
Cleveland, now known as the ‘Big Four.’ 
I went over to pay the old folks a visit, 
when I noticed thar the train was without 
a ‘butcher.’ 

“I asked the brakeman about this 
deficiency. 

“‘We have no butcher,’ he said, ‘be- 
cause nobody’s ever been able to make it 
pay on this run.’ 

‘A train ‘butcher,’ maybe you know, is 
the chap who goes through the coaches 
selling magazines, papers, popcorn, can- 
nd the like. It struck me if I could 
‘setween Galion and Mansfield I 

: climbed the first fence into the 


transportation business. Soon as I got to 
Galion I applied for the job, and a day or 
two later f was ‘butchering’ it on the Bee 
Line. And you couldn’t have bought my 
official headgear for a thousand dollars! 
I,was, in my own estimation, the most im- 
portant kid in Mansfield!” 


SAID, you will remember, that Gus 
Schantz's career demonstrates how a 
man can be what he wants to be. Well, 
from this point on, I would like you to note 
how each step he took was in a single direc- 
tion! You will see that he didn’t grab at 
any old job that offered, but that he picked 
certain jobs and went after them. The 
jobs didn’t come to him through chance. 
They needed a general delivery clerk at 
the Mansfeld post office. Schantz hgured 
that by getting into the post office he 
might be able to improve his knowledge of 
the transportation business, as it applied 
to the mails. He obtained the vacancy, in 
spite of the fact that he was only sixteen. 
and, one might think that in so doing 
he was walking straight up a blind alley. 

I asked him about this. 

“There is no such thing, in life,” he 
replied, “as an alley which is absolutel 
blind. If there isn’t a doorway out there'll 
be a window, and that was the case with 
my post-office job. I hadn’t worked two 
months before I discovered a phase of 
transportation work, right there in little 
Mansfield, which I hadn’t dreamed ex- 
isted. The Government and the railroads 
were eager to settle certain sections of the 
West, and were trying to induce Ohio 
farmers to take up Western land. 

“Of course this work was none of m 
business as a post-office clerk. It wasn’t 
included in my duties. But it was my 
business, as plain Gus Schantz, who 
wanted to become a transportation man. 
I’ve found, in my life, that you can’t 
depend on luck to bring things your way: 
you’ve got to get out and steer them in. 
Waiting to be a somebody only makes of 
you a nobody. . 

“I studied the settler problem. I talked 
with the railroad agents about it, and read 
every scrap of literature on government 
land grants which drifted into the post 
office from Washington. 

“Then, in my off time, I hired a horse 
and buggy and went out to talk with the 
farmers around Mansfield. Many of them 
were thinking about going West, but were 
still on the fence. When I gave these men 
the benefit of the information I had gained, 
they decided to go. I got up one party of 
twenty-six settlers, and for my work the 
railroad paid me a commission, which was 
a pretty good spur to keep at it. 

“At the same time I didn’t neglect my 
work in the post office, and at the end of 
my first year they promoted me to super- 
intendent of mails. Next year I was given 
a vacation, and this furnished me a chance 
to try out an idea I’d been mulling over 
for some time. My talks with the farmers 
had led me to believe that lots of folks who 
never got away from home would go off 
if somebody fixed up a trip for them. 

““Tf they had somebody to make all 
arrangements,’ I thought; ‘to buy their 
tickets and make all the plans, enough 
would go right here from Mansfield to 
fill a train.’ 

“I had saved some money, a little over 
three hundred dollars. I took this and 
chartered a special train to Dayton for an 


excursion. The Civil War wasn’t so lon 
over, and at Dayton was a new Soldiers 
Home. I figured that folks would like to 
see it, and visit the Soldiers’ Cemetery. 
“Don’t you think you’ve got too many 
cars in that train?’ asked the boys at the 


- post office, ‘You'll be lucky to fill one.’ 


“‘I haven’t enough cars,’ I retorted. 
‘What I have is all 1 could afford to hire.’ 

“And I didn’t have enough. The train 
was filled to the last seat, with some over. 
The whole countryside talked about the 
trip and I made seventy-five dollars clear 
profit. 

“The next summer I changed the pro 
gram and chartered a boat for my excur- 
sion, which made the trip much more 
elaborate. I had more than three hundred 

eople in the party. We went from 
ansfield to Sandusky, which is on Lake 
Erie, by train, and from Sandusky we 
sailed up Erie into Huron as far as 
Mackinaw. It was the first time I had 
been on the water, and that trip was the 
first big thrill of my life. In fact, it 
changed my whole plans. 

“My interest had been in railroad 
transportation; I hadn’t known of any 
other except in a casual way. Now I went 
over—lock, stock, and barrel—to water 
transportation. I knew I’d never be happy 
until I could have something to do with 
transporting people on boats. 

“Our boat was called the ‘Flora.’ In 
its white paint and brass trimmings it was 
the finest craft I’d ever seen. But as we 
nosed back into port at the close of the 
trip I saw a still finer boat getting under 
way. 

“Who does she belong to?’ I asked. 

““*That’s a D. & C. Line steamer,’ came 
the answer. 

‘Then it’s the D. & C. Line,’ I 
ised myself, ‘that I’m going to work for.’ 

“As soon as I could. T looked up the 
Detroit and Cleveland general passenger 
agent, and asked him to let me represent 
the D. & C. at Mansfield. I told him of my 
success with the ‘Flora’ excursion, where- 
upon he agreed to let me act as Mansfield 
assistant to the traveling passenger agent 
covering that district, my pay to be a 
commission on every passenger I sent to 
them. I went home walking on air. 

“I kept my job in the post office, but 
at the same time got busy for the D. & C. 
I talked boat travel. I organized more 
excursions, and in my spare time I read 
all I could about it. Sundays I would run 
up to the lake just to stand on the docks 
and stare at the boats. 


rom- 


“T WAS in the midst of getting one such 

excursion under way—it was in the 
following summer—when the general pas- 
senger agent sent for me. 

““*Schantz,’ he said, ‘the position of 
traveling passenger agent for your terri- 
tory has become vacant. I want you to 
take the place at once.’ ‘ 

“I felt a tingle run clear to my toes. 
It was the very job I was working to get! 

“When I told the postmaster about my 
offer he asked, “How much money did 
they offer you?’ 

“The question took me by surprise. 
Up to that minute I had not thought of 
money, and the general passenger agent 
had made no mention of salary. The post- 
master shook his head when I admitted 
as much. 

“*Te’s just as I imagined, Gus,’ he said. 


How achecking account helps i = 
you get ahead... in 8 ways! 


You’ve thought of a check-book as a convenience... Now 
learn how it furthers financial success 


“THE way to handle money efficiently, 
say authorities and successful people, 
is to r Pae in advance just where each 
dollar is going. Thus you spend and save 
intelligently—controlling your affairs in- 
stead of letting them control you. 
There are 8 definite wavs in which a 
> checking account makes money go farther. 
By stopping thoughtless, needless ex- 
penditures. By eliminating risks of losing 
money, making wrong change. By paying 
the same bills twice (for each check is its 
own best receipt). By saving your time— 
which is money in the making. By always 
showing you just where you stand. Fur- 
ther, a checking account is the only way 
in which you can plan and operate a budget 
with success. It gives you the powerful 
friendship of a good bank. And it earns 
the valuable respect of business people. 
Eight influences that work toward finan- 
cial independence. And you can employ 
them today if you just will! 


Talk to your banker 


This is but one of the great services your 
bank can render. An important one. Some 
banks make a small monthly charge, where 
checking balances run below a certain 
minimum. That is because such accounts 
actually represent a loss to the bank. But 
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‘You're going into this thing blindly. But 
since you will go ahead, 1’ll tell you what 
I'll do: I won’t let you resign; instead, I'll 
give you a two-months leave of absence. 
At the end of it, if you’re not satished, you 
can come back.’ 

“He didn’t knowit,” added Mr. Schantz, 
“but I had done my last work for the 
Mansfeld post office. I would have taken 
that job with the D. & C. had the salary 
been nothing a week!” 

He paused, twirling on his desk an odd- 
looking china frog which served in the 
capacity of a paper weight. The frog is 
the emblem which Mr. Schantz conceived 
for the D. & C. boats. 

“That brings us,” I suggested, “up to 
the time of your experience with the tk 
baggage agent. You had a long jump to 
make before becoming general manager.” 

“Te was a long jump,” Mr. Schantz 
nodded. “I was twenty-six years in 
making it, which is pretty good evidence 
that I didn’t make it all at once. Why, it 
took me twenty years even to meet the 
president of the company! It was in 1884 
that I was promoted to general Western 
traveling agent. I stuck in that position 
seven years, when I was made assistant 
general passenger agent. The next year, 
1892, I became general passenger agent. 
Ten years later I went up to general 
superintendent and passenger trafic man- 
ager, and a member of the board of 
directors; and it was in 1907 that I was 
promoted to the general managership. In 
1913 I was elected vice president and 
general manager, and in October of 1919 
president and general manager. 

“I have enumerated these various pro- 
motions to show you that my climb up the 
hill wasn’t made in an elevator. It in- 
volved some dog-gone tough footwork, 
and some of it was done at a crawl. 

“Tve been asked hundreds of times by 
ambitious young men, ‘What course would 

ou advise me to follow to get somewhere?” 
Í can give them only one answer: ‘Get 
into a job you like—and work! Keep your 
eyes off the clock. Work as if it were your 
business, and some day it may be. Con- 
scientious work is what counts. Don’t 
ever depend on luck.’ 

“But they don’t seem to like that 
advice. It isn’t new. It isn’t an inside 
tip. Young fellows have a notion in their 
heads that there is some secret about 
getting on that I am ‘holding out’ on 
them. They want the secret, not the trite 
advice that every wise father has handed 
out to his sons since Adam. 
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“YET work is the only secret. When I” 


worked overtime in the baggage- 
room, without pay, it wasn’t because 
was especially fond of work in itself. But, 
being a simple, unsophisticated soul, work 
was the only way I knew to get where I 
wanted to be, which was in the chair of the 
man who was boss over all those boats. 
Had I been a genius, maybe I could have 
figured out some easier, quicker, more 
spectacular way; but I wasn’t a genius— 
not many of us are. 

“My plan was perfectly simple: When 
the general passenger agent picked me for 
traveling passenger agent he did so, he 
infone me, because I already knew the 
work. What hint could be plainer? That 
incident made it as clear to me as if he had 
written it on the wall, that to qualify for a 


better job I should first of all learn that 
job; in a word, be ready for the vacancy 
before it occurred! 

“As a youngster entering the D. & C., 
therefore, I had made up my mind to give 
every minute which was my own to learn- 
ing the business. I repeat ‘every minute 
which was mine.’ The time which I put 
on the job the company was paying me to 
fill belonged to the company, and not to 
me. I didn’t take that time. 

“I learned the jobs ahead of mine after 
hours. For instance, the transportation 
and handling of baggage I learned in the 
baggage-room at night. For years I gave 
my evenings to self-imposed education. 
Mornings with the same purpose in mind, 
I would get to work an hour or two early. 
I went into every phase of the business as 
thoroughly as I did its baggage problems. 

“Why did I essay to learn the whole 
business instead of just one portion of it? 
Because I had no means of knowing at just 
what place that vacancy ahead of me 
would occur. There were a dozen better 
positions than mine, and by preparing 
myself for che whole dozen I had a twelve- 
times chance to land one. Then, when a 
man was needed, at length, who knew ail 
of the business, I was ready for that job 
too, the general managership. Don’t 
forget, however, that it took me twenty- 
six years to reach that point. It wasn’t 
attained overnight.” 


“THERE must have been something,” 
lsaid,‘“‘something in your early train- 
ing, very possibly at howe: which helped 
shape your viewpoint inthis. You looked 
a long way ahead for a youngster.” 

“For one thing,” replied Mr. Schantz, 
“T had started work young, at eleven. I 
was in the habit of working, on time and 
off. I needed no introduction to work. 
And every scrap of work I had done had 
been for strangers, that is, for people apart 
from my own family. I had not followed 
the usual, obvious course of going to work 
for my father. 

“Father, you’ll remember, was the 
proprietor of a general store in Mansfeld, 
which did a good business. He was one of 
the respected and successful merchants of 
the town. At the time, people couldn’t 
understand why ‘Gus Schantz should 
peddle papers and be a-deliverin’ orders 
for another storekeeper when he could 
have had easier work with his father.’ 

“Te happened that I didn’t want easier 
work. I wanted harder work. I was only 
a kid, but I had man-sized ideas. I wanted 
to fill a man’s shoes, to be ‘on my own’ as 
the boys say; to have money in my pocket 
which I could boast that I had earned. 
Doing odd jobs about Father’s store 
didn’t fit in at all with my notion of work. 
It seemed too much like—well, getting a 
penny for running down to the grocery to 
get Mother a loaf of bread. 

“At that I owe Father a debt for lettin 
me work for somebody other than himself. 
When the old German grocer offered me 
that first job, I went to Father to get his 
consent to it. He thought the matter over 
a little, and then nodded. 

“‘Go ahead, son,’ he said. ‘I could give 
ou a job, but if you didn’t work I guess 
*d spoil you.’ 

“That s as true to-day,” added Mr. 
Schantz, ‘‘as it was then. For every son 
who makes good at work under his 
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father’s charge there are a dozen others 
who are spoiled.” 

“Time and again I’ve seen business men 
try to bring up their sons under their own 
wing, and they only succeeded in doing 
them irrevocable harm. I could give you 
examples right from our own organization, 
going back to the days before we stopped 
that sort of thing. One department head 
had a son working for him in his depart- 
ment. The father was a capable executive, 
and the son was a bright, promising 
youngster. But he didn’t get along. 

“Hed come to work late. He’d loaf on 
the job. He’d shift work to others that 
belonged to him. Naturally, the others 
soin Dla ned: and they had to complain to 
the boy’s father, because he was in charge. 
Every time, instead of disciplining the 
boy, he would try to excuse him. He 
didn’t excuse him intentionally; he sim ly 
couldn’t see the boy’s mistakes. His 
father’s eyes were equipped with an in- 
visible pair of blinders, and he didn’t 
know it. 

“Finally I took matters in hand and had 
a frank talk with the father. The result 
was that the boy went to another company 
and came under an executive who would 
show him no favors and overlook no 
faults. Almost immediately he began to 
make good. To-day he has a responsible 
position and is on his way up. 

“There was one bit of training started 
by my mother which helped me above 
everything else. As soon as we were six 
years old Mother began to teach us how to 
observe and remember. 

“If we went to a picnic, or to the store, 
or even for a walk down the street and 
back, Mother expected us upon our return 
home to repeat to her everything we had 
seen—the people whom we had met, how 
they were dressed, what they had said and 
done, where and how we had met them. 

“‘When you are introduced to a per- 
son,’ she instructed, ‘try to think of some- 
body this person looks like, so that you 
may associate his face with that of some 
old friend. Look directly in the person’s 
eyes; and see if you can’t find some 
peculiar feature of the face that makes it 
worth remembering; and always repeat 
the name when introduced.’ 

“The result is that even to-day, as I 
walk along the street I subconsciously 
scan the face of every passer-by, and a 
month later, were he to come into my 
office, I would be able to tell him just 
where, at what time, and under what 
circumstances I had seen him on the 
street. I never make a written memo- 
randum of an engagement nor of a name, 
nor need my secretary remind me that I 
have an appointment. Memory saves me 
all kinds of trouble. 


“SUMMING UP, then, I would say 
three things principally helped me 
along: First, I liked what I was doing and 
knew what I was after; second, I had a 
capacity for unlimited work; third, I was 
inquisitive, and could remember what I 
was told and what I saw. Yov’ll agree, 
I think, that these were no extraordinary 
advantages. They are such as can be 
gained by anyone, man or woman, in any 
line or pathway of life. They’re free as 
the air! And when you bunch them, with 
an emphasis on that second one, work, 
look out for results of some kind!” 
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How Mrs. White planned decoration ~ 
for her remodeled home 


«“< 


Colonial home at New Castle, Pa. 


ways wanted it to be. 


Even as you and I would have done, 
she decided to start her plans that very 
moment. But where to begin? There 
were draperies, wall colors, furniture, 
woodwork, and countless other things 
to think of. And—yes, there were the 


floors! 


She writes to Armstrong’s 
Bureau of Interior Decoration 


Only yesterday she read an article 
which told that well-planned decora- 
tion should begin with the floor. She 
hunted for the magazine. There it 
was with a picture of an attractive 
room whose color plan was built on 
a pretty pattern floor, and—wait!— 
here was an offer of decorative advice 
to help her plan smartly correct in- 
teriors. 

So Mrs. White wrote a letter to 
Armstrong Cork Company’s Bureau 
of Interior Decoration. The letter 
came to—me. Together, with Uncle 
Sam as our messenger, Mrs. White 
and I planned color schemes for her 
solarium, sleeping rooms, breakfast 
room, kitchen, and sewing room—all 
based on pattern floors of Armstrong’s 
Linoleum. 


HAT an opportunity!” thought 
Mrs. Robert M. White, when it 
was finally decided to remodel her Dutch 
Im- 
mediately she saw a vision, not only of 
a newer, finer home, but also of a home 
furnished and decorated as she had al- 


The way Mrs. White worked out her ideas for 
furnishing and decorating her home was so prac- 
tical and worry-saving that I have asked her per- 
mission to tell others about it. 


HAZEL DELL BROWN 
Interior Decorator 


The charm of this marble tile floor of Armstrong's Linoleum is enhanced by a mitered 


border of plain black linoleum. Such a floor serves as a foundation for the decorative 
scheme, adding vigor and interest to the whole room. 


Today, Mrs. White has modern 
floors that add a beauty of their own 
to the beauty of the furnishings of 
her tastefully planned rooms. These 
linoleum floors are permanently ce- 
mented in place over a lining of 
builders’ heavy deadening felt. They 
are lustrous, easy-to-clean, smooth- 
surfaced floors. They will never need 
refinishing. Waxed and polished once 
or twice a year, dusted with a dry 
mop on cleaning days, they should 
keep their beauty for a lifetime of the 
hardest wear. 


If you are planning to remodel or 
redecorate any room or group of 
rooms, and, like Mrs. White, wonder 
just where and how to begin with 
your color schemes, write to me in 
care of Armstrong Cork Company’s 
Bureau of Interior Decoration. It will 


be a pleasure to offer you suggestions, 
to submit samples of wall colors, 
draperies, and pattern floors that will 
help you create attractive interiors. 
Of course, there is no charge for this 
personal service. 


I should also like to send you a 
new book on 


Furnishing and decorating homes 


Agnes Foster Wright, formerly President of the 
Interior Decorators’ League of New York and 
a contributor to House and Garden and other 
magazines, wrote this book, “ Floors, Furniture, 
and Color.” Itcontains deco- 


rative ideas for all kinds of Look for the 
homes, all types of rooms. It CIRCLE A 
will be sent to anyone who trademark on 
writes forit, enclosing 25cents the burlap back 


to cover packing and mailing 
costs. (60 cents in Canada.) 
Armstrong Cork Company, 
Linoleum Division, 2504 
Liberty St., Lancaster, Pa. 


Armstrong’s Linoleum foreery floor in the hous 
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; STRAUS BUILDING 


As the Way 
to Market 


HE safe, sure success- 

ful way to build up a 
competence for the after 
years of life is veritably as 
plain as the “way to mar- 
ket”. Save to invest in read- 
ily marketable bonds of 
provensafety and adequate 
interest yield. 


Straus Bonds are backed 
with the 43 year Straus 
record of payment in full, 
in cash, exactly on the days 
due, of every dollar of in- 
terest and principal. They 
have a steadily broadening 
outside market which nat- 
urally results from such a 
record, and always yield 
the highest interest rate 
consistent with safety. 


Investigate these securities 
today. A letter—even a 
postal — will bring you 
our newest booklet — 43 
Years Without Loss to Any 
Investor — and put you on 
the safe road to successful 
investment. Ask for 


BOOKLET G.-1521 


S.W. STRAUS 
& CO, 


Established 1882 
Investment Bonds 


Incorporated 


STRAUS BUILDING 
Michigan Ave. 
at Jackson Blvd. 
CHICAGO 


505 Fifth Avenue 
at goth St, 
NEW YORK 


STRAUS BUILDING 
79 Post Street, SAN FRANCISCO 


| 43 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS 


TO ANY INVESTOR 
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THE FAMILY'S MONEY 


Why We Don’t Argue Any More 
About Where Our Money Goes `; 


FTER finding a joint checking 
A account and budget unsatisfac- 
tory, my husband and I worked 
out the Pllowike lan, which for more 
than a year has solved our money prob- 
lem. As a result, the first of the month is 
no longer a blue day, because now we 
can’t disagree over where the money went 
and who 1s responsible. 

Our income is $210 a month. As we had 
kept an account of our expenses over the 
first year and a half of married life, we had 
a basis for figuring just what it should 
cost us for a year. We decided what items 
were best taken care of by each, and we 
figured the budget accordingly. 

My checking account 1s credited with 
$100 the first of each month. Following 
are the items which I must pay, and the 
average allowed each month: 


Savings, Building and Loan $10.00 
Baby 10.00 
Clothes 10.00 
Church and Charity 9.00 
Food 40.00 
Water 1.00 
‘Telephone 2.00 
Light 4.00 
Household, miscellaneous 3.00 
Oil (cooking fuel) 3.00 
Laundry 4-00 
Ice 1.00 
Personal 3.00 

£100.00 


The church item may seem high; but I 
belong to two church organizations, which 
I must entertain once a year in addition 
to the annual dues for both. This item 
also includes membership fees and dona- 
tions to various charitable organizations, 
such as the Red Cross, hospital auxiliary, 
missions, and the like. 


THE ten-dollar savings item listed at 
the head of the account is the first 
check written every month. The savings is 
made in a building and loan association, 
and the account draws seven per cent 
compound interest. It is surprising how 
fast the ten dollars a month counts up; 
and those interest entries in the pass 
book are eagerly watched for. 

Never before in my life have I been able 
to keep saved the amount of money 1 have 
accumulated through building and loan 
savings during the past year and a half. 
Naturally, you would think twice before 
writing to ask the withdrawal of funds 
from such a savings account, while there 
would be little hesitation about with- 
drawing the money from the local savings 
bank. At least, that is what I have found 
in my own case. 

As for food, we find that it takes just 
about $40 a month to furnish the table 
with suitable food the year round. Our 
milk is about $7.50 a month and the fruit 
alone is about $10 or $12, while the meat 
perhaps is the smallest item on the list. 
Our garden in summer furnishes us with 
fresh vegetables in season. 


The items which my husband pays for 
out of the $110 credited to his account are 
as follows: 


House Rent $29.00 
Life Insurance 15.00 
Building and Loan Savings 5.00 
Personal, Golf, etc 4.00 
Savings 30.00 
Coal 8.00 
Clothes (himself) 10.00 
Operation of Car 5.00 
Church 2.00 


We have been particularly fortunate in 
our savings. We had money drawing five 
per cent in a local savings bank and had a 
chance to loan $350 at a higher rate, which 
we promptly did. We also secured some 
stock in a public utilities company which 
pays good dividends. When you see the 
interest mounting, it gives you a keener 
zest for saving. 


WITHIN the next few years, as soon 
as we have accumulated enough for 
the substantial first payment, we plan to 
own a home. 

We have seen so many buy homes and 
then be burdened wath heavy interest 
payments on principal still due, that we 
feel it would be wiser to wait until we can 
make a fairly large initial cash payment. 
Thus we can reduce the amount of interest 
on deferred payments. 

During the past year, a new arrival in 
the family cost us considerable in the way 
of hospital bills, doctor bills, and special 
food for the baby. This took some of our 
savings. 

We have found that by having a defi- 
nite goal toward which to work much more 
can be accomplished. This year we intend 
to add some new pieces of furniture to our 
present supply, and we also hope to be 
able to turn in the old car toward the pur- 
chase of a new one. 

. Practically all of our ex 
ered by charge accounts. We tried paying 
for everything, but it was too much 
trouble to write a check every time the 
butcher’s boy delivered meat. Besides, 
when I kept cash on hand it went for 
things I didn’t intend to buy. We do keep 
strict track of our charges, however, jot- 
ting them down, as soon as made, in a 
little book kept for that purpose. In this 
way it is possible to determine at any time 
during the month just what our out- 
standing obligations are. Thus we are 
not likely to exceed the amount set by the 


mses are cov- 


budget. 

The advantages of this system are 
mainly three: 

1. Each is responsible for certain items 
of the budget; (2) it is so much easier to 
stay within the limit when one person, 
and only one, incurs an obligation under 
any one item; (3) there is a feeling of 
partnership when the wife is allowed 
to have her own checking account and 
part of the savings are made in her name. 

MRS, W. J. M. 
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Irvin S. Cobb—“How to Begin 
At the Top and Work Down” , 


© H. H. Co. 


HOSIERY— of exquisite texture, of newest shades 
that make each costume stunning 


ARIS says short skirts — 
shorter and shorter! With sheer- 
est hose, in rich yet delicate shades. 


You, fair maid and matron, agree that 
it’s a charming fashion. But one which 
puts a great responsibility upon your 
choice of stockings. 


We answer, that this is our part — that we 
make selection easy. A great assortment of 
smart styles in sheerest cobweb chiffon, 
rich heavier silks, and fine silk and lisle, are 
all supplied in the widest range of the new 
French colors. How to find them? By asking 
for Holeproof at one of your leading stores. 
Then revel in the pleasure of choosing the 
loveliest hose you’ll ever see! 


)OF HOSIERY COMPANY, MILWAUKEE - 


WHAT’S WORN IN PARIS? 


Write for our Paris Style Bulletin and learn. 
We publish it every month to give women 
who want to know what’s what the ad- 
vance style news which is received by us by 
cable from Paris. Sent free if you'll supply 
us with your name and address on a postal. 


Hosiery style specialists 
Holeproof is the name which has al- 
ways stood for quality. Now it’s the 
hall-mark of style. We concentrate on 
perfecting only hosiery that fashion 
demands. It’s your sure guide to what 


Holeproof Hosiery 


you want in stockings. It’s your assure 
ance of sheerness—a fit that’s trimmer 
and snuggerthan you’ve ever had before. 


It gives you the newest, hard-to-find 
shades that milady of Paris is wearing. 
You can’t make a mistake if you look 
for the name Holeproof. 


Full-fashioned?—of course, and semi-fashion- 
ed, too, with seamed back and fashioned 
marks. Weights range from gossamer chiffon 
through every grade for every occasion. Al- 
ways with quality which prevents disappoint- 
ment. No uneven texture, threads or knots. 
Prices? Moderate—surprisingly so! If you’re 
the practical woman who wants the most her 
money can buy, visit your Holeproof dealer, 


HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED, LONDON, ONTARIO 
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The American Magazine's 
Directory of Schools 


Schools and Colleges for Girls 


FOR GIRLS 


The following classes of students are admitted: 
1. Students desiring to complete their college preparation. 
Final year students will be admitted (arahat: 

2. Students desiring to complete their high school or second- 
ary school work (diploma). 

3. Students who have completed their high school or secondary school work, 
and desire to take Junior College Courses. A diploma will be given 
students completing any two year course. With the exception of English 
and Literature, these courses are entirely elective. 

Special opportunities of Boston in Music, Art, historical associations: 
Voice, Piano, Violin, Harp, Pipe Organ, with eminent Boston 
masters. 

Outdoor sports. Horseback Riding (our own stables), 9 Hole Golf 
Course on the property; Tennis, Field Sports; all Winter Sports; 
Canoeing; Gymnasium, 45 by 90 ft., Swimming Pool. 

A finely equipped sc! —10 buildings. 

Domestic Science, Elocution, Art, Excellent Secretarial Courses; 
Business Management; Junior College Courses. 

Some rooms with hot and cold water. Students for 1925-26 are being 
accepted in the order of their applications. 


Spectal cars for Western girls from Chicago September 22 
maea iiit tome ie 1658 Summit St, NEWTON, Mass. 


et 


Girls 


Along the beach 


\ NATIONALLY patronized school of 
A limited enrollment, emphasiz- 
ing the two-year Junior Col- 
lege and four-year High School 
courses. Special work in Art, Music, 
Expression, Home Economics, Secre- 
tarial Training and Normal Course 
in Physical Education. 

Ideal location on Gulf of Mexico. 
Healthful, delightful climate. Spa- 
cious campus with beautiful modern 
buildings. All- sports, Swimming. 
Riding. For catalog write President 
Richard G. Cox, Box T, Gulfport, 
Mississippi. 


Gulf Park College 


Peantel 1853 A SCHOOL FOR 
4 A College of the GIRLS 
Cultural and Practical. a ee 
the Work of 


f BEECHWOOD. * 
WARD -BELMONT „ Courses extended, faculty enlarged, equipment i R V | N 70th 
For Cirnts AND YOUNG Women || increased. A Christian college of long and honor- year 


able history; a school of proved soundness in 
: r : ful Cı d Valley, H . Coll 
theory and practice. Combined faculty built by d: puna coureg pranting A-B. dearec, Miec: o. Voice, 
7 . ry, Harmony, etc. Home Economics, Secre- 
pression. A school of select patronage. Swimming pool. 


Excellent academic standards, extensive 


tory. i 
grounds, the most modern and complete years of selection. Many graduates occupy posi- ee T 


> . eater tions of responsibility. joderate rates. For catalog address 
ignity A ; 
eee plua- the charming dign tyo ; A angue policy. Every course based on student’s Irving College and Music Conservatory 
collego tear preparatory work do meet (| | indiidual, aptitude pr alent, Fig, for, sosial | | EE. Compbel Pres. > > Bex A, Mechaniesburo, Pa. 
Deividas] nondi: meong Art and men degree courses in all departments. General College 
turo Expression Physical Training, Do- course, „Junior „College _ course, Music, Art, 
nestis Science Secretarial Horseback ride Illustration, Design, Interior Decoration, Physical 
ing and outdoor sports  Swinnmini pool Education, Kindergarten-Primary, Expression, 
and gymnasium. References required: ‘Ap- Public School Music, Home Economics, Secretary- 


x rte hip. States grant teaching certificates on special 
plications for 1925-26 should be made at di paie g s : 
plomas. Swimming pool, athletic field, gym- 
once. Booklets on request. Address nasium, library, large new pipe organ. Rates 
WARD-BELMONT moderate. Full Degree Rights. Catalog. 
e r | Address Registrar, Beechwood Hall, Beaver 
Belmont Heights Box 8, Nashville, Tenn. College, Jenkintown, Pa. Suburb of Philadelphia, 


within two miles of city limits. 


Overlooking beautiful village of Auburndale—ten 
miles from Boston. 30 acres, 15 buildings. 

A conati course on the care and management of the 
home and family. Unusual training tn music with 
concert work. Secretarial, Art, Teacher Training and 
College Preparatory Courses. 

Indoor and outdoor athletics. Gymnasium and swim- 
ming pool. Horseback riding. feature. Booklet. 

GUY M. WINSLOW, Ph. D., Principal 
141 Woodland Road, Auburndale, Massachusetts 


BRENAU 


COLLEGE CONSERVATORY 


Noted for: select patronage 30 states; pleasant social 
life; location foothills Blue Ridge Mountains North 
of Atlanta. Standard A. B. course; special advan- 
taces in music, oratory, art, domestic science, 
physical culture. 31 buildings, outdoor sports; 
swimming, boating, horse-back riding, ete. Catalog 
and illustrated book. Address 


BRENAU, Box R, Gainesville, Ga. 


WARRENTON Schnoor Q ssinin 


Near Washington in beautiful Piedmont Valley. 


College preparatory and general courses. French School for Girls 
conversation prevails. Home atmosphere. Girls 

learn to study and know nature. _Inculcates ideas of 

order and economy. Fixed rate. Separate cottage for 

girls under twelve. Personally conducted summer 

tour of France if desired. Catalogue. MLLE. Lea M. 

Boutiany, Box 50, Warrenton, Va. 


Congenial School Life Worth While Courses 

Bishopthorpe girls enjoy profitable study and all Some girls elect the College Preparatory Course. 
those recreations that make school life really de- Others take advantage of the unusual opportunity 
lightful—Riding, Tennis, Swimming in the School's to study Home Economics, Interjor Decoration, 
own Pool, Dramatics, School Dances, and occasional Costume Design, Secretarial Work, Expression, 
chaperoned trips to New York and Philadelphia, Art, Music or Arts and Crafts. 
only two hours distant. Write for the new illustrated catalog 
Mr. and Mrs. Claude N. Wyant Principals Box 249 Bethlehem, Pennsylvania 


ACCREDITED. Intensive College Preparatory; Household management & Decora- 
tion. Music, 50 minutes from Boston. Beautiful 40 acre estate — woods and sea- 
shore. Trips to Historic points, horseback riding, tennis, rowing, sailing, field sports, 
skiing, skating. Catalog. Mr. & Mrs. C.P. Kendall, Box 318, Prides Crossing, Mass. 
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The King of the Arctic Trails 


Adventures of Scotty Allan, famous dog-racer, who has fought blinding bliz- 
zards, risked treacherous ice, and crawled along mountain crests, bracing 
himself stoutly to keep the polar wind from tipping him off 
into canyons—His thrilling experiences, and the 
story of Baldy, the greatest of racing dogs 


By Barrett Willoughby 


OME, snowed-in city beside 

Bering’s frozen sea! Nome, 

pioneer streets fluttering with 

the green and gold pennants of 

Derby Week; whistles tootin 
bells ringing, scurrying Malemutes howl- 
ing in comic unison with the shouting, 
joyous crowds. Boom! Cannon salute 
from Fort Davis. 

Fur-clad whites tumble over parkaed 
Eskimos in the rush toward the frigid 
shore in front of town. The band strikes 
up. A mighty cheer echoes across the ice 
hummocks. And then, speeding like the 
wind down the silver trail, comes the 
cause of it all—a dog team! 

Dogs and driver are_frost-whitened, 
gaunt, battered, from four days’ ‘and 
nights’ grueling on the longest, most 
cruel race course in the world: But as 
they make the home 
stretch, every deco- 
rative tail on the 
man’s parka is danc- 
ing, andevery weary, 
faithful paw of the 
pater ued Hus- 

ies is padding out a 
swift tattoo of vic- ; 
tory on the beaten “fo 
snow—victory for 1- 
the white and gold 
colors streaming 
from the collar of 
the lead dog. 

“Scotty Allan! 
Baldy!” yells the 
crowd. “Three 
cheers for Scotty, 
winner of the All 
Alaska Swee 


stakes! Three for 
Baldy, the greatest 
dog in the North!” 


Amid wild excite- 
ment, the team 
dashes over the line 
and stops, panting, 
in front ofthe judges’ 
stand. Men fight 
to grasp the hand of 
the driver; women 


struggle to embrace him. The prize— 
ten thousand dollars heaped in a silver 
cup—is pressed into Allan’s tired arms. 

RE hoist him to their shoulders 
and bear him in triumph toward the 
town, while others, equally enthusiastic, 
come behind, carrying Baldy, the idol 
of Alaska dog men; Baldy, the glory of 
the racing trail, who never ran “out of 
the money; ” Baldy, the most famous lead 
dog in the world, who brought his team 
in a winner seven times in the annual 
sweepstakes races! 

No leader is expected to stand up under 
more than two races over that four- 
hundred-and-twenty-mile course, which 
comprises every hazard of the Arctic: the 
grinding ice of Bering Sea; the frozen 
tundra, where blizzards smother and 
polar winds cut like blades; the mountain 


sty Allan and his team which won the second All- Alaska Sweepstakes. This was the 
smallest team in the race, but with Scotty and his great lead dog, Baldy, on the job, 
it came into Nome the winner. Baldy is the darker of the two Malemutes up front. 
Tom Tolman, the murderer dog described in the accompanying article, is on the 
far side, and near the middle of the team. He is the white Husky with the black ears. 
This picture of Allan and his dogs was made on the frozen surface of Bering Sea 


crests, where men and dogs crawl on their 
bellies to keep from being blown over into 
canyons; the glare ice of lakes; the face of 
glaciers, where drivers hitch the team to 
their belts, and climb with spiked feet 
about the yawning crevasses; the stark 
bitterness of Death Valley, which claims 
its toll of lives each year. 

On that course, men and dogs not only 
match their speed, their wits, their 
endurance, against their own kind; but, 
in addition, they pit themselves against 
the savage, merciless elements of the 
North, where one mistake means death. 
On the Sweepstakes Trail it is a common 
occurrence to have dogs frozen stiff in the 
traces and lost teams swept to sea. One 
in three drivers comes in snow-blind and 
raving mad from the cold and fatigue 
exacted by that four-day race. 

Bue dog-racing is 


=— , tothe Alaskan what 
-| horse-racing is to 
~ theKentuckian,with 


the added fillip due 

to the terrible haz- 

ards of the course. 

As much as two 
| hundred thousand 
dollars has changed 
hands at the end 
of a dog race, and 
gold sca have been 
won by sportsmen 
who have wagered 
their all on Scotty 
Allan and his leader, 
Baldy. 

Scotty, euphoni- 
ously christened 
Allan Alexander 
Allan, is an Alaskan, 
a miner, an adven- 
turer, and the owner 
of the finest kennels 
in the North. De- 
spite the fact that 
his people in Scot- 
land tried for three 

ears to make a 
lawyer of him, he 


Alaska’s 
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(Above) Baldy, described by Barrett 
Willoughby as the greatest racing 
leader the North has known. Seven 
times he piloted his team home, a 
winner in the annual All-Alaska 
Sweepstakes. No leader is expected to 
stand up under more than two of 
these heartbreaking races, but year 
in and year out, old Baldy, who, by 
the way, was a mongrel, proved him- 
self better than the best of them. In 
this article Scotty Allan, Baldy’s 
master, tells you about the dog's 
great strength and courage 


(Right) Dubby, the greatest ‘‘loose 
leader” ever developed by Scotty 
Allan. A loose leader runs ahead of 
his team, doing the thinking for the 
other Huskies, but never pulling a 
pound. Dubby piloted his teams on 
many trips of 2,000 miles or more, in 
the days when most of Alaska was a 
trackless land. In his old age Dubby 
became one of the most respected 
dwellers of Nome, and a judge who 
lived there always raised his hat 
when the venerable dog passed by! 


champion dog-musher, and the world’s 
greatest authority on the breeding and 
training of racing and sled dogs. 

It is through his efforts that the Nome 
dog has become internationally famous. 
Explorers and adventurers, setting out 
for the Arctic or the Antarctic regions, 
have their dogs selected and trained for 
this perilous work by Allan. He has also 
perfected a sled and harness especially 
designed for such expeditions. From the 
golden sands of Nome to the battlefields 
of France, his name is a household word 
among dog lovers; for, during the war, 
it was he to whom France called to bring 
to her assistance that four-footed foreign 
legion, the War Dogs of Nome, whose 


heroic work in transporting ammunition © 


under fire is now a matter of history. 


THE day Allan landed in France with 
his four hundred and forty dogs— 
twenty-eight of which had been sired by 
the lion-hearted Baldy—one snow-bound 
battery high up in the Vosges Mountains 
had been trying unsuccessfully for two 
weeks to get ammunition. Four days 
later, those dogs—trained on the grueling 
Sweepstakes Tail of Alaska—had trans- 
ported ninety tons to the besieged French- 
men. 
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That was but a beginning of the service 
which won for Allan and his dogs the 
Croix de Guerre. 

Alaskans call him King of the Arctic 
Trails, because in all his twenty-five 


ears’ wandering and battling with the 

lizzards of the Riri he has never been 
lost. “But the credit goes to my dogs,” 
he told me the other day, as we sat talk- 
ing “dog” by the side of. the trail. 

Scotty Allan is not at all the frost- 
bitten “sourdough” his experiences would 
indicate, but a sturdy, athletic fellow 
with a clean-cut, youthful face under a 
thatch of hair white as Alaska’s peaks. 
“Whenever I’ve found myself in a tight 

lace,” he continued, “‘no matter whether 
was carrying the mail, mushing from 
one camp to another, or racing for a ten- 
thousand-dollar purse, Id trust to my 
leader’s judgment rather than my own. 
Sometimes, of course, I didn’t trust soon 
enough. 

“I remember once, in the early days of 
my racing, I was on the home stretch in a 
blizzard. My team was in good shape 
though, as I always conserve their 
strength for the final run. Nearing the 
little town of Council I passed another 
racer—we'll call him Fenwick, though 
that was not his name. He had made 


remarkable time in the early part of the 
race, and, consequently, he was pretty 
nearly all in. He shouted to me that he 
was quitting at Council. I went on. 


“BY THIS time the air was thick as 

smoke with whirling snow. Gritty 

as salt it was, and stinging like splinters 

of steel. It baked into my furs and the 

coats of my dogs, until we were 

encased in snow crusts solid as 

ice. It grew worse. The din 

deafened me. I couldn’t hear, 

couldn’t see, couldn’t breathe. 

I felt as if the dogs and I were 

fighting all the devilish ele- 

ments in the universe. As we 

battled on, I got a glimpse of 

the wheel dog now and then— 

the one nearest the sled, you 

know—but for the most part I 

couldn’t see even him. I knew 

positively that my team was there 

ahead of me in the smother, with old 

Baldy leading them. But, just the 

same, I’d stop them every quarter of 

an hour or so, and crawl forward 

through the drifts to lay my hands on 

them one by one, to make sure. The 

younger dogs would whine and try 

to dig in under the snow—you know 

the way they do in a blizzard; but 

Baldy knew he was racing, and he’d 

round them up every time and make 
them buck into it again. 

“Te got dark. On the other side of 
Council the trail, being hard to find, 
had been marked with stakes. I kept 
flashing my electric torch until I 
picked them up. Then I tried to 
make Baldy follow the staked trail. 
He refused. As fast as I’d swing 
him into it, he’d try to go off to the 
right again. For two hours he kept 
fighting to leave that trail for the 
right, but I stubbornly held him to 
the stakes. And then—to my as- 
tonishment—the trail petered out, 
and I found myself in some timber, 
when I knew there shouldn’t have 
been any within thirty miles! I had 

to turn and go way back to Council again 
to get my bearings; and then I found that 
the stakes had been changed that day. 
They had fooled me all right; but they 
couldn’t fool Baldy. By not giving him 
his way, I lost first place in that race.” 


ALLAN did not tell me, but all of Alaska 
knows the story of that stake chang- 
ing. The betting in Council had been heavy 
against Scotty. Certain citizens, to make 
their winning sure, had hired an Eskimo 
woman and her reindeer to break a false 
trail leading away to the timber, and had 
transferred the stakes to it to mislead 
the redoubtable little Scotchman. When 
they saw him return to Council nearly 
exhausted, the schemers woke the racer 
Fenwick, who had been asleep over two 
hours. Though he had ofhcially an- 
nounced himself out of the race, they 
started him again, one of their number 
going ahead to put a lantern as a warning 
where the false trail branched off. 

Allan lay down with his weary dogs for 
half an hour’s rest; then, eluding the 
plotters, who were already celebrating his 
defeat, he launched his team into the 
blizzard again. The refreshed Fenwick, 
with his two-hour start, won first place; 
but Baldy brought the Allan team in only 


The King of the Arctic Trails, by BARRETT WILLOUGHBY 


a few minutes behind him, and won the 
second prize. 

Baldy, the super-dog, was no aristocrat 
born in the racing kennels of Nome. He 
was a little Malemute with a bit of hound 
and a bit of bird dog in him; a mongrel, 
who worked himself up from obscure 
puppyhood until he became the greatest 
racing leader the North has ever known. 
He was a one-man dog, quiet and re- 
served, with a certain calm dignity that 
commanded respect. The wild demon- 
strations that greeted him at the end of 
every race bored him; he liked to keep 
himself aloof from crowds of men. Yet 
when he laid his muzzle on Scotty Allan’s 
knee, and raised his great, intelligent eyes 
to his master’s face, they seemed to hold 
in their brown depths the wisdom and 
the yearning and the inarticulate love of 
centuries. 

There have been friendlier and faster 
lead dogs in the North, but never Baldy’s 
equal for intelligence, courage, and 
endurance. In addition, 
he had enough of the 
wild in him to make 
him infallible on the 
trail, and he had a fierce 

ride in his leadership. 

t was this pride that 
not only kept him from 
giving up under the cruel 
rigors of the sweepstakes 
course, but also enabled 
him to keep his team- 
mates nosing into bliz- 
zards that sent other 
dogs whimpering to bury 
themselves in the pro- 
tecting snow. 


“TVE handled dogs all 
my life,” Allan told 
me, “and for sheer gat 
and fighting spirit Baldy 
heads thelist. [remember 
once—it was in the big- 
gest race I ever ran—I 
stopped to rest the team 
at the last road-house on 
the home stretch. When 
I started to hitch up 
again, I found that Baldy 
had gone lame. He was 
so stiff and sore from 
bucking the blizzards 
that the slightest touch 
made him wince; but, 

ame to the backbone, 
fe tried to stand for his 
harness, leaning over 
against a teammate and 
moaning with pain all 
the while. I knew that 
without him I was a 
goner, for I always do 
my spurting on the home 
stretch, and there were 
five other teams ahead 
of me, all in fair con- 
dition. 

“‘In any race, a dog 
in need of recuperating 
is put on the sled and 
carried along. I had one 
of the boys Fold a sleep- 
ing bag open while two 
of us tried to put Baldy 
into it to keep him from 
freezing onthe way. He 
knew what was coming, 


the plucky lad, and fought against the 
humilation of it. We finally got him tied 
into the bag and on the sled. I put 
another dog in the lead, and was just 
about to give-the word to start when 
there was the darnedest growling and 
ripping you ever heard. Baldy’s fangs 
slashed through that bag as if it had been 
paper, and out he came, his eyes blazing 
with determination. 

“ By George, it was pitiful, and wonder- 
ful too, to watch him crawl to the head of 
his team, and try to get them started. 
He’d stagger along a little way and then 
look back. hen he saw they didn’t 
move, he’d come back and rub against 
them, as much as to say, ‘Come on, 
fellows. Let’s try to get going.’ He did 
this two or three times; but they didn’t 
follow him, because he wasn’t hitched, 
you know. 

“Then he came over to me, whimpering 
and begging as plainly as anything you 
ever heard to be hooked up in his place. 


mutes famous, and these dogs of the Northland have returned the com- 
pliment by making Scotty equally as famous! Allan is a miner, a kennel 
owner and dog-racer. Many times he and his great dogs have come home 
the winners of the grueling, 420-mile All- Alaska Sweepstakes races. During 
the World War, France sent for Allan, and he went to Europe, taking with 
him the ‘‘War Dogs of Nome,” a four-footed Foreign Legion. Less than a 
week after landing, his dogs had transported ninety tons of ammunition 
to snow-bound French batteries high in the mountains. For this and other 
feats, he and his dogs received military decorations. Allan is frequently 
called upon to select and train Huskies that are to accompany Arctic and 
Antarctic explorers. The picture shows him with Baldy, his peerless lead dog 
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The proud courage of the little fellow was 
enough to make a man weep. I patted 
him, and told him how utterly impossible 
it was; and then, just to convince him, I 
hitched him in the lead again. He started 
off, slowly at first, moving his poor stiff 
legs by sheer will power. Then, as the 
exercise limbered him up, he began going 
faster and faster, until, by George, we 
were passing those teams ahead of us one 
by one! When we’d'given the last one the 
po-by, Baldy was going like the wind. 

e brought us in first in the most hotly 
congested race we ever ran!” 

“Just what qualities go to make a 
leader?” I asked. 

“Well, a leader of dogs, you know, 
possesses many of the qualities that dis- 
tinguish a leader of men,” he replied: 
“intelligence, diplomacy, determination, 
enthusiasm, and sometimes strength, 
though not always the latter. A leader 
must, first of all, be respected by his team- 
mates, or they are likely to ‘gang’ him. 
Many times you'll find 
a small dog possessing 
all the qualities of leader- 
ship except strength. At 
home, the others may 
take his meat away from 
him; but in harness they 
will follow him im- 
plicitly. 


“THEN, again, a 

“Reade na be a 
strong dog, who, if other 
methods of management 
fail, will whip his team- 
mates into obedience. 
When you consider that 
a team is composed of 
from seven to thirty- 
three dogs you can see 
what a task he has. The 
work of a lead dcg is 
hard at all times. Since 
a team is driven entirely 
by the voice of the driver, 
the leader must be con- 
tinually on the alert for 
commands. More than 
that, he has to exert him- 
self to swing the whole 
team behind him. If the 
dogs like him, they help 
him. Otherwise, they 
willfully drag upon him, 
tiring him physically as 
well as mentally. 

“A leader, too, must 
have that certain some- 
thing that inspires his 
followers. He must know 
how to find a trail in a 
blinding blizzard or under 
four feet of freshly fallen 
snow. He must know 
how to test new ice, to 
ascertain whether or not 
it will bear the weight of 
his team and sled. It 

oes without saying that 

e must know that Gee 
means go to the right, 
and Haw means go to 
the left. Every dog in 
Alaska, of course, knows 
that Mush means go on. 

“Baldy had all the 
qualities of a leader to 
(Continued on page 76) 


“A Big, Human Fellow 
Named Cutter” 


When he was just out of college, the United Fruit Company gave Victor Cutter 
a small job on an obscure banana farm in Central America—Twenty 
years later this same company, the greatest of its kind in the world, 
put him at the head of all its vast farms, steamships, railroads, 
and telegraph lines — How he helped to develop tropical 
plantations, and how he rose to his present post 


N THE matter of hobbies the world 
offers a wide variety for individual 
choice. You may specialize in 
stamps; you may track antique 
tables to their dusty lairs; you may 
chase butterflies, or you may become a 


By Bruce Barton 


collection another big-industry president. 

The past few years have furnished good 
hunting to us president-collectors, for 
big business is just now entering its 
second generation. The industries which 
are so powerful that they seem to have 


only a glimpse of him to know why he 
pushed up through. 

In the nation’s biggest bank is Charles 
E. Mitchell, also in his forties. Do you 
recall the piece about him which appeared 
in these pages? When he-was manager of 


magazine writer and collect 

residents of big industries. 

he latter hobby is at least 
as profitable as the others 
and, I think, even more 
exciting; for every inter- 
view with a president is an 
adventure into a new, un- 
charted land... . 

Here he sits, in a common- 
place office behind a flat-top 
desk—a man with a head 
and a chest and a couple of 
arms and legs, the standard 
equipment with which na- 
ture outfits us all; yet 
somehow he has managed 
to lift himself into the 
leadership of ten thousand 
or fifty thousand or a 
hundred thousand people. 
And the adventure consists 
in trying to find out How 
and Why. 

You put forward your 
questions like scouting 
parties, and wait eagerly to 
see what reports they bring 
back. People come in with 
matters to be decided, the 
telephone rings, he is calm 
or restless, vigorous-looking 
or tired, he is well dressed or 
carelessly dressed, quick to 
answer or deliberate, he 
tells a joke and laughs when 
you try one on him, or he 
stiffens to indicate that he 
has no time for trivial 
things; he seems harassed 
with the pressure of his 
duties, or his desk is clear, 


“Why” Is a Powerful Word 


T ONE of the big metropolitan gas companies 


there is a workman whose task consists of 

fastening the dials onto the meters,” says 
Mr. Barton. “A visitor to the plant stood 
ar him one afternoon, and finally addressed 
im: 

“íI have often wondered how a gas meter 
works,’ he said. ‘What’s inside one, anyway?’ 

“To which the workman replied, ‘I don’t 
know; I never looked.’ 

“For twenty years he had been sticking the 
dials into place, without ever enough curiosity 
to ask, What is this all about? It is not surprising 
that he never got a better job! 

“Tt was not so with Victor M. Cutter. Three 
months after his arrival in the tropics the man 
who hired him visited Costa Rica. One of the 
company’s superintendents, who met the visiting 
official at the boat, said to him: ‘Say, that big 
fellow named Cutter you sent down here is doing 
all right—but he can ask more darned questions 
in an hour than any man I ever saw!’ 

“Cutter to-day is at the head of one of the 
largest American corporations, and he is there 
because he asked questions and learned all he 
could. 

“The habit of asking Why is the mother of 
achievement; it is the creator of presidents.” 


a difficule department of 
the Western Electric Com- 
pany he called a meeting 
of district sales managers, 
and proposed a plan which 
would mean more profit 
for the company but much 
more work for them. 
Unitedly they protested 
that the idea was impos- 
sible—unitedly, that is, with 
one exception. One man, 
the St. Louis manager, said, 
“It’s all right with me; we 
will sell it in St. Louis.” 
[hat man, about Mitchell’s 
own age, is Gerard Swope, 
and in the same year that 
Mitchell became president 
of the National City Bank, 
he became president of 
the General Electric Com- 
pany. 

Percy Johnston, of the 
Chemical Bank; Arthur 
Loasby, of the Equitable 
Trust; Walter Gifford, of 
the Telephone Company; 
Alfred Sloan of General 
Motors—all in their forties, 
all tremendous workers, yet 
as democratic and likable 
a lot of men as ever walked 
in shoes. What I really 
need in my collection are 
examples of the following: 


1. A conceited president. Has 
anybody heard of a representa- 
tive of this new generation of 
corporation leaders who is 
overbearing or discourteous, or 
thinks he knows it all? 


and he chats as comfortably as though he 
had nothing else in the world to do. You 
listen and watch, and after a while you 
say, “I know this man now; I will intro- 
duce him to the folks who read the 
magazine.” You go home and write 
a piece. 

The magazine prints it, and you go 
your way. For better or worse, you have 
done your trick; you have added to your 
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been here always are, as a matter of fact, 
only from twenty-five to fifty years old. 
Within the past three or four years dozens 
of them have lost their pioneer leaders by 
death or retirement, and a whole new 
crop of presidents has sprung up. 
Consider a few: A big-boned, boyish 
chap named Teagle sits in the place where 
John D. Rockefeller used to sit. Teagle 
is still in his early forties, and you need 


2. A president who got there through pull, and 
stayed. I have known two who got there; but 
one is out already and the other is on the skids. 


The forties seem to be the favorite 
decade; which means that this new group 
of leaders is likely to be in the public eye 
for a good many years, and hence are he 
more worth knowing. This particular arti 
cle is to introduce (Continued on page 107) 


Garo Studio 


ÁT FORTY-FOUR, Mr. Cutter is president of 
the United Fruit Company, a tremendous corpora- 
tion Fh se in the production and transportation of 


tropical products, principally bananas, cocoa, sugar, 
and coconuts. Thecompany operates 1,451 miles of 
railroad, more than seventy steamships, and 3,500 
miles of telephone and telegraph lines. It owns or 
leases nearly two million acres of land, and employs 


Victor M. Cutter 


60,000 persons. Mr. Cutter started as a timekeeper 
on a Costa Rican banana farm, but within a few 
years he had become superintendent of a dozen big 
plantations in Central America. He worked for 
thirteen years in the tropics before coming to Boston 
as vice president of the company. He was elected 
president less than a year ago. Mr. Cutter, the son 
of a market gardener, grew up in Massachusetts. 


Bain News Service, N. Y. 


Rosetta vs “Topsy,” issa natural-born 


The Duncan Sisters 


ROSETTA (left) and Vivian (right) have been 
playing more than two years in “Topsy and Eva,” a 
musical comedy version of “Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” 
They wrote the music and the lyrics for their show, 
which has done so well that their income last year 
was close to two hundred thousand dollars! 


comedian and the leader of the team. She is a year 
and a half older than Vivian, both girls being in their 
early twenties. They were born and grew up in Los 
Angeles, where they began starring in Sunday-school 
entertainments almost as soon as they could toddle. 
A rigorous experience ‘‘on the road” preceded their 
present brilliant success on Broadway. 


Two Girls Who Have Laughed 
‘Their Way to Fame 


How the Duncan Sisters, from singing little songs at Sunday- 
school entertainments, have become stars in musical comedy 


ESTERDAY I was lunching 

with two girls in the palm room 

of a famous hotel. It was one of 

those elaborately beautiful res- 

taurants which are correspond- 
ingly expensive. 

mention this, because the two girls 

were paying the bill. And I speak of- 

because they told me, while we were 

sitting there, of a time when they stood 

outside a cheap little lunch-room, hungrily 

sniffing the odors from within, and with- 

out even a nickel to buy a cup of coffee. 

The two girls were Rosetta and Vivian 
Duncan; but all theatregoers know them 
as the Duncan Sisters. In less than two 

ears, these clever young persons have 
me stars, with a salary of over three 
thousand dollars a week. 

They have bought a home near New 
York; have purchased a half-interest in 
“Topsy and Eva,” the musical comedy 
in which they have been playing to “‘bi 

business” for more than two years; an 
they have done all this through their own 
efforts. They had no capital except talent 
and personality; no “pull” except the 
pull of their own pluck. 

They are in their early twenties now, 
and as full of life and gayety as a spring 
morning. Apparently their devotion to 
each other is not marred by a single 
spark of jealousy. They are an example 
of perfect teamwork. 

osetta is a regular Topsy, even off 
the stage; a “natural-born” comedian. 
Vivian is as pretty as a picture; but with 
far more than mere prettiness to make 
her interesting. 

der by a year and a half, and keenly 
alive to her very finger tips, Rosetta ıs 
the acknowledged leader. She was late 
for our luncheon, because she was having 
a business conference with their manager; 
so it was Vivian that told me the early 
chapters of their story. 

“We were born in Los Angeles,” she 
said, “where my father was in the real 
estate business. Mother died when we 
were little children. I can’t even remember 
her. We were preuant up by Papa and 
our elder sister—and it was no easy job 
to bring up Hymie!” she added, laughing 
and shaking her head. 

“Who is Hymie?” I asked. 

“Oh, that’s Rosetta,” she explained. 
“When we were children, she and I 
started calling each other Hymie and 
Jakie. We usually shorten even our nick- 
names to Hyme and Jake.” 

“All right, Jakie,” I said. “Now 


P “Well, ” she went on, “when we were 
licule children, Papa’s business was good 


By Mary B. Mullett 


and we had plenty of money. But then 
came the slump following the San Fran- 
cisco Exposition. Real estate dealers had 
supposed that the crowds who went out 
to the exposition would fall in love with 
California, buy property, and live out 
there. 

“But this lovely dream didn’t come 
true. The real estate business had a 
terrible time of it; and just when Hyme 
and I were old enough to need schooling 
and other advantages, the family fortunes 
dropped with a dull thud. 

“We were poor; but we had a wonder- 
ful time, anyway. I believe my father 
could play every musical instrument that 
ever was made. He encouraged us both 
to sing. He taught me to accompany him 
on the piano while he played the violin. 
That was the beginning of my training 
in music. 


“HYME and I made our first ‘public 
appearances’ at Sunday-school and 
church entertainments when we were tiny 
girls. From the very beginning, we were 
a team—but she was always the chief at- 
traction. 

“As her voice was good in both regis- 
ters, low and high, she could yodel won- 
derfully. So she used to dress up as a little 
Dutch girl, and do this act at entertain- 
ments, while I played the accompani- 
ments and sang part of the song with her. 
Of course it’s the Swiss that yodel, not 
the Dutch. But that didn’t bother us. 

“We went to the public schools, where 
Hymie was always being sent home in 
disgrace. She invented more kinds of 
mischief than all the rest of the pupils 
put together. She couldn’t help it! Every- 
thing was just a chance for her to laugh; 
and to make other people laugh. 

“If you could live with us for one week, 
you’d see how it is. We are always goin 
off into gales of laughter; just we two, a 
by ciireelved: When we are on the stage, 
we get to laughing about something, 
forget where we were in the play, and 
can’t pick up our lines. 

“I never know what Hymie is going to 
say. She will suddenly begin to talk 
about something that never was mentioned 
inthe play. It’s as new to me as it is to the 
audience; and in laughing at her, I forget 
everything else. Sometimes we both lose 
our lines and have to make up dialogue 
until one of us can remember them. 

“If there are funny-looking people in 
the front row, we see them the minute we 
go out. The other night there were two 
men and a woman wlio had gold teeth 
that shone every time they laughed. It 
seemed as if the front row in the orchestra 


was nothing but gold teeth! Like a 
second row of footlights. 

“That’s the way it has always been. 
To Hymie, and to me when I’m with her, 
eventhing has its funny side. 

“Finally, my father arranged to send 
Hymie to Page Seminary, one of the best 
private schools in Los Angeles; and about 
a T dace I went too. We couldn’t 
afford anything so expensive as a private 
school; but Mrs. Page took us without 
any charge, because we could sing and 
play and do other things which would 
make us an asset to the school. I had only 
a year there; but Hymie had three, 
although she was constantly on the verge 
of being dismissed.” 

It was at this point that Hymie 
herself joined us. When she found how 
far we had gone in the story, she promptly 
went on with it. 

“Yes,” she said, “I usually was in 
disgrace. But I didn’t want to be in 
school. I wanted to be on the stage. I 
liked to laugh and make other people 
laugh. But if I did this in school—and I 
couldn’t help doing it—I was punished. 
If I did it on the stage, I was applauded 
and praised. 

‘Do you remember Ellen Beach Yaw, 
who used to own as the highest 
soprano in the world? She was in Los 
Angeles, teaching singing, when we were 
children. She heard us in church one 
Sunday, and told us then that she would 
take us as pupils when we were old enough. 

“I began to study with her when I was 
about twelve years old. Not that she 
thought this was a proper age; but she 
knew I was singing all the time anyway, 
and I suppose she thought I might as 
well learn how. She taught both of us for 
several years, without a dollar in pay. 
We couldn’t pay her then. But we can 
now—and she’s not going to regret the 
help she gave us, is she, Jakie?” 

“She certainly is not!” was the em- 


phatic response. 
AS THE story went on, it took not only 
shape but color also. And that is the 
way I want you to see it: as a bright 
picture of youth, with tender tints of love 
and loyalty all through it; here and there 
shadows of discouragement, to be sure; 
and bits of scarlet where they literally 
“saw red;” but over it all, the sunshine 
of their unquenchable laughter and comic 
spirit. 

On the printed program of “Topsy and 
Eva” I had read this line: ‘‘Music and 
Lyrics by the Duncan Sisters.” But I 
hadn’t believed that statement; I had 
thought it was (Continued on page 143) 
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“Been to jail lately?” asked Sullivan genially. ‘‘Now, Mr. Sullivan, what do you mean by holding up my 


bad 


poor little car, on his way to his gasolene supper, to ask insulting questions? Jail! No, not since—a week 


_ The Traffic Squad 


A love story 


By Mary Raymond Shipman Andrews 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 


; STATELY drawing-room past its 
grandeur; red curtains faded 
to mellowness, streaked where 
many a summer’s sunlight 
had poured from the wide 

village street; a carpet all dim roses, 
mended in spots; old mahogany of the 
sort to be snapped up in an antique shop; 
high ceilings; carved white woodwork in 
need of paint; outside, a wind rushing 
through the elms and rain pelting on 
the window panes; inside, a girl—a dark- 
haired girl huddled into a chair whose 
hand-done tapestry showed darns, her head 
like something new and vivid against the 
faded stuff. A knock at the closed door. 
The girl turned, sat up; her face was 
rough with tears; she mopped her eyes. 

“Yes, Nora.” 

The door opened very gradually. The 
girl laughed. 

`“ Don’t be silly. Come in.” A short 
figure in a maid’s apron, with a halo of 
quite uncontrollable curly white hair and 
a pink old face of peace and good will. 

awn down now to its ultimate length. 

Into the stillness of the room Nora emp- 
tied an enormous sigh. 

The girl half sobbed more laughter. 
“Nora, don’t! You take the starch out of 
me, and you ought to be bucking me up. 
Sit down. I want to talk to you.” 

Nora picked a chair, and sprawled. 
This was no drilled and decorous servant; 
this was an Irish-American citizen, ‘‘ work- 
ing out,” capable, faithful, with a heart of 
gold. Settled with abandon and comfort, 
she once more sent forth a colossal sigh. 
The girl’s mouth quivered. 

**Nora! I won't have you sighing all 
over the landscape. I know—you loved— 
my mother. I know you're sorry—for me.” 
Lips twisted. “We know, Nora dear; and 
we won't say another word. We'll brace 
up and face things. You'll cheer me up.” 

““Yes’m,” said Nora. “It was a lovely 
funeral!” She gazed about. “I never 
seen grander flowers. I can’t believe it 
was in this very room to-day. I wish 

ou’d ’a’ kept some o’ them flowers, Miss 
osalie. They was a tribute.” 

‘Nora! Oh, Nora!” She tossed out 

hands. ‘We're not going to talk about— 


Listen. mother’s income stopped 
with her—death. And I have nothing to 
live on. Uh-huh.” Nodding at the ap- 


palled round face. “There you are, Nora. 
A few cents a year and this house, and 
nothing to keep it up. Ought to sell it. 
But I can’t bear to. It’s n the old 
Cary house for two hundred years. I 
can’t. bear that I should be the one to let 
it go. Ie’s my flesh and blood, the old, 
broken-winded, lamb house!” She stared 
up at black ceilings and around, wist- 
fully. ‘‘ How the dear thing needs paint.” 

a Yes’m,” answered Nora, and added, 
generally, “The ways of the Lord is past 
our understanding!” 


“Well—I don’t know. I understand 
ood and plenty that -my grandfather 
rank up his fortune, and my fascinatin, 

father hadn’t the zip. to catch up, 
remarked Borate “ Now, business! I 
got enough money to pay your wages 
you'll stay. Will you stay, Nora?” 

Nora stared. ‘Stay? Where would I 
go? Ain’t this my home?” she inquired, 
offended. “If I haven’t done anything 
wrong so’s—” 

Rosalie waved a hand. “That’s that.” 
And shut off, so, floods of sentiment. 
“Now, Pl tell you what’s going to hap- 
pen. I’m poing to work, Nora.’ 

Nora clasped her hands. “Oh, my 
lord! To work out?” 

Rosalie gave way to unfitting laughter. 
“I won’t dig ditches; nor yet cook at the 
village hotel. But I’ve got to make money 
or we can’t keep the house. So, Nora, I’m 
going into Dunn and Deering’s insurance 
office in Wilchester, Monday. I’ll have to 
go in town every morning at eight, and I 
won’t get home till six. You'll be alone a 

“PIL have my work,” said Nora, with 
‘the unselfish sweetness which so far over- 
balanced casual manners. 

“Mr. VanDorn has arranged it,” the girl 
went on. “I’m going to like it.” With 
decision. “And, Nora, there’s one nice 
thing: I’m to have a car. For business, 
because they'll be sending me into the sub- 
urbs. But it’s mine to drive back and 
forth to town, and use as I want. I'll take 
you driving in my car, Nora.” 

Nora looked doubtful. “You ain’t 


‘ learned how to run a car, Miss Rosalie,” 


she pointed out. are À 
Rosalie tossed that aside. “‘I’ll learn in 
five minutes. Everybody learns.” 


Bur it was alarming to be planted be- 
hind a wheel and told to find out the 
unrelenting ways of levers and pedals 
quite capable of murder if their ways were 
not known. Yet at the end of the second 
lesson she was driving, not smoothly per- 
haps, but possibly. 

‘Picked it up quick,” grinned the ma- 
chinist. ‘You gotter stand the examina- 
tion for your license to-morrow. Ain’t 
another chance for three months.” 
“Golly!” reflected Rosalie. ‘Think I 
can?” 

“Sure. Drive her home now—fifteen 
miles, ain’t it? If you’re still alive, report 
at ten A.M. at the courthouse. Set your 
teeth and keep your head, and do what 
I done showed you. You'll be O. K. 
G’night.” 

Rosalie’s pulse bobbed next mornin 
when she slid to the curb at the tai 
of a line. She did not want to wait three 
months to use the little machine. Fifteen 
miles each day in and out of town on a 
trolley, or in the car—a world of differ- 
ence, 


The license officer meant really to test 
these candidates. Rosalie, driving ear- 
nestly behind twenty-nine cars, realized 
that. Climbs; descents; double: corners; 
backing; thick traffic. Then he led them 
to the factory district, and, under. an 
archway where wagons halted her, Rosalie 
lost the outfit; a passing huge policeman 
was looking at her. : 
- “Did you see a string of cars?” she 
inquired, dark head and bright eyes framed 
in the car window. 

“Yes, ma’am,” answered the officer. 
“There they go. Hurry, and you'll catch 
em 


Half a mile off behold the procession; 
the long way around was good:going, but 
a short cut lay by a nasty corner between 
trucks, and broken road. Rosalie headed — 
to the short cut, and, sliding away, a smile 
which she left was the event of that 
officer’s day. He stood, a beefy man, and 
looked after her. | 

The girl, stepping on the gas, fell into 
line, and the line shortly was halted and 
the examiner walked down it to Rosalie, 
number thirty. ; 

“Please don’t make us do any more 
stunts! I’m scared to death,” confided 
Rosalie. 

The man grinned. “You’ve done fine,” 
he said. “ Drive me home, now, and you'll 
get your license to-morrow.” 


f TO-MORROW, license in her bag, she 


stood at twelve-thirty and considered 
where a business woman should lunch. 
When the Carys of Carytown came to 
their city of Wilchester, they had always 
gone to the Wilchester Arms. Even in 
poverty, Rosalie had known no other 
place. But she knew also the price of food 
there, and she was saving money to keep 
the house; down Harrison Street the white 
front of one of a chain of restaurants had a 
decent air: That. 

She seated herself at the only empty 
table and selected light food, and imme- 
diately a policeman opened the door and 
marched to her table; Rosalie listened 
while he ordered corned beef and cabbage. 
He had plausible table manners, but it 
was a policeman; it was an adventure, and 
she wondered if she had ever seen so tre- 
mendous a man. And at that moment 
she wanted salt and pepper, and the only 
salt and pepper present stood at her neigh- 


-bor’s elbow; with her cheerful smile, of a 


friend and fellow citizen, she asked for it. 

“Sure, miss!” 

That smile brought smiles; shortly she 
was talking away friendlily to one of 
those big blue statues that she had vaguely 
thought of up to now as machines living 
exclusively on street corners. She was to 
learn better. 

“Nice day, ain’t it?” offered the ma- 
chine. 

Rosalie added sentiments. “A beau- 
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tiful day,” she pronounced. ‘But I wish 
it would warm up. I like warm weather. 
I have to be out so much.” 

“Have to be out, do you?” inquired the 
policeman between two powerful mouth- 
fuls of cabbage. “Why don’t you stay 
home? Got a family, or a job?” 

“Job,” Rosalie told him. And, a little 
wistfully, “ No family. Alone in theworld.” 

“You be!” He shook his head. ‘‘ Too 
bad. Good-looking girl, too,” he added 
with simplicity. ‘‘Live here?” 

“No,” Rosalie told him. ‘‘I live out at 
Carytown; but I come in to business every 
day. I’m in the insurance business, and 
they send me all over, so I have a little car 
to get around in. I think that’s good fun, 
don’t you?” 

The keen Irish eyes regarded her with 

i “Car, eh? Ain’t I seen 


closer scrutiny: rt. 
that car, miss? Wasn’t you lost inside the 


Ferguson works yesterday?” 

gi certainly was.” Why, this man— 
She said it aloud: “You were that nice 
officer who showed me! Thank you a lot. 
I got the license.” She pulled it out of her 
bag. The man grinned. 

“You sure earned it. You ain’t drove 
long, I guess, and that was a darned rough 
corner; but you didn’t pick the easy way.” 
He stood up. “Glad to of met you, miss. 
My name’s Donegan, head of the Traffic 
Squad. Any time I can be of service call 
on Michael Donegan. Maybe some day 
that little car—” 
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“Maybe,” Rosalie admitted, laughing. 

She went out from the restaurant gayer- 
hearted, plus a friend; the cold-blooded 
city where she had a few acquaintances 
but no ties did not look so much the 
enemy to be conquered; the blue and brass 
figures under the semaphores had turned 
human, turned kindly; Michael Donegan 
of the Traffic Squad was her friend. 


PROVIDENCE detailed the police force 
of Wilchester as a moral support, it 
seemed. Every day she crossed a special 
corner where traffic, not thick, was yet 
dangerous, and a policeman was stationed 
there. Every day she passed the cheerful 
big chap, and sometimes halted her car 
at his signal. On a day the officer held 
up a hand, and the car scraped to a stop. 
The girl glanced this way and that. The 
intersecting streets were empty; the blue 
uniform was striding toward her. 

“Well, Officer, is it the lock-up for me?” 

He saluted. “Not to-day, miss. What’s 
your name?” 

“Pm Miss Cary,” answered Rosalie, 
surprised. ‘‘Dunn and Deering’s Insur- 
ance, Main Street.” 

“Glad to meet you,” responded the 
officer genially. “My name's Sullivan. 
Shake hands!” 

Rosalie shook. Some instinct had told 
the big man that this girl whom he saw 
always alone needed protection, was in 
some way his charge. Rosalie understood, 


As they reached the sign a large car turned into the drive. 
“A customer,” breathed Rosalie; the Viking held his hatchet. 
“This place for sale?” inquired a stout, jeweled person eagerly 


and she drove on smiling. Two friends in 
the Traffic Squad! 

A week later, once more Mr. Sullivan 
dropper Rosalie, and told her about Mrs. 
Sullivan and the kids. So of a mornin 
she would slow down and put out her hea 
—its black hat with white under the brim, 
framing her young face like a halo—and 
ask, “Is little Terence’s cold better?” or, 
“Did Timmy pass his examinations all 
right?” Mr. Sullivan and his wife and 
five children were friends. 

Then came the afternoon of the acci- 
dent. At five, on her homeward way, she 
remembered the hat, goodness, the hat! 
Left in the office! To-morrow Sunday, 
and she couldn’t wear the old one, clean- 
ing fluids refused to do more for that 
ancient white lining. Back was the word; 
with a wave to Sullivan she turned up a 
side street, calling as she passed: 

“I forgot my new hat!” 

Sullivan grinned, and answered, “Sure, 
miss, I’m hopin’ this time ’tis a red one.” 

A crash. A sickening clatter; she was 
standing on the street; a crowd was col- 
lecting; in the middle were Mr. Sullivan 
and herself and a new car with a bent 
fender, and a big young man whose face 
was tanned hades darker than his very 
light hair. 

“The lady was drivin’ all right!” Mr. 
Sullivan announced. ‘I was plumb there 
myself.” 

“You were looking at the lady,” the 
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young man of the new car reasoned. 

“Do you blame him?” demanded a 
voice, and the young man glanced at her 
for the first time. 

“T do not!” he said, and turned to 
Sullivan. “Must I wait? The young 
lady’s car isn’t touched, and mine doesn’t 
matter. A fender. My fault. Going too 
fast. I’m late for a date in Carytown.” 
He lifted his hat to Rosalie. ‘‘So sorry. 
If there’s anything—” 

“Nothing at all,” she assured him. 
“Good of you to take the blame. I 
ehought Pd looked everywhere, but may- 

ge! 


“Oh, it was my fault,” he repeated. 
Then, “Officer, my name and address 
are— Oh!” 

A gigantic figure arriving. Sullivan 
stared at it, awed: 

“ Donegan, head of the squad,” whis- 
pered Sullivan. s 

“This young lady—” began the head of 
the s k] truculently. 

“Iers all right, Mr. Donegan,” chirped 
Rosalie. ‘‘They’re treating me finely.” 

“They'd better!” growled Donegan. 

“Let the gentleman go,” urged the girl. 
“He’s late for a date.” 

“Officer, my name and address—” 
‘the gentleman’ started, all over; and Ros- 
alie walked off. His name and address 
were not her affair. But he was nice 
about the accident, she reflected, slipping 
the car into low. Looked like a Viking. 


She refused to hear his name—no—she 
was not sorry. Underbred to be curious. 
All the same— 

Youthfulness reached out to youthful- 
ness. Carytown proper was a dead village 
of elderlies; the beloved invalid mother 
had so filled Rosalie’s days that she had 
made no friends, had dropped out of old 
friendships. And now there never was 
time. There were gay houses along the 
lake, but Rosalie was too poor to be gay, 
too poor to belong to the country c abe 
she never saw Kise people. It would 
be pleasant to know men like that blond 
giant; to know young life, laughter, good 
clothes, friends of her own age! 

Just once she’d like to drift into the 
country club in a French frock, with a 
limousine waiting outside and—meet that 
man! Then she snapped lips together; 
her job was to make money to keep her 
home. She drove carefully back to the 
office and salvaged the suc, Se which had 
cost a throughly considered seven-fifty. 
She waved a hand as she repassed Mr. 
Sullivan; at least, she was friends with the 
traffic squad! 


‘THE very next day she added another. 
The car was resting this time, and 
Rosalie, skinning down a street afoot in a 
penne rain, not seing much from under 

erumbrella, was knocked across the pave- 


ment. In a second she realized that the 
knocker was exceedingly drunk, and as 
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she pulled herself together he tried to 
apologize, making a sketchy clutch at his 
hat. This courtesy was interrupted, how- 
ever, by a squeal, and the man grasped at 
a lamp post. 

“The poor soul’s ill,” spoke Rosalie, 
and marched to the “cop” in the road. 
“Mr. Officer!” 

“Yes, miss.” Watchful eyes turned to 
regard her. 

“Where can I find a policeman? A 
man over there ought to be taken care of.” 

“Well, miss,” inquired the big blue 
person in brass buttons,“ what do you 
think Z am? An errand boy?” 

“No,” explained Rosalie. “I thought 
you just trafficked.” 

Dan O’Mara let out a shout of a laugh. 
“I police some, too,” he stated. “TIl be 
ordherin’ the patrol. Hurry out of this, 
miss. Tis too dirty an afthernoon for 
beautiful young ladies to be lookin’ afther 
drunks. IIl do the job.” 

“You tell me about him next time I’m 
passing,” Rosalie said. The sort of a 
woman who could not see a moth-eaten 
cat or a hooch-poisoned derelict without 
trying to help. 

“Sure,” agreed O’Mara. “The right 
sort, that wan,” O’Mara said, and told the 
tale at the police officers’ club that night. 

“TIm bettin’, Dan, ’tis the same gyurll 
that come up to me to-day in the thick 
o’ the traffic, and she says, ‘I’m goin’ to 
stand right here (Continued on page I14) 
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Morgan H. Shepard, known and loved by 
children throughout the country as “John 
Martin.” Children want most to be under- 


stood, says Mr. Shepard. 


T TOOK an earthquake,” Morgan 

Shepard said to me, “to turn my life 

upside down and to bring ‘John 

artin’ to the surface. The earth- 

quake happened in April, 1906, in 

San Francisco. Te smashed me—and my 

business, too. A year later, as ‘John 

Martin,’ I took up the work that has 
absorbed me ever since.” 

That statement will be a complete 
surprise to a great many people. For 
almost twenty years, “John Martin’s” 
letters, his magazine, an 
havé fascinated children. 
had long, confidential cor- 
respondence with him; 
some of them have even 

one to “John Martin’s 

ouse?” in New York, 
and talked with him face 
to face; yet only a very 
few of them know that 
he was not born to that 
name. 

The account of how he 
came to take it, and of 
what John Martin means 
to himself and to others, 
is an extraordinary one. 
I have known him a long 
time; but it was not until 
a day or two ago that he 
told me the whole story. 

“For nine wonderful 
years,” he said, “and 
they were my first nine 
years, I lived on a remote 
plantation in Maryland. 
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his personality 
Parents have 


In this article he 
tells what he has learned about them during 
nineteen years devoted to making them happy 


— 


There were no schools near us; 
and there were no other chil- 
dren, except the negroes. We 
hadn’t much money, and I 
personally hadn’t much health. 

“But during those nine 
ears, until my mother died, 
Tok as happy a boy as ever 
lived. Married at sixteen, she 
was only a girl herself. She 
was my playmate, teacher, 
and mother—all in one. In her 
I had that which every child’s 
heart craves—an understand- 
ing friend who knew. 

“She and Í lived in a world of our own; 
a world where fact and fancy went hand 
in hand. For instance, in the yard there 
was a bird house, occupied by a colony 
of martins. To me they were as real as 
a human family is to the average child. 
My mother talked of them by 
name: John and Joan, Robin, 
Alice, and a dozen or so more. 
be was the leader bird, and their 

ouse was ‘John Martin’s House,’ 
familiarly called the ‘Johnnie Bird 
House.’ i 

“When one of the birds flew 


One of the ‘‘Quizz-wizzes’’ made by John Martin to amuse 
children. He often draws eighty or ninety ofthese in one visit 
to a children’s hospital, taking the aimless marks made by the 
child as his elbow is ‘‘jiggled,’’ and quickly turning them into 
some funny bird or beast. The child’s marks are shown above 


John Martin Leads 
Morgan Shepard 
A Strange Life 


They are the same man under different names— 

As Morgan Shepard, he grew up, worked as 

men work, and had more than a man’s share of 

adventures— But as John Martin he never has 

grown up, and has become the adored friend of 
scores of thousands of children 


By Allan Harding 


out and was lost in the mysterious dis- 
tance, it was apt to be the John Martin 
bird, off on a quest for bugs for baby 
martins and Saventiires to thrill me. 
And when he or other bird adventurers 
flew to the house, besides bugs for baby 
birds, they carried stories or messages 
for me. 


“M* MOTHER was the interpreter. 
Sometimes the John Martin birds 
brought back stories of lands and seas, 
mountains and rivers. That was the way 
my mother taught me geography. Some- 
times they were stories of animals and 
birds and fishes; and so I learned natural 
history. Or tales of heroes and people 
who had lived long ago; and that was 
my introduction to human history. And, 
best of all, these magic martins were 
intimately acquainted with fairies, and 
not at all averse to 
letting me into their 
secrets. 

“In this way, and 
in others that were 
just as wonderful to 
a child, my mother 
was my playmate, 
teacher, and friend 
for nine years. Then 

she died—and I was 
chucked out into the world. 

“For several miserable 
years I was in a board- 
ing-school where I was 
manhandled, bullied, and 
misguided almost beyond 
endurance. I was frail in 
body and sick at heart. 
The boys—some of them, 
at least—tormented me 
until I would turn and 
fight with blind fury, using 
any weapon I could lay 
my hands on. I threw 
books, ink bottles, often 
the pictures from the 
walls! I overturned chairs 
and tables. Small and 
weak as I was, I would 
simply wreck a room when 
in one of those red rages. 


N? 
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“After that, I went to another 
school—one where love and wis- 
dom ruled; but I was always 
lonely and unhappy, even during 
these kinder years. 

“Then, when I was about six- 
teen, I was again dumped out 
into the world, to get along as 
best I could. 


“FoR a long time I made a 
queer hash of it. I started for 
somewhere in South America, fell 
in love en route, fellout at Panama, 
fought the other fellow, got licked, 
and decided I didn’t want to go 
farther south, anyway. 

“In Central America I was 
mixed up in a revolution. I didn’t 
know what it was all about—and 
didn’t care. I simply had not 
been started right, and the soul 
of me was sore. Like every under- 
dog I instinctively took the side 
of the ‘outs’ against the ‘ins.’ A 
revolution might turn somebody 
out and give somebody else a 
chance; so me for the revolution! 
Later, in California, I made soap- 
box speeches—always against 
somebody or something that was 
‘in’ at the time. 

* My children have cured me of 


John Martin, with six of his friends, having 
the make-believe party from which grew the 
little poem printed below. The picture at 
the left, as you will see upon examining 
it, was drawn from the photograph above 


“T herded Chinamen on a fruit ranch. 
I was a reporter on a newspaper. And 
finally I landed in a San Francisco bank. 
No, I didn’t land! I was submerged— 
almost drowned there, for more than 
thirteen interminable years. I had no 
business to be in that kind of job. I was 
a hopeless misfit. During the past few 
years I have acquired some knowledge of 
business. I have even learned to keep 
books in order to keep my work for the 
children going. I can learn these things 
now, because they are essential to a work 
which absorbs me, heart and soul, mind 
and body. But when I worked in that 
bank I was like a man pulling an oar in a 
slave galley. I hated the job. 


“VPRISIEEN years is a long time to 
hate anything. The same kind of 
work is meat to the man who loves it, and 
poison to the man who hates it. These 
years of life poison gave me a nervous 
breakdown. Í resigned, for 1 knew I was 


Once Upon a Time We Made Believe due to be fired. 
“Then, in partnership with an able 


One happy day this is the way an Artist Lady found me; 


_ She made this picture, as you see, with children all around me. book dealer, I started a publishing busi- 
But there’s another picture which my heart takes joyful part in; ness in San F rancisco. Made some money 
It is a picture of You All around—your friend John Martin at that, but wasn’t very happy, so gave it 


up in I and went abroad. I had some 
Then, as we cuddled cozily and talked of this and that, elene oe AETS, bay ne araining: Se. 


I drew two bears, a fox, a dog, and then a pussy cat. - ` : 
And when I drew Miss Squirrel last, I looked ae and I knew while I was in Europe, I studied book 
That ‘make-believe’ had made u$ just exactly what I drew. printing, binding, jewelry designing, and 
other things of that sort. I pottered at 
? artistic things, knowing I hadn’t found 
that particular soul sickness, just as they that part of the country: I worked in the job I was most fitted for. 
have cured me of bodily ills. When I mines, punched cattle, herded sheep, “When I returned to San Francisco I 
say ‘my children’ I mean John Martin’s; dragged a chain for a surveying party, started a little business of my own in a 
his thousands of little folks. Morgan oiled engines, picked grapes, and ‘bucked workroom on the eleventh floor of the 
Shepard has never had a child of hisown. wheat sacks’ in the wake of a harvesting Crocker Building. I enjoyed what I was 
«Well, from Central America I went machine. All this sort of life hardened doing, but my commercial instinct was a 
up into California, and I tried almost me outside, and maybe softened me babe unborn! I would sell for twenty- 
every kind of job that could be found in inside. five cents a card design that had cost me 
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(A mHE Dark is kind and cozy; 
Z The Dark is soft and deep; 
The Dark will pat my pillow 


And love me as I sleep. 


The Dark is smooth as velvet, 


And gentle as the air, 


And he is good to children 
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And people everywhere. 


The Dark can see and love me 
Without a bit of light. 
He gives me dreams and resting; 


He brings fhe gentle Night. 


God made the Dark, so Daytime 
Could close its tired eyes 

And sleep a while in comfort 
Beneath the starry skies. 


The Daytime, just like children, 
Needs rest from work and play, 
So it can 
Another happy day. 


God made the Dark for children 
And birdies in their nest. 
All in the Dark He watches 
And guards us while we rest. 


TTET 


ive us children 


eg PA tea 


Joun Martin 


‘‘God’s Dark” is one of the best known of John Martin’s poems for children. A mother wrote 
asking how she might cure her child of his fear of the dark, and the poem above was the result. 
The poem has been widely circulated, and hundreds of letters have been received from parents 
who have found it helpful in teaching their children that the dark is nothing to be afraid of 


a dollar and a half, thinking I had made 
two bits. 

“Still, I managed to get along. Then, 
in April, 1906, came the earthquake and 
fire. The Crocker Building was a ruin. 
The walls and the steel framework were 
standing, but the floors of my workrooms 
inside had fallen, leaving only a skeleton 
of steel girders. I wanted to get at the 
safe in my rooms. It had contained some 
family silver, trinkets that had been my 
mother’s, some family jewelry, and a 
collection of fine Japanese prints which I 
had picked up. 

“The troops were then on guard duty 
in the city. From one of the soldiers 
stationed at the Crocker Building I got 
an improvised pass, written on a piece 


of waste paper, which admitted me to 
the ruin. The stone and steel were still 
warm. 


“The interior, up to the height of 
several stories, was a mound of débris. I 
scrambled up this; then climbed the steel 
framework of the stairs to the eleventh 
story. The floor of my office was prac- 
tically gone, except for the girders, and it 
was rather appalling to look down through 
gaps in the floors below. Opposite me 
was the safe, in a tangle of wires, iron 
pipes, and sheets of crumpled roof tin. 
The safe was tipped forward, top down, 
and the door of it was sprung open. I 
crawled across to it and lay flat, face 
downward, spread-eagle fashion, with 
my feet on separate girders. In this 
ponon I could turn and peer up into the 
safe. 


“As I had anticipated, the prints were 
nothing but a black mass of charred 
paper. But I could see some of the old 
silver, and also the tin box containin 
my mother’s trinkets. When I reache 
in and tried to take out this box, the safe 
slid a little forward, so that one end of the 
door caught my left foot between it and 
the girder. At the same time a heavy 
iron pipe pinned my right shoulder. 


BETWEEN fainting spells caused by 
the pain, I tried tof ure out some way 
of escape. I was pinned fait by my foot; 
I didn’t dare try to free it, for I feared 
that this would bring the safe—the whole 
mass, in fact—further down upon me. The 
soldier who had given me my pass was the 
only person who knew that tea in the 
building. He probably would go off duty, 
thinking that I had deft. It might be at 
least several days before people would 
try to enter the ruins. It looked to me 
as if I would stay there until I starved. 

“Lying on the girder beside me were 
some fragments of plaster and brick. I 
scraped up a little of this and with my 
free hand tossed it out of the window 
close beside me, hoping that it would 
attract the attention of someone in the 
street below. 

“I did this several times—until there 
was only a single piece of brick left within 
my reach. hen I threw that out, it 
seemed to be my last chance of getting 
help. Perhaps it wasn’t, but that was the 
way I felt about it. 

“T shall never know what would have 


happened if this effort had failed; for 
these fragments, thrown into the street, 
did attract attentton. People came to 
investigate, and I was freed from a very 
painful position. 

“My shoulder and my foot were badly 
hurt. But in the excitement of those 
days after the earthquake people did 
things that would have been impossible 
under ordinary conditions. So I limped 
around, in spite of my injuries. As the 
water mains were broken, we had to 
carry water a considerable distance. I 
did this and many other things which 
didn’t help my foot or my shoulder. 

“Of course my business was wiped out 
by the disaster, so I came to New York. 

ere I walked the streets, hunting a job. 
Then, after an operation on my shoulder, 
I went into business with some other 

eople. It failed quickly, and very badly. 
pee out of it a financial and physical 
wreck. ‘ 

“By this time the trouble with my foot 
had become so serious that the physicians 
wanted to amputate my leg. But I found 
one splendid surgeon who declared it could 
be saved; and he did save it, although I 
was in bed for months, and then on 
crutches for a long time. 

“It was while I was flat on my back, 
after that operation, that I became ‘John 
Martin.’ All through my early manhood 
and those years in California, there had 
been a deep and strong undercurrent in 
my life, an urge that kept pushing me on. 
It was a great love of children, a desire 
to give them (Continued on page 132) 


Things I Wish My Husband 
Wouldn't Do 


‘AST month, a gentleman, who de- 
scribed himself as a “fond but 
irritated husband,” set forth 
his list of grievances, under the 
title: “Things I Wish My Wife 

Wouldn’t Do.” Before printing it, the 
Editor asked me to read it, and also to 
respond with a few remarks from a fond 
but frequently irritated wife. 

The author of last month’s article, as 
a fond husband, and I, as a fond wife, are 
speaking for the vast majority of married 
people. We are not exceptions. Few 
women have really wicked husbands; 
and actually wicked wives are even more 
scarce! But when it comes to married 
folks who have no irritating little ways— 
well, they aren’t scarce, for they simply 
don’t exist. . 

I was glad to get the husband’s side of 
the picture. I shall hang it in my memory 
for future reference. But I can match the 

entleman’s sorrows with a whole flock of 

Rirtle troubles of my own. 

He begins his tale of woe with some 
remarks on the subject of hair—at least, 
of hair brushes. They are sensible remarks, 
too! But as I read them last evening, I 
smiled to myself and stole a glance at the 
partner of my own joys and sorrows. 

He was absorbed in a report he had 
brought home from the office. And, 
exactly as I had expected, he was doing 
something he always does when ‘he is 
reading, or when he is deep in thought. 

With one hand he was pulling and 
twisting a poor little innocent lock of his 
hair! His mother says that this habit 
dates from his infancy. Well, it may have 
been amusing in a baby, but it isn’t at all 
funny in a grown man. Not if that man 

is your husband. 

course it would be worse if John 
pulled my hair instead of his own. 
gratefully concede this point. It would be 
worse, too, if he were like a certain 
husband in our neighborhood who is 
always pulling and twisting his right ear. 
Still worse, if he had a habit of pulling 
his nose. I know several men who do have 
this extraordinary habit. 

I know aie tie who, i while JS 
versing, gently but persistently scratches 
his chine Another- but there is no end 
of others. I may be mistaken, but it 
seems to me that men are far more prone 
to these curious habits than women are. 

I can smile at them—in other women’s 
husbands. But I’ve had ten years of seeing 
my John pull successive locks of his hair. 
I say ‘successive,’ because he has had to 
follow the slowly retreating line of defense 
as one lock after another succumbed to 
attack. i 

However, if he becomes entirely bald, 
there will be one compensating result, so 
far as I am concerned: he will have no 
hair left to pull. i AT 

John has another habit which irritates 
me, although in a different way. I suspect 
thata g many wives will recognize it, 


for it seems to have an irresistible appeal 
to the masculine mind. 

ohn and I are far from being rich. 
Still, we have all the comforts as well as 
some of the luxuries. As a housekeeper, 
for example, I am proud of the fact that I 
“set a good table” for my family. We 
have ample, appetizing meals; and they 
are nicely served. 

But whenever we have company, John 
confides to the guests that he certainly is 
par they came, because now he will get at 
east one square meal! He jovially declares 
that he hasn’t had one since the last time 
we gave a dinner party. 

ot content to let it go at that, he 
pretends to be overwhelmed by the way 
the meal is served. The moment we sit 
down at the table, he begins to comment 
on what he calls the “‘frills.” 

“Wonder where my wife dug up all the 
silver!” he says, in a stage whisper ad- 
dressed to the entire company. “ Better 
count your own spoons when you get 
home. Looks to me as if Mary had been 
raiding the neighborhood.” 

You would think he never had seen a 
service plate or doilies, or even finger 
bowls; at least, not in our house! He 
pretends to be awe-struck by the size of 
the dinner napkins. He says, ‘‘Whoopee! 
we're going to have ice cream!” In short, 
he acts as if he really were what he would 
call a “boob.” 

Of course our guests play up to him. 
They laugh immoderately, and John has 
the time of his life. They know he is 
joking; and I know that they know it. 

he first time John went through this 
farce even I thought it was fairly amusing. 
But after ten years it has ceased to 
funny to me. 

As I said before, this little habit is not 
peculiar to my husband. When we dine 
at our friends’ homes, the man of the 
house is almost certain to indulge in the 
same sort of farce. This worn-out piece of 
comedy seems eternally fresh and humor- 
ous to husbands; but I wish they knew 
how signally it fails to make a hit with 
their wives. 


OHN has another habit about which I 

should like to speak my mind here and 
now. I wish he wouldn’t come home from 
the office and expatiate on the pretty 
clothes the stenographers wear. Perhaps 
I shouldn’e mind it so much if he didn’t 
put it something like this: 

“You remember my telling you about 
the nifty new dress my stenographer wore 
last week? Well, she had one on to-day 
that would put your eye out. It sure was 
a peach! Believe me, that girl knows how 
to dress. I’m paying her only twenty-five 
a week; but she always looks like a 
million dollars!” 

Some of these days, the worm—mean- 
ing myself—is going to turn. I am going 
to remind John that his stenographer, 
who happens to live at home, probably 


spends most of her twenty-five a week on 
those “nifty new dresses” which would 
“put your eye out.” 

I am going to show him the figures of 
what I spend on my own clothes. It 
averages less than eight dollars a week! 
And I am going to tell him that if he will 
raise my dress allowance to twenty-five, ` 
I will endeavor permanently to endanger 
what eyesight he has left when he leaves 
the office. 

If you are a man, you may ask why I 
don’t tell him this right now. But we 
women know what he will say if I ever do 
try it. He won’t get the point. He will 
think I am jealous; and he will try to 
soothe me by remarking: 

“Now, old. irl, don’t get excited! That 
little Miss iffenspoot doesn’t mean a 
thing in my young life. She isn’t even a 

ood stenographer, confound her! .. . 
ut she certainly does know how to dress.” 

You see? The well-known logical mas- 
culine mind will somehow miss the 
point that it’s a matter of eight dollars a 
week against twenty-five a week. John 
will go right on saying that Miss Whiffen- 
spoof “certainly does know how to 
dress.” And I shall go on feeling irritated, 
and getting over it—until the next time 
it happens—and so on and on and on. 


THAT is the worst thing about these 
little irritations—the fact that they do 
go onandon. They are only slight pricks. 

e wouldn’t mind them if they came only 
occasionally and on different spots. But 
when they are repeated over and over in 
the same spot, and we know that they are 
going to keep on being repeated, they get 
on our nerves. 

John, for instance, has a habit of 
leaving the blades from his safety razor 
lying around. I admit that perhaps I 
have an unusual aversion to handling 
those _knife-edged pieces of steel. But 
since I do have this aversion, why doesn’t 
that big, good-natured husband of mine 
spare me the ordeal of having to pick up 
and put away those little implements? 
He is good-natured. When I protest, he 
laughs and says he is sorry; he simply 
ah te But he goes right on forgetting. 

hile I was on the subject of John’s 
idea of entertaining a dinner party, I 
ought to have mentioned another of his 
“company ways.” This, too, is one 
which a great many other wives will 
recognize. 

Occasionally, in the evening, one or two 
of my women friends come in for a little 
visit. John, who has settled himself in a 
comfortable chair with the evening paper, 
is fairly polite for about five minutes. He 
listens and even makes a few remarks 
himself. 

But before long he subsides into com- 
plete silence! He still listens, but with an 
expression of patient boredom. It is 
perfectly evident to me, and probably to 
my caller, that (Continued on page 140) 
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She made an attempt to be cold and 
dignified, but it was of no effect against 
Scattergood's placid, genial impassivity 


Scattergood Takes a Flier 


In Human Nature 
By Clarence Budington Kelland 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY PAUL MEYLAN 


s DON’T mind benefitin’ humanity 
either in a hunk, in couples, or one 
to a time,” said Scattergood Baines, 
“pervidin’ the’s allus a profit on 
every deal for me.” 

This was apropos of nothing, and came 
after a long silence; but it was character- 
istic of the old man that he should break 
into any conversation or any silence with 
some bit of philosophy. If you were of 
penetrating mind, you might guess to a 
degree the trend of his thoughts, or arrive 
at some hint of the concrete thing that 
occupied his mind. 

Presently he spoke again: “I never yit 
seen a feller that collected as much wisdom 
and experience in twenty-odd years as 
his father done in seventy.” 

And still later he gave birth to a third 
observation, which would have been re- 

arded as little less than impious by either 

Deacon Pettybone or Elder Hoover: 

“ Folks don’t discriminate. No, sir. Huh! 

Don’t make no diffrence what a young 

feller just come to votin’ age contrives, 

nobody’s got a right to call him a scala- 
wag till they see how he turns out.” 
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“Bad’s allus bad,” said Pliny Pickett 
argumentatively. 

“?Yain’t, neither. I callate bad’s 
mighty seldom bad when it’s done by any- 
body under twenty-five. Yes, sir.” 

“What would ye call it then?” Pliny 
asked. 

“Experimentin’,” said Scattergood. 
“Tt’s a kind of tastin’ of all the vittles in the 
pantry, to find out which ones sets com- 
fortable onto your stummick. . . . Now 
look at the talk that’s goin’ round about 
young Kent Brooks.” 

“I calc’lated we was workin’ around to 
him,” said Pliny. 

“For once ye calc’lated right. Um. I 
heard Postmaster Pratt up and say this 
mornin’ that it served Kent right for bein’ 
wild and reckless and ungodly, and was a 
dog-gone good example for the stiddy and 

ious young men in town. ‘W-al,’ I says to 

im, says l, ‘What in tunket does good 
and pious young fellers need of an example, 
anyhow?’ 3 

‘He’s throwed away all his father left 
him,” put in Pliny. est wasted it, clean 
and outright.” i 


“Waste? Mebbe so, mebbe not. Can’t 
tell till you see what he’s bought with it.” 

“He hain’t bought nothin’—but rav- 
agin’ around!” 

“Huh! Mebbe, Pliny, he’s bought him- 
self the one thing he couldn’t git along 
without.” 

“What would ye call that?” 

“Necessity,” said Scattergood. 

“ Any time you want to make the deal,” 
said Pliny, “IIl trade ye all the necessity 
you want for a proppity like the Brooks 
mill, wuth better’n two hundred thou- 
sand!” 

“T might git the best of you.” Scatter- 
good squinted his eyes toward an approach- 
ing car which came to a stop in front of 
the store across the street. He hunched 
his shoulders. ‘‘G’-by, Pliny,” he said 
suddenly. 

“@G’-by, Scattergood,” said Pliny, in 
careful imitation of his dismissal. 

The old hardware merchant moved in 
his specially reinforced chair until it 
creaked; heaved himself to his feet, and 
ambled across the street through the 
ankle-deep dust. 
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“Mornin’, Miss Rogers. Mornin’.” 

“Good morning, Mr. Baines.” , She 
paused, and smiled charmingly, for even 
the summer folks who live out on the Pan- 
handle set high value on Scattergood’s 
acquaintance. 

“You're lookin’ sweet and perty this 
mornin’!” 

She smiled again, and a delightful dim- 
ple made its appearance in her cheek. 
‘You'll have me bursting with vanity,” 
she said. : 

“Um. Now, if I was a young feller— 
Huh. . . . Persume you heard tell about 
Kent Brooks.” 

“Im not interested in Mr. Brooks,” 
she said coldly. 

Geatrerpond lifted his eyes to her face, 
and there was something quizzical and 
something wise and something impressive 
in them. “Mostly,” he said gently, 
“young folks don’t git uppity with me— 
even when I git to meddkin’ some.” 

But she did not smile again, and was 
silent. Scattergood seemed in no way dis- 
turbed. 

“The’s two kinds of minds,” he said. 
“One of ’em is the kind that shets tight, 
and the other is the kind that allus keeps 
open. I was hopin’ you'd keep yourn 
ajar, anyhow. Lots of times the best no- 


sT his fat old back-countryman,” 
thought the bright young man, 
** will present no difficulties to me”’ 


tions come a-knockin’ after the door’s 
locked for good.” 

“Tm sure I don’t understand you, Mr. 
Baines.” . 

“And I’m jest as sure that ye do,” he 
said. i 

She made an attempt to be cold and 
dignified, but it was of no effect against 
Scattergood’s placid, genial impassivity. 

“You kind of liked him once,” he said. 


“Until—” she said, and stopped ab- 


o 
‘Until he up and lost his money,” said 
Scattergood. 

Her eyes flamed. “It’s no such thing, 
and you know it’s no such thing! I’m not 
—you know I’m not that sort! 


Bur again she stopped, because he was 
chuckling softly. Wiss Rogers blushed, 
and looked very lovely indeed. 

“Tm jest askin’ ye not to be final,” he 
said; “and to keep your mind open jest 
enough. Kent’s pa and me was good 
frien S, Jest keep your mind open. 

He turned in his usual abrupt manner 
and retraced his steps to the piazza of his 
store, where he sat down heavily. Pres- 
ently the town saw that his shoes were off 
and his bare feet exposed to the warm sun- 


shine. The toes were wriggling joyously. 
Poartergood Baines was on the trail of a 
plan. 

After a while he labored to his feet and 
trudged down the hot road, his shoes in 
his hand, for he loved the sensation of the 

wdery sand oozing between his toes. 

alf a mile below, he crossed the river on 
the wooden bridge, and unceremoniously 
made his way to Kent Brooks’s office, on 
the second floor of the mill. The young 


- man sat gloomily behind his desk, but 


looked up to grin ruefully as Scattergood 
entered. 

The old man grunted, and took a chair. 
“W-al,” he said placidly, “how does wild 
oats set on the stummick? Cramp ye 
some, or be you satisfied with ’em as a 
stiddy diet?” 

“There’s different kinds,” said Kent. 
“Some of them I liked, some didn’t inter- 
est me much, and some made me sick. 
But”—he paused reflectively—‘‘I don’t 
know that I would have missed trying any 
of the varieties!” 

Scattergood’s eyes twinkled. “ Explor- 
in’sa great pastime,” he said. ‘Got any 
plans?” 

“Tm going to stick around until things 
are cleaned up. There'll be enough to sat- 
isfy the creditors, I guess.” 

‘Any left fer you?” 
Kent shrugged his shoulders. 
“Lots of folks,” suggested Scattergood, 
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“when they up and fail 
in business, see to it that 
there ts.” 

“Oh,” said Kent, “that 
kind of crime’s out of 
my line. I just go in 
for the van that makes 

ou unpopular. 
7 “Um. With that 
Rogers girl, fer in- 
stance.” 

Kent nodded. 

“You hain’t showed 
much promise as a stiddy, 

loddin’ husband,” said 

cattergood. ‘‘Um. 
Explored ’most every- 
thin’, hain’t ye? Ever 
calc’late on explorin’ 
work?” 

“T never did.” 

**Figgered money’d 
last forever, eh?... 
Kent, your pa’d be dis- 
ap’inted to see this here 
mill in strangers’ hands.” 

“So he would, Mr. 
Baines.” = 

“Then,” said Scatter- 

ood, “why don’t you 


” 


“Hain’t never seen nobuddy so sick he 
couldn’t git well; and Lazarus was raised 
from the dead.” 

“What can I do?” 

“Work like tunket,” said Scattergood. 
“Explore work, and mebbe you'd enjoy it. 
Enough thinkin’ and enough workin’ ’ll 
salvage ’most any wreck. How’s your 
gumption, eh? Got any?” 

“Tm afraid I don’t know.” 

“D’ye want to save this mill?” 

“I want that more than anything, but 
one, in the world!” 

“But one, eh? W-al, that’s like it 
oughter be. Want to rig yourself up and 
buckle down?” 

“Tf I knew where to begin.” 

“Um. I says it took thinkin’ and work- 
in’, didn’t I? W-al, I calc’late to do the 
thinkin’, while you do the sweatin’. I’m 
old enough to be entitled to be lazy. Will- 
in’ to give it a whirl?” 

“Pm not sure,” said Kent, “that I’m 
any fet i 

‘Neither am I,” said Scattergood; “but 
it’ll be int’restin’ to find out. If we come 
out full as well as I expect, you ought to 
hang onto this here mill and git you your 
girl; if we don’t, you hain’t any wuss off ’n 
you be now. What say?” 


TPE young man stood up and, before he 
answered, paced up and down the office 
a dozen times. Finally he came to a stop. 
“Mr. Baines,” he said, “probably the 
world calls me a fool. I know it calls me 
an undesirable citizen. Maybe I’m both. 
For myself, I don’t think I have been. 
I’ve tried to get my money’s worth, and 
I’m satisfied. As to being undesirable, I 
don’t believe a soul in the world is the 
worse for me. . . . And that’s that. Pm 
not whining, and I’m not apologizing.” 
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“Suits me!” 

“Tve bought experience; now I’m will- 
ing to buy another kind. _ If you have an 
idea which can pan out, Mr. Baines, I'll 
work the palms off my hands and the soles 
off my feet to make it go. Not that I’m 
dead set on money; but I would like to 
show Margaret Rogers that I’m about as 
tall as the rest of fellows, and dog-gone 
near as wide.” 

“Shake,” said Scattergood. ‘How 
does things lay?” 

“The mill, of course, is shut down. The 
manufactured stock is being sold off as 
rapidly as possible, and bills collected for 
the benefit of creditors. The mill is to be 
knocked down at atiction thirty days from 
to-day.” 

“Thutty days kin be turned into sixty,” 
said Scattergood, “if you double the work- 
in’ time of all of ’°em!” 

“Very well, we have sixty days,” said 
Kent. “Where do I start?’ 

“Own some timber, don’t ye?” 

“ Yes. ” 

“How does it stand?” 

“Its a thousand acres. The creditors 
have decided to sell at private sale—if 
they can find a purchaser.” 

“Have they set a price?” 

“Thirty dollars an acre.” 

“Um. You kin start by givin’ me a 
thutty-day option onto it. The hull deal 
hangs danglin’ there. Kin you do it? Kin 
you make them creditors agree?” 

“T will,” said Kent. 

“Git at it, then,” said Scattergood. 
é G’-by. ” 

From the mill Scattergood visited 
Johnny Bones, his lawyer. 

“Johnny,” he said, “call to mind the 
charter we got some years back to improve 
this here river and all its branches, enu- 
meratin’ ’em by name?” 

“I remember.” 


Hans drew back his right fist, his steely blue eyes on Kent’s brown onés. 


i 


““Mebbe we'll need it. Git it out and 
study it up. The’s a couple streams we 
hain't never improved. Johnny, did it ever 
strike ye the Power Comp’ny was creepin’ 
up the state to’ard this here valley?” 

“Tet has.” 

“As a stockholder in the Coldriver Dam 
and Boom Company, you ought to be fig- 

erin’ possibilities. Presee *em. G’-by, 
pa, i 

It was two hours later when young 
Kent Brooks came briskly to Mr. Baines’s 
hardware store with the desired option 
upon the thousand acres of timber on the 
South Branch. 

“Got it,” he said. “Had no difficulty 
at all when I mentioned your name.” 

“No grass growed under your feet,” 
said Scattergood. “Got a county atlas?” 


“Find one to the bank. Go study it. 
Write down the names of all them that 
owns land borderin’ on the South Branch, 
up above your proppity that I just op- 
tioned. That’s about all, except I expect 
ye to git out and pick up options for me on 
the whole kit and caboodle of it. And 
*thout stirrin’ up talk. I don’t care per- 
s’nal if you don’t git to bed for a week.” 


VENTS manifested themselves even 

more quickly than Scattergood Baines 
anticipated. On the noon train next day 
arrived a young legal gentleman represent- 
ing the Power Company, sent somewhat 
tardily to secure ownership of Kent 
Brooks’s thousand acres of timber. 

Now, this timber was the key to a situa- 
tion, and uponit hung the success of the ma- 
neuver upon which Scattergood had em- 
barked. Te lay just back of the mouth of 
the South Branch, and was bisected by 
the stream. At that point the valley nar- 
rowed, and rock walls lifted themselves. 
Here, and only here, could a Gam be 

é 
{ 
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Kent tapped once more for emphasis. 
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erected to turn the upper reaches of that 
long and narrow depression into an im- 
mense storage reservoir. And a storage 
reservoir was necessary to the Power 
Company, by reason of the summer’s low 
water. i winter and in spring, torrents 
roared and lashed down the valleys; in 
summer these torrents abated to trickles 
scarcely ample to float a brook trout. 
Therefore the waters of the melting snows 
must be reserved and stored if an even flow 
of water was to be maintained throughout 
the twelve months. And here, on this spot, 
a dam three hundred! yards long would do 
the trick. True, it was looking a bit into 
the future; but the future was where Scat- 
i ae always looked. 

he young legal gentleman discovered 
at once how this tract had passed under 
Scattergood’s control and, being new in 
that country, and so unacquainted with 
the old hardware merchant, he called upon 
him clothed in a supercilious manner. 

“Mr. Baines,” he said, “I learn you have 
taken an option on a small tract, formerly 
the property of the Brooks people.” 

“You learn correct,” said Scattergood. 

“T represent the Power Company.” 

“Hope they’re satisfied with ye, and 
hope ye git along well in your job.” 

“This fat old back-countryman,” 
thought the bright young man, “will pre- 
sent no difficulties to me.” 

“We shall be glad,” he said, “to take 
the option off your hands.” 

“Once,” said Scattergood, “the doctors 
was willin’ to take off a man’s leg; but he 
didn’t fall in with their notions.” 

“Of course at a reasonable profit to 
you.” 

“ Don’t aim to sell,” said Scattergood. 
: “G’-by.” 

Å. But— ” 
<: y-by. ” y 
From the sidewalk the young man es- 


re J 


“Pick up that peavey!” he said 


sayed again. “Under our charter,” he 
said, “we can condemn—right of eminent 
domain. You'll do better for yourself by 
private negotiations.” 

“Q@’-by,” Scattergood repeated once 
more. 

The young man returned to his prin- 
cipals to make report. They, it seemed, did 
not take the matter so highly. as he. 

“‘Scattergood Baines holds the option?” 
demanded the president of the great cor- 
poration. 

“Yes; a fat old hick. He can be han- 
dled.” 


THE president allowed himself a smile, 
and shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘ Well,” 
he said to himself, “we would have to run 
against him sooner or later. He believes 
he holds Coldriver Valley by divine right. 
The ruction might as well start now as 
later. But it’s going to be nobody’s pic- 
nic.... Youn itay oe much would you 
say this Mr. Baines is worth?” 

“He seems to own a hardware store.” 

“So he does. So he does. Besides that, 
he owns a railroad—lock, stock, and bar- 
rel. We have offered him half a million 
for it. Nobody knows how much timber 
he owns. And as for his general invest- 
ments—there’s not even a guess. But he 
runs well into the millions. . . . Son, 
we’re in for our first big fight.” 

“T can’t believe it.” 

“ Nevertheless, I am calling an emer- 
gency meeting of the board. Before we get 
through with this, someone is going to 
lose a lot of hide. When you go out will 
you send in Miss Pung?” 

For the remainder of that day Miss 
Pung, the president’s secretary, was oc- 
cupied upon the telephone summoning 
various individuals to conference—law- 
yers, politicians, devious and underground 
persons who dabbled in state politics for 


hire... . The Power 
Company did not under- 
estimate the emergency, 
and girded its loins for 
battle. 

But, while the Power 
Company conferred, 
youn ent Brooks 
worked. In that valley 
were twenty-four pieces 
or parcels of land, large 
and small. Instructed 
by Scattergood, he of- 
fered fair terms, and 
by dint of doing two, and 
sometimes three, days’ 
work in one, he suc- 
ceeded in placing in 
Scattergood’s safety de- 
posit box no fewer than 
twenty-one options in a 
week. 

The Power Company 
remained silent and in- 
visible. 


T WAS of a Monday 

that the president of 
the Power Company got 
off the train and called 
at the hardware store. 
With him Mr. Baines 
shook hands placidly. 

“Met a young man of 
your a few days back,” 

e said. 

“So he told me,” 
grinned the president. “I gather you 
didn’t impress him.” 

“He didn’t set much store by me,” said 
Scattergood. “Um... . This visit of 

ourn now. If you didn’t think you had me 
eat, you wouldn’t of come, would you?” 

“No,” said the president. 

“Got a prop’sition?” 

“The only one we can offer you is to 

ive you a reasonable profit on your deal. 
ell go further, we'll give you a good 
rofit. 
pr ’Tain’t enough,” said Scattergood. 
“I guess you heard how it is with me. A 
long ways back I diskivered this here val- 
ley, and I’ve spent my life a-developin’ it. 
It’s done well by me, and I done well by it. 
So long as I live, and kin manage to keep a 
hand-holt, it’s goin’ to keep on bein’ my 
valley.” 

? But can’t we work side by side with- 
out conflict?” 

“Looks dubious to me. Mebbe so— 
mebbe not. What guarantees you got?” 

“Im afraid I can’t offer any guaran- 
tees.” 

“ Big companies keep a-crowdin’ and 
a-crowdin’.’. . . Um. You calc’late you 
got me licked. Mebbe you kin prove it to 
me.”* 

“Shall we put our cards on the table?” 

“Suits me.” 

“Well, your railroad is a pet of yours. 
We have got a charter from the state to 

arallel your line with an electric road. 
We have the power going to waste, and 
can operate as a by-product. Also, we 
are working on rights of way ¿o reach 
Hampton on the other side. Our ra:es will 
put your railroad out of business.” 

«Cost you a heap.” 

“Not more than buying your road 
would.” 

“Mebbe not. Um... . That all?” 

“That will do (Continued on page 148) 


Your Emotions Will Get You 
If You Don’t Watch Out 


Dr. Max G. Schlapp, one of the most celebrated living neurologists, says 
that every time you lose your self-control you make it easier 
to lose it the next time — Before you know it, you 
will find all sorts of things wrong with 
you and the doctor at the door 


By Edward H. Smith 


EN and Damascene blades 
are alike in this: When they 
lose their temper they lose 
their quality. Roaring Bill 
Green, who happens to be 
extremely well known to the New York 
bar by another and not more compli- 
mentary name, had heard such maxims 
all his life—and had taken not the least 
stock in them. He was a ripsnorter, by 
birth and by inclination. He both in- 
dulged and believed in rages. 
here was nothing evil about the man. 
Calm and at ease, he had a charm that 
made him friends by the score. But in his 
tantrums he alienated them just as fast. 

His wife, who had tried for a dozen 
years to get used to the storm and stress 
of a mercurial husband, worried and 
warned: He’d lose his last friends; he was 
estranging his intimates and driving away 
his clients; there must be something patho- 
logical about such furies; he’d better 
consult a doctor. 

But Bill Green laughed—when he 
didn’t flare up—and kept on roaring. 
What did it matter? His friends under- 
stood him. They knew his tempers didn’t 
mean anything. His clients might not 
like his manners, but he wasn’t a professor 
of deportment. He was a lawyer, and a 
good one. As long as he maintained his 
reputation, business would come his way. 
A few customers got “‘sore,” it was true. 
Well, let them go hang. As for seeing a 
doctor—nonsense! Flying into a little 
heat now and then did no more than let 
off the steam. 

But when Green lost two good accounts 
in a month, he began worrying. And 
when he finally flared into a rage in court, 
defied a judge, and came within <a hair 
of going to jail for contempt, he did allow 
himself to be taken to a nerve specialist. 
From this candid authority he learned 
some surprising truths. 

he physician told the lawyer, with a 
disturbing gravity, that he was suffer- 
ing from a depressed “‘threshold” in the 
anger-emotional center of his brain. That 
didn’t mean much to him, but the doctor 
went on to explain: : 

The brain was a machine, a part of the 
general human mechanism. When used 
rightly it did its work with marvelous 
precision and speed. It was the most 
wonderful of all machines, but also one 
of the most delicate. Like any fine and 
intricate instrument, it could stand an 
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almost unlimited amount of proper wear, 
but it was sure to get out of order when 
it was abused. Flying into rages was 
abusing it. i 

It was like over-racing an engine. 
Every fresh fury did just a little more 
damage to the part of the brain which 
controls the emotion of anger. Naturally, 
as in an engine, that part got weaker and 
weaker till it no longer did its work. The 
man came by’ degrees to lack all control 
of his wrath, and there was the ever- 
present danger of some fatal rash act. 

“You mean to say that losing your 
temper grows-on you, like a habit?” asked 
the astonished attorney. 

“Exactly!” answered the physician. 
“It’s not like a habit, it is a habit. Every 
time you fly off the handle you make it 
just a little easier to go wild the nexg 
time. 
loses his temper, and the man who com- 
mits murder in a fit of rage, are uncom- 
fortably close relatives. The killer is 
only a man in whom the brain disorder 
which causes rages has got worse, to the 
point of disease. 

“Losing the temper, flying into rages, 
constant bitter feeling toward others, an 
easy yielding to the emotions, are all 
symptoms of disease. And this disease 
is always progressive, which means that 
it goes from bad to worse. The man who 
used to be fairly able to control himself 
comes in time to be wild. In your case, 
the thing has gone far enough; but we 
can still correct it—with your own help!” 


Se BILL GREEN was put on treatment. 
First he had to take a series of tests. 
Bright and early one morning he had to 
report at the hospital without breakfast. 
Bil was peeved at that. He didn’t see 
what breakfast had to do with it. But 
the doctor had been most specific, so Bill 


-obeyed for once. It galled him, and made 


him half violent—a simple little thing 
like following a physician’s direction. He 
came afterward to know that even that 
was a symptom of sickness. 

At the hospital they put Bill into a 
room with several other patients, took 
off most of his clothes and laid him down 
onacot. Then the attending laboratorian 
told him and those with him to be as 
composed as possible, and not to be 
frightened or annoyed. The test about 
to be applied was a delicate one, and 
correct results could be got only if the 


no dangers. The gas mas 


More than that, the man who. 


patients were both serene and practically 
motionless. It would consist of nothing 
but wearing a gas mask for ten or fifteen 
minutes. 

No, there were no drugs, no smells, 
was simply 
a kind of meter through which was 
measured the amount of oxygen each 
patient consumed in a given period. 

The masks were adjusted, and the tests 
begun. Bill Green wanted to fume, and 
move, and say things; but he remembered 
that the test was important, so he lay 
quietly for twenty minutes and did his 
breathing. 


WHEN that was over, Bill was es- 
corted to breakfast, which consisted 
of one egg, two slices of toast and a cup of 
weak coffee. He wanted more, but again 
he obeyed orders. Two hours after break- 
fast he went to another laboratory, where 
the attendants took blood from his arm. 

Bill didn’t mind this much; but when a 
nurse asked him to drink a tumblerful of 
something that looked and tasted a good 
deal like honey, he wanted to rebel. As 
a matter of fact, what he finally took was 
a big long drink of absolute sugar, far 
sweeter and more sickening than any 
honey ever produced by a bee. He gulped 
it down with many grimaces, and felt 
that he was surely going to be nauseated. 
But a hint from the nurse that such an 
event would merely be followed by an- 
other cup of sweets, caused Bill to do a 
bit of conscious retaining. 

For an hour he sat in the reading-room. 
Then he lost a bit more blood. Then he 
sat for another hour. Then there was 
another slight blood-letting. The thing 
happened oncemore. Then Bill wastold to 

o home, and report to his physician in a 
ew days. This visit to the doctor resulted 
in a complete examination. Bill Green’s 
pulse and blood pressure were taken. His 
skin was examined, his teeth gone over, 
the responses of his nerves tested. Finally, 
the doctor got out the reports from the 
hospital, bade Bill dress himself, and 


said: 

“Well, Mr. Green, the tests and the 
examination show that your glands are 
sorely out of order, just as I expected. 
Especially the suprarenals. That’s a pair 
of foe e glands down over your kidneys. 
They have a lot to do with the emotions. 
If they’re over-active, you ‘fly up’ or cry 
or laugh or hate, or do something else 
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far too easily and too freely. Now—” 

“Did I have to go through all that 
sugar drinking and bleeding and breathing 
to find that out?” demanded Bill. 

“You did,” answered the physician. 

“The breathing is what we call the basal 
metabolism test. It shows how fast 
certain glands are working, because the 
chemicals from these glands act with the 
oxygen you breathe to burn up certain 
food elements in the body. 
The sugar and blood business 
is called the carbohydrate 
test. It had to do with the 
storage and elimination of 
sugars in your system. This 
indicates the activity of other 
glands. 

“Now, I’m going to give 
you some gland tablets. 
These will restore the balance 
in those over-active glands 
of yours. 

“T’m also going to give you 
a sedative, which will quiet 
you down and keep you a bit 
calm till we can get the glands 
back into shape. Meantime, 
you'll have to help along in 
two ways: You must take 
your medicine according to 
direction. You must never 
skip a dose on any account. 
The treatment does no good 
if you fail to take it abso- 
lutely regularly. The stuff 
I’m giving you is as necessary 
to your recovery as breath- 
ing is to your life. You must 
have breath regularly, every 
few seconds, and similarly 

ou must have these chem- 
icals every few hours. Don’t 
skip! 


“MHE other thing you 
must do to help your 
recovery is to avoid all excite- 
ments and rages. Keep out of 
the way of trouble, get all the 
rest you can. Cut out all 
the theatres, moving picture 
shows, automobile rides— 
everything that gives you a 
thrill. Read nice, contem- 
plative books, go for walks, 
take a fishing trip. Don’t 
try to work much. If you do 
as directed, the gland ex- 
tracts I’m prescribing for you 
will have you on your feet in a little while. 
“ And remember this above all things: 
you lose your temper because certain 
glands are over-active; but, also, the 
glands are over-active because you lose 
your temper. The glands are deranged 
now, because you’ve been flying into 
furies for years. Stop it! I know you 
can’t help it. It isn’t a matter of will. 
But avoid every situation that in any 
way may excite or arouse you. Come 
back in two weeks.” 
In two weeks Bill was much better. In 
a month he was considered fit for human 
society once more. In three months he 
went back to work, a new man. That was 
a year ago. Bill doesn’t rage any more. 
His office is one of the most placid spots 
in town. Also, one of the busiest. 
The physician who treated the man I 
have called Bill Green is Dr. Max G. 
Schlapp, professor of neuropathology in 


MARCEAU, N. Y. 


Post-Graduate Medical School, director 
of the New York Children’s Court Clinic, 
and one of our leading neurologists and 
authorities on the ductless glands. He 
told me this anecdote, and gave me an 
explanation of the effects of emotional 
storms on the efficiency of the human 
being. 

“There is a system of these ductless 
glands in the body,” said Doctor Schlapp, 


Dr. Max G. Schlapp, Professor of Neuropathology at New York 
Post-Graduate Medical School Hospital, was born in Iowa and 
graduated in medicine from Cornell, Heidelberg, and Berlin, 
where he did special research work upon the brain. Doctor Schlapp 
is also director of the New York Children’s Court Clinic, where 
some of the most interesting modern work in the medical correc- 
tion of criminals and delinquent children has been done, and he 
has an international reputation for his work with feeble-minded 
children, epileptics, and sufferers from nerve and gland troubles 


“‘which supplies it with certain chemicals 
needed to perform important bodily 
functions. Each gland, or set of glands, 
gives off its special Kind of chemical, which 
does its fixed work. Part of this work 
consists of the stimulating of certain cell 
groups in the nervous system, or areas 
in the brain. The amount of chemical 
given off by the glands determines the 
degree of stimulation. But the nerves 
also carry impulses from the outside to the 
brain, and thence along other nerves to 
the glands. 


“rO A MAN who constantly loses his 

temper at small things, this is about 
what happens: the glands are a little over- 
active, in the first place, and they have 
made a part of the brain called the ‘anger- 
emotional center’ too sensitive. Now, 
every time this man sees or hears some- 
thing that makes him angry, the glands 


33 


secrete too much of their chemical. That 
further sensitizes the brain center and 
the nerves. This, in turn, stimulates the 
glands to increased activity—and that 
means still more chemicals and still 
greater sensitization of the nerves and 
the brain centers. The whole thing is a 
vicious circle. In time, the man gets 
to the stage where he loses his temper 
at little or nothing, where he absolutely 
cannot control himself—and 
where he is dangerous. 

“ Men lose control of them- 
selves not only through anger 
and rage, but through all 
kinds of other emotions. Dr. 
Walter B. Cannon, of Har- 
vard, and others have dem- 
onstrated this by various in- 
tricate experiments. Fear is 
an emotion which causes 
severe results of the kind de- 
scribed, and constantly re- 
peated fears soon result in 
what we call ‘phobias.’ Ha- 
tred, which is a low form of 
rage long drawn out, does the 
same thing. 

“Doctor Cannon has shown 
that continued hunger has a 
similar effect, and we are al- 
ready familiar with the after- 
effects of grief, worry, nerv- 
ous shocks, over-exertion, 
fatigue, and other similar 
strains. They all tend to 
wear down the resistance of 
the human being, detract 
from his balance, deitroy his 
happiness, and ruin his effi- 
ciency.” 


CCORDING to Doctor 
Schlapp, the results of 
constant emotionalism show 
themselves often in the cases 
of business men, who are 
finally forced to appeal to the 
nerve doctor for. help. He 
told me this story: 

Richard Blank had been 
the despair of his family and 
friends for more than two 
years. He had been idle all 
of that time. Owing to ear- 
lier good fortune, he had a 
little money; but he had been 
slowly using it up to pay for 
the ordinary living expenses 
of his wife and children. 
His means were about exhausted, and 
still he did nothing to earn more. 

The man was, in plain terms, a vaga- 
bond. He did nothing but loaf, go fishing, 
wander around in the country, or sit at 
home and brood. He had tried to get 
started in business a dozen times; but 
each time had either quit at the end of a 
few days, or failed to begin at all. 

If Richard had always been worthless, 
no one would have considered this re- 
markable; but the man had, until two 
years before, been one of the most ener- 
getic of business men, and a money-maker 
of special talent. For years he had dis- 
played the most inexhaustible energy, 
and made one success after the other. 
He was one of those men who never leave 
their business behind them. He seemed 
to work day and night. He was the 
original walking dynamo. Then, no one 
knew why, he (Continued on page 72) 


How to Begin at the Top 
And Work Down 


T INTERVALS within the past 
six months three young men 
came to see me on similar er- 
rands. Each was a recent grad- 
uate from college, and each 

was inspired by an ambition to enter 
journalism. The fact that all three of 
them referred to it as ‘“‘journalism” in- 
stead of calling it “newspaper work” was 
proof they had no intimate acquaintance 
with the trade they hoped to follow. 

They asked for my advice, for my help 
if I could give it, ın securing for them 
positions on New York newspapers. As I 
recall, they didn’t mention “jobs;” they 
mentioned ‘“‘positions,” and ‘“‘connec- 
tions.” Well, that part of it was all right. 
Adob by any other name still smells like 
a job. 

Ta each instance I started out to say 
that the best way, in fact the only way 
known to me, by which a green hand 
could get a foothold was for him to per- 
suade some city editor either that he had 
the goods, or had in him the makings of 
the goods. But I didn’t go so very far 
along those lines. 

It would seem that not one of these 
young men cared to be a reporter at the 
outset. I might have told them all that 
of this there was not the slightest danger; 
that they wouldn’t be reporters for quite 
a spell; that possibly they never would be 
reporters; that it would take time for all 
concerned, and much manual labor on 
their part, and patience on the part of 
their bosses, before anybody could say 
that they were reporters, or might even- 
tually become reporters. I didn’t get a 
chance to tell them this. 

One of them broke in to say that he 
desired to write book reviews. All his 
inclinations were for the purely literary 
side of the business, rather than for the 
humdrum task of collecting news and 
assembling news, and then preparing the 
news for publication. Or, ın substance, 
that. The second one, on the other hand, 
liked the stage. He had been active in 
dramatics at his university. So he craved 
to do theatrical criticisms. ‘He was con- 
vinced that theatrical criticism was his 
forte. And the third wished to be a 
special writer, preferably on the magazine 
section of one of the higher class of Sunday 
papers. His fancy was all for feature 
writing, so called. 

Now, here were three live, spry young 
fellows, all deuces in experience, all three- 
spots in age, who yet wanted to move up 
among the face cards on the first shuffe. 
I am not claiming that these candidates 
were typical—it probably was no more 
than a coincidence that I should have been 
called upon in succession by three of-them. 
What I do claim is that they were repre- 
sentative of a fairly large class. 

Somebody is forever trying to tell us 
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By Irvin S. Cobb 


what our country needs. Nearly every- 
one, sooner or later, takes a crack at this 
fascinating guessing contest. If you're 
asking me what’s the matter with the 
United States of America at this time, I'd 
say that one of its troubles is that we are 
turning out so many young men and young 
women who are willing to begin at the 
top and work down. 
ithout undertaking to speak author- 
itatively, I assume that this is true of a 
large proportion of beginners in almost 
any line of business or professional en- 
deavor. Out of the fullness of my own 
experience, I can testify that it is absolute- 
ly true as regards outsiders who feel that 
they have been called upon to earn a living 
by writing, and so are bent upon breaking 
into the writing game. With very few 
exceptions, so far as my knowledge of their 
aspirations goes, these persons are lookin 
for short cuts to a literary reputation an 
a financial independence. For them, the 
rospect of following the long, hard, 
bumoy road which those who attain suc- 
cess with the pen have followed has seem- 
ingly no appeal whatsoever. They don’t 
want to work for success. They want 
somebody to hand it to them, like John the 
Baptist’s head, on a golden salver. 
o then, for the purposes of this article, 
I purpose mainly to confine myself to the 
group who intend to become professional 
writers. It’s not a small apccislived group. 
Often I think that to every literate in- 
dividual in the land, and to nearly every 
illiterate person as well, there comes, at 
one time or another, a yearning to contrib- 
ute to the newspapers for hire or to the 
magazines or to turn out novels. If you 
don’t believe it, you should glance over 
my mail every day for a week. 


SUALLY, in the cases of those with 

whom I personally have had contact, it 
is easy totrace out the sources of this pleas- 
ant ambition. This one has been told that 
he or she writes such bright, well-phrased 
letters. Which naturally proves that he or 
she can write acceptable fiction. That one 
has the word of her friends for it that her 
conversation is so vivid, so sprightly, so 
smartly turned. If only she would write 
for publication as she talks across the tea 
table or the dinner table! That’s what 
people forever are saying to her, and so 
she has decided to take their advice, and 
she expects to be able to write a thousand 
words of salable copy in not much more 
than the time it would take for her to 
speak a thousand words. 

A third has had a kind of feeling—you 
know, a feeling as though some great 
impulse within him cried out for freedom. 
Ah me, literature so frequently gets the 
blame for what a few indigestion tablets 
taken in time might have cured! 

This budding prodigy is the one who 


mistakes his symptoms for artistic emo- 
tions. I shut my eyes and hear him 
saying, “I wish you’d read this over and 

ive me your honest opinion of it. It’s a 
Peele thing I dashed off the other night 
while I was waiting for the supper bell to 
ring. All of a sudden the idea came to me, 
and I just sat right down and dashed it 
off. I haven’t even corrected it yet and 
it’s sort of smudged in places, but I guess 
you can puzzle it out.’ 

He is a liar. He doesn’t want an honest 
opinion. He doesn’t want criticism, or 
suggestion even. What he wants is praise 
—tons of praise, mountains of compli- 
ments, an Appalachian range of flattery. 
Invariably, that is what he wants. But 
undoubtedly he did just dash it off. Every- 
thing about it proves that. And if ever it 
redih an editor, that cruel individual 
will continue the good work. He’ll dash 
it into the waste basket, meanwhile using 
language which for family consumption 
could be expressed only by the use of 
many dashes. 


I ENVY those who dash off these priceless 
gems. You should see me some morning 
when I’m in the mood for dashing off the 
stuff. There I sit, dashing it off at the 
rate of about an inch and a half an hour, 
and using drops of sweat for punctuations. 
I’m. the same sort of impetuous dasher 
that the Muir Glacier is. And so is every 
other writer I know who is getting by 
with it. They say Thackeray worked 
three weeks once over a single paragraph, 
and then threw it away and started in all 
over again. What ails the rest of us is 
that we work long hours over those par- 
agraphs, and then haven’t sense enough 
to throw them away. We leave them in. 

There is yet another variety of amateur, 
who believes he must have been born with 
the instinct to write in him. His mother 
wrote poetry, or his father wrote census 
reports or something. He is sure the 
Parly talent has been handed on to 

im. 

Now, right here I might state in pa- 
rentheses that I also come of a writing 
family. I had an uncle who wrote in- 
surance, and, from what I can gather, one 
of my grandfathers spent a considerable 
part of his life writing his signature as 
endorser on other men’s promissory notes. 

Even so, I never believed that such 
knack for writing as I may have came to 
me as a legacy from my gifted ancestors. 
I know dog-gone well it didn’t come to me 
that way. I learned the rudiments of my 
trade by main strength and awkwardness. 
Also by serving a twenty-year apprentice- 
ship of training in newspaper shops. Also 
by continually polishing my work and 
swearing at it and perspiring over it, and 
frequently almost expiring over it, in an 
effort to make (Continued on page 68) 


IRVIN $. COBB, famous 
humorist, has for many 
years been a great favorite 
with the public, both as a 
lecturer and a writer. He is 
the author of more than 
twenty books, of many short 
plays, and of innumerable 
magazine articles and short 
stories. Mr. Cobb was born 
in Paducah, Kentucky, forty- 
nine years ago. He became a 
reporter before he was seven- 
teen, and at nineteen was ed- 
itor of the Paducah “Daily 
News.” Later he conducted 
a column called “Sour Mash” 
for the Louisville “Evening 
Post.” Coming to New York 
City, he worked first for the 
“Evening Sun,” and then for 
the “Evening World.” The 
picture below shows him play- 
ing with two Brazilian cardin- 
als. He is fond of birds, and 
has several in his apartment 


in New York City. 
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Mr. MAY is the founder of the May Department 
Stores, which employ from twelve to fourteen 
thousand persons and have an annual turn-over of 
nearly a hundred million dollars. Born in a little 
German village seventy-six years ago, David May 
came to America alone at the age of fifteen. When he 
was nineteen, he owned a quarter interest in a 
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David May 


flourishing store at Hartford City, Indiana. Ten 
years later, he went to Colorado, and promptly 
caught the mining fever. However, he soon tired of 
mmng, and started a store which laid the founda- 
tion for his present chain, including large stores in 
St. Louis, Cleveland, Akron, Denver and Los Angeles. 
Mr. May’s home is in St. Louis. 


David May Carries a Big Balance 
In the Bank of Friendship 


He has asked few favors but granted many, for “to refuse a friend,” he says, 
“you must have a heart of stone” — The story of his life as an immi- 
grant to America, of his experiences in a mining camp, 
and of his rise as a merchant — To-day he is head 
of a chain of large department stores 


By Harry A. Stewart 


NE summer day in 1877 two 
men were toiling in a crude 
mining shaft on a barren moun- 
tain top in Colorado. They 
had been told that just under 

the grass roots lay abundant silver, free 
for the taking. So, like hundreds of others, 
they dug a hole in the ground, straddled 
it with a hand-operated windlass, and 
prepared to become rich. 

ut the riches failed to materialize. 
Time after time the man in the shaft 
filled the bucket with dirt, while his part- 
ner at the top labored at the groaning 
windlass. No ore appeared. ; 

Finally the man at the windlass straight- 
ened his back and rubbed his blistered 
hands wearily. “Jake!” he called to the 
man in the shaft. 

“What?” 

“Come up here. I want to talk to you.” 

Jake came up. 

“Tm tired of this,” declared the younger 
man. “I’m going to quit mining and start 
a store.” 

His partner laughed. 

“You'll get rich with a store here!” he 
said. ‘“‘Why, all told, there aren’t five 
hundred people in this camp.” 

“Thats all right,” was the reply. 
“This is a real rush, and I think it’s going 
to make a big camp. I’m going to buy me 
a lot, build a shack on it, and start a store.” 

David May was the man who said he 
was going to stop mining in favor of 
store-keeping: He was only an amateur 
miner, yet; although but twenty-six, he 
was already a merchant with more than 
ten years’ experience. 

He bought the lot, built the store, and 
the result more than justified his fore- 
sight. Within less than five months the 
population had increased from five hun- 

dred to more than twenty-five thousand 

ple. The town, Leadville, Colorado, 
beine the world’s greatest producer of 
silver. And the business that David May 
started there, in the summer of 1877, has 
developed in less than fifty years into a 
great chain of department stores. 
7” We were in his office in St. Louis when 
David May told me about his earlier 
experiences. When I went in, I looked at 
him keenly. I had long been curious to 
see this man, who ranks with A. T. Stew- 
art and John Wanamaker as one of the 
greatest merchants America has ever 
known. ; 

He is now nearly seventy-six years old. 


You can see from his picture what he is 
like—a big man, broad-shouldered enough 
to carry the great business burdens he 
has assumed; calm and gentle. Even his 
photographs show that he is gentle. But 
the best thing about him doesn’t show in 
the picture: he has the friendliest brown 
eyes I ever saw. 

And, as I was to learn soon, friendship 
has been the keynote of David May’s life. 
I had asked him to tell me what he had 
learned about people from his long ex- 
perience. 

“T have learned,” he explained in his 
deep, quiet voice, ‘‘that friends are the 
finest accumulation a man can make. 
There is nothing so good as friendship. 
When I pass on, my richest bequest to my 
children will be the friends I have gathered 
about me and them.” 


HE GLANCED at his eldest son, Mor- 
ton, who stood just beside me. Some- 
thing very unusual passed in that glance 
from father to son—perfect understanding 
and friendship. 

David May is an old man, his son a 
young one. David is the son of a poor 
German villager; Morton’s father is a 
wealthy and prominent American mer- 
chant. David is of the old generation, 
Morton of the new. How many cases do 
you know of where such a father and such 
a son could meet on the perfect equality 
of man-to-man friendship? Not many, Í 
fear! 

Most fathers love their sons, and that 
love is returned; but they don’t always 
understand each other. So it is a very 
fine thing, a very heart-warming thing, 
to see a father and son who do. 

Morton J. May is the eldest of three 
brothers. They have one sister. All three 
of the boys are connected with their 
father’s organization, the May Depart- 
ment Stores. Morton is president, and 
his father is chairman of the board. Most 
of the work of guiding the great organi- 
zation is now done by the son; but David 
May still keeps a firm hand on the reins. 
He is in his office every day from nine in 
the morning until six in the evening. “I 
am breaking Morton in to take my place 
when I am gone,” said David, with an- 
other glance at his son. 

The chain of circumstances which led 
young David May to a Colorado mining 
camp is a curious one. It leads all the way 
from the little village of Kaiserslautern, 


in Germany, where he was born, to Lead- 
ville, Colorado. 

hen he was fifteen years old, David 
had absorbed all the schooling his village 
afforded. The future offered to him in his 
native land did not appeal to him; oppor- 
tunity did not hold out its hand to the 
German peasant, so he decided to go to 
America. 

“My father and mother were poor 
people,” he told me, simply, “and, al- 
though they hated to part with me, they 
had other children to feed. When we 
talked it over, they agreed with me that it 
would be best for me to emigrate.” 

“Wasn’t that a very unusual decision 
for a fifteen-year-old boy to make?” I 
asked. ` 

David May pursed his lips thoughtfully. 

“Perhaps it was,” he agreed; “but I 
have always seemed to know what I 
wanted to do. And many of our young 
men were leaving Germany then. 

“Anyhow,” he went on, “that is what 
I did. My father bought a steamship 
ticket to New York and, with all my be- 
longings packed in a small valise which I 
took on my shoulder, I kissed my mother 

ood-by and started away from Kaisers- 
autern toward the sea. 

“Two other youngsters, only a little 
older, went with me. What a wonderful 
time we had on the voyage! And when 
we landed at Castle Gade in New York, 
we were as lively and as full of curiosity as 
young monkeys. I had an uncle in Cin- 
cinnati; he sent me the money to come and 
stay with him. 


“WHEN I got off the train at Cincin- 
nati and started to hunt up m 
uncle’s house, I thought to myself, ‘David, 
you're here now; you are no longer a boy; 
you are a man!’ That was exactly the 
way I felt—grown up. 

“The first thing i had to do was, of 
course, to perfect my English. I knew 
only a few words when I landed. So I got 
a job in a store in the daytime, and nights 
I went to school. At first I had a hard 
struggle with the accent, but I persevered. 
I wanted to talk just like the Americans, 
and at the end of two years, by trying 
hard, I was succeeding pretty well. 

“When I had been in Cincinnati about 
a year and a half, a Presidential campaign 
came on. In those days, people were 
more partisan than they are now. They 
used to buy cheap (Continued on page 100) 
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The Return 


By David Grayson 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY THOMAS FOGARTY 


The last of the new series, 
“Adventures in Understanding” 


In thy home is the truth. Go where thou -vilt, 
to Benares or Mathura; 
If thy soul is a stranger to thee, the whole 
world is unhomely. 
—From Kasir, the Weaver 
Mystic of Northern India. 


T WAS in summer that we came 

home again. I shall never forget the 

little turning beyond the hill when 

we came home again. It was early 

morning, and there was the smoke of 
breakfast fires in many a friendly chimney 
as we passed; and I saw the crows lifting 
and calling from many a dewy field. Dear, 
quiet Hempfield. The wide valley, the 
trees and the hills. Afy hills. I stopped to 
look at them again, all clear in the morn- 
ing sun. 

“There is old Ransome’s barn. . . 
There is Darth’s tumbledown fence and 
his Jersey cows... . . Dold has built a 
new shed. ... And there is our own 
great elm.” 

It came to me with such a rush of feel- 
ing as f cannot describe how much I loved 
it all. Dear town; sweet loophole of 
retreat.. 

Suddenly; something within me that 
had long been knotted hard, strained and 
twisted down in dull, unhappy endurance, 
began to unknit and loosen away. I came 
newly alive there at the turning, at the 
sight of the smoke in my own chimney, 
and when I next looked up at the hills I 
could not see them— 

I do not intend to relate every step in 
that recovery. After one tope whirling, 
he remains for a time still a little dizzy. 

It seemed to me I wanted to get hold of 
the firmest, simplest, realest things I 
could anywhere find. I wanted to be slow 
and quiet. 

“Harriet,” I said, “I am not so much in 
a hurry as Í was to write a great book.” 

She did ‘not answer. 

“ But one thing I am sure of.” 

“What is that?” asked Harriet. 

“Why, that one can begin living a little 
book anywhere, at any time.” ; 

Most of my notes of that time, I find, 
are of common work and common, simple 
people: men driving teams, cutting hay, 
spraying their orchards, cultivating their 
com. ; 

It was, indeed, just at hay-cutting time 
that I came home again. We had a fine 
crop in our own meadow; half alfalfa it 
was, and heavy. I helped at the pitching 
on until I dripped in the hot sun. I fol- 
lowed the great loads down to the barn. 
I watched them going in at the gaping 
doorway. I smelled the cattle in the 
stanchions below. 

I waited for the man on the load to 
drive down his barbed hayfork, and 


watched the old horse pull away on the 
hoisting rope. 

“‘Gid-up there, Moll; gid-ap!” 

I heard the squeak of the pulley and saw 
the great fork full of hay lift upward and 
shift over the gaping bay. 

“Whoa!” cries the man in the dusty 
mow, and down comes the load upon us. 

There are little dusty golden shafts of 
sunlight coming through holes in the roof; 
there are startled pigeons in the dim 
eaves. 

The man on the load is bare-headed, 
bare-armed, bare-chested, and black as an 
Indian with dust and sunburn. 

“Gee, but it’s hot,” says he, looking 
down at us. è 


ALKING back tothe field with every 

sense clean, sharp, naked, hungry and 
thirsty as I had not been before in months 
—good hunger, honest thirst—I caught an 
odor that I did not at first recognize, but 
that somehow gave me an old thrill. I 
followed it across a little ravine full of 
wild blackberry bushes and came to a 
neglected fieldside where there was a 
world of milkweed in bloom. Do you 
know the odor of milkweed blossoms on a 
hot day? Man, if you do not, you have a 
life yet to live! 

“So, it’s you,” said I, “after all these 
years.” 

I cannot tel] in words what a renewed 
grip upon the earth this utterly trivial mo- 
ment gave me. For it bridged suddenly 
the years backward to my boyhood, and 
the deep, deep realities I knew then. 1 
recalled vividly a certain hillside covered 
like this hillside with blossoming milk- 
weeds—where I went with a sword of 
whittled lath, to slay them where they 
stood. What blood I shed! What bold 
thoughts filled me then! 

They brought water to the field in a 
small milk can—with the return from the 
barn of the empty hayrack. And we all 


stopped there to drink and look at one 


another and joke the Polish man on the 
wagon and laugh at the boy on the hay 
rake, whose bare legs were too short to 
reach the release, so that he had to hitch 
forward from his seat each time he 
dropped his load. 

rink! How we poured down the 
blessed cool water there in the hot field. 
Our Irishman with a fine gesture flung the 
can on his shoulder and, turning his head 
to one side, with his mouth twisted awry, 
drank gloriously, we jeering him. 

“It minds me o’ the good old days,” 
says he, smacking his lips, “whin hayin’ 
was hayin’.” 

He drew his bare, sweaty arm across his 
mouth. 


“Thim times,” said he, “we hayed with 
a jug—and somethin’ in it.” 

‘This caused the Pole on the load, who 
understood this remark perfectly, to laugh 
immoderately. 

“Weno get him now,” he said. 

“That's the true word,” responded the 
Irishman, “or whativer ye do git, it’s 
plain poison.” 

Next to men at work I love well to see 
men at rest., I watched to-day one of the 
boys on a load of hay which he had driven 
up to the barn. He had to wait a few 
minutes while another load, then in the 
barn, was emptied. He was a sturdy 
young fellow, with great powerful arms 
and a face burned quite black in the sun; 
a good worker, as we knew-well, for we 
had pitched to him on the load. 

I saw him drop down on the hay while 
he waited and fling his arms wide there in 
perfect comfort. I-saw him looking up at 
the sky, half drowsily, at the hens running 
about in the yard, and presently at the 
bare-legged girl who was now leading the 
pulley-horse. There was a half-smile of 
complete contentment upon his youthful 
face. It was good to look at him. And 
when at length the other rack was backed 
out of the barn and the man in the mow 
called out, “ All right there, come ahead,” 
he sprang up with alacrity, seized the 
reins and, with legs widely parted, cried out: 
’ “Git up there, Jim; now, Kate—” And 
he drove gloriously, like a young god, into 
the great doorway of the barn. 

It was by such homely incidents as 
these—and there were many of them in 
those first months after I came home again 
—it was by such incidents, and the at- 
tempt to realize them- more deeply by 
setting them down afterward in my 
notes, that I seemed to get hold again u 
on reality—the true, normal things of the 
earth. It is true: we travel in circles and, 
if left to ourselves, return again upon 
ourselves... . 

“Harriet,” I said, “look there at the 
cloud on the horizon. Do you not see the 
cloud on the horizon?” 

“I see no cloud,” said Harriet. - 

“It is there,” I said; “it is the cloud the 
City makes. The City is a great invention. 
It is a wonderful place, the City. But it 


‘is no place for a man to live.” 


I KNEW presently that I was coming 


truly alive again by the reviving appe- 
tite I had for everything that happened all 
about: on my land, in the country roads, 


-or in the town. For we may truly test the 


health of our spirit by the appetite we 
have for the common, simple food of 
living. And finally one day—this was early 
the next spring—I had an adventure with 
a peach-tree man which seemed to me to 
cap my life with a full recovery, for I could 
again laugh at life, as well as look at it. 

I had been much pestered that spring 
with interruptions of all kinds. It is a 
curious subject upon which I have done 
some reflecting—this matter of inter- 


39 


40 


ruptions. Although I pretend to be much 
provoked and disgusted with interrup- 
tions, I have a kind of fondness for them. 
(This is a secret.) Often and often when 
I have set myself to a hard task—grim- 
jawed, determined—I can’t prevent a 
little imp somewhere in the back of my 
mind jumping up and down and literally 
yelping for some kind of an interruption, 
anything—a man coming down the lane, 
or the postman, or a voice from the door- 
way, “Telephone, David.” 


ND at the very moment I feel sternest 
toward all interrupters I know in my 

heart that I like nothing better in this 
world than to pounce upon some neighbor 
who is contentedly at work and surprise— 
and steal !—his secret of contentment. One 
gets little from an idle man; much from a 
busy, happy man; and how can one get to 
a busy, happy man, I'd like to know, with- 
out interrupting 
him? 

Nevertheless, I 
do like variety in 
interrupters, and the 
Peach-Tree Man 
I speak of was the 
third or fourth nurs- 
ery-stock salesman 
who had come smil- 
ing down my lane 
within two weeks. 
When I saw him: 
with his picture book 
under one arm, and 
a couple of sample 
peach trees, their 
roots wonderfully 
wrapped in burlap, 
under the other, I 
hastily scrabbled 
around in my mind 
for just the phrase 
which would send 
him back up the 
hill—not exactly 
bleeding. or badly 
hurt, but finished! 
I was getting my 
bees out of winter 
quarters and was 
very busy. It is one 
of the disadvantages ~~ 
of the farmer that ; E 
his office is all out- m” 
doors; there is no po- 
lite stenographer at 
the gate to say,“ Pm 
sorry, but Mr. Gray- 
son is engaged.” 

But this salesman was a downright good 
one. I feel certain he must have been 
graduated somewhere with the degree of 
D.P.P. (Doctor of Practical Psychology). 
For he caught me while I was figuratively 
reaching for my gun, and there I was, 
looking at his wonderful colored pictures 
of the rosiest, yellowest, biggest peaches 
ever grown this side the Garden of Eden; 
I was hearing his dulcet explanations of 
how his trees were selected and budded 
and pruned and root-pruned; and I could 
see for myself, as he deftly turned over his 
sample, how well his great, reliable, sin- 
cere, honest, earnest, patriotic, one-hun- 
dred-per-cent-American company packed 
its trees for shipment. 

Oh, he was a smart one! I resisted with 
all my might, looked cold and distant, was 
sententious in my utterances, even two or 
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three times made as if to return to my 
work, but I felt myself slipping, slipping. 

I had a wild idea of opening one of the 
hives near at hand—casually and absent- 
mindedly as it were—and letting come 
what would. The thought of that agent 
retreating up the hill and trying to be 
dignified with twenty angry honey bees at 
each ear was a picture of some attraction. 

Suddenly a great idea recurred to me. 
It had served me once before; and it has 
been good for more than one crisis since. 
It is also now in use, with great success, 
by several of my neighbors. It is a simple 
and delightful idea; and I give it here 
free to all the world, without patent, 
trade-mark, or copyright. 

“Excuse me,” ee to the Peach-Tree 


* Mister,” said he, ‘‘I ain’t laughed so much in a dog's life. Say, 
where did you get that line of talk? That’s a dang good one” 


Man, “excuse me for just a moment. I’ve 
got something I want to show you.” 

He let go without enthusiasm, and I 
went to the house and came back with a 
copy of my last book. (A cake of honey, 
or a bushel of potatoes, will do as 


well.) 


I OPENED my book there before the 
somewhat perplexed Peach-Tree Man 
and told him with what care I had selected 
and budded the ideas I put into it, how 
afterward I had both pruned and root- 
pruned them. 

“And you will see finally,” I said, 
talking fast, “how perfectly my company 
has covered and packed my production so 
that it won’t dry out, or die—so, in fact, 
that it will start an interesting growth in 
any soil whatsoever in which it is planted, 


and finally produce the most beautiful, 
gorgeous, delicious fruit known to man.” 

I enlarged upon the profit he would 
secure if he took my book at only a dollar 
and seventy-five cents, treated it well, 
fertilized and cultivated it; and what 
happiness he would presently have at the 
harvest. 

“And,” said I, beginning to get out of 
breath, “it will last long and bear well 
after every peach tree in your packet has 
been planted, grown, harvested, and died.” 


J SHALL not soon forget the look of 
amazement that slowly grew in his eye; 
amazement and irritation. It was some- 
thing plainly unexpected and wholly new 
to him—this interruption of the inter- 
rupter. (That’s my slogam: “Interrupt 
the interrupter.”’) 

“Say, mister,” said he, “I don’t want 
to buy books. I’m sellin’ trees.” 

“Well, mister,” 
I responded, “I 
don’t want to buy 
trees. Pm selling 
books.” 

For once in his 
life this excellent 
Peach-Tree Man, 
D. P. P., was plainly 
dazed and did not 
know what to say. 
We looked at each 
other solemnly a 
moment—and 
rather helplessly too, 
and then suddenly 
we both began to 
laugh—irresistibly. 

As soon as I could 
get a chance I said 
to him: 

“Did you ever 
hear of the Roman 
augurs?” 

“Pve heard of 
carpenter’s augers,” 
said he doubtfully, 
“and ship’s augers, 
but I ain’t never, zi 
know of, heard of 
Roman augers.” 
“Well,” said I, “they 
were an interesting lot. 
They were a kind of 
fortune-teller, you know, 
clairvoyants—” 

“Them fakers,” said 
the cheerful Peach-Tree 
Man. 

“Exactly,” said I. 

“And they called ’em augurs?” 

“In Rome, yes. . . . Well, they got so 
they could fool the people perfectly—but 
of course they couldn’t fool one another. 
You'll understand that.” 

“*Sure—I know—sure.”’ 

“So it was said that when one augur 
met another in Rome he couldn’t help 
winking at him.” 

I stopped a moment and waited. The 
Peach-Tree Man turned this curious and 
unexpected bit of historical information 
over in his mind—I could literally see him 
turning it! But I awaited the exact mo- 
ment when he should look up with puzzled 
understanding. 

I was on tenter-hooks, I can tell you, 
but at last it came; and then and not till 
then, exactly at the right instant, I 
winked at him (Continued on page 138) 


She Has Made a Home in New 
York for 10,000 Young Folks 


For twenty-eight years Mrs. Susan E. Moore has mothered homesick newcomers 
to the city—“To be a boarding-house keeper,” she says, “and make a 
real home for these courageous young people offers about as rich 
a life as any woman can desire!” — Odd and interesting 
stories of the people whose lives she has shared 


By Marion T. Colley 


O ALMOST every young person 

in America, New York is the 

magic city of opportunity—the 

place where fame and romance 

wait just around the corner, and 
a sudden turn may result in a success 
more dramatic and thrilling than any 
enchanted tale. 

Every year an army of young folks, 
rich in hope but poor in purse, comes un- 
heralded to the metropolis to lay siege 
to the coveted rewards it has to offer. 

In an ivy-covered, gray 
stone house on Central Park 
West, lives a woman, Mrs. 
Susan E. Moore, who 
probably knows more about 
the early struggles of these 
ambitious boys and_ girls 
than anyone else. For in 
the last twenty-eight years 
more than ten thousand of 
them have come to the re- 
markable boarding-house 
she has been keeping—and 
there they have found a 
home! From Atlantic coast 
to Pacific coast, her board- 
ing-place is known as “The 
Little Gray House.” 

In her small private sit- 
ting-room, back of the 
long, simply furnished 
double parlors, she talked 
to me recently of what her 
years as a boarding-house 
keeper for the young and 
the aspiring have meant to 
her; of the odd and inter- 
esting people whose lives she 
has shared; of the many 
young men and women who 
[uid the groundwork of 
their worldly success while 
living in cheap little hall 
bedrooms beneath her roof; 
of the romances that she has fostered. 

She told of lonesome boys and girls 
whose courage had been kept burning 
through the kindly deeds and sympathy 
of her younger sister, whom everyone 
loved and spoke of as “ Miss Mary;” and 
of those rare, and often tragic, beings, set 
apart by some great talent, who stepped 
from her door to fame, and left behind 
them magic memories to brighten forever 
the old stone house where they had once 
lived. 

“Te was in 1896,” she said, “that my 


two sisters and I, who were living in Georgia 
at that time, found ourselves faced with 
the necessity of making a living. We 
came to New York. The only thing we 
knew how to do was to keep house, so we 
recklessly rented a house on West Twelfth 
Street—and prayed heaven to send us 
some nice, agreeable boarders. We had 
no more than two or three hundred dol- 
lars among us, and this barely paid our 
expenses for the first month. But our 
prayer was answered, and six boarders 


Mrs. Moore’s One Dissipation 


UT of her twenty-eight vears of experi- 
ence in keeping a boarding-house Mrs. 
Moore has brought the. firm conviction that 
people are honest. . 
“We have helped dozens of young people 
financially,” she says; “we never kept ac- 
count of the number. Sometimes it was at 
the cost of very real sacrifice on our part, 
but it gave us more happiness than any- 
thing else. It was our one dissipation, and 
we did it so much! 
“Also, countless times, we have let board 
bills run into many months. ‘I’m sorry to 
keep you waiting for your money, but I'll 
pay you as soon as I can! some manly 
young fellow would apologize unhappily. 
“Don’t bother a minute! we would tell 
him. ‘We don’t? And always our confidence 
was fully justified. They always did pay.” 


came to us within the first few weeks. 

“As we could afford it, we sent back to 
Georgia for the servants we had left there. 
One of the first to arrive was an old col- 
ored man who had been our gardener in 
Columbus. He was not at all taken with 
our neighborhood, and for weeks he spent 
his spare time wandering up and down 
Fifth Avenue, pricing the houses ad- 
vertised for rent. 

“Miss Mary, us ought ter git on de 
main street, he would remonstrate ear- 
nestly with my younger sister. ‘How folks 


gwine know you here and wants boarders, 
ef you stays on er li’l side street lak dis? 
*Tain’t no way ter do!’ 

“Notwithstanding the fact that we 
were not in a stylish neighborhood, we 
soon had applications for board from 
many more people than we could accom- 
modate. With few exceptions, our first 
boarders were from the South. These 
told others about the place and its home- 
like atmosphere. 

“And voung people having a hard and 
lonely time in New York, 
trying to get a foothold, or 
to make ends meet on their 
meager salaries, began to 
flock to us. We never had 
to advertise; our young 
folks did this for us, by 
word of mouth, and we 
never had room for half the 
number who wished to stay 
with us. 

“ At the end of two years, 
we decided to take a larger 
double housein Fifty-eighth 
Street. Sixty boarders rep- 
resented the capacity of this 
place, and it rarely had less 
than that. Often its elas- 
ticity was taxed to the ut- 
most to take in additional 
ones. Finally, after twelve 
years, we moved to our 
present house on Central 

ark West, where we can 
have as many as ninety 
persons under our roof. 


“Most of our young peo- 
ple are from httle 
towns and villages. Often 
they have never been away 
from home for any length of 
time, until they come to us, 
and many of them are des- 
perately homesick at first. I have seen 
them when they couldn’t trust them- 
selves to open letters from their parents 
in the public parlors, because they were 
afraid they would cry. 

“We have always been especially ten- 
der with these. ‘Oh, my dear,’ Mary 
used to say, putting her arm about some 
sad girl, ‘you'll feel as if you had known 
us always, before the month is out.’ 

“In order to create a homelike atmos- 
phere, and to supply the fun that all 
young folks need, (Continued on page 157 
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Shining Palace on the Sand 


A love story 
By Blanche Brace 
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY NORMAN PRICE 


Safe upon the solid rock their ugly houses 
stand— Wi 

Come and see my shinin 
the sand! Epna ST. 


EE swung her paper hat bag defiantly 
as she neared the ramshackle 
house, bleak in the row of spruce 
summer bungalows, where the 
Collins family lived the year 

around, on Alki Point. Disdainfully 
she conquered the cowardly impulse to 
fold back the mippsiiveys corners of the 
bag, giving it the appearance of some 
innocuous parcel that might just possibly 
escape comment. There would be a fine 
fuss, all right, all right, about her buying 
another hat. Oh, well, what of it? 

“There’s always fuss about somethin 
or other, anyhow,” thought Lee. “And 

. this is worth a row.” 

The scowl was wiped from her forehead, 
her mouth was brushed by a smile, her 
accustomed armor of entirely adequate, 
slightly hard self-sufficiency fell from her, 
leaving her wistful and aka and 
vo young. | , 

ent Davis, music and life, a spring 

evening that wrapped caressing arms 
about her, a new moon—surely these 
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palace built upon 
INCENT MILtay. 


were v.orth any price the gods might 
choose to ask. 

Lee knew that the evening would be no 
more than an inconsiderable atom falling 
into the gay round of Kent’s existence; 
that didn’t prevent it from being a flaming 
rose to pin upon the drabness of her days. 


All the Collinses, except the mother of 
the family, were in the shabby living- 
room, stridently ugly with its scarred 
golden oak woodwork and its stiff plush 
chairs. Pa Collins, a small, assertive 
man in shirt sleeves, with the discouraged 
shoulders and sour lips of lifelong failure, 
read the evening paper. Edna, who had 
earned her own money for a business 
course, and was now a good stenographer, 
tight-lipped, rather pretty, sat darning a 
neat gray glove. u, an ironer in a 
laundry, distinctly good-looking in a big, 
blowsy way, was sliding “The Sheik” on 
the squeaky phonograph. Danny, ten, 
sprawled on the floor, absorbed in a comic 
strip, while six-year-old Letty, earnestly 
discordant, tried to sing her strugglin 
kitten to sleep. The room was pervade 
by the smell of boiling corned beef and 
greens. 


“Lo, Kid! What you got there?” 
demanded Lou. f 

“My goodness!” severely exclaimed 
Edna. “You don’t mean to say you’ve 
gone and bought another hat?” 

“Oh no; this is just a Twin Six I 
brought home in a bag,” retorted Lee, 
nervously flippant. ° 

“Clothes, clothes, clothes!” Pa Collin 
groaned, over the top of his paper. 
“That’s all a man ever hears around here.” 

“Let’s have a squint at it, now you’ve 
got it,” demanded Lou. 

With compressed lips, Lee drew a chic 
little tricorne of soft black straw from the 
bag. Under their critical gaze, she thrust 
off the navy blue cloche she wore and 
carefully settled the new hat in its place. 
The effect was undeniably gallant. ’s 
eyes looked bigger and bluer, her cheeks 
more creamy, her smooth black hair, with 
its boyish shingle, sleeker than before. 

“How much?” asked Edna. 

“Six for the shape,” Lee made re- 
luctant answer. “The little arrow of bril- 
liants was a dollar. It’ll last a lifetime.” 

“Seven dollars!” Lou was honestly 
scandalized. ‘‘For that plain thing!” _ 

“I guess it’s my own money!” cried 
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Lee hotly. “What do you know about 
hats, anyhow? This is hardly any differ- 
ent from a Paris model in our French 
department that cost twenty-five dollars!” 

a Collins looked up aghast from his 
paper. 

“Let me catch any of my kids paying 
twenty-five dollars for a hat!” he ejacu- 
lated. 

A sneer marred the soft loveliness of 
Lee’s mouth. 

“ Fine chance!” she remarked. 


T THIS crucial moment, Mrs. Collins 
pushed open the old-fashioned sliding 
door that connected the room with the 
dining-room. Conscious of something 
strained in the atmosphere, she peered in 
at them, a small, faded woman with a 
suggestion of the impudent blitheness of a 
a A about her poise, and in her blue eyes 
a gleam of wistfulness like the look in Lee’s 
own. Her house dress sagged, her face 
was flushed from the Kirchen heat, her 
hair was a little tumbled, her hands 
knotty from a lifetime of hard work, and 
yet there was something incurably young 
and adventurous about her smile. 

“Take off your hat and stay a while,” 
she laughed. 

“Te’s a new hat!” 
all together. 

“Te’steal pretty,” her mother answered 
the hurt little-girl look, half guilty and 
half defiant, in Lee’s eyes. 
style. Well, take it off, honey, and come 
in to dinner.” 

“I’m dining out,” murmured Lee. She 
didn’t know what made her speak in that 
absurd manner, except that it was the 
words she had used in her thoughts all 


the others chanted 


day. 
win you listen!” acidly commented 


“Lots of 


Edna. “She doesn’t eat any more, she 
dines. 

Pa Collins folded his paper and pushed 
his glasses farther down on his nose, as if 
to let out the glare. 

“I won’t have this gallivantin’ around 
till all hours!” he proclaimed. 

“I’m just going out to dinner and to 
dance a while,” Lee said. 

“With Kent Davis,” she added re- 
luctantly. 

“My land, the young P of W!” said 
Lou, impreSsed. She always used the 
initials to mean Prince of Wales, which 
term, with her, indicated any person of 
unusual importance and masculine gender. 

“That’s right—make a fool of your- 
self!” advised Edna crisply. “Throw over 
a nice, hard-working boy who wants 
to marry you, like Jim Garner, for a 
lounge lizard who wouldn’t dare to speak 
to you when his own gang was there!” 

“No good to himself or anybody else, 
that Kent Davis!” Her father authorita- 
tively joined the fray. ‘‘Got kicked out 
of Harvard. Hasn’t done a lick of work 
since the war. You let that Queen 
Anne Hill crowd alone, Lee, do you hear?” 

“Let me wise you, Kid: you won’t 
get anything but a headache from play- 
ing around with the swells,” declared 
Lou sagely. “Nothing will ever come 
from stepping out with Kent Davis; you 
mark my words.” 


WIN flames leaped up in Lee’s eyes. 

Her bosom heaved. She stamped a 
small foot in a shabby, too-high-heeled 
shoe. 

“Oh, you—you make me sick!” Her 
voice trembled with shame and scorn. 
“I don’t want to get anything out of it! 
I don’t want anything to come of it. All 
I want is a little fun.” 

She turned and ran into her room, 
confronting her flushed image in the 
mirror with blurred eyes. It was always 
that way. When, at rare intervals, 
something simple and exquisite, whose 
beauty a little fed her hungry soul, like 
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Conscious of something strained 
in the atmosphere, Mrs. Col- 
lins peered in at them from 
the doorway. ... “Take off 
your hat and stay a while,” she 
laughed. . . . “It’s a new hat!’ 
the others chanted all together 


the new hat, or this evening with Kent 
Davis, offered itself, the family had to go 
and spoil it for her. 

As Lee hurried down-stairs in her 
lain white crépe dress and the little 
en hat, Lou sent her love to the Kink; 
Edna advised her sister to remember that 
to Kent Davis she was only a shop girl, 
that was all, and Pa Collins Sena | that 
any young feller who didn’t call at a 
girl’s house for her showed clearly what 
he thought of her. Only Mrs. Collins, 
appearing at the door with an odor of 
soapsuds about her, but a look sur- 
prsingly young and wistful in her eyes, 
oped that Lee would have a good time. 


HE forgot that the evening was hope- 
\J lessly spoiled for her, the instant she saw 
Kent Davis waiting just where she had 
told him to be, hunched in his low-hung 
gray roadster off the boulevard road. She 
had told him that it would be a crime to 
run his car through all that sand; but the 
fact was she hadn’t wanted him to get a 
nearer view of the ramshackle house, with 
the family furtively peering out from be- 
hind the shapeless curtains. 

Kent got out of his car and stood wait- 
ing for her, with his whimsical smile, half 
boyish, half mocking. He was a tall, 
brown youth, handsome in spite of a look 
of discontent that seemed to be settling 
permanently into place. 

Lee knew at once that he was pleased 
with her appearance, although, of course, 
he didn’t offer any of Jim Garner’s bla- 
tant compliments. e didn’t say, for 
instance, “Gosh! Some hat!” or, “That 
dress certainly knocks out a couple of 
eyes!” But his smile paid Lee a compli- 
ment that brought a flush to her cheek. 

“Like the new moon I ordered for 
you?” he asked. 

“T guess it will have to do,” laughed 
Lee, with a sidewise, teasing glance out of 
blue eyes. 

“Tf you aren’t pleased with it, I’ll have 
it changed.” 

Nonsense, of course, but nonsense that) 
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fell like music on Lee’s ears. None of 
the men she’d ever known had talked to 
her like that. The others limited their 
conversation to long recitals of the tire- 
some details of their dull daily lives, 
clumsy love-making, heavy-handed jocu- 
larity—kidding, in their own vernacular. 
, Lee felt as if she were living in a story, as 
Kent .Dayis helped her into the gray 
roadster and te his place at her side. 
“Where to, Moddom?” He.tonched his 
cap with his best imitation of a chauf- 
eur ek ep < + à 
Lee gave a radiant glance about her 
that encompassed the ‘smooth boulevard 
road, the shining water of Puget Sound, 
and the low evening star, very large in 
the clear sky above the purple Olympics. 
“Anywhere but home, Tames!” she 
laughed, as the roadster gained speed. 
; They flashed down 
the boulevard. Lee, 
a little smile upon her 
lips, leaned luxuriously 
back and mused upon 
the chance that had 
tossed this evening in 
her lap. She had al- 
ways known who Kent 
Davis was, of course. 
As far back as she could 
remember she had read 
his name in the society 


sas 
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“Jimmy, I'm sorry!” 
she murmured, peni- 
tent and ashamed. ‘‘It’s 
beastly of me, but I 
forgot! Isn’t there 
some other girl who— 
Here’s Lou!’ she ex- 
claimed gratefully, as 
her sister appeared 
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columns, and had listened to rumors of his 
escapades. As a child, she had stared 
jealously at the printed picture of Kent on 
the pawing, pedigreed steed that had been 
given to him on his tenth birthday. 
Later, a shabby morsel of a girl, she 
had been a freshman in high school when 
Kent Davis, captain of the football team, 


~star of the dramatic club, and most 


‘popular boy in school, was president of 
the senior class. Then she had had to 
leave school to go to work, and Kent had 
gone to Harvard, and from there to fight 
in France. 

Later still, Lee had seen his name 
frequently in the papers again, had 
thrilled to the account of his decoration 
for bravery, had known when he returned 
after the p iaie e had read of his sailing 
for Japan, his discreetly hinted engage- 
ment. 

Then one day she had looked up from 
her book counter in the Big Store into his 
face. She knew him instantly, although 
he didn’t remember her at all. 

“Have you got that latest thing of 
Edna St. Vincent Millay’s?” he had 
wanted to know. “‘Great stuff, isn’t it?” 

“Edna who?” Lee blankly inquired. 
Requests for poetry weren’t frequent at 
her counter. 

Fhe book hadn’t been in stock. For 
some reason, the incident left Lee oddly 
unhappy, disgruntled. People like Kent 
Davis had time to read poetry, she told 
herself, scornfully—what else had they 
to do? But late the next afternoon had 
found Kent Davis back at her counter 
again, a little embarrassed as he held out a 
thin parcel to her. 

“T’ve brought you one of those Millay’s 
—if you'll have it,” he explained. “Please 


do! It’s a crime for you not to know her 
verses, when they’re so like you!” 

Nobody had ever given Lee a book of 
poems before. Lee found enchantment 
in the very touch of the thick, rough pages 
beneath her fingers; she thrilled to the 
music, the poignant beaty: the flaming 
rebellion, the gallant youth of Edna St. 
Vincent Millay. So their friendship had 
begun. 


“How you chatter!” laughed Kent, 
turning his head so that he could 
look into her dreaming face. “Going too 
fast for you?” 

“Tt can’t be done!” said Lee. 

Dinner was perfect. They sat in a 
remote corner of the veranda of the old 
Tacoma hotel, the fragrance from a 
thousand roses mingled with the salt 
breeze from the bay blowing into their 
faces. Kent ordered with assurance: 
cold clam broth, chicken and artichokes, 
and crusty little rolls, alligator‘pear salad, 
ices and Tete cups of strong black cof- 
fee. Lee wondered what he would have 
thought of the dining-room of her home: 
the spotty tablecloth, the meal of corned 
beef and greens, innumerable cups of 
strong black tea, apple sauce and cake, 
and the eternal bickering around the 
table. 

They danced, and danced again. Their 
steps matched as well as their ideas on 
the universe. It was hours later, in the 
velvety, sequined blackness of after mid- 
night, when they got out of the car at 
the end of the boulevard road. Late as 
it was, it seemed to both that the evening 
had been unfairly brief, and they sat 
down on the sand to prolong it with talk, 
unconsciously timing their sentences to 
the rhythmic roll of the 
waves. 

“You’re a funny kid!” 
Kent Davis told her, after 
a while. “You make me 
ashamed of myself for a 
great, lazy lout! Look here 
—hasn’t anyone warned you 
against me?” 

Lee didn’t know what to 
say. Kentlaughed. Ayoung 
‘laugh, hard and‘ cynical on 
the surface, with an obvious 
hurt beneath. 

“It’s true!” he boasted. 
“Tm no good, Lee; that’s a 
fact. I got kicked out of 
Harvard. You see, Mother 
had made me promise not 
to enlist till I was through 
with college, so I fixed it so 
college would be through 
with me! And I haven't 
been worth my salt since 
college, PI tell the world!” 

He brooded, sullenly. Lee 
sat very still, a little white 
bluronthesand. She wanted 
to contradict him, wanted 
to comfort the hurt that his 
voice betrayed, but the 
words would not come. 

“Oh, well, what of it?” 
Kent challenged the world. 
“Tm going to loaf around 
for a few years, and after 
that—who can tell? So you 
see, Lee, I’m not worth 
Wasting time on, eh? And 
a pretty girl like you can’t 
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Lee sat very still, a little white blur on the sand. She wanted to contradict him, 
wanted to comfort the hurt that his voice betrayed, but the words would not come 


afford to waste time, of course. She has to 
be getting things settled for her future, 
what?” 

He was telling her, as her family had 
done, that eea Sea would come of it, 


that there was nothing serious about his ` 


intentions. He was making it clear to 
her on what understanding their friend- 
ship must be based, if they were to be 
friends. Lee ought to resent it, perhaps, 
but— 

“Settled things? I hate them!” cried 
Lee. ‘Getting in the winter’s coal in 
July, saving money for ugly bungalows, 
instead of spending it on bunches of 
violets, marrying and washing dishes, 
taking care of croupy kids—not me!” 

“Attagirl, Lee!” Kent Davis lightly 
approved. 

rather proudly remembered ‘a 
favored couplet in the thin volume he had 
given her, and quoted the words in her 
lilting voice: 


“Safe upon the solid rock their ugly houses 
stand— 

Come and see my shining palace built upon 
the sand!” ` 


Kent Davis put a big paw over the slim 
hands folded in Lee’s lap. 
` “Let’s. play in it together, just this 
summer, your. ‘shining palace on the 
sand!’” he urged. - A ; 


HREE or four times a week after that 

the gray roadster waited at the end of 
the.boulevard. road to whirl them away to 
hours of riotous gayety., Sometimes they 
dined in state at the new Hotel Olympic 
or the Arctic Club; sometimes they danced 
the evening through at gay little caba- 
rets,. sometimes they ate in rather fur- 
tive-eyed road-houses off the boulevard 
roads, opening their hearts to each other 
to.a blaring_accompaniment of ‘jazz.. Al- 
ways, no.matter where they were or what 
they did, they talked and talked, as if 


they could never have enough of talking. 
Lee, eagerly listening, learned what a 
forlorn, spoiled youngster Kent had been 
in those old.days when she had envied 
him so -bitterly. The pedigreed pony, 
for instance, had been no more than the 
sop offered him for a year of loneliness 
when the family left him with a tutor 
while they went to Europe. : 
“T’d get so darned Enasi that I 
used to go out into Red Knight’s stall, 
and cry all over him!” rathershamefacedly 
related Kent. 
“ Poor little boy!” said Lee softly, not 
to him, but to that wistful, bygone child. 
Many other things he told her. About 
the “streak of yellow a yard wide” that he 
had discovered in himself when he had 
encountered the Huns at first hand; his 
decoration, he insisted, “just happened, 
the way accidents will.” About how 
purpose ess had seemed the life to which 
he returned after (Continued on page 124) 


John Francis O’Connell, of Lynn, Massachusetts, 
boss canvasman, Sells Floto Circus, who manages 
everything connected with setting up and taking 


down tents and equipment. 


HE real marvel of the great 

American circus is not the per- 

formance, but the fact that it is 

here to-day and gone to-morrow. 

A million-dollar manufactory is 
set up, operated, torn down, and moved 
scores of miles, in each twenty-four 
hours. 

There is nothing like it anywhere else 
in the world. It is the last word in coör- 
dinated effort. 

And of all the executives who keep the 
show moving, the most picturesque, 
think, is the boss canvasman. He has to 
“get her up and take her down.” If it 
were not for him and his willing workers, 
there would be no circus. 

So, meet my friend, John Francis 
O’Connell, boss canvas- 
man with the Sells 
Floto Circus, better 
known on the circus 
lots as “ Cow.” He will 
tell you the how and 
the why of the travel- 
ing tented city. 

Pretend you have 
been, with me, trailing 
the circus from Pater- 
son to Newark, to Fall 
River, to Kingston. 
Keep close to the heels 
of a mighty man of 
thirty-nine, who stands 
six feet one inch in his 
broad-toed brogans, 
and tips the scales at 
two hundred and ten 

ounds. Witness the 
hecadth of shoulder, 
depth of chest, the elo- 
quent gestures of his 
brawny arms, the occa- 


Raising the 


“Cow” O'Connell 
has been in circus life for twenty-five years 


tbig top” 


sional doubling of his huge 
fists. Listen to his deep- 
throated commands as the 
magic city rises on a sum- 
mer morning. 

“Cow” and his canvas- 
man crew are “getting her 
up.” Follow him about that 
same evening while the magic city falls, 
and rolls off the lot toward the circus 
train. “Cow” and his cohorts are “get- 
ting her down.” It’s the best part of the 
show! Ask any towner. 

For the most part, conversation with 
“Cow” O’Connell is sadly disjointed. 
But if you can catch him when “‘every- 
thing is up,” and breakfast is over, and he 
is sitting in the shade of his stake and 
chain wagon, he will, if you have his 
confidence, tell you what makes the cir- 
cus wheels go round. 

“A fellow’s got to love trouping for 
trouping’s sake,” he says, “and he’s got to 
believe that Ais job, big or little, 1s the 
most important on the show, or he won't 
be with it,” says “Cow.” ‘The circus 
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after its ten sections have been spread out and laced 
together. The canvas is eight- or ten-ounce duck, waterproofed with paraffin 
and beeswax, and heavily reinforced with ropes. 
500 to 900 pounds. To keep ropes from tangling, rigging men often ride the 
“bale rings” to the tops of the center poles, sliding down the canvas afterward 


A section will weigh from 


The Tougher The 
Job the Tighter 
They Stick 


“Cow” O'Connell, boss canvasman, tells what 
keeps a circus moving —“Sometimes men quit 
when they are not specially needed,” he says; 
“but when there’s rain and wind and mud to 
fight, you couldn’t chase one of ’em off the 
lot— That’s the kind of loyalty that makes 
the show go round”—Stories of circus life 


By Earl Chapin May 


trouper—at least among us rag rollers— 
has got to be willing to work harder, 
and stand more grief for less money 
than he could get anywhere else, or he 
won't be trouping. If he isn’t here for 
the love of the game, he won’t be here 
at all. 

“That goes for almost any business, 
but more so for a circus. And because we 
all love the game we are sticking to, it 
isn’t a hard life for us. 


si [VE got a hundred men working in my 

department. Twenty-five are white. 
Seventy-five are negroes. There isn’t a 
quitter among them. 

“We're up at six or seven every morn- 
ing, according to when the circus train 
gets into town. We work from two to five 
hours before breakfast. We keep on work- 
ing until one or two o'clock. We sleep 
around the lot until four or five o’clock. 
We are working after that unt: one 
o’clock or later the next morning. Then 
we sleep on the train until six or seven 
again. And we fatten on it. 

“Im speaking of fair 
weather. In rain and 
mud we work longer 
and harder. That’s the 
only difference, with 
this exception: my 
men stick closer to the 
show in tough weather 
than in fair. 

“After we opened 
the tenting season of 
1923, at Peru, Indiana, 
we ran into nineteen 
days of rain and mud 
out of the first twenty- 
one. We bucked the 
worst weather I ever 
sawall through Indiana, 
Ohio, West Virginia, 
Pennsylvania, and New 
Jersey. Not one of my 
men woofed, laid down, 
or quit. 

Then we ran into 
five days of fair weath- 
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er, and twelve of my best men blew the 
show! Why? Because the tough break 
was over. They knew I could get all the 
men I wanted, with factories closing down 
and lenty of labor—and they jumped to 
another show. 

“They hadn’t any kick coming on the 
way we treated them. Our cookhouse is 
the best ever. They had plenty of sleep- 
ing room, and porter service in their cars. 
But the show wasn’t moving fast enough, 
or they were just naturally restless. 
They’ll be back some day. You couldn’t 
have run them off the 
show, if they had thought 
we were short-handed 
and needed them. 

“More than twenty 
different tents up 
every morning and come 
down every night. Some 
of the smaller ones, such 
as the blacksmith shop, 
candy stands, barber 
shop, laundry and har- 
ness shop, are put up by 
men who work in them. 
The cookhouse and 
kitchen are put up by the 
cookhouse crew. But all 
the rest of them are 
handled by the men in 
my department, except 
ce dressing-room, which 
the property man puts up. 

«There aft all badadi specialists, the 
chief of which are the ‘politicians.’ A 

litician is a man who is obliged to use 

is head. 

“They are not quite sub-bosses—I have 
four of those—but the politicians are 
responsible for a certain amount of rig- 
ging and equipment. 

“*There’s great rivalry among the three 
crews responsible for unloading the three 
big-top canvas wagons in the morning and 
loading them up at night. Each 
crew. wants to get its job done 
first. The bales on a wet night 
weigh a thousand pounds each, 
but the boys make a game of it, 
as most troupers do of every job. 
That’s the way to put it over. 


“AFTER I’ve laid out the lot 
with my tapeline I don’t pay 

much attention to anything but 
getting up the big top. My assist- 
ant bosses take care of the rest. 
Matt Schrommer, better known 
as ‘Black-Top Mike,’ gets up the ° 
menagerie. He got his monica 
because he was canvas boss on 
the old motion picture black top 
the Ringling show used to carry. 
Ed Hartman gets up the house 
tents. He’s been ‘Full House’ on 
the lots since he joined out with 
the old Barnum and Bailey show. 
The cookhouse waiter used to 
come along to his table and say: 

““What'll you have? Pork 
chops, beefsteak, ham and eggs, 
cold dog, or boiled beef with 
spinach?” 

“And Ed would always an- 
swer: 

‘Give me a full house,’ poker 
fashion. 

“There’s a reason for every 
nickname on the lots. One man 
is called ‘Stella,’ because he is 
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pearances, 


always fussing round, coiling rope, piling 
spare stakes, and generally sive up, 
woman-fashion. ‘Stella’ is out of Chicago, 
where he can have a good job driving 
teams for the South Park Board any 
time he wants it. He’s got a good home 
too. He’s been trouping, off and on, 
since 1906. 

“ After the big top is up, the light men 
finish stringing their cables and hanging 
their electric lights, and the property men 


life of a circus family is as happy and normal as 
that of any other American household. This young trouper 
evidently realizes the seriousness of life, but is not dismayed 
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Roman soldiers snatching forty winks between ap- 
A good trouper must be able to sleep 
anywhere and at any time. (Left) Elephant ready 
to help raise the big top ‘“‘peaks.’’ These huge beasts, 
who do much of the heavy work around the circus 
lot, realize the importance of their tasks, and are 
disappointed if overlooked in the assignment of jobs 


finish hanging their rigging, while my 
crew splits up on seat work, ‘carrying in 
the lumber,’ as we say. Here comes more 
specialization. There is a back-end gang, 
and a front-end gang on the blue seats, 
and a grand-stand gang on one reserved 
seat section, and a short-side gang on the 
other reserved seat section. These gangs 
are also divided into specialists. Each has 
his own particular job. No man gets in 
another man’s way. 

“The stringer men bring the 
stringers in from the stringer 
wagon. Block boys distribute 
the blocks. Jack men place the 
blocks under the jacks’ feet, 
making allowance for any slope 
in the ground. Then the seat 
men, after laying the stringers 
in the jacks, lay the blue seat 
planks, or the folding reserved 
seats, along the stringers, and 
level everything up. 


“MHE cable men fasten the 

steel truss cables or chains 
from the front of the stringers to 
the bottom of the next-to-the- 
tallest jacks. That keeps the 
seats from sliding forward. The 
jack setters keepthe jacks trussed 
up, so the seats can’t slide side- 
wise and go down. 

“All seat men examine the 
seats during the performances 
and between shows. Only seat 
men are allowed under the seats 
at any time. Seat men usually 
sling Eao and sleep under 
the seats in the afternoon. A cir- 
cus can’t afford to have the seats 
go down! You see why every 
man’s job is important. 

“Old Black Sam, a stuttering 
negrowho is always woofing with 
someone on the lot, is my head 
block (Continued on page 82) 


Eustis Made a Million Dollars 
In Order To Give It Away 


The story of a crippled boy who dedicated his life to the apparently hopeless am- 
bition of making enough money to found a hospital and home for crippled 
children— How he realized his dream of giving others the 
fighting chance for health which poverty had denied him 


By William S. Dutton 


NE of the big Minneapolis 
newspapers, some months ago, 
asked its readers to nominate 
the citizen who had rendered 
the most unselfish service to 

the city during 1924, so that his portrait 
might ke painted and hung in a Municipal 
Hall of Fame. 

Such was the character of the contest 
that the judges of the district court 
agreed to sit as a board of award. “Huns 


dreds of thinking persons expressed their ` 


opinions. A dozen names, those of some 
of the city’s foremost men and women, 
were submitted in nomination. ` 


But among the nominees, one man 


stood out like a pine that towers above all 
the forest. When he was fifteen years old, 
illness made him a cripple. His parents 


had been poor. ‘There had been no money _ 


for the medical attention which might 


have cured him. But in spite of contin- ` 


uous and intense suffering he had edu- 
cated himself, had qualified in the law, 
and had gone West. And there, while 
still a young man, he had become pos- 
sessed with the ambition to earn one 
million dollars, not for himself but that 
he might dedicate it to the benefit of poor 
children, afflicted and crippled as he 
had been! 

Forty-three years he had worked, his 
great dream ever before him. He had lived 
frugally, denied himself. Though he had 
built great office buildings in which he 
invested his earnings, he never bothered 
to build himself a home. Behind his back, 
many had called him a tightwad; others 
had thought of him as a money-grabber. 
He had kept his dream a secret, let talk 
pass unanswered. 

Then, at almost eighty years of age, 
without even attaching his name to the 
trust, he had turned over all that he 
possessed—a full half million more than 
he had planned originally—to the crip- 
pled children of the Northwest. He had 
retained out of his fortune only enough 
to live in the simple way he had always 
lived, during the remainder of his life. 

The award of the judges was unani- 
mous. This man, William H. Eustis, 
they decided, had given to Minneapolis 
the most unselfish service of all. So his 

icture was placed in the local Hall of 
fame. 

Not long ago, seated a few feet from me 
in his little office in the Corn Exchange 
Building, in Minneapolis, Mr. Eustis 
told me his story. I had expected to find 
fine mahogany, broad windows, spacious- 
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ness —the trappings which usually sur- 
round a man who could afford to give 
away a million and a half dollars. 
Instead, I found a tiny room whose 
walls were almost dingy, bare but for a 
few plain pictures. No carpet was on the 
floor. The two old roll-top desks, before 
one of which Mr. Eustis sat, were ink- 
stained and worn. The three chairs, the 
single filing cabinet, the few modest book- 
cases—filled to the bursting point with 
well-thumbed books—were of an old and 
bygone fashion. 
_ ‘There was but one window, no recep- 
tien hall; not even a stenographer, no 
othce boy; just a dusty, quaint, shabby 


little room with worn things, presided 


over by a kindly, bent, soft-vorced old 
man, at whose side rested a pair of 
crutches and who smiled at my surprise 
as I looked about me. 

“When I practiced law,” he said, “I 
had a nice office. Clients expected it of a 
lawyer, so I had to make a ‘show’ to 
please them. But now I take what’s left 
in the building.” 

“You don’t believe in show?” I asked. 

“Pm plain,” he answered. “I like 
plain things. They keep you nearer to 
realities, and to people. Then, too, 
stripped of all ‘front’ you are what you 
are, and folks can take you, or leave you, 
on that basis. The friends I have made 
are my friends; I didn’t make them 
through having money, but by being 
myself. When they come here, they don’t 
pay any attention to the office. They 
come to see me.” 


THE telephone rang. The width of the 
room separated it from Mr. Eustis’s 
desk. He picked up his crutches and has- 
tened to answer it. His coat, I noticed, was 
patched where the crutches had worn the 
armpits and the patches didn’t match the 
garment. It was threadbare. 

“Would you mind telling me,” I asked, 
when he had sat down again, “why your 
*phone is in such an inconvenient place?” 

“Tve always kept the telephone as far 
away as I could,” he explained. ‘‘Get- 
ting up and down to answer it gives me 
exercise. I wouldn’t be here to-day if it 
weren’t for exercise.” 

He reflected a moment. 

“You wouldn’t think to see me now, 
dependent on these crutches, that I was 
one of the huskiest youngsters in our 
county, now would you? My father, 
Tobias Eustis, was a wheelwright by 
trade, and it was his desire that I should 


be a blacksmith. But let’s go back still 
earlier than that. 

“I was born at Oxbow, New York; 
but after a year we moved to Hammond, 
in St. Lawrence County, where Father 
set up his shop on the crossroads. I was 
second in a family that was to grow to 
twelve, but being the strongest of the 
boys I stood next to Father when work 
was to be done. And we always had 
plenty of work. 


“IN ADDITION to the wheelwright 

shop, we had a small farm. The grain 
was cradled by hand and the sheaves tied 
by hand. There was plowing to be done 
behind a horse and a single-furrow plow, 
not a tractor. The grain was threshed 
out with hand flails. Every winter we 
burned a pile of wood as big as the house, 


- and that wood had to be cut. I helped do 


all of these things. 

“My first real job, though, was in 
Blackman’s tannery at Hammond, help- 
ing grind bark. My task was to keep the 
hopper filled with bark, and for it I 
received twenty-five cents a day. Few 
boys of my age could earn as much. The 
idea of my becoming a blacksmith was 
abandoned. 

“Big and strong as I was, I liked to 
read and study. The slavery question 
was on every tongue, Lincoln was rising 
into prominence, and big events were 
stirring. I read every word I could find on 
the Lincoln-Douglas debates, and on 
Lincoln’s career. Secretly I yearned to 
be a great orator and a lawyer. I’d sneak 
into the barn when nobody was about, 
and repeat to the cows and. horses parts 
of Lincoln’s speeches. It was ‘boy stuff 
of course; but I was dead serious in it 
nevertheless. 

“So I grew to be fifteen. One evening, 
in December of 1860, while carrying a 

ail of water from the house to the barn, 
Į slipped and fell down. To this day I 
don’t know how I came to slip. All I 
can recall is that, in spite of every effort. 
I couldn’t rise again. I didn’t feel very 
much hurt. Yet I was helpless. 

“T shouted for help, and Father and 
one of the boys carried me into the house. 
At the time nobody thought much of the 
injury. Then my hip became affected. 
It grew rapidly worse until I was unable 
to get up from my bed. My parents tried 
every remedy they knew. The neighbors 
prescribed. At length we called in the 
horse doctor, and he did what he could. 

“For one year I was down on my back 
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in bed, more dead than alive. On my hip 
had broken out many terrible sores, 
followed by a sloughing off of the bone 
that seemed intent on draining the very 
life from me. Nobody knew what the 
disease was. No remedy of which we 
knew could check it. ‘Until I was twenty, 
it was a nip-and-tuck fight for my life.” 

Mr. Eustis regarded me steadily. His 
tone lacked all bitterness, was almost 
whimsical. He might have 
been speaking of someone 
other than himself, or of an 
experience which had turned 
out to be no more than a bad 
dream. 


UT behind his casual man- 
ner I couldn’t help but 
glimpsethe heartache and the 
tragedy of those years. Ham- 
mond was but a village. In 
those days folks made their 
own medicines of herbs and 
roots, and were accustomed 
to doing their own doctoring. 
Physicians were few in the 
district; and then the Civil 
War was on. The North 
needed its medical men to 
care for its wounded at the 
battle front, and it took them. 
Tobias Eustis’s sick boy was 
without medical aid. 
“The neighbors did all 
they could,” Mr. Eustis has- 
tened to assure me. ‘‘When- 
ever they heard of some 
new remedy they’d come 
running to tell me about it, 
in the hope that it might help. 
The whole town saved its 
rags to keep me in bandages. 
And never a person passed 
our gate who didn’t pause 
for a word or, in some way, 
try to give a little comfort.” 
Two of the Eustis boys 
were called into the Union 
army. One of them, later, 
was brought home wounded, 
to die. The farm went down, 
as did all the others about 
Hammond. The income of 
the wheelwright shop at the 
crossroads dw adisi, and 
Tobias Eustis aged and grew gray. Each 
list of dead and wounded held now an 
even greater suspense. And through it 
all, William, who was to have been his 
father’s mainstay, lay a burden, fighting 
the grimmest fight man has to fight. 

““Tt seemed endless,” he confessed to 
me. “I saw Mother slaving away her 
best years, Father worried. I couldn’t 
lift a hand to help them. Far worse than 
my physical suffering was my helpless- 
ness, which. made me a burden on them. 

**But I held on. I wouldn’t give up 
hope. All told, there were three factors 
which helped me pull through. One was 
that I had been an outdoor youngster and 
was naturally as tough as a pine knot. A 
second was the innate fight in me—I 
detested being beaten. I wouldn’t admit 
defeat in anything, even to myself. 

“Then there was that boyhood dream of 
rnine to be a lawyer. It was just a wild, 
sweet dream; but I didn’t let myself give 
at up. Id let my imagination run riot, 

and though I didn’t know it then, that 
wwas the very best thing I could have done. 


seventy-eight years old. 


It kept my thoughts off my predicament 
and soaring in the clouds. It led me, if 
only in a spirit of make-believe, to study 
and keep up my reading. 

“T’ve lived a good many years. To-day 
I’m an old man, they say. if I’ve learned 
one thing bigger than any other, more 
helpful than any other, I’d say it is this: 
Our ability to dream, and to keep on 
dreaming, even though our imaginings 
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In recognition of his unselfish services in behalf of the crippled 
children of the Northwest, William H. Eustis, of Minneapolis, 
was recently elected by his fellow citizens to a place in that 
city’s Hall of Fame. A cripple since he was fifteen, he has 
spent forty-three years of his life laboring to make the mil- 
lion dollars which he has just given to found a hospital and 
home for children handicapped as he was. Mr. Eustis is 
He was born in Oxbow, New York 


look utterly impossible and foolish, is our 
greatest asset. If you’ve got a dream for 
yourself, by all means dream it, and 
dream it hardest and most earnestly 
when it seems furthest from ever coming 
true. One dream, my first one, permitted 
me to live, when by every precedent of 
medicine I should have died; my second 
dream—to some day be able to do some- 
thing for others, that they might not 
suffer my lot—enabled me to achieve far 
beyond the measure for which I was 
destined. 


5 YEARS ago, after I had entered college, 

I went to a great physician, Doctor 
Sawyer, in New York City, and asked him 
to examine me. When he had finished, he 
stood back in astoundment. 

““T can’t understand why you are 
living! he said. ‘You should have died 
before you were twenty.’ 

“T gave him my explanation. 

“You must be right,’ he said finally. 
‘Thought, will power—something—lifted 
you shove yourself! It gave you an 
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interest in life that proved stronger than 
the disease.’” 

A score of miles from Hammond was 
the Gouverneur Wesleyan Seminary. 
For two years, while he lay in bed, Eustis 
pictured himself some day continuing his 
education there. He planned just how he 
could do it, if his father would agree to 
help him get started. As soon as he was 
able to leave home he proceeded to go 

ahead with Wie plan. 

One day, in the autumn of 
1865, to the surprise of all the 
neighbors, the old sorrel was 
hitched to re huain and 
a strange lot of baggage put 
ahead. In addition to cloth- 
ing and some books, pots, 
pans, kettles, and foodstuffs 
that would keep, were loaded 
in the back. Then William 
and his younger brother 
climbed in. 


“TYID you plan to start 
D! sestauirane?? I ex- 
claimed when told of these 
preparations. 

“Well, not quite that,” he 
chuckled. “My plan was to 
do all of my own cooking and 
housekeeping. While sitting 
about helpless in the kitchen 
at home I had learned to 
cook, simply by watching 
Mother and asking questions. 
My parentsagreed topartwith 
certain utensils, and prom- 
ised to keep me in supplies 
from the farm. That solved 
my living problem at the sem- 
inary for the first year. After 
that, I made my own way. 

“T was far from being well 

yet. You will get an idea of 
how I looked from a remark 
which I overheard while go- 
ing through the formalities of 
enrollment. I was standing 
in line with other students, 
resting on my crutches. One 
of the instructors walked by 
with a companion and, seeing 
me, stared in surprise. 

“““Great heavens!’ he said, 
in an aside, ‘Who dragged 
that wreck in? This isn’t a hospital.’ 

“T was sensitive and the remark cut 

deep. 
“I couldn’t play with the other boys. 
Most of my spare time had to be spent 
in my room, or somewhere else out of the 
way. I discovered very soon that this 
program of perpetual study without exer- 
cise was going to be my undoing, unless I 
altered it. So I worked out a set of physi- 
cal exercises which I could do before the 
open window in my room. I walked to 
every class, starting early and going the 
longest way round. 

“I arranged things in my room as in- 
conveniently as I could, my whole idea 
being to make for myself extra effort in 
the form of extra steps. I let nobody do 
anything for me, and I formed the habit 
of performing routine physical duties in 
the most difficult way. 

“T refused to consider myself an in- 
valid. I had certain limitations, of course, 
but within them I regarded myself as 
competent as any other. Had I sat down 
and let other folks (Continued on page 151) 


“I'd never seen things like you put them up to me that night. . . . And I’ve thanked you a thou- 
sand times since!’’. . . He paused, embarrassed. “I don’t know why I’m giving you all this line. 
Something just seemed to make me spill it, that’s all.” Jim’s face was crimson. He was incoherent 
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ADMIT freely, at the outset, that 

this is really not a story at all. It is 

merely a simple statement of fact 

concerning one strange day in the 

life of Jim McGee, and the events 
that led up to it. And Jim, be it under- 
stood, is no hero. He is the most ordinary 
chap in the world. quae the sort of plain, 
everyday young fellow who lives down 
the street from you, third house from the 
corner, left-hand side. 

The ordinary quality of Jim’s con- 
dition became apparent, even to him, 
when he was very young. There were no 
distinguishing marks about his family, 
his home, or himself. 

Herb Smith’s father, for instance, was 
a politician in the big suburb where they 
all lived. He was grand master of the 
Masons, too, and upon occasions stepped 
out elegantly from his front door in a 
dress suit. 

Bob Harrison’s mother was a singer, 
and once in a while gave concerts at the 
Woman’s Club. Most of the other boys 
in his gang lived in more pretentious 
homes than he did; and those who lived 
in poorer ones, the boys from beyond the 
tracks, held their places in the sacred 
group because of some outstanding at- 
tribute of their own. Nick Disetti, who 
lived over a cobbler’s shop, was basket- 
ball champion at school. 

But to Jim no single descriptive phrase 
could be applied. He was plain, un- 
qualified Jim McGee. 

The McGees lived in an old frame house 
on one of those shabby, undesirable streets 
that seem to be paneling on desperately 
to an imposing avenue. Inside, the house 
was homelike and threadbare, and al- 
ways just a little dark from their neigh- 
bors’ overhanging roofs.. 

Mr. McGee had always been a middle- 
aged man. To look at him, you could 
not possibly imagine one-time youthful 
fires. He was of medium weight and 
height. His face was kindly when he 
looked at people, and worry-lined when he 
sat thinking. His head was brownish 
“gray and pinkish bald; his suits were 
neatly pressed and always shiny. He held 
a clerkship, and could never hold any- 

«thing else. His well-known, unshakable 
integrity would have been worth a mil- 
tion dollars to many great business men 
in times of crisis. It was the one valuable 
asset Mr. McGee possessed, and in the 
nature of the case it was unsalable. 

Mrs. McGee was a small, plump home 
body. A little hesitant at meeting stran- 
gers because of what would now be psycho- 
analyzed as an inferiority complex, but 
which was in those days called backward- 
ness. She spent her time cooking and 
cleaning and marketing and mending. 
She read a chapter in her Bible every 
night, and did her own washing. 


Ada, the daughter, was eight years 
older than Jim, a quiet, capable girl who 
possess all the qualifications for wife- 

ood—and none of the means of advertis- 
ing them. At nineteen she became a 
stenographer, and commuted to the city 
every day, as her father did. 

But if there was no striking quality in 
any of the rest of the McGee family, there 
seemed to be less than none about Jim. 
The only unusual thing about him was the 
fact that he recognized his own mediocri- 
ty. Asa boy, he read of heroes far into the 
night. With fists clenched, he would fall 
asleep determined to do something, be 
something, so that he would stand out, 
be admired. 

He would start to school the next morn- 
ing with a conscious swagger, so sure was 
he that on that day he would rise to hero 
heights. ; 

ut always in the evenings he came 
quietly home, once more disillusioned. 

When other leaderships failed, he dug 
furiously into his lessons. He burned to 
excel in something. But, in spite of his 
efforts, his marks seemed weighted down 
to the seventies and lower eighties. The 
couldn’t be made to rise higher; and, al- 
though everyone in school liked Jim, it 
was always some other boy with more 
brilliance or more “pep” who was chosen 
for the debating contests, and the play, 
and the class offices. 

Poor Jim whistled all the way home on 
the evenings after these positions of honor 
had been newly filled, just to show him- 
self that he didn’t really care. 


WHEN high school was over, he and his 
father had a long talk. If Jim had 
made any special mark for himself in his 
studies so far, then college by all means. 
They could mortgage the house. But as it 
was— 

They discussed his working his way 
through. Jim stated the facts honestly, 
though they stabbed him. He had to put 
so many hours on his lessons, even to pass, 
that it would leave no time for outside in- 
terests. Just a deadly grind, with the 

ssibility of failure always hanging over 
him, And if he did win through to a 
diploma, what then? 

He couldn’t afford- three more years 
for a profession. 
know which to choose if he could. 

He hated himself, but he couldn’t 
honestly think of a single thing he felt any 
great itch todo. He was a little frightened 
to find himself at the point where he must 
decide what he was to spend the rest of 
his life at. 

They talked it over for many evenings. 
At last it was agreed that a business train- 
ing would be the only practicable course. 
So Jim started to commercial school, and 
in a year had mastered the mechanics of 


Besides, he wouldn’t. 


trade. His father had suggested book- 
keeping, though his kind, dulled eyes had 
had a tragic look in them as he spoke of it. 
Hehad begun that way, and he had dreamed 
something else for his son. 

However, Jim, he told himself hope- 
fully, had more ability than he ever had. 
He would go up and up. 

Jim’s school found him a position with 
Haig and Reynolds, an insignificant little 
job as file clerk, so far down the line that 
the head bookkeeper seemed a man of 
another world. But Jim sensed his exist- 
ence, and fixed his eye on that dizzy 
height. Some day he would be there him- 
self. Why, of course. 

He listened avidly to stories of men who 
had begun humbly, and now dazzled the 
world with their power. He would be 
like them. Wasn’t he in earnest? Wasn’t 
he working his head off? But he found, as 
time went on, that something was lacking 
toward his rise to fortune. 

After eight years with Haig and Rey- 
nolds, he had moved up just three steps. 
And he wanted to get married. 


Jim's love affair, like everything else in 
his life, was wholly lacking in the spec- 
tacular. In fact, Jim wondered sometimes 
how the fellows he read about in stories 
must feel, with their thrills and fine frenzies. 
It had not been like that with him and 
Elizabeth. Why, really, when he stopped 
to think, he couldn’t remember just when 
or where he had asked her to marry him, 
or whether he actually kad asked her in 
so many words. It had been understood 
between them for so long. 

Elizabeth had lived across the street 
from the McGees, with her aunt. She and 
Jim had “gone together” since grammar- 
school days. im couldn’t imagine him- 
self in a world without Elizabeth. He 
loved her as much as that. And he wanted 
to marry her soon. They were both ap- 

roaching their late twenties, and Eliza- 
peths work had worn upon her lately. 

The ceremony took place that fall in the 
minister’s study. They decided at the last 
to forgo even the simplest of home wed- 
dings, and add the price of it to their fur- 
nishings. For they had plunged deeply. 
They had bought a house! The tiniest one 
on i newest street of the least expensive 
suburb; but still, a house! With Jim’s 
careful savings, they had enough to make 
the initial payment, while Elizabeth’s 
earnings went for the furniture. Whether 
they could swing it now they had it, on his 
salary, was the question, Tim said. But 
they were exuberantly hopeful. 

Ada, trying not to be envious, helped 
Elizabeth hem her curtains and crocheted 
edging for all the bath towels. 

Mr. and Mrs. McGee were pathetically 
proud and interested. It was the biggest 
event so far in their even, colorless fives. 
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It was hard to give Jim up for good, but 
they were glad for his happiness. Besides, 
going to the new little house of an evening, 
admiring again its every corner, every 
precious piece of the somewhat scanty fur- 
niture, and having Jim carry in the tray of 

inger ale and Elizabeth’s own cookies be- 
Tei they left—this was excitingly joyous. 


IM himself had never felt so important, 

so richly content, as he did during those 
first few months. Great deeps within him 
stirred to a new and undreamed-of Eliz- 
abeth. Jimhad always thought her pretty; 
now she was beautiful. She suddenly 
bloomed, at twenty-seven. From a slim, 
tired-looking young business woman, she 
became a radiant wife. Eyes clear and 
shining; cheeks like June roses; lips laugh- 
ing, teasing, singing. Lips sweet and eager 
for his long kisses of possession as he left 
the house each morning, and returned to 
its brightness each night. Yes, Jim was 
immoderately happy during those first 
months. 

Then a deep wrinkle began to come in 
his smooth forehead. The raise he had 
looked forward to confidently at the first 
of the year had been just half what he had 
expected, what he had a right to expect, 
he told himself savagely. And then, there 
were so many incidentals about running a 
house that he hadn’t counted upon. Spring 
would bring taxes, and the interest on the 
second mortgage. 3 l 

Then, chiefest of all, a miraculous thing 
had happened to Eliza- 
beth. Some day there 
were to be three of them 
in the tiny house. 

Of course he was glad; 
but could he manage on 
what he was getting now? 
Could he manage, and 
still safeguard Elizabeth? 

It was in these months 
that Jim took a corre- 
spondence course, and 
spent hours every night 

oring over his lessons. 
They were paid for out 
of the money he had 
meant to put in a new 
overcoat. 

Jim stuck to it dog- 
gedly evening after eve- 
ning, while Elizabeth 
set fine little stitches 
in microscopic gar- 
ments. 

And then, with the 
coming of another 
winter, there began a 
period of years so 
nearly alike that Jim, 
looking back, could 
scarcely distinguish 
them, except as par- 
ticular dark mile- 
stones of worry ap- 
peared. Those years 
leading up to the shin- 
ing day of which I set 
out to tell—but years 
which brought to Jim 
McGee drafts very 
bitter for a young 
man to drink. 

For during this time 
Jim saw Elizabeth, 
who had blossomed 
into loveliness like a 


_ for new ones. 
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rose during those first care-free months of 
married life, grow pale and thin and weary 
again, in the doing of work too heavy for 
her. He saw, season after season, store 
windows filled with soft, rich, beautiful 
arments, while Elizabeth wore her shab- 
a clothes, because 
there was no money 


He knew the heavy 
burden of debt. For 
the winter little Jim 
had pneumonia, and 
Elizabeth the flu, there 
had to be nurses and a 
specialist. On top of this came taxes, 
interest, a payment. The money had to 
be borrowed, and the little house seemed 
to sag under the new lien upon it. 

He knew what it was to go to the office 
in the morning with heavy eyes, when 
the new baby had been ill and wakeful, 
and Elizabeth had slept, exhausted, while 
he watched. 

He knew how it felt to walk out on 
bright Sundays pushing the baby carriage, 
with Elizabeth leading little Jim, and see 
the cars whiz past in thousands, sleek 
and shining and cruelly suggestive of com- 
fort and pleasures they could not have. 
Jim wanted a car so badly he feared that 
sometime he would betray it. As it was, 
he spoke of them with a lofty and quite 
careless erudition. 

See that one coming, Elizabeth? The 
blue one? That has a peach of a motor. 


He was still a 
third-rate book- 
keeper. He had a 


deadly fear that he 

would never rise 

much higher. ... 

Young Hoskins at 

twenty-five was 

making as much 
as he was 


You can throttle her down to two miles 
an hour, and then speed her up to eighty 
if you want. And, golly, but she’s a hill 


climber. Watch her take that one! See 
her... there! But (very carelessly) 
what would we ever want with a big, 
heavy car like that, even if we could afford 
it! What we would need, if we ever really 
thought of a car, is a little roadster.” 

“Anything that would run,” Elizabeth 
would respond brightly; but with eyes 
wistfully fixed on the smooth, joyous road 
beyond them. 

And then, apologetically: 

“I hate to turn now, Jim; but you 
know when I walk far my back gets so 
tired. You carry little Jim, and PII push 
the carriage.” 

They would go back to the tiny house. 


UT there was a worry in Jim’s heart 

deeper than that caused by his inability 
to provide for Elizabeth the comforts and 
little luxuries other men gave their wives. 
That in itself might have been temporary 
—a mere transient sacrifice they both 
made toward a glowing future. But it 
was not so. Jim felt that at last he knew 
the bare and bitter truth about himself. 

He was still a third-rate bookkeeper. 
He had a deadly fear that he would never 
rise much higher. A half step now and 
then, perhaps—a little raise for faithful- 
ness—and all the time that old, gnawing 
restlessness at being weighted down, while 
others, younger men, with something in 
them he did not pessess, passed him, 
climbed with apparent ease above him. 

That had begun already in the office. 
Young Hoskins at twenty-five was mak- 
ing as much as he was. It was only the 
beginning of the long, humiliating way 
his father had traveled. 

It was this realization that put fine 
lines into Jim’s boyish face and sent gray 
streaks through his hair. It was this un- 
solvable problem that made him go out 
often in the evenings, on the plea of exer- 
cise, to ponder alone. 

And as he walked and thought under 
the cold, far sweep of the stars, Jim stood 
off and looked at his own life. There it 
was. Without a single achievement, with- 
out the smallest fraction of success. The 
life of a man just squeezing through each 
gate by a hair’s breadth, never sure when 
one would slamin his face. Aman hounded 
to death by gentlemanly poverty, by the 
fears that attend upon those who go to 
business in white collars, but whose faces 
can turn as white at the appearance of an 
unexpected doctor’s or dentist’s or plumb- 
er’s bill. 

He was a born plodder, as his father be- 
fore him had been, as his son after him 
probably would be. As hundreds of thou- 
sands of other men were the world over. 
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Good men! gis smiled sardonically.. Oh, 
yes, good! Why were the plodders always 
conscientious, dependable, moral? Was 
it because they lacked the spirit to be any- 
thing else? 

And what, in the great scheme of things, 
was the use of them? He, or any man 
like him, could die, and the world would 
be neither better nor worse for his life. 
Negative, colorless, futile! Their work 
done just as well, oh, a hundred times 
better, by those eager, assured ones who 
knew that clerkships were just stepping 
stones for them; that their course would 
lead on and up! 

Plodders! Weighted down! 

And at this time, just as though to add 
the final bit of proof to Jim’s bitter argu- 
ment, his father became sick, and died. 

im was with him alone near the end. 
Mr. McGee told him tremblingly what 
there would be for his mother and Ada to 
live on. The modest insurance, two or 
three tiny investments, the house, which 
they would probably have to sell. Such a 
pitifully small estate, amassed with such 
sacrificial care. 

Mr. McGee's eyes filled. 
quivered. 


His chin 


He knew how it felt to walk out on bright Sundays push- 
ing the baby carriage, with Elizabeth leading little Jim, 
cars whiz past in 


and see the 
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thousands . . . cruelly 


suggestive of comfort and pleasures they could not have 


“It’s not much to leave. I wish it were 
more. . . . I did my best . . . but I’m 
afraid I haven’t been much of a success.” 

And while Jim strove, with a torrent of 
affection he did not know he possessed, to 
comfort his father, his heart seemed to 
break utterly, and then turn to stone 
within him. The sheer cruelty of fate 
that could bring those dying tears to his 
father’s eyes. Such a man as his father 
had been! Such goodness, such faithful- 
ness! 


HERE was something wrong about 

life, something wrong in a deadly, fun- 
damental way. Nature had made a care- 
less mistake. They were superfluous, men 
like his father and himself, quiet, consci- 
entious, humble men. There was no link 
between them and the great, important, 
successful world around them. 

They toiled all their years, and got no- 
where. They knew nothing but patient 
privations, careful economies, everlasting 
worry. Never for them the stimulating 
wine of success, never that exhilaration 
that comes from being a necessary part in 
a complex whole! They didn’t belong! 
They were outsiders, just looking on 


through barred windows at the real 
drama, then slipping away unnoticed. 

His father’s funeral convinced him. A 
few neighbors, perfunctory flowers from 
the firm, a short address by the assistant 
minister of the big church to which they 
all belonged. That was all. Mr. McGee 
passed from the world as unostentatiously 
as he had lived within it. 

Jim worked feverishly during the next 
weeks to overcome the ache in his heart. 
But it grew worse. One night he sat with 
his head in his hands, after Elizabeth and 
the children had long been asleep. He 
had to have this thing out with himself. 
It was as though he were postponing a de- 
cision, a final pronouncement. 

There passed through his mind a tortur- 
ing procession of men whom he saw every 
day: Sleek men of luxury; strong men of 
power; men near his own age, with only a 
little higher salary than his own, but sure 
of themselves, looking ahead to future 
triumphs—‘‘ comers!” 

Against that background he saw his 
father’s failure and his own. Cruel, gall- 
ing! 

He rose and put out the light and walked 
to the front door. (Continued on page 135) 


John Hertz Supplies Taxicabs 
For Thirteen Hundred Cities 


But before he went into the motor transportation field he tried his hand at 
selling newspapers, driving a wagon, prize fighting, and reporting 
The story of his remarkable career, and the principles upon 
which he has built his tremendous business enterprise 


T WAS one of those automobiles 
you see pictured in the papers over 
» “Do You Remember 
Its two-cylinder engine 
gave a sob, stuttered, and collapsed, 
while the nervous driver sat helplessly in 
the stalled car. 
“Now what?” his companion asked. 
They were in a lonely outlying Chicago 
Street, and it was close to midnight. Tk 
that era, garages were few and far between, 
for this incident took place in 1906. 


“There’s only one thing to do,” the 
driver replied: “I'll call up the fellow 
that sold me the thing, and find out if 


he’s a liar or a gentleman. He said if 
I ever had any trouble, no matter when or 
where, to let him know.” 

“They all say that—before they get 
your money!” the friend commented sar- 
castically. 

However, the owner found a telephone, 
routed out the salesman, and within about 
thirty minutes another car rounded the 
corner and the salesman tumbled out. In 
fifteen minutes more the balky motor 
turned over, and the happy owner drove 
home. For a long time after that his 
friends heard him talking about a sales- 
man who gave his word and kept it. 

By such acts do reputations grow. And 
John Hertz—for that was the salesman’s 
name—helping a stranded customer late 
at night was doing precisely the kind 
of thing that, in two decades, has spread 
his reputation until he is to-day the 
leader of an industry, and the head of 
several businesses with a combined 
capital of tens of millions of dollars. 

he career of John Hertz is a wonder 
story of modern business. He was born 
in a remote hamlet in the Tyrolean Alps, 
a five-hours journey north of Budapest, 
in what is now Czechoslovakia, and was 
brought to the United States when he 
was five years old. He grew up under 
extremely hard circumstances—most of 
us would call it dire poverty—completing 
only the fifth grade in school. en, at 
the age of eleven, he started to support 
himself, tackling a variety of enter- 
prises, such as selling papers, wagon 
driving, exhibition boxing and newspaper 
reporting. To top off this varied career, 
he finally entered a new industry at a 
time when perhaps nobody foresaw its 
possibilities, and now he is a dominant 
figure in that industry. 
, Into forty-six years—that is his age— 

"> Hertz has crowded a wealth of 

f achievement; and to hear the 


By Neil M. Clark 


story from his own lips is to feel yourself 
taken up into the grip of his energy, 
his enthusiasm, and his fighting determi- 
nation. 

Hertz became famous as the organizer 
of the Yellow Cab Company, which origi- 
nally gave Chicago such taxicab service 
as no other city could boast of. That 
was fifteen years ago. But events move 
rapidly with him. To-day no one city 
holds han, nor any one business. 

After he learned to operate cabs, he 
began to build them—other people 
wanted the same kind, ‘and he began to 
sell them—and since 1915 he has sup- 
plied taxicabs to serve thirteen hundred 
cities. 

Next he saw that motor bus lines were 
gaining popularity and picking up traffic 
where street cars didn’t run, so in 1922 
he bought control of the bus lines in 
Chicago; he followed this by buying the 
famous Fifth Avenue bus system of New 
York, and to-day he operates motor busses 
in St. Louis also. Two years ago he also 
began manufacturing motor busses to sell, 
and since then he has built them for 
forty cities. 


ACK of it all, responsible for it all, 

is one fundamental idea, possibly two 
ideas, or, at the very outside, three. d 
will above all; that comes first, and with 
it, in John Hertz’s mind, go all the things 
that serve to create good will; second 
comes what Mr. Hertz calls courage, 
although I think a better name for it is 
fighting persistence; and third, if you 
don’t care to include it in the first, comes 
honesty that abhors a lie and despises 
the appearance of one. 

But you must listen to the story of 
John Hertz, for it tells more than any 
amount of mere explanation. 

“When I was eleven years old,” he told 
me, “my dad gave me a licking, the first 
time he ever did such a thing. It made 
me so mad IJ ran away from home. 

“I ran away and went down-town, and 
got a job. It seems funny to think of 
now, for my children, at eleven, seem no 
more than babies. 

“I sold my school books, and the cash 
I got, it was less than two dollars, was 
my capital. But it was the first time I 
ever had anywhere near two dollars, and 
it looked like a fortune. 

“I stayed”—again that joyful laugh 
as he remembered—‘“at the Waifs Home! 
For two dollars a week they gave me room 
and board. And I earned two dollars and 


‘couldn’t hold me. A 


a half a week as a copy boy on the old 
‘Morning News.’ 

“In ‘hose days there weren’t many 
telephones, so when a reporter went to 
cover a big story, he would take two or 
three copy boys along to bring back pieces 
of his story as he wrote it. That was how 
I earned my two and a half; and when I 
was throni each day, I used to peddle 
papers in the streets and eam a little more. 

‘I kept this up for about a year, then 
my father found me and made me come 
home and go back to school. But I’d had 
that taste of earning money, and school 

her five or six months 
I went away again; this time I told them 
I was going. 

“I hadn't realized before how hard it 
was on my mother, the way I left. She 
was working all the time, because we 
were so r. t of a family of six 
children four of us were still at home; 
and my father was earning only ten 
dollars a week running a freight elevator. 
So I told them I was going to look out for 
myself, and went and lived with one of 
my married sisters. 

“This time I got a night job on the 
newspaper, running errands for Mr. Fay, 
the night editor. I stuck at this for 
nearly three years, and when I finally 
quit I think I was getting four and a 
half a week. 

“One night,” he went on, “a big story 
broke just about press time. It came in 
over the wires, and I was set to running 
with it, a few lines at a time, from the 
telegraph instruments to the linotype 
machines. 


“COMETHING went wrong after our 
story got on the press. j! don’t re- 


member what it was; but one of the tele- 
graph editors gave me an awful bawling- 
out. Mr. Fay heard him and nearly fired 
him on the spot; then he turned his atten- 
tion to me, for he noticed I looked fagged. 

“‘What’s the matter with you?’ he 
asked. 

“I told him nothing was the matter—I 
was a little tired. The fact is, I was skinn 
and hollow-chested and under-nourished. 

“*You go and see my doctor to- 
morrow,’ he said. 

“He wrote down the address, and I 
went. The doctor gave me a thorough 
looking-over and said he thought I was 
all right, yet; but he warned me that 
night work, if I kept it up at my age, 
would ruin my health for good. He said 
I ought to get outside and work days, and 
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join a gym class, to build myself up. I to!d 
this to Mr. Fay next day when he asked 
me. He looked me over a minute or so, 
then said, ‘You're fired!’” 

And Mr. Hertz laughed over the harshly 
phrased kindness of his boss. 

So at fifteen he had to seek a new kind 
of work, and found it driving a delivery 
wagon for a store owned by two brothers. 
They paid him six dollars a week, which 
was more than he had been 
getting on the newspaper. 

“I joined a gym class too,” 
Mr. Hise: continued; ‘‘and 
it happened I got into a 
place where they trained 

rize fighters. For ten dollars 
T bought a course of lessons, 
and used to go there four or 
five nights a week. Before 
the year was out, they put me 
on for an exhibition bout at 
the Chicago Athletic Associ- 
ation! 


“THIS opened up a new 
line of work for my spare 
time. I wasn’t cut out tot a 
pee fighter and would never 

ave been a champion. But 
I had a nose for news, and my 
work on the paper sharpened 
it, so now the sporting editor 
of the old Chicago ‘Record,’ 
Ed Sheridan, began paying 
me twenty-five cents an inch 
for bits of sports news | 

icked up and told him about. 
i used to earn between one 
and two dollars a week this 
way. But one day Sheridan 
said to me: 

“‘Look here, John, I 
haven’t got time to write this 
stuff and pay you for it too. 
You write it.’ 

“That was a hot one! I 
could read all right, be- 
cause, being a boy around a 
newspaper office, I naturally 
read everything in sight. But 
I could just barely write. 
And now Sheridan told me to 
write pieces for the paper, or 
else lose a dollar He maybe, 
thirty-five cents a week. I 
couldn’t see myself losing all 
that money, so I sweated out 
my first piece as well as I could. “It was 
terrible; bas Sheridan was a mighty good 
friend. He took what I wrote, and 
changed it around some, but he used it; 
and he showed me that he used it. With 
his encouragement Í kept on. 

“ Meanwhile, I was driving my delivery 
wagon every day from seven in the morn- 
ing till five or six at night. One day they 
sent me to the depot for some boxes that 
were too heavy for me to lift, and I hurt 
myself getting them into the wagon. When 
I got beck to the store I told one of 
the partners, and said if they wanted me 
to do that again I would have to quit. 
He said they wouldn’t ask me to go 

ain. 

“ But not long afterward the other 

artner told me to get some more of those 

xes. I said I wouldn’t go, and he 

fired me. But before I left the building I 
chased him all over the place.” 

After this episode John Hertz became 
a full-fledged sports writer, and devoted 
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himself to it for the next several years. 
But he was canny enough to avoid a pay 
envelope. 

“Tn those days,” he told me, ‘‘a fine 
reporter in Chicago got about twenty 
dollars a week: that was the limit. The 
best rewrite man got twenty-five. I 
stuck to space writing, where I was my 
own boss and could do lots of things the 
regular reporters couldn’t; and, besides, 


John Hertz was one of the pioneers, and is to-day one of the domi- 
nant figures in the taxicab and motor-bus business of the United 
States. He is president of three corporations connected with 
motor transportation, the principal one being the Yellow Cab 
Company, of Chicago. A few years ago, Mr. Hertz bought con- 
trol of the bus lines in Chicago, and of the Fifth Avenue busses 
in New York. He was born in what is now Czechoslovakia, 
forty-six years ago; but was brought to America at the age of five 


I made more money than they did. I got | 


where I was earning from three to five 
thousand dollars a year, a lot of money 
for a kid. 

“Tt looked like a permanent thing, and 
I was all shaped to get married. And 
then things turned turtle. 

“A local prize fighter had fought a 
bout with a colored boy in Texas, which 
was against the law down there, and both 
fighters were put in jail. This fighter was 
due to come home. He lived in LaGrange, 
a suburb out a little ways from Chicago, 
and a crowd of newspaper men went to 
meet the train and get his story. But 
when the train pulled in, he wasn't on it! 

“Tt occurred to me that probably he 
had got off at some outlying station. 
I saw a suburban train pulling out in 
the direction of LaGrange, and I ran and 
caught the tail end of it, the only reporter 
who did. Sure enough, at a station about 
halfway-to LaGrange, this fighter boarded 


the train I was on. I gota fine story anda 
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lot of pictures, and knew I had a scoop. It 
made me feel great! 

“As scon as the paper with my stery 
in came off the press, I was there to get a 
copy and see how it looked. But before 
I reached the sporting section, a notice 
on the editorial page caught my eye. It 
announced that the ‘Record,’ my paper, 
had consolidated with the ‘Herald;’ and 
gave notice that only the employees of 
the ‘Herald’ would be kept. 

“The regular men on the 
‘Record’ staff were given six 
weeks’ pay. Being a space 
writer, I got nothing! 

“I had !:ept in close touch 
with boxing circles, but wasn’t 
doing much at it myself. M 
girl and her folks absected, 
Now that I had ncthing else 
to do, I began managing a 
couple of boxers, and stayed 
with them about a year. One 
turned out to be a cracker- 
jack. We cleared between 
thirty and forty thousand 
dollars, and one fourth of it 
was mine, nearly ten thousand 
dollars. But I couldn’t keep 
on with it. I had to give it up 
or lose my girl!” 


TOR fifteen years, with an 
intermission of only a few 
months, he had been support- 
ing himself completely. He 
had knocked about, seen a 
lot, learned a lot. But now he 
was out of a job, and couldn’t 
think what to turn to. Then 
one day fate took a freakish 
turn, and at last he found 
himself. 

“The two boxers I had 
managed,” he said, “opened 
an establishment on the West 
Side, and once in a while I ran 
out to see them. There I met 
an old fellow who was driving 
demonstration cars for an 
automobile agency. For some 
reason he took it into his head 
that I ought to sell automo- 
biles, and he insisted on my 
going to see his boss. I told 
him I had never sold any- 
thing in my life, and turned 
him down. 

“But he wouldn’t be turned down. One 
morning he drove up to my door and told 
me to hop in. He had made an appoint- 
ment with the boss without saying any- 
thing to me. 

“Well, I took the job. There was no 
salary, no drawing account, nothing but 
a straight five per cent commission on 
sales. But it was at least a job with a 
chance to earn something, and what 
little money I had laid by was going fast. 
I was married now, and to get along I 
had arranged a drawing account with one 
of my brothers who was in business. Two 
weeks before I became an automobile 
salesman I had never even ridden in an 
automobile! 

“Machines were still novelties. You 
know where Highland Park is, twenty- 
five or thirty miles north of Chicago? 
Well, if we managed to drive a car that 
far and back on a demonstration run with- 
out a breakdown, we considered it really 
remarkable. (Continued on page 128) 
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Part of the burned- 
over area aftera forest 
fire in the Oregon Na- 
tional Forest. In the 
United States during 
the six years ending 
with 1923, an average 
of seven million acrea 
a year was ravaged by 
forest fires 


Adventures of a Forest Ranger 


The story of William R. Kreutzer, supervisor of the Colorado National Forest, 
is as thrilling as any romance of the “Wild West”—He has fought a 
fire for seventy-two hours without sleeping, has rounded up 
outlaws in their dens, and has learned a lot of in- 
teresting things about animals and people 


WO forest rangers had been busy 


all morning measuring a tract of 


timber, and they expected to 
keep at this job until sundown. 
But as the day wore on they no- 
ticed a suspicious dryness developing in the 
air. One of the men then set out for the 
nearest telephone, to be at hand in case a 
call came for help. The other man, Super- 
visor Kreutzer, went on measuring timber. 

But not for long. After a time, twigs 
began to break unidertat with a peculiar, 
sharp crackle. Then his lips began to 
feel parched, and dry white lines appeared 
on the backs of his hands. Kreutzer knew 
all too well what these ominous signs 
meant; but he didn’t yet know where the 
danger lay. 

Two o’clock in the afternoon came, and 
Kreutzer was still at work with his 
mesnine instruments, though he was 
continually looking up and away, expect- 
ing every moment to see a terrifying but 
familiar sight. And, finally, he did see it— 
a column of pitch-black smoke, rising 


` swiftly into the air. 
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Kreutzer knew at last the direction in 
which to hunt for his old enemy, the 
forest fire. Immediately he gathered up 
his instruments, and hurried down the 
mountainside to the nearest telephone. 
There the operator gave him the exact 
location of the fire, and told him what 
men were on their way to fight it. A 
few brief orders for the operator to 
carry out, and Kreutzer was in his car 
again, racing over the mountain roads. 

He arrived at the fire, and found key 
man Mosch already there, with five other 
men. The ranger with whom Kreutzer had 
been measuring timber had also come up. 

Mosch had been nearest the fire when 
it started. He had heard of it first at 
his pool hall, in Tolland. Trained in fire- 
fighting by the ranger, authorized to hire 
men and take charge of fires till a forest 
officer could arrive, he had started at 
once with five men—and his daughter, 
Elsie. 

Elsie was seventeen, and not forest- 
reared for nothing. She had hardly 
reached the fire when she knew that six 


men weren’t enough, not nearly. It was 
sparsely settled country, but there were 
men at work on the railway tunnel, seven 
miles away, able-bodied men, men u 

to working at that altitude. 


ALLING to her father where she was 

going, Elsie unharnessed a wood haul- 
er’s horse, swung up on it bareback, 
and disappeared up the road. Two miles 
away she commandeered an old car. A 
mile farther on, the car broke a spring and 
collapsed, and she ran half a mile to a 
sheep camp. She took a horse from a 
picket there, hitched its rope round its 
nose for a bridle, and finished the ride to 
the tunnel. 

The tunnel timekeeper said he had 
already sent eight men. 

“That’s not enough,” she said. And 
she went back with twenty! 

Kreutzer had taken charge of the fire 
as soon as he arrived—and it was a 
real fire! It had started at the bottom 
of a steep, heavily wooded slope, and was 
climbing rapidly. The “afternoon blow” 
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(Above) Forest fire in the Tahoe 
National Forest, California, photo- 
graphed from an airplane. (Right) 
William R. Kreutzer, veteran forest 
ranger, and supervisor of the million- 
acre Colorado National Forest. Mr. 
Kreutzer, whose headquarters are now 
at Fort Collins, Colorado, has been 
closely connected for twenty-seven 
years with the Government's forest 
workin the West. In the accompany- 
ing article he tells how he and the 
other rangers carry on the work. 


—that regular daily puff of mountain 
wind—was on. Pretty soon it developed 
into a fiery gale. Fingers of flame, scores 
of feet long, shot ahead of the fire in the 
matted needles and dead material on the 
ground. Above, was one terrific mass of 
fire, stretching out for hundreds of feet 
through the crowns of the pines and 
spruces, and drawing a pitchy gas from 
them and igniting it. And over all sounded 
the dreadful, deafening roar of the forest 
fire. 

Kreutzer and his two rangers scouted 
out the fire and got a general line-up on 
how to handle the fre organization 
effectively. 


Mosh: as soon as he arrived, began a 
trench warfare against the flames, and 
Kreutzer carried it on. Some little dis- 
tance from the “ flame line” a swath of tim- 
ber was felled and removed, thus forming 
a “‘control line.” This was accomplished 
by men with saws and axes. 

The first crew was closely followed by 
another with shovels and mattocks. These 
men dug a continuous trench about two 
feet wide into the matted meedles on 
the ground. They kept on digging until 
they struck mineral earth; then they 
spread this dirt out and around and along 
che extreme outer edges of the surface 
fires. 

Several men were detailed to locate 
and extinguish “‘spot fires” that had been 
blown across the control lines by the high 
wind. Several fires of this kind were 
found at a distance of from one half to 
three quarters of a mile from the main 
forest fire. 

It was a flanking strategy: Turn in on 
the flames; close the line in front of 
them; put a barrier around three sides 
of it in the shape of a rude horseshoe, 


and then close the open end of the shoe. 


That was the aim from the first. But it 
was not easy. Men had flocked to the 
hre—a common enemy. Tools had come 
in abundance from the caches of the 
Forest Service. But with all the men and 
tools, the fire kept ahead. 

The men’s faces turned black with 
smoke as they toiled; sweat poured from 
their bodies; now and then a shirt or a 
hat was flung aside—burning. One young 
man was pulled out from the line, gassed. 
But he was brought around by the appli- 
cation of cold water and first-aid treat- 
ment. Kreutzer went into the flame line 
to get hve others who were reported to 
have been trapped. These men were 
brought out safely. $ 

“We can't go in there!” cried a crew 
foreman, in all sincerity, trying a hot 
place, and retreating. But Kreutzer, more 
experienced, ran in ahead of him, deliver- 
ing quick blows and falling back. And the 


foreman and his crew, seeing it could be 
done, followed suit. 

Then the men had to be held back. The 
fire would have outflanked them. A fire 
had done that with Kreutzer—whipped a 
great tail of fame around him and shut him 
in. Hehad had to be dragged out. And it is 
only a fire commarder’s second duty to put 
out his fire. His first is to save his men. 


ARKNESS came on while the men 
still labored. The fire that had been a 
great cloud of smoke and monstrous fur- 
nace in the sunlight became a huge flare in 
the sky at night, casting weird lights and 
shadows over all the mountainside. The 
men went in relays for supper to the camp 
below, where Elsie assisted with the 
cooking, and returned at once to the line. 
There came a lull toward two in the 
morning, a lull brought on by the morning 
stillness. Kreutzer knew it was his chance 
of twenty-four hours to check the fire. He 
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Miss Helen Dowe, lookout during the 
season of 1919 at Devil's Head Station, 
Pike National Forest, Colorado, watch- 
ing for forest fires. Behind her is 
an instrument which enables her to 
get the location of a fire. In such 
observatories, commanding a view 
of millions of acres, lookouts are 
stationed from daylight till dark 
during all the dangerous fire months 
of the year, their entire duty being 
to watch for forest fire smoke. Over 
five hundred such stations exist to- 
day in our national forests. (Right) 
Fighting a fire in the Wasatch Na- 
tional Forest, Utah, by clearing away 
brush and débris to check the spread 
of flames running along the ground 


tried—and failed. Not enough fresh men 
were available to accomplish the plan. 

All through the morning hours, and the 
next day and evening, the men toiled on. 
Only the utterly exhausted dropped out; 
and Kreutzer was always in the lead. 

At midnight the second night came the 
lull again—and another master effort. The 
squads on opposite sides of the line turned 
resolutely inward, faces scorching. 

They came in sight of each other! They 
made a desperate last spurt—and closed 
the line! The fire was under control. 

But it was not out. It was still a 
raging furnace that might easily jump 
the control, by burning out along dry 
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roots underground, or 
sending embers over- 
head. 

Kreutzer stationed 
guards along the line, 
the freshest men he 
had, and put them 
under command. 

Then he lay down 
to sleep, his first sleep 
in forty-three hours. 
Six hours later he was 
up again, stationing 
new guards, taking 
stock of the situation. 
And presently he was 
off to another fire that 


had started. Such is 
the life of a forest 
ranger. 

“What was the 


longest time,” I 
asked, “‘that you ever 
went without sleep on 
a fire?” 

“Seventy-two 
hours!” Kreutzer 
answered. “That was 
an eight-day fire al- 
together, and we 
fought the whole thing 
through, with only 
brief snatches of 
rest.” 

But these fires, and 
hundreds of others, 


are only a small part of the adventures of 
William R. Kreutzer, forest ranger for 
many years, supervisor now of. the Colo- 
rado National Forest, nearly a million 
acres of timbered mountains in northern 
Colorado. 

Kreutzer is still a young man—in his 
forties, and young for that. But as he sat 
in his office in Fort Collins and told me 
his story, I thought I had never read, even 
in fiction, of a life more full of Western 
romance. 

They say the Old West is gone—except 
in the movies. But they forget the great 
stretches of mountains that progress has 
skipped. 


Telephones and automobiles find their 
way up among them thinly, it is true. 
But bears and mountain lions, deer and 
gray timber wolves live there also, and are 
the friends of these men of the forests. 
Barbed wire has yet to trouble the “ drift- 
ing” cattle. And gun play, that final 
authentic mark of the old-time West, is 
separated from the present only by the 
shortest space of time, or, suddenly, isn’t 
separated at all! 


KRE! TZER is the oldest in service of 
all the forest force in Colorado, and 
therefore knows this country as not many 
men do. He is awiry man of middle height, 
with clear blue eyes and a quick finality 
in speaking, developed through years of 
dealing with personal danger. His con- 
nection with the Government’s great 
forest work in the West dates from its 
very beginnings. 

“I was driving cattle, in 1898, when I 
heard of the first appropriation for forest 
work in this section,” he explained. “I 
had had forestry bred into me, I believe. 
My grandfather had been a forester in the 
Black Forest in Germany, and my father 
had brought me up in the tradition, here 
on his ranch in Colorado, We had put out 
fires, and cut our timber with an eye to 
the future, as few people did in those days. 
I loved the work and the woods, and went 
right up to apply for a job. 

“It was all very informal, compared 
with the practice to-day. A Denver lawyer 


had been put in charge of the Reserves of 
Colorado and Utah as superintendent of 
forests, and he appointed me after about 
an hour’s questioning. This was in 1898. 
He told me I was to have fifty dollars a 
month salary, and furnish my own horse 
and provisions—and that was just about 
all there was to it! 

“‘But what shall I do frst?’ I asked 
him. 

“He waved his hand toward the window 
of his office. 

“‘See those fires?’ he said. Fires had 
been going, on the mountains above Den- 
ver, all summer. ‘Well, put them out!’ 

“*Yes, but—’ I began. 


Adventures 


“He interrupted me. 

“You’ve got horses, haven’t you?’ 

“I told him that I had. 

“*Well,’ he said, ‘get on ’em, and go 
as far as the Almighty will let you, and 
put out those fires! i 

“There was nothing more to be done 
about it, and I got my provisions and 
started into the mountains that afternoon. 
In a week I had put out my frst fire. I 
put it out by the trench method we still 
use. 

“That first fire, and seven others the 
same summer, | had to put out alone; and 
on the rest of those I handled that year 
I had only one or two helpers, or a handful 
at most. In those days there was little or 
no cooperation on the part of the settlers. 

“It wasn’t only that the people hadn’t 
been trained in fire-hghting—they hadn’t 
been trained to believe fires could be 
fought. They thought all fires had to burn 
out, or burn until it snowed or rained. 


“T REMEMBER something that hap- 
P 2 pened at one of those early fires. I had 
been working some forty hours, and was 
just finishing when a man came strolling 
up the mountainside. He explained that 
he owned part of the land that had been 
burned over. ‘I just came up,’ he added, 
‘to see what was stopping this fire!’ 

“It hadn’t occurred to him to come and 
do anything about it himself. He said he 
didn’t know they could be stopped. 

“T’ve had some queer experiences on 
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fires,” Mr. Kreutzer continued, “and 
some very dangerous ones. I lose the soles 
of my shoes or my hatband in almost 
every fire. I have had to tear my clothes 
off, to keep from being burned up. Once | 
got an ember down my back, and had to 
find a creek to jump into. I have often 
plunged into water to cool myself off. 
“Two other men and myself were 
blanketed down with smoke so long, one 
time, that we were almost suffocated. I 
called to them to dig through the duff, and 
breathe against the bare ground. Fresh 
earth, you know, gives off oxygen. We did 
that till the smoke lifted, and it was 
probably all that saved our lives.” 


“ However, it isn’t 
the forest fires them- 
selves that have given 
us our liveliest times,” 
Kreutzer went on 
cheerfully. “Strange 
as it may seem, it’s 
the people. Nowa- 
days, of course, the 
ranger is known for 
what he is, a business 
man administering 
the forests for the 
beneht of all the peo- 
ple; and trouble with 
anyone is rare. But 
in the beginning he 
was regarded merely 
as an extremely ofh- 
cious intruder, having 
semi-police powers. 

“There had been 
no forest manage- 
ment, and abuses of 
all kinds were com- 
mon. Naturally, the 
rangers wouldn’t be 
popular with the law- 
breakers; but the curi- 
ous thing was that we 
were just as often 
misunderstood and 
opposed by those who 
were on the square, 
the very ones we were 
trying to help. 


“I was well broken in on this police 
part of my problem by a timber trespass 
case in the old Plum Creek Reserve. The 
trespassers, it seemed, were disreputable 
characters who had fled from Montana, 
and were living in a secluded canyon of 
West Plum Creek, in my district. Before 
the district came under management, 
these outlaws had taken out some rail- 
road ties, and the cattlemen suspected 
them of stealing their calves. 

“ As soon, therefore, as the forest force 
was organized, the cattlemen served no- 
tice that anyone cutting timber without 
a permit would be sent to the United 
States penitentiary for fifteen years. It 
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Ladders leading to the Devil's Head 
Observatory, shown on the opposite 
page. Miss Dowe, the lookout, climb- 
ing the first ladder. (Left) A forest 
ranger on his rounds, which often 
carry him through rough and dan- 
gerous country and over mountain 
ranges ten to fourteen thousand feet 
high. One of the essential qualifica- 
tions for all forest rangers is the 
ability to take care of themselves in 
the woods, meeting the emergencies 
of the trail and of the service single- 
handed. In patrolling his territory the 
ranger may be absent from his sta- 
tion a week or more without meeting 
a single human being. Each ranger 
carries a small tent, a few cooking 
utensils,a supply of food, and sim- 
ple tools for emergency fire-fighting 


was a bluff, of course, and the trespassers 
called it by replying that ‘no ¢en cattle- 
men—or United States officers—could 
take them alive!’ 

“There was nothing for it but to make 
a twenty-five-mile trip into the mountains 
to see them; and I had to make it alone. 
Some distance up the canyon where the 
men were said to be hiding, I came to a 
miner’s cabin. The miner and his wife 
both tried to stop me. They told me of 
the threats made by the outlaws, and said 
they were sure I would never come back. 

“I explained my position: I had to go, 
or surrender for the United States Govern- 
ment. Then I (Continued on page of) 


“I caught a glimpse of you from a window, Mrs. Haviland, so I brought you 
some real tools. . . . What’s your idea? Are you going to clear this place entirely?” 


Discarded 
By Inez Haynes Irwin 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY J. SIMONT, 


The Story So Far . i 


ERTRUDE HAVILAND had been married ten years when het husband confessed to her 
that he loved another woman. He planned not to come home from that time on, ahd he 
asked her to get a divorce on grounds of desertion. Will Haviland was a successful architect, 
and he pledged himself to provide financially for her and their three children; but he wanted 
to Keep the old Haviland homestead in Maywood—and so he deeded Gertrude a house in the 
summer village of Rock Harbor, which they had bought and expected to remodel. Gertrude 
had been so absorbed in being a “good mother” that.she had been entirely unconscious of her 
failure to hold her husband’s interest and love. She was therefore so stunned by the blow that 
she could not endure facing life in Maywood among her friends: She packed up her personal be- 
longings and left at once, with the children, for Rock Harbor. She let no one except her lawyer 
know where she was, and she returned Will’s letters unread. sons 

Gertrude was so shaken by mingled rage and grief that even the discomforts of life in the 
crudely furnished old house in Rock Harbor could add nothing to her despair. She resented the 
kindness of neighbors—Mrs. Tront, Lydia Maine, and her brother, Ira Forbes. She hated the 
dull town, with its wealthy summer residents, and its “slum,” known as Morgan’s Hollow—a 
place filled with slatternly people like the Farmers, a family she had seen there. She was no 
longer even a good mother: the children ran wild, while she brooded upon her troubles. 

All this, until one night a few weeks after her arrival in Rock Harbor, when she astonished 
Ira Forbes by coming to his house and asking him to take her in his car to the doctor’s. She 
came out of the doctor's office a transformed person, alive with purpose, thrilling with energy— 
and she told Ira Forbes the reason. She was going to have another child, which should be hers 


alone—the father who had failed his other children should never even know of its existence. 


` ; “Well, rt have certainly 


` 


“TU make Rock Harbor the kind of town that my child should live in,” she said. “Mine! My 


all-mine child shall grow up in my all-mine town!” 


-GERTRUDE had prophesied, 
she did not sleep the night she 
visited the doctor. Yet. she 
rested; for all through the soft 
dark hours she seemed to 
floating back and forth on the great waves 
of a vast tide. The motion of that tide 


broaght healing, the wash of those waves. 


balm. When she leaped out of bed the 
next morning it was with the sense that 
every reservoir of her being had filled to 
the brim with energy. Immediately after 
breakfast, ‘Don’t come home until noon 
to-day, children,” she ordered buoyantly. 
“I’m going to do.some housecleaning. I 
don’t want any of you about. But, Happy, 
you run up o Mrs. Tront’s and ask her 
e P 


if she can help me this morning.” . 

In a surprisingly brief time Mrs. Tront 
appeared. . ae 

“I am beginning to feel.rested, Mrs. 


Tront,” was Gertrude’s simple explana- 
tion of her return to nannaliiy: “and I 
thought to-day I’d attack those packing 
cases. I remembered—” - 

“Yes, yes,” Mrs, Tront interrupted 


eagerly. ‘I’d admire to help.” Her foot- . 


steps pattered close behind Gertrude’s as 
she followed her into the shed. - 

“I don’t know how we're going to open 
them,” Gertrude said in a nonplused 
voice. “It looks like a man’s work.” 

“Good land!” Mrs. Tront exclaimed 
scathingly. ‘Call in a man to open a 

acking case? Got a hatchet here and a 
Pomes? FII do it in no time.” 


Gertrude found rusted specimens of- 


these implements and handed them to her 
neighbor. She watched with wonder, and 
yet with humiliation, the busmesslike 
way in which Mrs. Tront attacked her 
problem. ge 

“I am lost in admiration of you,” 
Gertrude declared. “You did that just 
like a man.” 

“You'll dothesame,” Mrs. Tront proph- 


‘esied grimly, “and a great deal more, 

if you are going to live in the country!” 
Gertrude reflected that only yesterday 

that speech would have struck a new 


be - terror into her sodden soul; now it seemed 


only brilliant challenge. But then, to-day 
and to-morrow had acquired shining sig- 
nificance; light was beginning to pene- 
trate even the sinister opacity of yesterday. 


4¥X PERTS had assured Gertrudethat her 
grandmother’s Paisley shawl was a rare 
and beautiful specimen. She pinned it up 
in the wide space between the two doors 
of the living-room, opposite the fireplace. 
Against it she moved the plain long car- 
penter’s table which she had found in the 
shed, and spread this with a runner of 
hand-woven linen. On the table she 
placed a row of Tanagra brunes of 
plaster, raised by a peany coloring to a 
muted vividness. The green center of the 
shawl brought them into relief. 

The effect was real beauty. Gertrude 
stood enthralled. How long since she 
had dealt in beauty? Months . . . years. 
Her spirit soared and her fingers fléw. 

i Ne Minton ate ich had also be- 
o to her grandmother, a misty gray- 
blues with need: flowers in white, she 
placed on the mantel; between them she 


put her uncte’s French clock, a Jeanne 


d’ Arc in-bronze galloping on its marble 
top. Over these she hung her treasured 
engraving of Chartres Cathedral. ` And 
finally, enriching the room with a myriad 
of tender connotations, she covered faded 
wall spaces with colored prints, all scenes 
of the French countryside. 
Beauty! Again she laved her trium- 
hant spirit in that tonic bath. From the 
iving-room she proceeded to the dining- 
room, and thence up-stairs to the bed- 
rooms, creating charm with the meager 
decorative litter that remained. 
“Now, Mrs. Tront, Im finished!” 


` ing at the table. “Editha, corne 


changed: this 


‘place, "= commented Mrs. Tront, still full 


` of admiring expletive. “Who'd ’a’ thought 
just stickin’ up a few things here and 
“there would make such a difference! Why, 


it don’t look like the same house.” 
- “Te needs one thing more,” Gertrude 
said: “flowers.” 

Armed. with ‘scissors, she went out of 
doors. The lilacs were in full bloom and 
she gathered armfuls of purple and white 
cones. Down on the marsh cowslips were 
growing; for days she had numbly noted 
the yalor flashes from her window. She 
came back with uplifted -skirt full of 
blooms. | 


WHEN the children raced up the walk, 
Gertrude heard Editha turn toward 
the side door. Editha, Gertrude recalled 
—how. hér memory was quickening—al- 
ways went out and came in by the side 
door, always went up to her room before 
slipping out of the house, or before appear- 
herel” 
she called. < 
. “In a moment,” Editha’s reply floated 
back, and her light feet made a swift pat- 
ter of panic up the front stairs. 

“Come now!” Gertrude commanded. 

Editha’s lagging progress, slower and 
slower, brought her finally to the door- 
way of the living-room. Bebind her Happy 
and Nabby appeared. Simultaneously 
they stopped, Al three, and gaped at the 
living-room: ‘stood stock-still, as though 
the same blow had stunned them. Ger- 
trude stared, stunned too. For- Editha, 
dressed from head to’ heels in clothes 
which her mother had never seen before, 
was like some changeling creature, clad in 
tawdriness. Editha wore a sleazy, many- 
colored sweater, which hung loosely about 
her little figure. She wore faded green 
silk stockings of cobweb thinness. She 
wore over each ear, holding her short 
curly hair back, a green celluloid comb 
set with rhinestones. 

With questions surging to her lips, 
Gertrude inhibited inquiry. For Editha, 
always the quickest to yield to emotion, 
and always the quickest to recover, was 
exclaiming with a rapturous intonation, 
“Oh, Mother, what a wonderful sur- 
prise!” “Oh, Mother!” Nabby echoed 
ecstatically,, “what a wonderful sur- 

rise!” She added, “It’s simpaly beaut 

ull” And for a moment Gertrude’s heart 
throbbed with yesterday’s pain, for “Why, 
Mother,” Happy commented, “it looks 
just like Maywood!” 

But immediately her exhilaration rose 
again. She decided to delay investigation 
in Editha’s case. “Children,” she said, 
“Tve been working -all the morning try- 
ing to make. this house pretty. n’t 
you want to go through it with me 
now?” 

From the living-room she took them 
to the dining-room; and then up-stairs to 
the bedrooms. The exclamations, rhap- 
sodic out of all proportion to the decora- 
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tive result, moved Gertrude strangely. 

‘She looked at everything they admired, 
and tried to see it through their eyes. But 
more closely and insistently she looked 
at them. 

It was as though, in her progress through 
that dark hinterland of the spirit, she had 
been seeing them only darkly; for now 
she discovered changes. Editha! Editha 
had turned into a gypsy princess! Happy 
had grown tall in the past six weeks; he 
had broadened. But there was a dif- 
ference much more salient. His look had 
matured. But he was—Gertrude could 
lay no flattering euphonisms to her soul— 
Happy was not merely grubby, he was 
Sctualty dirty. Nabby looked like a little 
girl whose mother had not for a long time 
bothered about her. Nabby’s nails! And 
Nabby had acquired a strange gesture, 
a backward toss of the head. 

That was to keep her hair out of 
her eyes. Gertrude’s own eyes 
smarted with regretful tears. 

“Now, Happy and Editha,” 
she ordered essere after a 
while, “I want you both to wash 
up. Happy, change into a clean 
blouse and a fresh tie. Editha, 
take off everything you have on. 

Pll tell you what to change into. 
By the way, where did you get 
the clothes you’re wearing?” 

“T exchanged my sweater for 
Jess Farmer’s sometime last 
week,” Editha answered, in the 
airy accents which with her often 
marked a consciousness of guilt. 

“And wasn’t Jess sweet, Mother?” 
she went on ingenuously. ‘‘She 
threw-in these two 

lovely hair combs and 

these stockings.” 


F GERTRUDE re- 

flected that Jess 
might have thrown in x 
much more before she oy 
could have raised the ‘$ 
value of her hand-me- 
downs to that of 
Editha’s heavy, skill- 
fully knitted sweater, 
she did not express that 
reflection. For, in the 
perturbation of instant 
suspicion, “‘ Jess Farm- 
er!’’sheexclaimed;“ Jess 
Farmer—I certainly 
have heard that name 
somewhere before.’’ 

“Why, of course you have, Mother. 
Pm always talking about Jess Farmer. 
She’s my most intimate friend.” 

Memory had its way with Gertrude. 
She visualized the figure of a little girl 
whom she had seen on her first trip to 
Morgan’s Hollow, semi-barbaric in type: 
an olive skin accentuating the burning 
pallor of blue eyes; tawny hair deepening 
the muted gold of that olive skin. She 
was Wearing a sweater striped in many 
colors. “Does Jess Farmer live in Mor- 
gan’s Hollow?” Gertrude demanded. 

“Yes,” Editha replied with a disarm- 
ing candor; “I go there with her every 
single afternoon after she comes home 
from school.” 

“Does Happy go to Morgan’s Hollow 
too?” 

“Happy’s there all day long,” Editha 
answered enviously. “There’s always 
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some boys playing hooky down there.” 

Gertrude broke her appalled medita- 
tions short. “Take that sweater off, 
Editha,” she said, command ringing per- 
emptorily in her voice, “and those combs 
and stockings. You may put on your 
scarlet sweater for this afternoon. But 
don’t ever again, under any circumstances, 
exchange your clothes. That is a thing 
a little girl should never do.” 

“Oh, Mother!” Editha remonstrated 


shrilly, “can’t I wear the hair combs?” 
“No, dear, they are not suitable for a 
little girl. I am going to New Bradford 
in a few days, and perhaps I can find 
something there that you will like as 
well.” 
Placated by the thought of something 


new, and always excited by the thought 
of changing her clothes, Editha vanished. 
Gertrude went down-stairs for a kettle 
of hot water, returned and took Nabby 
into her own room. All three children had 
recovered some of their Maywood quality 
when they sat down to dinner. 

“I am glad that the house looks so 
sweet, Mother,” Editha commented, in 
her sunniest mood. “I’m just wild about 
Rock Harbor. I love to live here. There 

was only 2 thing I Vante 
—a pretty house like May- 
meig I woulda invite ay 
of the girls to come here, I 
was so ashamed of it.” 

“The most beautifulest 
part of it all,” Nabby main- 
tained stoutly, ‘‘is the attic. 
The attic is simpaly beau- 
tiful!” 


“Nabby, would you like sometime,” 
Gertrude asked, “to help me clean up the 
attic?” 

“Oh, Mother!” Nabby replied with 
that note of ecstasy which was her normal 
emotional expression. 


Should she tell them? Should she tell 
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them now? Would it be better to wait a 
little? Should she tell them at all? These 
questions buzzed in Gertrude’s mind, 
made tiny havoc there. No, no more inde- 
cisions. “Children,” she called in a firm 
voice, “come here! I want to tell you—” 
““There’s a man coming up the walk, 
Mother,” Happy interrupted. “Why, 
it’s Mr. Ely, the selectman, ” he exclaimed 
in a surprised voice. “J wonder what 
he wants,” he added in an alarmed tone; 
“Sim Filer says he’s a fierce old bird.” 
It was almost as though Gertrude had 
opened the door solely to a pair of eyes, 
so immediately was she aware of scrutiny. 
They were gray eyes, widely open: and 
widely set, and they attacked hers with a 
cool firmness. Mr. Ely was a tall man, 
bulky, but all closely packed hard muscle. 
“This Mrs. Haviland?” he asked in a 
quiet voice. 
“Yes,” Gertrude replied. “This is Mr. 
Ely, is it not?” 
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“Oh, Mother!” Nabby echoed 
ecstatically. “What a wonderful 
surprise! It's simpaly beautiful!” 


“Yes, ma’am, David Ely. Pd like to 
have a little talk with you if it’s con- 
venient, Mrs. Haviland.” 

Gertrude introduced the children to 
her visitor. They had not forgotten all 
their manners, for Editha and Nabby 
made curtsies and Happy held out his 
hand, looking Mr. Ely straight in the 
eye, as he had been trained. In his turn, 

ertrude observed, Mr. Ely looked them 
straight in the eye; looked at Happy, 
indeed, with a noticeable fixity. Then his 
gaze came back—significantly—to hers. 


“TOW, children,” Gertrude said, “you 
may go to the beach this afternoon.” 
She added. with that new peremptory 
note: “But be sure to be back by supper. 
Sit down, please, Mr. Ely. I think you'll 
find that rocker comfortable.” 
Mr. Ely transferred his look to the room. 
“You’ve made this house very homelike, 
ma’am,” he commented. ‘‘When I was 


a boy, the Mowbray place was my idea 
of everything elegant. Well—I guess you 
know I didn’t come here on a social call. 
I came to have a talk with you about 
that lad of yours. How old is he?” 

“Nine,” Gertrude answered. 

“Nine,” Mr. Ely repeated rumina- 
tively. “Well grown! Looks older. You 
haven’t sent him to school yet, Mrs. 
Haviland?” 

“No,” Gertrude answered. “I thought 
it not worth while, as thére was so little 
left of the school year. And then”— 
some impulse of trust in the figure sitting 
with its big, hard hands folded so calmly 
on its crossed knees led her to add— 
“TIl be frank with you, Mr. Ely. My 
state of mind has been such that I kiven t 
been able to cope with any problem.” 

Mr. Ely did not move, and for a mo- 
ment he did not speak. “I sorter guessed 
that,” he said finally. “Thats why I 
came here to-day to have a little talk with 
yon: To tell you the truth, a few of us 

ad begun to wonder if you weren’t on 
the verge of a breakdown. But I see 
you’re all right—so I’m going straight 
ahead and pall what I’ve got to say. The 
soonest over the quickest mended.” 

“Oh, please!” Gertrude gasped. 

“Your boy’s done scinethutie we don’t 
like. Something that— Oh, don’t look 
like that, Mrs. Haviland. It ain’t murder, 
and he ain’t the only one. I’ll go straight 
to it, to relieve your mind. e other 
night, that hottest night we had, a young 
girl in this town, Thelma Baldwin, was 
out driving with Dan Farmer in his car. 
On their way back, four boys came run- 
ning out onto the road, all dressed in 
sheets. These boys were Sim’ Filer, Mel 
Murdock, Boliver Eldridge, all Hollow 
boys—and your boy. They ran in front 
of the car. Whether it was accidental or 
not, of course I don’t know, but somewhere 
in the excitement of the whole thing, they 
dropped them sheets. They—well they 
didn’t have on as many clothes as they’d 
oughter. Thelma’s a pretty snappy girl, 
and I guess she sorter boiled that night. 
Anyway, the next morning, the first 
thing after breakfast, she came right 
to me and lodged a complaint. Well, I 
thought it over for a while. It ain’t no use 
to complain to them Hollow folks. But 
your boy’s another breed of cats. And I 
decided the best thing for me to do was to 
come, down here and talk it over with 
you. 


BLACK flood of maternal resentment 

lifted high in Gertrude. But back of it 
welled a second current, blacker and more 
bitter—humiliation. Rock Harbor was 
criticizing her children—her children. 
Rock Harbor was questioning her sanity 
—her sanity. But the spirit bred of the 
night before calmed these forces. “I am 
very grateful to you, Mr. Ely,” she said 
in a quiet voice, ‘for telling me this and 
for telling it to me so soon. [| will promise 
you not only that my son will never do 
anything like this again, but that he will 
go immediately to Miss Baldwin to 
apologize.” 

“There, I thought that would be the 
way you’d take it!” Mr. Ely declared, as 
one who settles an argument held with 
himself. 

He arose. “Nobody knows about this 
but Thelma, Dan Farmer, the four boys, 
and you and me. (Continued on page 166) 


INTERESTING PEOPLE 


You Can Beautify the World for Ten Cents a Year 


LL “her life, Mrs. Joseph A. 
Mahoney, of Boston, has 
loved flowers. Even when she 
was’ a little bit of a girl, it 
hurt her to see careless 

campers, or other thoughtless people, 
destroy the beautiful wild flowers 
along the highways and byways near 
her home. Indeed, she did her small 
best to repair such damage by scatter- 
ing seeds wherever she saw a chance 
for flowers to grow. 

As she grew older, she became an 
extensive traveler, and continued to 
scatter seeds and beauty in barren 
places all over the earth. More than 
that, she urged her friends and fellow 
travelers to do the same. 

Two years ago, Mrs. Mahoney 
conceived the far-reaching notion of 
broadcasting from radio stations her 
plan for organizing her seed scatterers 
into a society. This was done. The 
resulting organization is unique in at 
least three respects: It has no officers, 
requires no fees, and has no record of 
its members. If you say to anybody 
else or to yourself, “I hereby faith- 
fully promise to scatter one package of 
flower seeds along the roadside, in 
the open field, or on a neglected grave 
every year of my life,” at that moment 
you become a full-fledged member!.- 

So well has Mrs. Mahoney’s idea 
been received that already there are 
five hundred thousand people pledged 
to do their part in replacing with 
beautiful, colorful perennials the: na-. 
tural wild flowers that are, now, so 
fast dying out. Eventually, of course, 
the cultivated flowers will become one 
with the wild flora of the woods and - 
countryside. 

Mrs. Mahoney sees no reason why— 
with her faithful and ever-growing 
army of seed scatterers always 
on the job—there should not 
soon be a carpet of pink and 
blue forget-me-nots covering 
the scarred old earth in many 
spots; why poppies should 
not dot the meadows; why 
starry-eyed daisies and hearty 
violets should not peep from 
the grasses, and tall, stately 
larkspurs hold their proud 
‘heads above the neighbor- 
hood garden of blooms. 

Wherever her journeys 
have taken her, Mrs. Ma- 
honey has scattered seeds. 
She has stood beside the 
lonely graves where two un- 
known bandits sleep at the 
foot of Mount Hood, and scattered 
flower seeds above their final resting 
place. She has journeyed into Mexico, 
where she left behind her seeds that later 
blossomed into loveliness. The Yosemite, 
the Yellowstone, Crater Lake, the 
Columbia River Highway and Puget 
Sound are more than names to her, or 
places in the geography book. They are 
vivid pages in her album of memory— 
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Mrs: Joseph A. Mahoney, 


summer home in Kingston, 


pages brilliant with the flowers that she 
saw. 

Her various exploits include the climb- 
ing of Mount Hood. She has visited and 
lived on many islands in Puget Sound. 


s r 
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(Below) A glimpse of the house and grounds | 


While in the coast range mountains of 
lower California, she was forced to choose 
between squirrel and rattlesnake flesh for 
meat, but declined the rattlesnake, with 
thanks. Beyond the Santa Rosa ranch 
she visited a gold mine where she met a 
man who had never even heard that there 
had been a World War! But, wherever 
she was, and whatever her interests, she 
left a trail of Hower seeds behind her. 


of Boston, founder 
of the Seed Scatterers, with a basket of flow- 
ers from the old-fashioned garden of her 


Massachusetts. 


There are other members who have 

scattered seeds on the slope of Mount 

Carmel, in the Holy Land, on the river 

banks of old China, and on the sun- 

baked land that slopes to the Ganges, 
in India. 

Many prominent people have joined 
the ranks of the Seed Scatterers, among 
them being Mrs. Anthony Wayne 
Cook, president general of the D. A. R.; 
Mrs. lac Anderson, of Boston and 
Washington; Mrs. Eva Macy Watson, 

. president of the Professional Women’s 
Club, of Boston; Dr. K. Waller Barrett, 
of Alexandria, Virginia; Judge Knox, 
of New York State; Judge Garvin, of 
New York; and all the prominent law- 
yers who attended the Law League Con- 
vention held last July in Montreal; 
nearly all members of the Professional 
Women’s Club, of Boston, and the 
Colonial Daughters; also, members of 
all the prominent Jewish societies. 
Each has promised to enroll as many 
others as possible. 

In addition, Mrs. Mahoney has 
secured membership from influential 

eople in France, China, Hayti, the 

Ss An and Java. At present, 
‘seeds are being scattered on the Mount 
of Olives by one member. Many edi- 
tors of prominent papers throughout 
Canada have become Seed Scatterers. 
The enthusiasm with which this 
movement. is everywhere received is 
not limited to any one section of the 
country, and men are as eager to 
become scatterers as are women and 
children. 

Long before she became known as 
the founder of the Society of Seed 
Seatterers, Mrs. Mahoney, as Bangs 
Burgess, had acquired considerable 
fame as a poet as well as a lecturer. 
For the most part, her poems sing of 
nature, and they breathe the 
same love for the beautiful, 
the same passionate devotion 
to flowers that inspired her to 
the organization of the Soci- 
ety of the Seed Scatterers. 

Common sense, of course, 
will dictate the flowers most 
suitable to sow in each 
community, and common 
sense is relied upon, too, to 
assist in the proper disposal of 
the seeds in localities where 
they may be expected to take 
root. But all of this will be 
adjusted in time. And then, 
in the words of Mrs. Ma- 
honey’s own poem, spring 
will be a time— 

When wild sweet peas, like butterflies, 

Fleck trunks of trees, 

And flowers rare as gold 

Gleam from the grass— 

"Tis the spring! 


y 


“Why can’t we have syringa bushes 
by the roadside, as you see them from 
the train in the western part of Canada, 
miles from any human habitation,” asks 
Mrs. Mahoney. “In California, for miles, 


the flare of yellow wild flowers is so vivid 
that the car shades are often drawn to 
protect the eyes of travelers. And often 
in the center of such a patch is seen a 
solid acre of stately blue larkspur. 

“In Santa Rosa, Luther Burbank, 
the great plant wizard, told me that in 
season a school child could find and name 
two hundred and seventy-five varieties 
of wild flowers, within a single square 
mile of ground. Yet, in many sections 
of the country, thoughtless people tear 
up yards and yards of delicate, waxy 
May flowers, destroying root, plant and 


Interesting People 


all, for a single bouquet. They cut down 
entire holly trees and tiny pines and firs 
at Christmas time. They rip from their 
fastnesses in the cool, moist earth tons 
of tender hepaticas, shy anemones, and 
delicate lady’s slippers every spring. 

“Think what a few packages of flower 
seeds would do to repair the damage. In- 
deed, in my native New England, gay 
patches of phlox are already brightening 
many a eedside Thavealsoseen petunias, 
old-fashioned pinks with their spicy fra- 
grance, saucy poppies, and modest lady's 
delight blooming along our highways, 
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bravely doing their best to cheer the pass- 
ing traveler. 

n the beautiful old-fashioned gardens 
of her summer home in Kingston, Massa- 
chusetts, within sight and sound of the 
Atlantic, Mrs. Mahoney works among 
her own flowers, planting, transplanting, 
pruning, and weeding with all the zest 
of the real flower lover. But always her 
interest centers in the beloved work of 
the Seed Scatterers, and her delight is to 
add a bit of beauty for those who have 
no such gardens as she enjoys at home. 

ELIZABETH ELLAM 


“Jim” Kelly Has Worked the Trains Over Half a Century 


OT long ago, a passenger on a 
local train between Harrisburg 
and Williamsport, Pennsyl- 
vania, hailed the news butcher, 
who came slowly down the 


aisle of the smoking car with a basket of 


candy, cigars, and magazines. 

“ Jim,” said the passenger, 
“I thought you had retired 
by this time. For heaven’s 
sake, man, you must be a 
hundred years old! Why, you 
were selling on these trains 
when I was going back and 
forth to see my girl, nearly 
fifty years ago, and I’ve got 
grandchildren now.” 

James Kelly, dean of news 
butchers, has a stock reply for 
questions of this nature. 
Nearly every day he is 
greeted warmly by old friends. 
Said Kelly: 

“Yes, Pm going to quit 
some day when I have no 
further interest in life. But 
my job is too interesting just 
now. I’m learning new things 
every day, and I love the 
fun of it all.” 

Known as plain “Jim” to 
thousands of salesmen, the- 
atrical folk, politicians, and 
commuters, he has become a 
human landmark on the 
trains between Harrisburg 
and Williamsport. He has 
traveled at least two million 
mileson the job, and has sold 
to more than one million 

yassengers. He leaves Harris- 
urg every morning, Sundays 
included, at eight o’clock, 
and returns from Williams- 
port late in the afternoon, 
arriving in Harrisburg about 
seven o'clock. 

In 1871, Jim, a boy of 
fifteen years, began working 
for a local news agency, 
which was later absorbed by the Union 
News Company, his present employer. 
Since that day in 1871 Jim has sold 
peanuts, cigars, cigarettes, magazines, 
newspapers, candy, popcorn, and fruit on 
the trains. 

His observations during his long career, 
if put into print, would make interesting 
reading, as he has seen humanity at its 
best and its worst. 

Although Jim would not admit it, his 
wide circle of friends and his popularity 
are really handicaps in his business. On 


every trip, Jim must shake hands at least 
twenty times with men he has not seen for 
years. He must stop on his way down the 
aisle, and reply to questions regarding his 
health, prosperity, and things in general. 
Much valuable time is spent in convers- 


James Kelly, dean of news butchers, started to work on his 
present run, from Harrisburg to Williamsport, Pennsylvania, 
fifty-three years ago, when he was fifteen. He has traveled 
more than two million miles on the job, and he declares that 
each day is more interesting than the one that came before it 


ing with these friends, mostly salesmen. 

“I have often been asked what article 
sells the best,” said Kelly. “It is choco- 
lates. When . first started to sell on 
the trains, chocolates packed in boxes 
were unknown as popular merchandise. 
But I can truthfully say that prohibition 
has made no difference in the selling of 
chocolates. My sales were just as great 
before the law was passed. 

“Tt may sound fishy to you, but I can 
always tell by a man’s eyes if he is think- 
ing about buying a cigar. And by the 


same sign I can tell instantly whether 
or not a woman wants some candy; The 
sign is reflected in the eyes. There is a 
sort of restless stare in the eyes, while 
the action of the prospective customer is 
always noted by slight impatience. A 
man sitting contentedly at a 
window looking out at the 
scenery is never a customer. 
Nine out of ten times the 
prospective buyer will be 
waiting for you. And in- 
variably, a woman buyer will 
sit on the edge of her seat 
with money in her hand. 

“When I see a tot being 
cared for by grandparents, a 
sale is an easy matter. 
Grandparents rarely refuse to 
buy something for the chil- 
dren. 

“Women eat the most 
stuff on the trains—especially 
women between twenty and 
thirty years. The very old 
men seldom eat anything. 
But I believe that women are 
the best buyers, as a rule. 

“Tobacco never sells as 
well in the morning as in the 
evening, or late afternoon. 
Neither does candy. It is the 
newspapers and magazines 
that sell in the mornings. 
rarely see a magazine left on 
the trains. Passengers grab 
them as soon as they have 
been discarded. Many pas- 
sengers hand me newspapers 
and magazines to sell after 
they have been read. Profits 
are very small, selling to 
train patrons, and the best 
profit ıs made on candy sales. 

ut 1 have yet to see the 
day when I have not made 
enough money to pay my 
railroad fare. I must give the 
conductor a ticket every trip, 
: _ Just like any other passenger. 

“Business varies with the seasons, just 
as in other lines of trade. In summer 
there is less stuff sold than in winter. 
This is because the windows are opened 
in summer, and it is more difficult to 
read. And then again, people don’t eat 
as much in summer as they do in winter.” 

Kelly is one of the shrewdest salesmen 
who ever rode a railroad train. Before 
starting out in the morning he posts 
himself on the latest sporting.news, such 
as results of boxing matches, baseball 
and football games, and other events. 


66 


He has found that many a sale has been 
completed by informing a passenger of 
the result of a race. 

He also says that most of the traveling 
public is honest, although on several oc- 
casions persons have tried to short-change 
him. And at other times passengers have 
attempted to steal articles from his 
basket. 


The American Magazine 


“But I like my job because it is inter- 
esting,” said Jim. “New faces and plenty 
of sales make me happy. I was in a 
wreck only once, and then escaped with a 
broken finger. 

“My fifty-three years on the trains 
have convinced me that travelers have 
human hearts. If I have learned nothing 
else I know that the average American 


is sympathetic. Some time ago, to in- 
stance one of the many things I have 
witnessed, I saw a paral baf chew up a 
ticket to Texas. His mother was frantic. 
Passengers on the train learned of the 
affair, and a derby hat was passed around 
for contributions to assist the distracted 
woman, who was of foreign birth.” 
ROBERT H. DENEHEY 


Fred Wilson 


F a little man in a small town in 

Missouri nineteen years ago had not 

called Wilson a big nuisance, he 

might not now lay claim to the title 

of “Champion Stilt Walker of the 
World.” 

Fred H. Wilson was born in Boston. 
As a youngster, he got a job as a 
stage hand ina vaudeville theatre, 
and finally became a knockabout 
comedian. Once, when engage- 
ments were scarce, he and his 
partner, who still felt the urge to 
eat, got jobs as sandwich men for 
a cloak and suit store. To get 
themselves more noticed, they 
walked on stilts. They made 
enough of a success of their work 
as walking gentlemen to cause 
them to believe that they could 
gain a steady living at it. After 
exhausting the local field, the two 
‘went into “the sticks” and toured 
-the country for seven years. 

Whenever they reached a town, 
-they visited the merchants, showed 
photographs of themselves as 
«man-made giants, and usually got 
a contract. Their combined earn- 
. ings then were twenty-five dollars 

a week, and they had to pay all 
their own expenses. The cost of 
their high living was not nearly 
so much as it would be now, and 
each made it a rule to save for a 
rainy day, at least a nickel out 
of his — twelve-and-a-half-dollar 
income, ~~ : 
_’ Lhe only gloom that ever en- 
-téred Wilson’s cheerful soul was 
‚When that man in Missouri, whom 
he had jostled, proceeded to pay 
his disrespects. 

-“That night,” said Wilson, “I 
sat down and gave myself a good 
once-over. Some people may 
think that this kind of work is not 
much of a business; but right then 
and there I made up my mind that 
I would have people respect me, by be- 
coming the best stilt walker on earth, if 
I could. .It isn’t what a man does but 
how he does it that makes people look up 
to him, isn’t it? At once, I began study- 
ing out new stilt stunts and put in hours 
of practice on new business.” 
= He must have made good, for a few 
months later the two were engaged as 
street parade artists for Buffalo Bill's 
Wild West.’ For two years, they were with 
that organization Sf jae An wild and 
tame Indians. and mustangs. One day, 
the partner of Wilson fell, and hurt him- 
self so badly that he lost his nerve; he 
has never been on stilts since. The 
survivor of the team then went to New 
York City, to achieve the ambition of his 
life—to walk “on the sticks” in traffic. 
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son. 


above the street. 


Made Everyone Look Up to Him 


All of us have trouble making our way 
in the crowds and in the jumble of auto- 
mobiles at that ‘Crossroads of the 
World,” Fifth Avenue and Forty-second 
Street. Imagine yourself first on stilts 
which might lift you a foot or so above 
your fellow men, and then think of Wilson, 
walking easily on eight-foot supports, 


COSMO, N. Y.C 


Meet the world's champion stilt walker, Fred Wil- 
For twenty years he has been earning his 
bread and butter advertising something or somebody 
by walking about on. legs that lift him fourteen feet 
Wilson now has 142 clients, and 
enough jobs booked ahead to keep him busy for life 


with his head fourteen feet up in the air. 

His props, with the No. 12 shoes at 
their ends and‘ his Goliath-like trousers 
over them, weigh fifty-six pounds. In- 
cluding his costume, he must carry an 
extra weight of from sixty-eight to 
seventy-five pounds, without appearing 
to notice it. His favorite garb is the uni- 
form of a policeman, or he may be entirely 
in white; but he will appear in almost 
anything. Of course he must not bump 
into anybody, or step on anyone, or show 
the least awkwardness or uncertainty; 
otherwise, he would not be permitted to 
follow his lofty calling. 

On that day in 1911, Fred Wilson had 
determined to show New York that he was 
good. He sat down on a taxicab; danced 
across the crossing as he hummed a bit of 


jazz; lifted a woman assistant, who 
retended to run away from him, up inte 
fis arms and kissed her; and then let a 
motorcycle pass at full tilt between his 
widespread legs. He has done many 
stunts like that since, and better ones 
probably, but what he did that day 
caught the fancy of the Big Town. 

“When I get into my outfits,’ 
said Wilson, “I find the exertion 
so great that within ten minutes 
l am streaming with perspiration. 
On the day of my ‘début’ in New 
York, I was in a cold, clammy 
sweat. My legs trembled under 
me. That was the great day in my 
career. Well, I got away with it. 
A little quiet, soft-spoken man 
motioned to me and held out a 
card. On it was written, ‘Come 
and see me at one.’ 

“He was the owner of a big 
moving-picture corporation. When 
I went to his office, he told me he 
wished me to advertise his attrac- 
tions for two months. He did not 
say anything about money, and I 
wondered if I could live comfort- 
ably on ten dollars a day in New 
York. Then there came to me all 
those ten years of hard work I 
had spent getting ready to do my 
stunt, .and—well—I told him 
about it—and asked him, if he 
thought fifty dollars a day would 
be too much. He looked at me ina 
surprised sort of way, and his 
cigar nearly dropped: out of his 
mouth. 

“‘ Have I disputed your charges 
in any way?’ said he. ‘Surely 
you expected me to pay what you 
asked.’” 

Thus it was that Fred H. Wilson 
arrived. He has now one hundred 
and forty-two regular clients, 
and says he has a job, or rather 
jobs, for life, as many of his 
engagements are booked for years 
ahead, in all parts of the world. He ap- 
pears in political campaigns, opens ex- 
positions, parades with the students of 
colleges, advertises theatres, and tells the 
Seale of good places where they may eat. 
For such enterprises as Liberty Loan 
drives, fairs for crippled children and 

olice field days, he gives his services. 
ie own private charity fund is two dol- 
lars a day for the deserving and the un- 
deserving poor, which, of course, is ex- 
clusive of his Christmas tree for the chil- 
dren of his neighborhood, and a few other 
things. Moreover, he says that if there 
is any other man in this country happier 
than he is, he would like to see him, for 
he has everything he wants, everything 
he needs, and is able to help others. 

JOHN WALKER HARRINGTON 
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Serve it as the one hot 


dish of the meal! 


At this time of year when 
meals are so largely made up of 
cold meats and salads, the serving 
of invigorating soup as the one 
hot dish is especially beneficial 
and welcome. 

See how eagerly you relish 
Campbell's Vegetable Soup, with 
its vegetables, cereals, beef broth, 
herbs and seasoning. Thirty-two 
ingredients—almost a meal in 
itself! So delicious to taste—so 
easy to prepare! 


21 kinds 


12 cents a can 


SONDENSED rae 


OUP, 


W alo CAMPBELL SOUP COMPANY 9° * 


Campbell's Kids on their vacation 
CAMDEN, N. J., U.S.A- 


Filled with glee and high elation— 
- Known and loved throughout the nation, 
Thanks to Campbell's reputation! 
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How to Begin at the Top and Work Down 


the present bit of handicraft better stuff 
than the one before it was. 

And at that, I constantly am distressed 
by the convictions that my education has 
only just begun, and that, according to 
the law of mortality averages, ] shall prob- 
ably not live long enough to get out of 
the primary class. 

I am convinced that nearly every man 
or woman who is established in almost any 
conceivable line of endeavor has prac- 
tically the same feelings. It is the green, 
raw, untried hand who is so gosh-awful 
confident, not the seasoned performer. It 
is the untrained fledgling who puts so 
high a valuation upon himself, not the 
old-timer, who knows by bitter experience 
how very easy it is to fail, even though he 
has worked very hard to avoid failure. 


THINK of a case in point. I did not 

have direct knowledge of it, for it hap- 
pened in another line than my own, but 
the story of it came to me, first hand. 

I had an acquaintance who, thanks to a 
liberal inheritance, had reached the edge 
of middle age without ever having done a 
real day’s work in his whole life. One day 
he awoke to the unpleasant realization 
that his money was about gone, and that 
he, the man of leisure, would shortly be 
under the painful necessity of having to 
earn his own living. In this emergency he 
called on a friend who had succeeded as a 
confidential adviser to men of great wealth 
—a sort of glorihed press agent and legis- 
lative expert was what the latter really 
was—and to his friend he outlined the sert 
of job he was prepared to take. 

le must be an executive job. He would 

ive orders, let underlings carry them out. 

t must be a job where previous experi- 
ence was not a requirement. It must be a 
job wherein the holder thereof practically 
could dictate his own movements, keep 
his own office hours, and arrange the length 
and frequency of his own vacations. If it 
were a job calling for travel, and especially 
for travel abroad, so much the better. 
Finally, it must be a job paying at the 
outset a salary of not less than ten thou- 
sand dollars a year. Could his friend find 
such a job for him? 

“Well, I don’t know, but I could try,” 
said his friend. “In fact, I am going to 
try—you’ve given me an idea. I’m going 
right out to find just such a job—in fact, 
two such jobs. When I find the second 
one you can have it and welcome. But 
I’m going to take the first one myself— 
I’ve been praying for that kind of a soft 
snap all my life.” 

At least once a month I get a certain 
letter. Regularly it follows a given slant. 
It almost is as though there were a set 
form for it. The writer is getting ready 
to start a new magazine, or else is getting 
ready to edit a new magazine. It is going 
to be a different magazine. I know that, 
without being told. Practically every un- 
started magazine is going to be different 
from any of the established magazines. 
Will I be good enough to send him an 
original contribution for his first number? 
He can’t pay for it; the venture is just 
getting on its feet. But after the publi- 


(Continued from page 34) 


cation succeeds—as inevitably it must—he 
will be glad to show his gratitude by con- 
sidering such manuscripts as | may submit 


to him and, should he accept any of them, 


by paying for them at the customary 
rates. You will note from this that not all 
the literary fedglings are writers; some of 
them intend to be editors and get out 
magazines that are different. 

Generally, with a care-free gesture, I 
pitch this letter aside. It falls on the floor 
at my feet and the janitor sweeps it out. 
But only the other day, being filled with 
a surge of ironic resentment, I sat down 
and wrote back an answer to one gentle- 
man who wanted to sample of my wares 
for nothing, or for practically nothing. 
This is what I wrote: 

Dear Str: Yours received and contents noted. 
In reply to same would say that I am preparing 
to open a retail shoe store here in our city. 
expect in time to make a very prosperous shoe 
store of it, but just now the preliminary cx- 
penses have exhausted my ready funds. So I 
am writing to a selected list of the leading boor 
and shoe jobbers, asking cach of them to send 
me, with his compliments, a selected assortment 
of his goods. After I have built up a trade I 
shall probably continue to patronize these firms. 
Ive told them so, and am expecting from them 
a prompt and favorable response. What do 
you think of the idea? 

Yours hopefully, 

Irvin S. Coss. 

P. S. I have also written to a manufacturer 
of zaloshes. 
OS: ISC 
Dicrated but not read by Mr. Cobb. 


As a matter of fact, the analogy was 
not a fair one. If we assume, for the sake 
of argument, that a wholesale shoe dealer 
might be damfool enough to give away 
a case of his products, he still would have 
an advantage over the writer who gives 
away his product. The shoe man can turn 
out more shoes of the same patterns and 
same sizes, but the writer has parted with 
something which may not be reproduced; 
by just so much he has reduced his capital 
stock. 

As I committed this intended satire to 
the mails, I said to myself that undoubt- 
edly I had shown this shameless beggar 
for the fruits of other people’s brains 
exactly where he got off. But I hadn’t. 
just one week later there arrived from 
him an exact duplicate of his first letter. 
I have it now on file as an exhibit in my 

rivate collection of futile endeavors. I 

ave a very large cabinet of such souve- 
nirs, and constantly am adding desirable 
specimens. 


HEN, again, there is the commoner 

type of letter of which, on an average, 
I receive a characteristic example every 
other day. I imagine that every fairly 
well-known writer has, under the same 
heading, an equally heavy mail. In this 
case, the author of the letter is also the 
author of some literary offering—a poem, 
or a thousand poems, a short story, a 
playlet, an essay, a novel, a series of novels, 
or what you will. See accompanying 
manuscript. 

Now the writer is a victim of the noto- 
rious plot on the part of all the editors and 


all the publishers to kill off new writers. 
It is an acknowledged fact that no editor, 
no publisher, ever buys the works of new 
writers. There is strong ground for the 
suspicion that an editor never so much as 
reads the work of a new writer. He just 
bundles it right up again and sends it 
back along with one of those detestable 
printed rejection slips. There never were 
any new writers. They all were old and 
gray-headed to start with. Ring Lardner 
was a hundred and seven years old before 
he succeeded in breaking in. Don Marquis 
had long white whiskers and his grand- 
children would nestle in them. 

So then, confronted as he is by this 
conspiracy, the author has turned to me. 
All he or she wants me to do is to read the 
enclosed story, or what not, and tell him 
or her what, if anything, is wrong with it, 
and correct it, and edit it, and dress it up, 
and add to it what it may need, and gen- 
erally revise it and tone up its general 
system, and then take it personally to 
some editor or publisher—because, of 
course, personal influence is needed to put 
over even the most meritorious writing 
if done by one comparatively unknown in 
the world of letters--and if that first 
editor turns it down take it to all the other 
editors, one by one and turn by turn, until 
I find an editor who has gumption enough 
to recognize true worth when he sees it. 

I am not exaggerating. In my time I 
have received letters such as this up to 
numbers past counting. I received one 
such on the day I sat down to do this 
article; I practically have used it as my 
model here. 


ONCE upon a time, when I was younger 
than I am now and foolisher, and had 
a tender heart and believed in the brother- 
hood of man, I used to read these manu- 
scripts, even used to try to tell their crea- 
tors what was the matter with them, which, 
I may say, was nearly always about as 
thankless a task as any human being has 
undertaken since Father Noah told the 
neighbors he was expecting some freshets 
in the creek pretty soon. But through the 
bitter years I have learned better. 

No, I retract that last statement. [ve 
taken the cure, but the cure is not complete. 
About once in so often, when the angle of 
approach strikes me as showing a sprightly 
turn of mind, or when the necessities of 
the suppliant carry an especial appeal, I 
still hop in and try to do something in 
the way of advice or suggestion. Despite 
disillusionment, and bitter recriminations 
from strangers who charge me with having 
led them on with hopes which proved to 
be false hopes, I expect chat I shall keep 
on doing so. Because it is a scientific fact 
that if you have a streak of cornmeal mush 
in your make-up no amount of suffering 
ever will solidify it. It stays soft. 

In nearly all instances, though, I send 
them back their stories with a form letter, 
in which, politely but firmly, I say in 
effect that I have a living to earn—a 
selfish view to take of it perhaps, but 
nevertheless a view so confirmed as to 
amount to a fixed habit—and that if I 
spent my time wrestling with other writ- 
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WoruD-Wipe GooD WILL 


The United States Supreme 
Court has defined Good Will 
as “the disposition of a 
pleased customer to return 
to the place where he has 
been well treated.” 


Good Will is also the dis- 
position of -a customer to 
recommend a satisfactory 
product to his neighbors 
and friends. 


It can be created by the 
printed word only in so far 
as that word reflects the 
integrity of the institution 
behind it. 


Good Will is admittedly the 
most valuable asset that any 


business can possess. And no 
organization has so impres- 
sive a reason to appreciate 
the magnitude of its value 
as Dodge Brothers, Inc. 


This value—this unprece- 
dented and world-wide Good 
Will—is founded on a few 
old-fashioned principles of 
good faith and good work- 
manship which the world 
has come to associate with 
Dodge Brothers name. 


Building ever better and 
better, Dodge Brothers have 
simply earned the trust and 
friendship of the public by 
consistently fulfilling public 
expectations. 


Donose Brotners |Inc.DeEetTrRoIt 


Dovee Brotners (CANADA) LIMITED 
TORONTO, ONTARIO 
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ers’ copy I should have no time for a 
wrestle with my own, and I must beg 
therefore to be excused; and that, anyway, 
I make it a hard and fast rule not to read 
the unsold wares of other writers, because 
of the danger of unconscious plagiarism 
of phrases or ideas; and then, to satisfy 
my own conscience, because some of these 
applicants write very pitiable letters, and 
some of them are evidently very much in 
earnest, and plainly are deserving of en- 
couragement, and a great many more, as 
I can tell, desperately need money with 
which to support those dependent upon 
them or to eke out a scanty family income, 
or to give a son or daughter a proper 
education and a proper chance in the 
world—as I was saying, to salve my own 
conscience I add this: 

That, to the best of my knowledge and 
belief, the combine formed by the editors 
against the works of new writers is not so 
air-tight nor so widespread as has been 
claimed, and if a manuscript has merit I 
am convinced that sooner or later, on its 
merits alone, it will find its market, and if 
it lacks merit no promotion campaign by 
me or any other individual would avail to 
find a market for it. . 

But always, in order to round out a 
defense for myself, I do this: Before re- 
turning it I glance at the manuscript 
which fas been sent to me, not in order to 
learn what its contents or its purpose may 
be, but to study its physical aspect. As 
a result I may say, excusing perhaps half 
a dozen and possibly no more than three or 
four exceptions, that, out of the hundreds 
and thousands of such manuscripts which 
have reached my desk in the past ten 
years, I have yet to see one that was pre- 
pated with the care as to neatness, clean- 
iness, legibility, punctuation, accuracy in 
spelling and general appearance which 
every professional writer bestows upon the 
manuscripts he sends in to the editors, no 
matter whether the material already has 
been bought before its delivery, or 1s be- 
ing tendered voluntarily and without a 
previous understanding. 


HE writer of established repute whose 

name is familiar to the editor, whose 
story perhaps has been contracted for in 
advance, he sees to it that his copy is 
neat, and that it is prepared with some 
small regard for syntax. 

But here is a novice whose name as yet 
means nothing either to publisher or pub- 
lic, and who, as a first step, must depend 
upon the looks of his copy for enlisting 
the friendly interest of the prospective 
buyer; and what does he offer? [’ll tell 
you what generally he offers—frayed, 
frowsy, soiled, bethumbed sheets of paper 
which frequently are written on on both 
sides and then rolled up into scrolls; Cu- 
bistic grammar and Futuristic spellmg; 
smudged interlineations in pencil; blotty 
corrections; slovenly and hurried phrase- 
ology; a character who is called “ Dora” 
in one paragraph and “‘ Doris” in the next. 

You should see a sample of Arnold 
Bennett’s copy—done in ink but all like 
fine copper-plate. Or a page of Harry 
Leon Wilson’s smooth, exact, well-spaced 
typewritten stuff, betokening in every line 
of it attention to the little physical things. 
And then for contrast you should see most 
of the manuscripts that land in my work- 
shop or, in infinitely greater volume, in 


the shopofevery magazine publisher. Some 
of them may be excused on the ground of 
the desperate straits of the senders, some 
on the grounds of ignorance of the rules of 
editorial requirements, but for most of 
them there can be but one answer—haste, 
heedlessness, laziness, indifference to de- 
tails; in short, just pure, unadulterated 
sloppiness. 

f can understand, I think, why so many 
persons who have never written profes- 
sionally seek, in financial emergencies or 
under the urge for a sudden whim, to be- 
come professional writers. Next to speech, 
writing is the commonest medium for 
the expression of ideas and the communi- 
cation of ideas. So when your novice 
feels the labor-pains of artistic creation he 
turns not to painting or to sculpture or to 
acting or to architecture or to music, but, 
eight times out of ten, turns to writing. 

hat impulse, as I just now said, 1s 
perfectly understandable. What these 
greenhorns do not or will not appreciate 
is that, mentally, writing is perhaps the 
most laborious of all the so-called creative 
callings, and that it eats up a lot of bodily 
energy, and nerve force as well. 


VERY craftsman thinks his trade is the 
hardest, but for proof of the claim just 
made I point you to this: When he isn’t 
laying for hire, an actor will appear on 
beneta for the pleasure of it; 2 singer 
seeks relaxation from concert work by sing- 
ing at home; a portrait painter in his hours 
of leisure turns out water colors for amuse- 
ment; but I never knew a recognized 
author who wrote for the fun of it. Be- 
cause, believe me, brethren, there’s no fun 
to it. Every smooth, easy, graceful line 
means another furrow in the forehead 
of its maker. Nearly every recorded state- 
ment which deals with verities means 
study, research, and patient inquiry. In 
proof hereof, permit me to quote two in- 
stances, one hearsay, the other personal: 
Some months since, a certain distin- 
uished author of my acquaintance was 
doine a novel dealing with the year 1918, 
when the Great War was still on. On a 
certain date he had his hero catch a 
certain train at the Grand Central Station 
for a station in Connecticut. Let us say 
it was a train leaving at 10:02 in the 
morning. Now, because he lived up in 
Connecticut and was familiar with the 
time card, my friend knew there was a 
train leaving daily at 10:02. He seemed to 
recall that for years past there had been a 
10:02 train. 

But, because he also knew that a man’s 
memory most often is at fault touching on 
the small things which he thinks he knows 
the best, he devoted the better part of 
two days to ascertaining from offcial 
sources and official files these things: Was 
there a 10:02 running in 1918? If so, was 
the schedule of the 10:02 affected by war- 
time conditions? Did it, on the named 
date, leave the Grand Central exactly on 
time? Was it, for any reason, delayed on 
that date? And finali , did it, on the said 
date, stop at that particular station up 
in Connecticut? Having traced out the 
answers to these questions, he wrote a 
line in his novel saying that the hero got 
on the 10:02, and got off at such-and-such 
a place. 

The recording of the proper facts may 
or may not have been important to the 
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development of the story. The point | 
am trying to get at is that 1t was important 
to the literary conscience of the author 
that, excusing the equation of human 
fallibility, he should commit no errors in 
the telling of his narrative. 


YEAR before last I was writing a short 
story called “The Unbroken Chain.” 
The first part of that story dealt with an 
episode in British East Africa; the latter 
art with an occurrence on Long Island. 
oward the end of the tale I had my 
principal character, while in great peril 
and under inherited impulses, cry out two 
words in the tongue of a small African 
tribe—words relating to the terror inspired 
in him by the charge of a bull rhinoceros. 
When finally I wrote down those two 
short words in my manuscript, they rep- 
resented the total results of three full days 
which I had spent at the New York 
Public Library, going through books on 
African tribes and on African tribal cus- 
toms, and also going through two enor- 
mous dictionaries of the tongues of African 
tribes, with the English translations. 

And then after the story had been 
printed, a returned missionary wrote in to 
tell me that I had placed the two words 
in the wrong order—the adjective where 
the noun should have been and the noun 
in the adjective’s proper place. 

From general observation I am con- 
strained to believe that here is one car- 
dinal outstanding difference between the 
average beginner in any specialized field 
and the average skilled worker in that 
same line. The practiced hand has learned 
to take pains. The novice doesn’t want 
to take pains. 

Why this condition, this fault of the 
younger generation, should be so preva- 
ent in this particular younger generation 
I am not prepared to say. I’m not even 
prepared to make a guess. Maybe young 
people of to-day live so fast in their 
adolescence that they have formed a habit 
of thought which makes them rebel against 
the bare idea of slowing up for long 
enough to learn the routine, the dull, 
depressing detail of a given vocation. But 
wise men tell me it is as true of their lines 
of business, as it is true of my own line. 

I don’t want to be a pessimist on this 
subject of writing by nonprofessionals. 
And far be it from me to Be a killjoy, 
either. Out of every large flock of new- 
comers to the writin game, there inevi- 
tably must be a few ahs ll make the grade. 
Sooner or later, every established: writer 
will be displaced by a younger or a more 
skillful man or woman. And writing for a 
living is a pretty good trade, and furnishes 
a very fair living for the competent 
journeyman. But it is not an easy trade 
to follow, and the Good Lord knows it is 
not an easy trade to learn. 

So, if I were offering counsel—which 
heaven forbid!—to the sundry millions of 
my young fellow Americans who conceive 
they were born for literature, I’d say to 
them, as I would say to the apprentices 
in any other line of effort—for, as I re- 
marked before, I think the condition 
applies in blanket form—that, instead of 
starting up at the top of the ladder, where 
the competition at present is so fierce. 
they come on down to the foot of it, and 
join forces with us of the minority, who 
still are clutching at the lowermost rounds. 
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We tried 130 times 


before we perfected this unique Shaving Cream 
Now let us send you a 10-day tube to try 


5 New Delights 


These you'll find—these new shav- 

ing joys, these comforts unknown 

before. 

1 Multiplies itself in lather 250 times. 

2 Softens the beard in one minute. 

3 Maintains its creamy fullness for 
10 minutes on the face. 

4 Strong bubbles hold the hairs erect 
for cutting. 

5 The palm and olive oils content 
leaves the face in fine condition. 


To add the final touch to shaving luxury, we 
have created Palmolive After Shaving Talc — 
especially for men. Doesn't show. Leaves the 
skin smooth and fresh, and gives that well- 
groomed look. Try the sample we are sending 
free with the tube of Shaving Cream. 


GENTLEMEN: 

It is only after great effort that great 
things are done. 

We worked for 18 months perfecting 
Palmolive Shaving Cream. The 130th 
formula tested was the first to please us. 

We knew we had a tough job before 
us winning men. Most of you were wed- 
ded to a favorite cream or stick. Out- 
standing superiority was our only chance. 

We asked 1000 men their supreme de- 
sires in a shaving cream. Then set out 
to meet them. 


We’ve Won 


We met those desires—and more. 


Millions have flocked to Palmolive’ 


Shaving Cream. 


THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY (Del. Corp.), Chicago, II. 


PALMOLIVE 


SHAVING CREAM 


Today it’s a leader in its field. 

80% of the men who use it were won 
from other makes. 

You know and we know that such re- 
sults do not come by chance. 

60 years of soap study stand behind 
this unique creation. 

It is different—radically, and immea- 
surably different — from any shaving 
cream you have ever tried. 


10 Shaves Free 


Now in justice to yourself, and in courtesy 
to us, please accept a 10-day tube free. 

Give us a chance to prove our claims. 
Find out for yourself whether your pres- 
ent method is not failing in some im- 
portant ways. 


10 SHAVES FREE 


and a can of Palmolive After Shaving Talc 


Simply insert your name and address and 
mail to Dept. B-1040, The Palmolive Company 
(Del. Corp.), 3702 Iron Street, Chicago, Ill. 


Residents of Wisconsin should address the Palmolive 
Company (Wis. Corp.), Milwaukee, Wis. 
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Your Emotions Will Get You if You Don’t Watch Out 


sold out his business for next to nothing 
and quit—at the age of thirty-five or so. 

Everyone who knew the man wondered 
and puzzled. All he would ay was that 
he hated business; that he could not bear 
to sit in an office; that the very thought 
of going back to work made him sick. 
Finally, because he had trouble sleeping 
at night, he was persuaded to go to the 
neurologist. Then the truth came out: 

Richard Blank had been going at to 
speed for fifteen years. Top speed wit 
him meant putting every bit of strength, 
and every ounce of emotion, into his 
business. He lived it. He felt every 
moment cf it. He did not know how to 
take things calmly. He hadn’t a special 
reputation for irritability or bad temper, 
but he was known to be excitable and 
intense. Things got under his skin. 

Worse yet, he was a worrier. When 
things went slowly, he fussed and fumed 
about that, racking his wits for explana- 
tions and remedies. When business was 
flourishing, he was apprehensive lest it 
might not continue to thrive. 

bout three years before his visit to 
the doctor, Richard had been badly upset 
by troubles at home. The children were 
sick, one after the other. There was a 
domestic storm, whose importance he 
magnified ‘out of all perspective. Finally, 
he affronted his favorite brother, and 
there was & coolness that depressed him. 

The man became capricious and un- 
reliable in his business. His employees 
never knew what to expect of him, or 
what to do. His office became dis- 
organized. He was losing his grip. His 
judgment became impaired. He made 
several obviously bad speculations, and 
lost money. . Panic seized him. When 
another venture turned out badly he 
suddenly sold out to a competitor for 
anything he could get—and went home to 
stay. 

Richard Blank went through the same 
course of sprouts as that designed for 
Bill Green. He took the tests, and had 
the various examinations. Once more, 
there was no doubt about the gland 
trouble. But Blank’s glands were dis- 
turbed in a slightly different way. 

One man’s trouble showed itself in 
rages and furies, the other man’s in 
worries and depressions. This last kind 
of disturbance is typical of an over- 
activity of the thyroid glands, which are 
situated in the throat, just below the 
Adam’s apple. 


THE science of the glands is one of the 
most recent developments of medicine. 
In the last generation, doctors used to ask 
themselves what these curious little organs 
were for, and some of the most amusing 
theories were advanced. Some physicians 
thought they were left-over organs which 
had been outgrown in the course of 
evolution, like the appendix. All higher 
creatures have glands, by the way, though 
not of quite the same kind or number as 
man. 

To-day we know that the glands are 
among the most important of all organs. 
I. v control growth, help to determine 
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sex, carry on the chemical work of the 
body to a large extent, determine our 
emotions, and have a distinct influence 
on evolution in the species. 

But the glands do even more than 
this: They are the basis of temperament, 
and they determine both character and 
behavior. 

All this they accomplish through the 
chemicals they give off which are scien- 
tifically called hormones. The human 
body and brain are simply very intricate 
chemical laboratories. How powerful the 
imporeant gland chemicals are, may be 
judged from the fact that adrenalin, the 
extract of part of the suprarenal gland, 
will show an effect on smooth muscle 
tissues in a solution of one to a billion—or 
one grain to about fifty tons of liquid. 

It has been discovered, from time to 
time, that this or that obscure disease 
was caused by faulty activity of the 

lands. And lately the physician has 
een able to effect what we call cures in 
troubles that have baffled us from the 
beginning of time. 

For instance, the cretin has been known 
and studied since the days of imperial 
Rome. Why were these curious children 
born of healthy-looking parents, only to 
become dwarfs and idiots? No one knew, 
until it was discovered that the trouble 
was due to an absence or shortage of the 
thyroid glands, which glands in cattle 
city butchers now sell us as calves’ sweet- 
breads. 

In recent years it was found that when 
extract of these thyroid glands, taken 
from animals, was prepared and fed to 
cretinous children, it caused them to 
grow normally, and to become bright and 
useful human beings. 


| be THE same way, diabetes baffled 
science absolutely until a few years ago. 
Then it was found that this disease was 
caused by an exhaustion of little glands 
in the pancreas, which are called the 
Islands of Langerhans, from the name of 
the man who discovered them. The 
scientists whose names have lately been 
so famous found that, by taking the 
Langerhans Islands from the pancreas 
of young animals and feeding them, in 
the form of a: prepared substance, to 
diabetes sufferers, the disease could be 
arrested. 

The Insulin of recent celebrity takes 
its name, of course, from these islands 
in the pancreas, insula being the Latin 
word for island. 

“A case like Blank’s,” Doctor Schlapp 
told me, “‘ illustrates the disastrous cumu- 
lative effect of continual excitements and 
tensions. This man probably was, as we 
say, a little unstable to begin with. His 
symptoms were perhaps a little more 
marked than in the average case; but it 
is only by means of a clearly defined 
situation of this kind that we can show 
the possibilities of excitement and emotion. 
This man drove and aroused himself, 
until he finally developed what is termed 
a ‘phobia.’ He turned from too great 
devotion to his business to positive hatred 
and aversion. 


“The average man doesn’t go that 
far, but he suffers from the same thing 
in a milder form. 

“There is another side to Richard 
Blank’s case, and to that of Bill Green— 
the indirect results of emotion upon their 
business. Both of these men, by their 
moods, irritations, or tempers, succeeded 
in disorganizing those under them and 
about them. If you are working for a man 
who constantly flies into rages, you cannot 
tell what to do. Instead of considering 
what is a wise course to take, you must 
constantly think of what may please or 
displease the unstable boss.” 


Bur the reader is perhaps more inter- 
ested in the immediate and less extreme 
results of worry, rage, anger, fear, and 
other emotions. Every one of us knows 
what happens when some armchair 
orator gets into the office by mistake, 
and takes up the better part of an hour 
on some busy morning with his idle and 
disconcerting talk. It is not merely the 
time wasted that makes such an indi- 
vidual destructive. It is the annoyance, 
the direct irritation that matters most. 
When the visitor has finally gone, we find 
that we have a hard time getting down 
to work again, that our thoughts are 
distracted and our concentration dis- 
turbed. Why? 

At night, 1f some intolerable bore calls 
and takes up the evening, or if the man 
across the street blows sour notes from a 
trombone for a deadly hour’s practice, 
or the phonograph in the neighbor’s 
apartment keeps grinding out raucous 
ragtime while we are trying to read or 
write, we find that we cannot get to sleep 
readily, that we are tuned up and un- 
comfortable. Again, why? 

The explanation is that in each case 
we get aroused and angry. Our glands 
begin to give off too much of their irri- 
tating chemicals. Our calm is disturbed, 
and we lose just so much of our poise and 
efficiency. We waken the next day 
insufficiently refreshed, and so the annoy- 
ance and emotion of the day or night 
before carry over into to-day and lower 
our capacity for work and achievement. 

There are men and women, of course, 
who are so well poised, and gifted with 
such genuine calm that irritations of this 
kind do not upset them. These people 
are so fortunate as to have very evenly 
adjusted nervous systems and gland 
balance. 

People of this happy class are the best 
managers of others, the best executives, 
the Best politicians, directors, com- 
manders, tacticians, strategists, and, in 
private life, the most successful husbands 
and wives and parents. They are what 
we ordinarily term level-headed, even- 
tempered; good-dispositioned, and the 
ike. 

The vital, dollar-and-cents difference 
between the same man when he is calm 
and able to control himself, and when he 
has let himself go to pieces, is well demon- 
strated in an anecdote which recently 
was going the rounds of the New York 
financial district. J 
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Roominess! Rear seat 
passengers leave the 
Jewett Coach without 
disturbing those in 
front. 


A Triumph 


We Never Dreamed 
Could Be So Complete 


knew Jewett Coach would sell. For it’s 

the finest Coach ever designed. But we 

never dreamed of a triumph so complete. An- 

nounced but a few weeks ago—today, owned 

and praised by thousands! Never was a factory 
so taxed to meet a rising demand. 


A dream to drive! 


And if you but knew the thrill and pleasure 
in Jewett Coach ownership—you would be 
among these thousands—now! For Jewett 
Coach will outperform any car within $500 of 
its price. It’s the greatest Jewett ever built. 


In traffic—on hills—or turning swift miles on 
the open road— Jewett Coach acts like just what 
it is. A real motor car! How real— how in- 
finitely better—you'll understand only when you 
take the wheel yourself. 


Justtry it! Give Jewett Coach yourideaofatwo- 
fisted performance test. And makeithard. Perfor- 
mance is what you pay for. Years of it. In a Jewett 
you can make sure it’s included in the purchase 
price—not charged for later in the service cost. 


If you know motors—you know the reason 
for Jewett's power leadership. Big motor—249 
inches piston displacement —big power results! 


Hydraulic [ees 
brakes (Lockheed type) 
slight extra cost 


High-pressure oiled and counterbalanced to ut- 
most silence—smoothness— long life. 

The world must have wanted a Coach as 
beautiful as Jewett Coach. How strikingly dif- 
ferent from ordinary coaches! Not a square 
corner on it. Not a “boxy” coach. It's a study 
in artistic design. From the top—front—sides 
and rear, a car you are proud to admire—and 
have others admire. Low—long appearing. 
Lengthened to your eye by a double belt mould- 
ing. A gracefully rounded back. Done in per- 
manent lacquer of brilliant blue. 

Yes—Jewett Coach is apart from the crowd. 
In beauty —as well as performance. 


The roomiest Coach! 

The construction and roominess of a sedan! 
Wider doors. Studied arrangement of the inte- 
rior. Seats packed with springy comfort. And 
room to relax to any careless position. Roominess! 
It’s a big reason for the triumph of Jewett Coach. 

If you haven't driven Jewett Coach—you've 
a treat coming. It’s the easiest riding—steering 
—driving coach you ever touched. 

We knew this great car's qualities. We ex- 
pected a great reception. We never dreamed its 
triumph could be so complete. (574-A) 


Price f. o.b. Detroit 
tax extra 


This visualizes the public 
acceptance of the New Jewett. 
Sales have rapidly mounted 
until now owners are being 
added to the Jewett family— 
already far over the 100,000 
mark — at the rate of more 
than 5,000 per month. 
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James J. Dash (a fictitious name of 
course) is the president of a big concern. 
Not long ago he bope the reputation of 
being the sourest grouch in the street. 
He was irritable; he was caustic; he was 
bitter; he was everything that was dis- 
agreeable—but only at times. There 
were days when Jim Dash was affability 
itself. Then things went along with a hum. 

But at those other times, when Jim 
sailed into his whole floor of offices in the 
morning, everyone, from the vice president 
and the favorite woman secretary down 
to the latest errand boy, knew that “the 
old man,” as they were calling him at 
forty-seven, had got out on the wrong 
side of the bed. 

Now, Dash had one particular aversion; 
namely, the interrupter. If some gossiping 
fellow official stopped at his desk to make 
a few idle or Heallecs remarks when Jim 
was trying to concentrate on something 
—and not feeling any too concentrated— 
he was in a state of irritation for hours 
afterward, and likely to fly into the face 
of his best friend or his most valued 
business associate. 

One day, after one of his outbursts 
of irritation had spoiled a particularly 
fine piece of business, Jim Dash listened 
to one of his friends, and hurried off to 
see a neurologist. The physician told 
him at once that he was disturbed through 
strain and the backlash of his own irri- 
tations. 


y™ took the tests and the examinations, 
«7 was sent away for a short vacation, fed 
assiduously with gland extracts and seda- 
tives, and finally sent back to his office. 
He hadn’t noticed any great physical 
change in himself, except that he was 
putting on a little weight. Then some- 
thing happened that convinced him. 

Dash was negotiating with White, the 
treasurer of one of the great insurance 
companies, for a loan of two million 
dollars, to be used in financing an exten- 
sion of his company’s business. The 
preliminary arrangements had all been 
made, and a tentative contract drawn. 

On the morning in question, Dash was 
waiting in his ofhce for a representative 
of Treasurer White to call with a copy of 
the projected contract. With this man, 
whom Dash had never seen before, the 
final particulars of the document were to 
be gone over and the last minutie of 
wording agreed upon. The making of the 
loan depended on this conference, and the 
waiting official was naturally somewhat 
impatient. He had just looked at his 
watch for the third time when his secre- 
tary entered and handed him a card. The 
name of the man was unfamiliar, but 
underneath was engraved the name of 
the big insurance concern. 

“Show him right in,” said Dash, ad- 
vancing to greet this important caller 
with special cordiality. 

A brisk little man advanced across 
the threshold, grasped the extended hand 
a little too professionally, took the prof- 
fered chair with a vaguely surprised air, 
and cleared his throat. 

“Mr. Dash, we are all subject to the 
unexpected,” he began, while the cor- 
poration president stared at him un- 
certainly. ‘‘None of us knows when 
death is going to overtake him. The best 
of us are usually unprepared for it. A 


man with your heavy responsibilities 
must stop to think what would happen, 
if the end should come to-morrow. Now—” 

And the caller was off on a too-well- 
rehearsed oratorical effort in insurance 
salesmanship! 

Dash was first astonished. Then, 
merely out of habit, he straightened up 
in a gesture of anger. Suddenly he felt 
strange. What was the matter with him? 
Why didn’t he get red in the face, and 
throw this presumptuous time-taker out 
of his presence with a burst of hot words! 

im Dash almost reached for his temper. 
edid not find it. Instead, he said calmly: 

“Are you the representative of Mr. 
White’s office—your treasurer, | mean?” 

“Why, no,” responded the caller. “I’m 
a special salesman sent out to approach 
the heads of big corporations with refer- 
ence to our million-dollar endowment 
policy.” 

Dash turned away, and burst into sud- 
den laughter. In a moment he recovered, 
and began to apologize. 

“Did you ever hear that I was death 
on salesmen and solicitors?” he asked. 

“But you're not,’ commented the 
salesman, wondering. 

“Still, I bear that reputation, eh?” 

“They told me you were a hard nut to 
crack!” 

“Well, I was,” said Dash, “and still 
am, to this extent: you can’t crack me 
this morning, but when I get around to 
insurance l'Il send for you. Do you 
know how you got in here to-day?” 

“Walked in.” 

“You bet—on my doctor’s prescrip- 
tion! As a matter of fact, I was expecting 
another representative of your company 


on a very different matter. Here he is 
now, I believe.” 
At that moment the secretary reap- 


peared in the door, brought in the card 
of the treasurer’s agent, and ushered the 
one man out as he brought the other in. 
The expected negotiator found Dash 
ina high humor, laughed with him over 


the incident, and quickly concluded the - 


knotty business in hand. 


J )OCTOR SCHLAPP explained to me 
the manner in which constant emo- 
tionalism, and consequent gland disbal- 
ance, unsettles the demeni 

“The brain has two general sides or 
centers,” he said, “one of which is called 
the emotional, the other the intellectual. 
The latter acts as a sort of brake on the 
former. It makes us hesitate and con- 
sider, while the emotional side makes us 
act, urges us to rashness. 

“Now, when the gland chemicals have 
been constantly sensitizing the cells in 
the emotional center until they are exces- 
sively explosive, the least wave of feeling 
causes a strong reaction there, too strong 
for the intellectual center to check. You 
act without thinking. In fact, you no 
longer can think clearly, because the 


‘balance between feeling and considering 


in your brain has been disturbed. 

“Such states of lack of control and 
absence of sane judgment result frequently 
from long-continued hatred, from bearing 
grudges, and from all the other strong 
emotions already mentioned. 

“And while I am on the subject of 
the generally bad effects of nervous 
shocks, it may be well to say something 

t t t + & 


about the stress of life everywhere in this 
country to-day, particularly in the great 
cities. We are living much too fast. Our 
daily existence now is nothing but a series 
of emotional shocks, more or less severe. 
This constant strain, though few of us 
stop to understand it, is causing our 
general national instability, the great 
rise in nervous diseases and insanity, and 
the prevalence of criminality. One of 
these days we are going to wake up, and 
find that we must slow down, or perish. 

“I am not speaking entirely of our 
working world. I speak also of our amuse- 
ments. The things we go in for are all 
thrilling, exciting, arousing, emotion- 
causing, nerve-shocking, aad gland-dis- 
turbing. The end of that road is in the 
madhouse. All this is a digression in a 
way, but it has to do with the great prob- 
lem of emotional troubles. 

“You probably think that this does 
not apply to you, that it may harm others, 
but that you are strong and healthy and 
have never felt the effects. Don’t deceive 
yourself. Look more closely at your own 
reactions when strong emotions master 
you, and then say whether you do nct 
confirm my statements.” 


“Wwuat are we going to do about 
it?” I asked Doctor Schlapp. 
“What advice can you give the readers?” 

“In the first place,” replied Doctor 
Schlapp, “we must all try to minimize 
our stresses and strains as much as 
possible. We must go in less for excite- 
ments, thrills, excesses of all kinds. We 
must do without so much speed. We 
must not try to crowd our lives so full. 
We must remember that a calm man, 
going steadily and leisurely about his 
work or his play, will do more in the end 
than all the heman dynamos that so soon 
burn out. 

“Specific help is not too easy to offer. 
If a man living in any large city feels the 
effects of the emotional shocks I have 
described, he should go immediately to 
the best hospital in town and consult the 
best neurologist he can find, for these 
troubles are not easy to treat and are not 
yet understood by all physicians. 

“To readers who live in smaller com- 
munities or on the farms, I can only say 
this: Consult your doctor, of course. 
Tell him what you think is wrong with 
you. If it is convenient, and your regular 
physician does not seem able to cope with 
your case, it is important to go to a city 


‘and seek aid there. The knowledge of 


gland troubles is gradually being dis- 
seminated. More and more physicians 
will know about them as time goes on, and 
be able to give the right treatment. 

“If your case is not acute, some benefit 
can usually be got from rest and change 
of environment. The glands have a way 
of normalizing themselves under a changed 
situation, with the cause of the nervous 
or emotional irritation removed, provided 
the trouble has not become grave. If you 
feel anything of the kind coming on, the 
best possible thing to do—next to con- 
sulting a doctor who understands these 
situations—is to make a change in your 
life and surroundings, get all possible 
rest, live out of doors as much as possible, 
stay away from modern amusements and 
excitements, and be content with peace 
and quiet.” 
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The King of the Arctic Trails 


an extraordinary extent, and his intelli- 
gence was almost human. By George, 
sometimes I used to think he was human. 
I remember, in the first race he ever led, 
he did something that showed a capacity 
for reasoning which seems almost in- 
credible.” 

And here Allan told me a story that 
is repeated wherever sourdoughs gather 
about evening fires: 

It was in the Solomon Derby, a short 
race of sixty-five miles, that the Allan 
team was skimming along ahead of five 
other teams. Baldy, hitherto untried, 
had been put in as lead dog. He was a 
last resort, since Allan’s leader had been 
accidentally killed just before the race. 
Baldy, proud of his promotion, was on his 
mettle. He exhibited a speed that aston- 
ished his master, who ran along behind, 
grasping the handle bars of the sled or 
riding on the projecting runners. As was 
Scotty Allan’s custom, he was cheering 
his dogs with remarks and rollicking 
Scotch ballads. 

Then came a long stretch, when never a 
sound of his driver’s voice reached Baldy, 
always on the alert for commands. Per- 
haps the dog noticed also the unusual 
lightness of the sled. At any rate, he 
stopped his team and looked back. He 
was without a driver. Somewhere back 
on the white trail his master had disap- 
peared. Though little more than a pup at 
the time, instinct told him that something 
was wrong. 

How Baldy, the obscure and untried 
leader, managed to swing his rebellious 
team, unaided and without tangling a 
trace, will never be known, but swing it 
he did, and started back through the 
falling snow to find his master. 


THE dog found Allan lying unconscious, 
frozen blood crimsoning his fur cap and 
parka. Who can tell what passed through 
the mind of the loving, faithful animal as 
he looked down into the still, pale face? 
What taught him to paw gently at his 
master’s breast and lick. his face until 
consciousness returned and the little 
Scotchman feebly sat up? 

“I was dazed, blood-soaked, and freez- 
ing,” said Allan, “and my head felt as big 
as a barrel. I hadn’t the faintest idea how 
I happened to be there that way either. 
But P finally began to remember. As 
Baldy had taken us flying past the last 
team on the trail, I had heard somethin 
snap. When we were well along I leane 
over the side of the sled to see if perhaps 
a runner had given way. There was a 
„sledge-hammer blow on my head, and I 
didn’t know another thing until I felt 
Baldy licking my face. You see, I’d 
struck my head on an iron stake beside 
the trail. 

“I didn’t know how long I’d been lyin 
there, nor whether the ther fellows ha 
passed me or not. It was snowing and 
there wasn’t a sign of life anywhere 
around us. I was that sick and weak from 
the loss of blood that I could barely crawl 
to the back of the sled and lay hold of the 
handle bars. Baldy started on.” 

Allan, nearly helpless, didn’t think he 


(Continued from page 15) 


had a chance in the race; but Baldy, of the 
swift feet and the proud, courageous 
heart, plunged ahead at such a pace that 
the Allan team came speeding back to 
Nome, winner of the first prize. 

Scotty Allan insists that dogs and men 
are a good deal alike when you come right 
down to fundamentals. “There are good 
dogs and bad dogs, just as there are good 
men and bad men,” he explained. ‘‘ Every- 
one knows the hero-dog, whose dominant 
trait usually is love for his master. I 
recall the case of George Carpenter, a 
newspaper man, who with two prospectors 
was caught in a blizzard near Nome. They 
tried to pitch a tent, but the wind tore it 
from them and carried it away. With 
their dogs they huddled in the open for 
three days, existing on frozen raw bacon 
and snow. With the fourth day, the bacon 
gave out and the blizzard was worse than 
ever. They knew if they remained where 
they were they’d starve or freeze. On the 
other hand, if they set out in the storm 
they’d have to keep going. They could 
neither rest nor turn back—or they’d 
freeze. They took their chances with the 
storm and started, keeping the wind at 
their backs. One by one their fifteen dogs 
deserted them, until only Big Jim re- 
mained. Jim was a mongrel with a bit of 
Saint Bernard and some mastiff in him. 

“It wasn’t long before the three men 
were hopelessly lost in the blinding, sting- 
ing maelstrom of the blizzard. For two 
agonizing days they plodded along with- 
outrest, fighting desperately for every hour 
of life. Then Carpenter fell exhausted 
in the snow and, rather than jeopardize 
the chances of the other two, he begged 
them to bury him in a drift and go on. 
Finally, the prospectors assented, with 
the forlorn hope that they might reach a 
road-house in time to send help to him 
before it was too late. 

“But Big Jim didn’t go on. He laid 
his frost-encrusted body over that of the 
stricken Carpenter, who was fast losing 
consciousness. For three long days and 
nights the blizzard continued to howl and 
the snow to drift over the place where the 
faithful dog kept life and warmth in his 
master’s body. At intervals he’d raise his 
head, scattering the packed snow, and 
send out his deep bay of distress. He had 
eaten nothing for five days, and very 
little for four days previous to that, yet he 
chose to starve and die with his master 
rather than desert him. It was Big Jim’s 
barking that eventually directed the 
rescue party to the spot where poor 
Carpenter lay. Thanks to Jim, they 
found him alive. 


“THE sneak-thief dog is very common. 

Some of them steal only for them- 
selves; some steal for the whole team; and 
others steal stuff they do not want, just 
for the thrill of stealing. I hada dog, 
Whitey, who was the prize combination of 
all three kinds. He was a comical, dirty- 
white, grizzly-looking cuss with a ribald 
clown expression on his face that would 
set you to laughing at anything he did. 
He got me in more hot water with peo- 
ple than any other dog l ever owned. 


“One stormy night, I remember, I 
camped in an Indian village. You re- 
member how the natives cache their grub, 
putting it on platforms that are raised six 
and eight feet from the ground on poles. 
Well, I had no more than settled myself 
to cook supper when I heard the darnedest 
dog-wrangling outside you could imag- 
ine. I rushed out to see what was the 
matter. There, on the platform of a cache 
eight feet in the air was Mr. Whitey, 
busier than a cranberry merchant, throw- 
ing down dried salmon to the other dogs, 
who were fighting for it on the snow 
below. The rascal had climbed a ladder 
to get there. It cost me a pretty penny 
and no end of trouble to settle with the 
Indians. 

“That fellow could steal the whiskers 
off a cat. One night in camp I put some 
dried salmon in a sleeping bag to use for 
a pillow. I woke after a while, feeling 
something pulling easy like, and there was 
Whitey gently drawing the dried salmon 
out from under my head! 

“And clever—one of my partners in- 
sisted that Whitey could read the labels 
on cans. You see, one day we put a can of 
mutton on the ground, and on top of it 
stacked a can of tomatoes, one of peaches, 
one of peas and one of pepper. Then we 
went into the tent and watched. Whitey 
came along, and walked round and round 
the stack, warily shifting one comical eye 
now and then toward the tent to see if 
we were looking. Pretty soon he nosed off 
the can of pepper, then the peas, and so 
on, until he came to the can of mutton. 
With that he sneaked behind the tent and 
had it open before you could say ‘Jack 
Robinson!’ 


“ ANOTHER typeof dogisthe murderer- 
dog. I had one once—a racer. That 
animal would slit another dog’s throat for 
the pure joy of murdering, and he knew 
when he did it that it was wrong. He’d 
avoid me for two or three days afterward. 
It seems strange, but the other dogs can 
always tell a murderer. They refuse to 
associate with him. A bunch of them may 
be playing, but let a murderer-dog come 
to join them and instantly they'll stop 
their play and walk away from him.” 

Allan says that the “sissy” dog is 
despised among canines as his counterpart 
is among men, but such is the httle 
Scotsman’s love and regard for the whole 
dog family that I had difficulty persuading 
him to tell of any particular four-footed 
“sissy.” It was as if Pd asked him to 
betray the weak points of a friend. By 
dint of much questioning, I drew from 
him the story of Oolik, who belonged to a 
prominent citizen of Nome. 

If Oolik had lived up to his illustrious 
birthplace and to his early distinguished 
associates he would have been a king 
among he-dogs; for he was born on 
Amundsen’s ship ‘‘Gjoa” on the very 
voyage when that great explorer dis- 
covered the Northwest Passage; and in 
the veins of his Husky mother flowed the 
very finest dog blood in the Arctic. All 
this cast a glamour over Oolik as a pup; 
for, of course, the Northerners could not 
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foresee how he was going to develop. When 
the Nome Kennel Club was organized, 
Oolik’s graceful wolf-head was used on 
the club pin. 

That Husky grew to be the handsomest 
dog in Nome; but he was as insolent and 
supercilious as Satan. He never did a 
stroke of work in his life, and, like any 
pampered lap dog, insisted on lying on a 
soft mat. But that was not the worst of 
his sissy qualities. Oolik had a doll. A 
regular girl’s doll it was, that he played 
with all the time. Never before was such 
a scandal known in Alaska dogdom! 

“It was a sore sight to see that wolf- 
dog stalking about the streets with a 
baby doll dangling from his mouth,” said 
Scotty sadly. Rnd that’s the style in 
which he came to meet the winnersinevery 
race. It was actually human, the way the 
other dogs treated him. Baldy, the quiet 
and reserved, would pass Oolik as if he 
didn’t exist. Dubby threw him a look of 
dignified contempt. Tom Tolman, the 
murderer-dog, leered at him; and at the 
first glimpse of him McMillan of the 
Broken Tusks bared his teeth and bristled 
with hatred so fierce you could feel it. 
You’d think Oolik led a dog’s life for sure; 
but, if so, he was unaware of it. He 
carried himself haughtily, as if every 
other dog were dirt under his paws.” 


“ AND McMillan—what kind of a dog 

was he?” I asked, remembering the 
time when every dog man in the North was 
talking of that magnificent outlaw racer, 
McMillan of the Broken Tusks. Albert 
Fink, president of the Nome Kennel Club, 
had paid twelve hundred dollars for him, 
the highest price ever given for a trail 
dog. He was a superb, tawny beast, part 
wolf, and he had the disposition of a fiend. 
A man-eater they called him, and Alaskan 
children were frightened into obedience 
by the mention of his name. After pur- 
aaan him, Fink found it impossible to 
get anyone to drive him successfully. 
McMillan would tear the clothes off a 
man; and during his rages it took three 
men to hold him from his driver. If he 
had not been possessed of extraordinary 
speed, strength, and intelligence, he would 
have been shot. As it was, his owner 
considered it necessary to break his tusks 
in order to use him at all. 

Finally, the dog became so dangerous 
that Fink gave Tom away. McMillan 
passed from owner to owner, his reputa- 
tion for viciousness increasing with each 
transfer, until at last he came to Scotty 
Allan, who, Alaskans say, has some magic 
in the soft Scottish burr of his voice that 
can “gentle” anything, from a timber 
wolf to a whale. Allan not only drove the 
fierce McMillan in many a winning race, 
but he had the animal following him 
around like an affectionate puppy. And 
later the one-time outlaw racer was sent 
down to Allan’s daughters at the Uni- 
versity of California, where he became the 
pet of the Delta Gamma sorority house, 
where the girls lived. 

“In the beginning,” Allan answered my 
onestion, “McMillan was what you might 

` a misunderstood dog. He had a 

pride and an imperious nature, 
rebelled against discipline. A dog 
‘at makes the best trail dog when 
rly handled; but from the very first 

-s tried to break McMillan’s spirit b 

‘sing him and beating him. Afterward, 


they committed the crime of breaking his 
tusks. They succeeded only in embitter- 
ing him and in making him an enemy of 
mankind. When I got him, it seemed as 
if he deliberately tried in every way 
possible to make trouble for me. 


“IN MY kennels, the dogs were trained 
to await the apportioning of their 
food without barking, and then to eat it 
leisurely as well-bred dogs should. The 
minute meal time arrived, McMillan, 
however, began to bark and roar and lea 

the length of his chain to get at the food. 
I cold him to stop, but he paid no atten- 
tion. I did not chastise him then, because 
he was chained. You know it robs a dog 


‘of his self-respect to sup him when he is 


chained, just as it would a human being. 
If you want a dog that is worth anything, 
it doesn’t do to humiliate him. 
“Next day, when I had him in the 
team, he began to bark and try to get the 
team to fighting. I spoke to him twice, but 
he ignored me. Then I slapped him with 
my glove, and he jumped for me. I knew 
the time had come eben Pd either have 
to conquer him, or lose my authority over 
him forever. Still, I wanted to give him 
an even break in the battle; so I took him 
from the team and unharnessed him. The 
two of us faced each other in the snow. 
Not a man in the North had been able to 
conquer him, and, by George, he was 
magnificent in his wild confidence—his 
brown eyes shooting fire, his ruff bristling, 
his white teeth and broken tusks gleaming 
in his clean pink mouth! He gave me 
little chance to admire him however, for 
without warning he reared up tall as a 
man and launched himself at me, his 
wolf-jaws wide open. 
“When a dog leaps at your throat, if 
ou’ll stand with your hands wide apart 
e doesn’t know which one you're going to 
use on him first, and it confuses him a bit. 
Because of this, I was able to get hold of 
McMillan just below the ear. Then I 

tabbed his lower jaw with my other 
hand, and after a tussle threw him to the 
snow!” 

In the excitement of his memories 
Allan stood before me, enacting the 
scene, his blue eyes shining, his slim, 
strong hands crooked, the muscles on his 
athletic shoulders swelling under his coat. 
It was easy to visualize the great dog, 
maddened and desperate, struggling to 
free himself from the iron grip of the 
courageous little Scotchman. hs I held 
McMillan down,” he said, “he tried to 
twist himself free; but I shoved his head 
deeper and deeper into the snow, until he 
lay exhausted and nearly unconscious. 

“I hadn’t been up a minute, however, 
when that brave devil was at me again, 
foam dripping from his mouth. Talk 
about spirit! That dog was superb! | 
downed him again and again, until I 
knew he was nearly all in. The last time 
he rose, he stood there swaying and 
looking at me a minute. Dogs under- 
stand more than people give them credit 
for; and I think in some way he must have 
realized that, though he had met defeat 
at last, it was in a fair fight. I held out 
my hand and called him. After a mo- 
ment he came to me, not crawling like a 
beaten cur, but proudly, by George, like 
an honorable antagonist who had met his 
match. He laid his muzzle on my hand, 
my friend and companion for life.” 


“Tell me something about dog train- 
ing,” I requested. 

‘Training dogs is just about like train- 
ing children. To get obedience three 
things are necessary: kindness, firmness, 
and appreciation. When you tell a dog 
to do a thing, stay with him until he does 
it, and then don’t be afraid to show him 
that you appreciate it. At the first 
telling, he may not understand you; but 
if you'll be quietly firm and persistent 
until he obeys, it won’t be long until 

ou’ll not have to speak twice to him. 
’ve often lost a night’s sleep getting a dog 
to obey. For instance, if Ph talking to 
you, and my dog comes into the room and 
gets in our way, I’ll tell him to go lie in a 
corner. He may not want to do it, but 
I'll not resume the conversation until he 
does, no matter how long it takes. Once 
yo allow a dog, es Sally a Husky or a 
alemute, to get the better of you, you 
have lost your authority over him for- 
ever. 

“My dogs are all so trained that when 
Pm ready to hitch my team each animal 
takes his place and waits for me to put on 
his harness. As a rule, dogs are proud to 
get into the team; but I bought a racer 
once—Fisher was his name—who started 
out to show his independence the day he 
came to my kennels. 

“At hitching time I whistled for him, 
but he remained in his bed until every 
other dog was in harness. Finally he 
appeared, and after looking the team 
over, bolted down the bank and swam an 
overflow there. I followed him until he 
started across the tundra, where soft snow 
had drifted over the bushes, making travel 
impossible for me without snowshoes. 
When I turned back, Fisher sat down and 
eyed me, as much as to say, ‘Ah-ha! Beat 
you that time!’ But in a few minutes | 
was on my snowshoes and trailing him 
again. 


“HOUR after hour that rascal kept 
ahead of me, but I didn’t worry. You 
know a man can run down anything on 
four legs, if he’ll only keep after it long 
enough. The reason? Well, an intelligent 
man goes along, taking things easy and 
resting when he feels the need. A pursued 
animal, anxious and running all the time, 
is bound to give out. I kept after Fisher 
all day, and finally saw him ahead, 
crouched in the snow, shivering and 
exhausted. 

“I stood some distance away and, 
keeping all sign of irritation out of my 
voice, called to him as if nothing had 
happened. He didn’t move at first; but 
when I called again he came crawling to 
me, and lay trembling at my feet, his 
eyes on the whip I held in my hand. I 
didn’t use it, because he had come to me 
of his own accord when I called him. 
Instead, I patted him and talked nice to 
him; and we came home the best of 
friends. I never had any trouble with him 
after that. He had learned that my word 
was law, and that there was no evading it. 
He knew if he came at my call there was 
no whipping. But if I had given him a 
beating that day, after I’d caught him, he 
probanly Soul have been a rebel all his 
ife. 


“It’s a great mistake, too, to think you 
have to shout at a dog to make him 
understand. A dog is the most intuitive 
animal there is. It’s not so much the 
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foresee how he was going to develop. When 
the Nome Kennel Club was organized, 
Oolik’s graceful wolf-head was used on 
the club pin. 

That Husky grew to be the handsomest 
dog in Nome; but he was as insolent and 
supercilious as Satan. He never did a 
stroke of work in his life, and, like any 
pampered lap dog, insisted on lying on a 
soft mat. But that was not the worst of 
his sissy qualities. Ooltk had a doll. A 
regular girl’s doll it was, that he played 
with all the time. Never before was such 
a scandal known in Alaska dogdom! 

“It was a sore sight to see that wolf- 
dog stalking about the streets with a 
baby doll dangling from his mouth,” said 
Scotty sadly. ‘‘And that’s the style in 
which he came to meet the winners inevery 
race. It was actually human, the way the 
other dogs treated him. Baldy, the quiet 
and reserved, would pass Oolik as if he 
didn’t exist. Dubby threw him a look of 
dignified contempt. Tom Tolman, the 
murderer-dog, leered at him; and at the 
first glimpse of him McMillan of the 
Broken Tusks bared his teeth and bristled 
with hatred so fierce you could feel it. 
You’d think Oolik led a dog’s life for sure; 
but, if so, he was unaware of it. He 
carried himself haughtily, as if every 
other dog were dirt under his paws.” 


“ AND McMillan—what kind of a dog 
was he?” I asked, remembering the 
time when every dog man in the North was 
talking of that magnificent outlaw racer, 
McMillan of the Broken Tusks. Albert 
Fink, president of the Nome Kennel Club, 
had paid twelve hundred dollars for him, 
the highest price ever given for a trail 
dog. He was a superb, tawny beast, part 
wolf, and he had the disposition of a fiend. 
A man-eater they called him, and Alaskan 
children were frightened into obedience 
by the mention of his name. After pur- 
chaste him, Fink found it impossible to 
et anyone to drive him successfully. 
McMil an would tear the clothes off a 
man; and during his rages it took three 
men to hold him from his driver. If he 
had not been possessed of extraordinary 
speed, strength, and intelligence, he would 
have been shot. As it was, his owner 
considered it necessary to break his tusks 
in order to use him at all. 

Finally, the dog became so dangerous 
that Fink gave him away. McMillan 
passed from owner to owner, his reputa- 
tion for viciousness increasing with each 
transfer, until at last he came to Scotty 
Allan, who, Alaskans say, has some magic 
in the soft Scottish burr of his voice that 
can “gentle” anything, from a timber 
wolf to a whale. Allan not only drove the 
fierce McMillan in many a winning race, 
but he had the animal following him 
around like an affectionate puppy. And 
later the one-time outlaw racer was sent 
down to Allan’s daughters at the Uni- 
versity of California, where he became the 
pet of the Delta Gamma sorority house, 
where the girls lived. 

“In the beginning,” Allan answered my 
question, ‘‘ McMillan was what you might 
call a misunderstood dog. He had a 
fierce pride and an imperious nature, 
which rebelled against discipline. A dog 
like that makes the best trail dog when 
properly handled; but from the very first 
they tried to break McMillan’s spirit b 
tying him and beating him. Afterward, 


they committed the crime of breaking his 
tusks. They succeeded only in embitter- 
ing him an 
mankind. When I got him, it seemed as 
if he deliberately tried in every way 
possible to make trouble for me. 


“p MY kennels, the dogs were trained 
to await the apportioning of their 
food without barking, and then to eat it 
leisurely as well-bred dogs should. The 
minute meal time arrived, McMillan, 
however, began to bark and roar and lea 

the length of his chain to get at the food. 
I told him to stop, but he paid no atten- 
tion. I did not chastise him then, because 
he was chained. You know it robs a dog 


‘of his self-respect to whip him when he is 


chained, just as it would a human being. 
If you want a dog that is worth anything, 
it doesn’t do to humiliate him. 

“Next day, when I had him in the 
team, he began to bark and try to get the 
team to fighting. I spoke to him twice, but 
he ignored me. Then I slapped him with 
my glove, and he jumped for me. I knew 
the time had come when I’d either have 
to conquer him, or lose my authority over 
him forever. Still, I wanted to give him 
an even break in the battle; so I took him 
from the team and unharnessed him. The 
two of us faced each other in the snow. 
Not a man in the North had been able to 
conquer him, and, by George, he was 
magnificent in his wild confidence—his 
brown eyes shooting fire, his ruff bristling, 
his white teeth and broken tusks gleaming 
in his clean pink mouth! He gave me 
little chance to admire him however, for 
without warning he reared up tall as a 
man and launched himself at me, his 
wolf-jaws wide open. 

“When a dog leaps at your throat, if 
ei stand with your hands wide apart 

e doesn’t know which one you’re going to 
use on him first, and it confuses him a bit. 
Because of this, I was able to get hold of 
McMillan just below the ear. Then I 
erabbed his lower jaw with my other 

and, and after a tussle threw him to the 
snow!” 

In the excitement of his memories 
Allan stood before me, enacting the 
scene, his blue eyes shining, his slim, 
strong hands crooked, the muscles on his 
athletic shoulders swelling under his coat. 
It was easy to visualize the great dog, 
maddened and desperate, struggling to 
free himself from the iron grip of the 
courageous little Scotchman. “As I held 
McMillan down,” he said, “he tried to 
twist himself free; but I shoved his head 
deeper and deeper into the snow, until he 
lay exhausted and nearly unconscious. 

“I hadn’t been up a minute, however, 
when that brave devil was at me again, 
foam dripping from his mouth. Talk 
about spirit! That dog was superb! I 
downed him again and again, until I 
knew he was nearly all in. The last time 
he rose, he stood there swaying and 
looking at me a minute. Dogs under- 
stand more than people give them credit 
for; and I think in some way he must have 
realized that, though he had met defeat 
at last, it was in a fair fight. I held out 
my hand and called him. After a mo- 
ment he came to me, not crawling like a 
beaten cur, but proudly, by George, like 
an honorable antagonist who had met his 
match. He laid his muzzle on my hand, 
my friend and companion for life.” 


in making him an enemy of 


“Tell me something about dog train- 
ing,” I requested. , : 
‘Training dogs is just about like train- 
ing children. To get obedience three 
things are necessary: kindness, firmness, 
and appreciation. When you tell a dog 
to do a thing, stay with him until he does 
it, and then don’t be afraid to show him 
that you appreciate it. At the first 
telling, he may not understand you; but 
if you’ll be quietly firm and persistent 
until he obeys, it won’t be long until 
ou’ll not have to speak twice to him. 
’ve often lost a night’s sleep getting a dog 
to obey. For instance, if Pm talking to 
you, and my dog comes into the room and 
gets in our way, PIl tell him to go lie in a 
corner. He may not want to do it, but 
I'll not resume the conversation until he 
does, no matter how long it takes. Once 
ou allow a dog, es cally a Husky or a 
Aalemute, to get the better of you, you 
have lost your authority over him for- 
ever. 

“My dogs are all so trained that when 
I’m ready to hitch my team each animal 
takes his place and waits for me to put on 
his harness. As a rule, dogs are proud to 
get into the team; but I bought a racer 
once—Fisher was his name—who started 
out to show his independence the day he 
came to my kennels. 

“At hitching time I whistled for him, 
but he remained in his bed until every 
other dog was in harness. Finally he 
appeared, and after looking the team 
over, bolted down the bank and swam an 
overflow there. I followed him until he 
started across the tundra, where soft snow 
had drifted over the bushes, making travel 
impossible for me without snowshoes. 
When I turned back, Fisher sat down and 
eyed me, as much as to say, ‘Ah-ha! Beat 
you that time!’ But in a few minutes | 
was on my snowshoes and trailing him 
again. 


“HOYR after hour that rascal kept 
aheadofme, but I didn’t worry. You 
know a man can run down anything on 
four legs, if he’ll only keep after it long 
enough. The reason? Well, an intelligent 
man goes along, taking things easy and 
resting when he feels the need. A pursued 
animal, anxious and running all the time, 
is bound to give out. I kept after Fisher 
all day, and finally saw him ahead, 
crouched in the snow, shivering and 
exhausted. 

“T stood some distance away and, 
keeping all sign of irritation out of my 
voice, called to him as if nothing had 
happened. He didn’t move at first; but 
when I called again he came crawling to 
me, and lay trembling at my feet, his 
eyes on the whip I held in my hand. 
didn’t use it, because he had come to me 
of his own accord when I called him. 
Instead, I patted him and talked nice to 
him; and we came home the best of 
friends. I never had any trouble with him 
after that. He had learned that my word 
was law, and that there was no evading it. 
He knew if he came at my call there was 
no whipping. But if I had given him a 
beating that day, after I’d caught him, he 
probably would have been a rebel all his 
ife. 

“It’s a great mistake, too, to think you 
have to shout at a dog to make him 
understand. A dog is the most intuitive 
animal there is. It’s not so much the 
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words you use as the tone, the emphasis of 
your voice, that registers. Shouting, 
even as an incentive to greater effort, 
should be used sparingly. Some drivers 
come in at night hoarse as crows from 
yelling. They begin when they start out 
in the morning, and keep it up all day; 
and the truth is the dogs don’t go one bit 
faster for it. Consequently, when a real 
emergency arises, where extra effort is 
needed, they have nothing in reserve to 
impress this fact on the dogs.” 


ON THE trail, especially in a race, ‘dogs 
take the temperament of their driver. 
Scotty Allan never allows his team to 
suspect that he is tired. “A team can be 
nearly exhausted,” he said; “but if the 
driver will run along whistling, they pick 
up like magic. I can always get more 
speed out of my dogs by jollying them 
along. I call each one by name: ‘Hi there, 
Tom; rabbits ahead!’ IIl say. Or, ‘Ptar- 
migan flying, Jack!’ ‘Road-house round 
the corner, Kid!’ Or, ‘You’d never let any 
blue-eyed Siberian Husky beat you out, 
Baldy!’ 

“From two o’clock in the morning to 
sunrise is the worst time for fatigue. 
Those are the ghastly hours, when men 
freeze on the trail. Those are the hours 
when weariness has made me see weird 
lights and’ strange shadow-men and mist- 
creatures flitting along ahead of me, and 
my dogs were whining and faltering in the 
traces. Then is the time I sing to them— 
they like best the spirited old songs I 
learned when a boy in Scotland. Such 
songs never fail to put new life into them 
and, no matter how tough the trip, I can 
always bring my team in at the finish with 
tails up and waving.” 

Unconsciously he epitomized the spirit 
of the North, this King of the Arctic Trails, 
who could rise above fatigue so grèat that 
he was seeing phantoms, and send his 
songs ringing out over the icy wastes to 
cheer his tired team during the “dark and 
ghastly hours when men freeze on the 
trail.” . 
© “Im convinced that dogs have some 
means of telepathic communication among 
themselves,” Allan went on. ‘When one 
dog gets an idea, simultaneously every one 
in the team will have the same idea. For 
instance, when a dog—he may be any- 
where in the team—stops, the whole team, 
as if it were a unit, comes to a standstill 
exactly at the same moment. There’s 
more union in a dog team than in any- 
thing else composed of individual intelli 
gences. That is the secret of their 
strength. 

“There are only three things that a 
Northern dog is really afraid of: a blizzard, 
bad ice, and the cracking of ice on a cold 
day. You know how a frozen lake will 
split for twenty or thirty miles with a 
boom like that of a cannon. On the other 
hand, the dogs seem to enjoy the Northern 
Lights. They become fivélier, exhil- 
arated.” 

“Do you think dogs realize when one 
of their number dies?” I asked. 

“I know they do. They show un- 
mistakable signs of sorrow if they have 
liked the dead dog. But if they have 
hated or feared him in life, they show 
their contempt for the body in no un- 
certain way. As for manifesting fear in 
the presence of the human dead, some do 
and some do not. I remember once I was 


. River 


coming down the coast of Bering Sea 
when I found a man in a sleeping bag. 
He was dead—frozen. When I put him 
on my sled the dogs paid no more atten- 
tion to him than if he had been a chunk 
of ice. I tried to reach the next road- 
house, but a blizzard was making. It 
finally got so bad I had to camp. . 

“The dogs were about all in; and as 
soon as I unhitched them they dug down 
in the snow for protection. I wrapped 
myself in a tarpaulin and lay in the lee of 
the sled. I had not intended sleeping out 
on that trip, so the tarp was all the 
covering I had. It grew colder. By the 
time it was dark, I didn’t dare go to sleep, 
for fear of freezing. Later, it became 
apparent that I’d freeze anyway if I 
didn’t get better covering. Now, the 
only thing available was that dead man’s 
sleeping ie which was a good one of 
caribou fur. Someway, I hated to take it 
from the poor fellow; but I soon saw that 
there’d be two dead men on the trail if I 
didn’t. 

“I tried to pull it off him. It didn’t 
budge. You see, he’d crawled in head 
first, and before he died his breath had 
frozen him into it solidly. I had to tie 
his leg to a stump, and, after routing out 
is ogee nich i m to she Deanar the 

ag. As they pulled, I ta the sleeping 
ba with a ak to break che ice imide 
When I got the man out, I stood him up 
in the snow to avoid having to dig him out 
of a drift the next morning. Then I 
crawled into the bag. My dogs curled up 
again, apparently unaware of the dead 
man. ut I tell you he gave me a 
turn next morning. I’d forgotten about 
him, and when I opened my eyes I saw this 
tall, black-bearded fellow standing along- 
side the sled, with his parka hood fallen 
back from his head and his poor hands 
clutching his breast. But there were my 
dogs, all curled up about him, taking 
advantage of the slight protection his 
body offered in the blizzard. a 


MONG the many famous leaders of the 
North, Allan developed the first and 
the most renowned loose leader that ever 
made a track in the snow. Than being a 
loose leader no higher honor can befall a 
dog. As Scotty Allan says, its equivalent 
among men is the rank of general in the 
army, or an admiral in the navy.. The 
loose leader runs proudly ahead of the 
team without the restraint of leash or tow 
line. He never pulls a pound, but does the 
thinking for the dogs in harness. Such a 
canine general was Dubby, ‘a Mackenzie 
usky, born on the lonely trail 
which connects that region . with the 
Klondike. 

Dubby looked like a bob-tailed wolf, 
but no dog ever had a finer disposition. 
His marvelous intelligence, unfaltering 
allegiance, and loving service have become 
a tradition in the North. Dubby, how- 
ever, was no racer, although he had speed 
enough to have outdistanced them all. 
When Scotty Allan sponsored those four- 
hundred-and-twenty-mile races that be- 
came known throughout the sporting 
world, Dubby, with a record of over fifty 
thousand miles to his credit, had already 
been retired to a life of honored old age 
in his own apartments above the Allan 
racing kennels. For Dubby was some- 
thing more than a racer—he was a 
pioneer, an adventurer, a trail blazer. 


Dubby led the team on cross-country 
trips of two thousand miles or more, 
when there were no trails, and his master, 
with no guide but a compass, depended on 
the wolf instinct of the faithful little 
fellow to find the best way across the icy 
wastes and over the cloud-tipped ranges. 
Dubby brought out the first load of gold 
from more than one new camp, and his 
willing feet were the first to patter out 
the course followed by Alaskan railroads 
to-day. And yet Dubby was a racer, too! 
He pitted his strength and swiftness 
against the fleetest, most tireless thing in 
the world. Dubby raced with Death. He 
brought priest and doctor and food to 
countless remote and almost inaccessible 
cabins where life was ebbing away from 
the weary, lonely occupants. 

In his old age Dubby was respected 
alike by men and dogs. Judge Albert 
Fink never passed the venerable Husky 
on the street without tipping his hat—the 
salute, the judge said, of one fine mind to 
another. Dubby could do things that 
would have caused any other dog to lose 
caste with his fellows. He was still in 
fighting trim, and he could, with impunity, 
dash in among a band of Malemutes and 
force them to desist in the, to them, delight- 
ful sport of cat-killing. Not only did he 
rescue besieged felines, but with a sort 
of benevolent imperiousness he lent his 
protection to the Allan cat on its daily 
promenades. 


“THERE never was such a dog for find- 
ing a trail,” Allen told me. “After a 
blizzard, when the whole country was 
drifted over with three or four feet of snow, 
Pd send Dub ahead. He would keep may- 
be a quarter of a mile in advance so, if he 
lost the trail, he’d have time to cross-cut 
until he found it before I caught up 
with him. On treacherous ice he’d go 
out slowly, looking down like some wise 
little old man, and putting his fore- 
paws out so he could throw his weight on 
them at every step and test the ice. If I 
tested it, I’d have to use a pole or an ax, 
and then often I wouldn’t be right. Dub 
always knew better than I. 

“If he had ever been over a trail he 
never forgot it. I remember once I was 
coming down the Kuskokwim River, 
snowshoeing ahead of the dogs, when 
Dubby began to crowd me, Sid I knew 
there must be a camp farther on. Pretty 
soon he took matters in command, passed 
me, and went on around a bend. When I 
got there, though there was a long smooth 
stretch of river ahead, I could see neither 
hide nor hair of the team; but I saw by 
the trail that they had deliberately gone 
across the river to the opposite bank. I 
was good and mad; for every step counts 
when you are snowshoeing with a rope 
tied to each shoe and a pulley on your 
breast so you can lift the darned things. 
I started out after them. 

“T found the whole team in some 
timber, all cuddled up in the snow waiting 
for me. Dubby looked Poors as Punch; 
and in a minute or two, by noting my own 
particular blaze on a tree, I recognized an 
old camp of mine. Dubby and | had 
stopped there four years previously; but 


‘at that time we had been going in the 


opposite direction! Now, coming up a 
river everything looks different from when 
you are going down one, and J never in the 
world could have found the old camp. 
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But Dubby—well, I was so tickled, I 
never said a word to him; and, though I 
hadn’t intended camping for two hours 
more, I didn’t have the heart to make 
him goon. He would have been too dis- 
appointed. After that, for the whole trip 
Dub made camp every night in the exact 
places we had put up four years pre- 
viously. 

“That dog knew everything that be- 
longed to me, and he would guard my 

roperty with his life. Often, when Pd 
be going to the mines, I’d buy a quarter of 
fresh beef and put it on the sled in the 
barn, leaving it there all night. All the 
dogs were housed there, but Dubby 
wouldn’t let them touch that meat. It was 
the same with game—ptarmigan, rein- 
deer, or moose meat. As long.as I kept it 
on the sled, Dub knew it was mine, and 
he’d keep it safe if he had to fight the 
whole team. But if it wasn’t on the 
sleigh—good-by meat! Dubby got his 
share with the others.” 


WANTED to know how it came about 

that judge Fink always lifted his hat 
to Dubby. 

Allan laughed. “Well, you see, one 
spring the judge and I went huntin 
caribou. We each had a dog team. I ha 
two young dogs belonging to another 
man—they were uncultivated beasts, al- 
ways fighting—and Dub was in the lead, 
of course. We came to a river which had 
overflowed; you know how the ice rises in 
the middle and leaves a strip of water on 
each side. When Dub tried to take the 
overflow, the two new dogs pulled back 
and refused to tackle it. The sled stopped 
in six inches of water. 

I had on buckskin moccasins and didn’t 
dare get off the sled in the water, because 
my feet would freeze afterward; so there 
I sat helpless, using language, while the 
judge laughed at me and Dub did his best 
to swing those ornery brutes. When he 
found he couldn’t do it diplomatically, he 
turned in his traces—I had him hitched 
that day—and one by one he licked the 
tar out of those dogs. When he finished 
off the last one, he started across the 
river again; and those curs followed him, 

ulling ahead for all they were worth! 

he judge insisted that any dog who 
could do that was entitled to the respect 
of the highest in the land. 

“Ifit hadn’t been for Dubby, I wouldn’t 
be here talking to you to-day,” Allan 
went on. “I was crossing Iliamna Lake 


one winter. The ice had cracked all over. 
Some of the openings were four and six 
feet wide. These had frozen again, but 
the new ice was thin in many places. I 
went ahead of the team, testing the ice 
with a pole; but finally I must have grown 
careless, for I suddenly broke through and 
went down in the water over my head. I 
bobbed right up again because the ice was 
six feet thick on each side of the crack. 
Otherwise I would have gone right under 
it forever. I could just get my arms on the 
edge of the crack and draw myself up to 
the waist, but not an inch farther. I’d 
hang there a minute, struggling, then 
down I’d go again. 

“T called to Dubby, trying to get him 
to come close enough so I could catch 
hold of him. The little fellow was 
hitched, and though he did his best to 
reach me, there was a black devil of a dog 
next to the sled who was afraid. Hed 
move with the team just so far, then he'd 

ull back, which action started the others 
acking also, and Dub, of course, couldn’t 
pull the whole team by himself. 

“T saw he couldnt reach me, so I 
worked away until I got my knife out of 
my pocket. I began to slash the ice, 
hoping to make a cut deep enough to 
afford a handhold. It wasn’t but a short 
time before the frozen steel blade snapped 
off like a dry twig. I knew there was no 
use yelling, for the length of that lake is 
one hundred miles of loneliness, with only 
an Indian village at each end. I kept 
raising myself; but each time I fell a little 
short. I could feel the cold slowly striking 
into my bones. I began to wonder how 
many minutes it was going to take me to 


die. 


“TT WAS then I saw that Dubby was 
starting the team. He had evidently 
piven up trying to come straight for my 
ole and had veered off at an angle. The 
dogs followed him. He crossed the crack 
at a safe place below me, circled around 
back of me, keeping as close to the hole as 
the dogs would let him; and then it 
dawned on me what he was trying to do! 
I gee-ed him, so that the light sled swung 
close in toward me. I made a desperate 
tab for it—and missed it by a few inches! 
Bue the second time, the wonderful little 
fellow circled under my direction, and | 
succeeded in grasping a runner as the 
sled went by. 
“You can’t tell me that a dog can’t 
reason. Pd have been in that lake yet if 


Dubby hadn’t known just how close he 
could bring his team without their 
balking on him. . . . He was the greatest 
little general I ever had. 

“Besides being nearly human, he had 
the friendliest, paw-playing, nose-snug- 
gling ways with him. . . . More than 

fty thousand miles he led me through 
all kinds of dangers, through all kinds of 
weather, and never once did he show the 
white feather or try to look out for him- 
self first. Every day I keep remembering 
little things he used to do—and he’s been 
dead a long time now.” 

I recalled the honored old Husky’s 
passing. All over the Northland sour- 
doughs talked of it, suspicious glints of 
moisture in their peep-sight eyes, and 
nearly every newspaper in the country 
gave Dubby a column with the headlines 
‘Alaska’s Most Famous Leader Is Gone.” 


“ AND there was Baldy too,” Scotty 

continued, ‘‘ always trying to tell me 
something with those big, serious eyes of 
his, always giving every ounce of his 
strength and every thought of his heart 
to bring me victory.” 

“And fame, also,” I added. “You 
remember when he died, the papers from 
Nome to France announced it—‘ Baldy 
Reaches the End of the Trail?” 

We sat in silence for a while, but | 
knew by the expression in the little 
Scotchman’s blue eyes that he was think- 
ing of those beloved four-footed friends of 
his who had gone. Whimsically I thought 
of them too, brave and faithful leaders to 
the end, going ahead to find a trail into 
the Unknown for their cherished master. 

“Do you mind what Pat O’Cotter, the 
Roughneck Poet, wrote about the old 
sourdough who wondered if dogs woula 
be allowed in heaven?” Scotty broke in 
on my fancies. ` 

And then, in that soft Scottish voice of 
his that can “gentle” anything from a 
timber wolf to a whale, he repeated: 


“You can’t tell me God would have Heaven 
So a man couldn't mix with his friends; 
That we're doomed to meet disappointment 

When we come to the place the trail ends. 
That would be a low-grade sort of Heaven, 
And I'd never regret a damned sin 
If I mush up to the Gates, white and pearly, 
And they don’t let my Malemute in. 


“For I know it would never seem homelike, 
No matter how golden the strand, 

If I lose out that pal-loving feeling 
Of a Malemute's nose in my hand.” 


CLARENCE BUDINGTON KELLAND has written for next month an unusually helpful article, in 


which he reveals how imagination has worked for him, and how you can make it work for you. 
Kelland is known to the readers of this magazine as the author of the Scattergood stories. 


Mr. 
In this 


article, however, he reveals his own personal story, and shows how, step by step, his imagination has 
piloted him. “It is the greatest force in the world,” he says; ‘‘and it’s free. Any of us can use it.” 


The Tougher the 


boy. He also keeps an eye on the stake- 
driving wagon. Important? That bo 

just naturally knows the show couldn’t 
run without him! So does John James, 
the side-show boss canvasman. So does 
‘Blink,’ the one-eyed darky on the back 
door. So does Pete Lee, the front-door 
man. He is responsible for putting up 


(Continued from page 47) 


and taking down the red marquee marked 
‘Front Entrance.’ No other man touches 
it. That’s Pete Lee’s front door. 
“That’s the way it is all around the 
show. If there’s a rip or a tear in any 
top on the lot, I wouldn’t think of let- 
ting any man touch it but Bill Hatton, 
the circus sailmaker. He thinks he 


Job the Tighter They Stick 


owns the whole blamed spread of canvas. 

“Circusing gets a little rough at times. 
Once we were making a long run to 
Jackson, Michigan, some years ago. The 
first section got over a bridge near Plain- 
field, but the second section went through. 
One Pullman went partly under water. 
Another hung head down. I got out of 
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That surge of hushed power 


demands something that merely “good” oils cannot give 


As you drive, do you mentally 
“push” your car? Or is hushed 
powerready foryoumileaftermile? 

New engines are quiet engines. 
But only half of America’s motor- 
ists continue to get out of their 
engines the quiet mileage that 
they should. Or the freedom 
from carbon deposits and wear. 

Note these facts: If every auto- 
mobile engine today were lubri- 
cated with the correct Mobiloil 
its average quiet, powerful life 
would be increased at least 250%. 
And engine repair bills would be 
cut in half. 

In even the simplest motor 
there are hundreds of points where 
annoying noise can develop. With 
the aid of detailed specifications, 
every one of these points in your 
car was considered by the Mo- 
biloil Board of Engineers before 
they recommended the grade of 
Mobiloil specified for your engine. 


Dealers who prefer steady customers 


Mobiloil is recommended by deal- 
ers who prefer steady customers 
to mere profit per quart. These 
dealers know that the Vacuum 


Oil Company specializes only in 
lubrication. The fruit of that 
specialization is Gargoyle Mobil- 
oil. The dealer’s copy of the Mo- 
biloil Chart enables him to give 
you a grade exactly suited to the 
needs of your engine. The use of 
that oil insures: 

1. Quiet, abundant power for 
the longest possible time. 2. 
Cheapest mileage by the year. 
3. A car that works for you in- 
stead of a car that demands that 
you work for it! 


HOW TO BUY 


From Bulk 30c— 30c is the fair retail price 
for single quarts of genuine Mobiloil 
from the barrel or pump. 

For Touring Convenience—the sealed 1- 
quart can is ideal for touring or emer- 
gencies. Carry 2 or 3 under the seat of 
your car, 

For Your Home Garage—the s-gallon or 
1-gallon sealed cans—or 1¢-, 30-, or §5- 
gallon steel drums with faucets. k 

All prices slightly higherin Southwestern, 

Mountain and Pacific Coast States. 
Vacuum Oil Company, branches in 

principal cities. Address: New York, 

Chicago, or Kansas City. 


The Sign to 
Hushed Power 


NAMES OF 
PASSENGER 
CARS 


Buick... . 
Cadillac. 
Chandler... ... 
Chevrolet FB 


Chrysler... . 
Dodge Brothers 


Hudson Super 6. . 
Hupmobile. .... 
Maxwell 
Nash sin 
Oakland. . 
Oldsmobile 4 
Oldsmobile 6 
Overland 
Packard 8 

* (other mod's 
Reo. 
Rickenbacker 6 
Rickenbacker 8 
Star 
Studebaker 
Willys-Knight 4 
Willys-Knight 6 


>73 


ee 


>> >| Summer 


(other mod’s.) [Arc 


Serer meer 


MAKE THIS CHART 
YOUR GUIDE 


HE correct grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil for 
engine lubrication of prominent passenger 
cars are specified below. 


The grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil are indicated 
by the letters shown below. 
Gargoyle Mobiloil Arctic. 


If your car is not listed here, see the complete Chart 
at your dealer’s. 


“Arc” means 


Winter 
Winter 
Summer 
Winter 
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my stateroom in the boss’s car, and 
skidded in my underwear through that 
Pullman to see if anybody needed help. 
No one did. Troupers handle themselves 
pretty well. But the pair of ‘Siamese’ 
twins that traveled with us were all split 
up. One was at one end of the car and the 
other at the other! They’d been on the 
show with us three seasons—and that’s 
the first time J knew they weren’t 
genuine. 

“ Another time at Winnipeg, season of 
1913, I was down-town Sunday night 
seeing a show, the ‘Pink Lady, and it 
started to blow; so I beat it for the lot. 
The wind had tipped over all the ground 
lights and dousa them in a ditch. I 
know, because I slipped into that ditch 
with my best new suit and ruined it. 
Someone had yelled that the bulls (ele- 
phants) were on a stampede, and I 
couldn’t find a soul on the lot. But I did 
grope my way into the big top. 

“There was just one dim light burning 
there. The canvas was flapping and the 
quarter poles had jumped around until 
their butts had slid toward the center and 
loosened things up, all but one. That 
stood almost straight up. On it was the 
bell used by the starter of the hippodrome 
races. Every time that pole would jump 
that bell would ring. 

“I grabbed the quarter pole, trying to 
slide ıt toward center, so it wouldn’t 
puncture the top, but it was too much for 
me. Then I heard the bulls pounding and 
squealing outside the top. No trouper is 
ashamed of running when the bulls are on 
stampede. But before I could move, in 
through one end of the top the whole herd 
came, Red McKay hanging by his bull 
hook to the ear of the leader, and trying to 
stop him. 

“The seats were up. That herd galloped 
along one side of the top, laying the whole 
seat section flat! Away they went into the 
dark, Red McKay stil hanging on. Ina 
minute, back they came. This time they 
shunted through the other section of seats, 
on my side. It sounded like a cyclone 
tearing up a lumber yard. I stuck by my 
quarter pole. Didn’t have sense enough to 
move. The bulls disappeared into the 
night. In time the storm blew itself out. 
The top, luckily, stayed up. God help a 
poor sailor on a night like that! 


“TYE had the whole big top go down 
right over me; but not before we got the 
towners out. If you ever get caught in a 
blow-down, run toward the wind. If the 
wind gets under the top it balloons up— 
and maybe keeps on going. If the wind 
doesn’t get under the top, the whole thing 
may blow flat. In either case, you have a 
better chance of dodging poles and stakes 
if you run toward the wind. 

“You probably never will get caught 
under a blowdown top, because circuses 
are careful, and drive extra stakes when 
there’s a wind. 

“Circus crowds aren’t hard to manage 
if you understand them the way troupers 
do. I’ve had the middle centerpiece of the 
big top burn, right after the show opened 
to a packed house—with no one hurt. 

“A circus canvas is waterproofed with 
paraffin and wax. A spark from a passing 
railroad train lit on the canvas that day, 
and the fire ran right up to the ridge pole 
before we could get the crowd out. But 
no cne was hurt, and in a half-hour we 


had taken out what was left of the top, 
guyed up the center poles, hung a new 
side wall around the seats and resumed 
the performance—to a packed house. 
After seeing how we handled the situation, 
the towners had confidence in us. I don’t 
recall seeing a real panic in a big top. 


“THERE'S an old saying, ‘Once a troup- 
er, always a trouper.’ That comes 
pretty near being true. It’s funny why the 

stick. I don’t know why I stick myself! 
I was born at Lynn, Massachusetts, and 
went through the Lynn grade schools. 
My seven sisters and four brothers 
finished high school. They are all well 
married or have good positions. Not one 
of them went many miles from home, 
until the war. But the trouper bug bit me 
when the Buffalo Bill show came along. I 
pma out in 1900 as cookhouse waiter. 

've been a trouper ever since. 

John Francis O'Connell, whose father 
was born in Ireland and whose line is 
traceable to “the day when St. Patrick 
came from France,” held up an attention- 
arresting hand. “Hear those darkies 
singing?” He turned in his canvas 
steamer chair and nodded a shaggy head 
toward a group of negro canvasmen, who 
were working along the side of the bi 
top. “Tightening up the side ropes and 
storm guys between shows, in case there 
might come up a blow to-night,” O’Con- 
nell explained. “Listen, now.” 

I listened. A massive, coal-black negro 

ang boss, probably a native of some 
uthern plantation or river town, was 
intoning a chantey while his helpers 
tightened ropes. At the end of each line 
of verse his gang pulled in unison on the 
rope, while a specialist at the tent stake 
took up the half hitch. 
The first chantey went: 


“Ah love mah yaller gal. (Heave it.) 
Ah love mah chocolate brown. (Heave it.) 
But give me mah old black gal. (Heave it.) 
She’s always hangin’ roun’. (Low-down rag 
an’ heave it. Go to de next.) 


“That’s the spring song,” said O’Con- 
nell. 
The gang boss began another: 


“ Ah love chicken. (Heave it.) 
’Possum is fine. (Heave it.) 
But give me watermelon. (Heave it.) 
Hangin’ on de vine. (Low-down rag an’ 
heave it. Go to de next.) 


White folks! White folks! (Heave it.) 
You haven't got no sense. (Heave it.) 
To leave dat watermelon. (Heave it.) 
Hangin’ on de fence. (Low-down rag an’ 
heave it. Go to de next.)” 


At each command, ‘“‘Go to de next,” 
the rope-tightening gang stepped briskly 
forward to another rope and stake. 

“That’s the summer song,” O’Connell 
explained. 

waited a moment. Presently the 
negro gang boss began another chantey: 


“Some day’s comin’. (Heave it.) 
Won’t be long. (Heave it.) 
Youse gwine look for de flag. (Heave it.) 
And de flag will be gawn. (Low-down rag an’ 
heave it. Go to de next.)” 


“That’s the autumn song,” O’Connell 
volunteered. ‘‘They aall sing that 
when the season’s about to close. The 
‘rag’ is the canvas, of course. The ‘flag’ 
is the flag on the cookhouse. When the 
cookhouse flag is up meals are being 


served. When it is down there are no 
meals to be had. Dinner or supper or 
breakfast is over. That boss means, when 
he sings that song, that in a few days there 
will be no cookhouse, no flag, no circus, 
and no meals! It’s rather a sad song for 
most of them. They’re not good savers. 
They like craps too well. Put a bunch of 
those boys around an elephant tub with a 
pair of dice, and you'll sure see some 
action!” 

He blew his whistle twice. White men 
and darker ones came to his call. 

“Everybody inside the big top, on the 
blue seats,” he ordered. “Were going to 
have school this afternoon.” 

I shall not forget that school, nor how 
wee Micky Ward, the ninety-five-pound 
“catcher” with the Eddie Ward flying 
act, finally broke it up. Micky Ward, 
wife of the lion tamer, is the unofficial 
ingénue of the Sells Floto show. Not only 
is she the smallest catcher in the business 
—she catches flyers who weigh more than 
forty pounas more than she, as she hangs 
head downward from a trapeze—she 1s 
also a true comedienne. 


THE canvasmen arranged themselves in 
rows on the blue seat tiers. Big “Cow” 
O’Connell, hat in hand and both hands 
free, stood before them on the hippodrome 
track voicing jest and warning, leaping 
from gay to grave, and back again. 

“Last night,” he declaimed, “one of 

ou boys on the menagerie top got in a 
hiny and didn’t use his head. You—and 
I mean you, Blackie—loosened a main guy 
when he should have unhitched a side 
rope, and nearly killed one of your pals 
by dropping a center pole. ta the pal 
hadn’t jumped, he’d been a dead one. 
Don’t let that happen again! 

“There’s another thing: Some bird, 
with more lip than sense, Fag been shoot- 
ing off his mouth that the show train 
won’t carry you back to winter quarters, 
free, when we close season this fall. I’m 
tellin’ you—and you know I never lie— 
that every man that wants to can ride the 
train into winter quarters when the season 
closes. Put that in your headpieces. 

“One more thing: there’s a mistake in 
the route card to-day. It says the run 
to-night is one hundred and nineteen 
miles. It’s one hundred and fifty. That 
means we tear down in a hurry to-night. 
Now, get on the job. I—” 

A strictly feminine voice, proceeding 
from a quaintly bobbed head which was 
poked under the side wall nearest the 
attentive group, intruded with: 

“Just listen to that big Cow’s bull!” 

The meeting broke up in a roar of 
merriment. 

O’Connell returned to me and his 
favorite subject. 

“Don’t think it’s all meat and grav 
handling these birds,” he began. “ They’ l 
always stick in a pinch and they are crazy 
about their jobs. But they’re just like 
other human beings. 

“You often hear canvasmen referred to 
as ‘roughnecks.’ I never call them that. 
I’ve found that by giving them self- 
respect, responsibility, and some kind of 
a title, they will work their heads off. 
That’s why, when the route book is made 
up in the fall and the roster is printed 
in it, I rarely list one as a plain canvas- 
man. 

“T classify every man who’s been good, 
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STARIN 
bO HS 


Leading the Sports Vogue in Touring Cars 


How far the New Franklin Touring has in- and fine sports air give ita pleasing personality. 
* fluenced this season’s rapid growth in the sport High power, with comfort, handling ease and 
car vogue, no one can say. But there is no ques- dependability which betters the famous Franklin 
tion of the impression it has made on all who standard, rounds out a car instantly desired by 
have seenand drivenit. Forthefirsttimeanopen those with a flair for action, originality and 
car has been created which equals closed carsin quality. It makes ownership, from every angle, 
beauty. Its custom features, foreign style touches an enduring delight. 
A SPECIAL Sport Car DispLay—There will be a special 
exhibit of the Sport Touring, Sport Runabout and Sport 
Sedan at Franklin dealers during the next two weeks. The 
style leaders of the sport car vogue—go and see them. 


FRANKLIN 
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150 towels in a dust-proof 
carton, 40c. In Rocky Moun- 
tain Zone and Canada, soc. 
(Postage paid by us.) 

24.6 cents per carton when 
bought by the case (25 car- 
tons—3750 towels). Price per 
case $6.15 F. O. B. Factory 
Weight 60 Ibs. Even lower 
prices on orders of 5, 10 and 
25 cases. 

Ask your dealer, or send F 
us your order, ah 


Scorr Paper COMPANY 
Chester, Pa. 


Also makers of ScotTissue and 
Waldorf Toilet Papers 


© S.P. Co. 
{ Thirsty Fibre 
Really DRIES 


of a hundred uses! 


Millions of thirsty fibres in every ScotTissue Towel distin- 
guish it from every other similar product and impart to it that 
quick-drying, clean, soft quality you find so desirable ina towel. 


For your health’s sake, as well as for comfort and conven- 
ience, use ScotTissue Towels. They're easy to buy and econom- 
for ical both in the home and in washrooms visited by many persons. 


Kitchen Bathroom Automobile Office Factory 


and that’s about all of them, as ‘Seat 
Men,’ ‘Pole Riggers,’ ‘Cable Men,’ oc 
Setters,’ ‘Block Setters,’ ‘Front-Door 
Men,’ ‘Stake and Chain Men,’ ‘Sledge 
Gang,’ ‘Side-Wall Men,’ etc. That in- 
creases their self-respect. If they didn’t 
respect themselves and their jobs and 
their boss, the show wouldn’t move.” 
“Why would any sane human being,” 


| I demanded, ‘‘deliberately spend seven 


or eight months each year in mud, dust, 
heat, cold, storm, grueling work and 
stuffy sleeping cars, when he could stay 
on some decent job?” 

John Francis O’Connell studied a bit 
over this. 

“That’s what my folks ask me every 
winter when I come home to get polished 
up and pick up a few words of good Eng- 
lish. Ma be it’s because I get a fair 
salary and no chance to spend it; I save 


| about two thousand dollars a season. 


Maybe it’s the constant hurry and hustle 
of the circus lots. Maybe it’s the fun of 
getting the kids to help, and of spreading 
admission tickets among them. 

“Maybe it’s just the hard work. We 
drive most of our stakes with a machine 
now. But I’ve seen many an old assistant 
boss grab a sledge, and pound stakes just 
for old-time’s sake. Maybe it’s the con- 
stant change of scene. I dunno. I could 
earn one dollar and a quarter an hour as a 
steam fitter if I stuck around home. As 
it is, I’m wet for a week at a time, and 
never have a sick moment. I dunno. 


| Let’s ask somebody else!” 


AND so I spent an hour on that circus 
lot, asking every male and female 
trouper I aaia Wily he or she came 
back to the white tents when the birds sang 
each spring. The composite answer did 
not tell me anything. Even I, son of a 
showman, and an ex-trouper, had never 
answered the question to my own satis- 
faction. 

Finally, at the end of my rope, I ran 
across Willie. 

Willie is a coal-black negro from Ten- 
nessee. He is nearly seven feet tall. His 
hands and feet are enormous. His body is 
rail thin. His mouth is as broad as the 
broadest wedge of good, thick pie. He has 
been on canvas with the Sells Floto show 
for three seasons. He is a good worker. 
He slings a mean sledge, minds his own 
business, and is cheerful in all kinds of 
weather. 

“Here,” I thought, “is a fundamental 
thinker. He, in his negro simplicity, may 
know the truth.” 

“Willie,” I asked, “how did you come 
to join out with this circus?” 

Willie hesitated a full minute. 

“Well, Boss, my pahtner,” he finally 
replied, “he joined out from Chattanooga. 
So I joined out, too.” 

“Very good for the first season,” I 
said. ‘But why, when you can get ə nice, 
soft job on some plantation down South, 
do you keep on joining out every spring?” 

illie Peata longer this time. 
Finally a great light dawned upon him. 
His face broke into an engulfing grin. 

“Well, Boss,” he explained. “I think— 
I think, it’s—just—because dey’d miss 
me if I wasn’t ’roun’ de show!” 

And that, it seems to me, is the only 
correct answer to the perennial question: 
“ Why do troupers troupe?” 
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The Magic of Print 


Ta old patent-medi- 
cine fakir knew well 
the magic of print. And 
the army of quacks who fol- 
lowed him have made use 
of the same magic. Most 
men and women accept 
without question printed 
statements which they 
might discredit were the 
same words spoken. 


Never before in the known 
history of the. world has 
there been such an orgy of 
fake “cures” as there is to- 
day. You will find quacks 
trailing along in the wake 
of every announcement of 
important medical research, 
with false claims of their 
“discoveries”, their fake 
mechanical appliances and 
special treatments, their 
“health institutes” and their 
offers of free diagnosis and 
treatment by mail. 


Millions for Fake 
**Cures”’ 


Fake-medicine labels are 
more cautious than they 
used to be. The U. S. 
Government, through the 
Federal Food and Drugs 
Act, forbids false or misleading statements on 
the trade package. But this Act does not 
prohibit lying statements in advertisements, 
circulars, or window displays. 


The vultures who prey on the sick advertise 
different remedies ah guaranteed tocure a specific 
disease—tuberculosis, cancer, diabetes, kidney 
trouble, blood diseases, skin eruptions, epilepsy 
and almost every other serious ailment. And the 
dollars—millionsof them every year—roll in to en- 
rich these ghoulish quacks whose profits are tolled 


“Read the Label!” 


i ON’T take my word for it that this medi- 
cine will cure you! Don’t take anybody’s 
word! Read the label and see for yourself,” 
the street corner patent-medicine fakir urg 
as he held up a bottle containing some colored 
liquid guaranteed to cure a long 
and diseases. His confederate in the crowd 
asked to see a bottle—and then thè sales began. 


Although no specific remedy for the Company invites the cooperation of 

cure of tuberculosis has been found at editors and publishers everywhere. 

the time this is written and scientists It is true that the tuberculosis death @frested—by fresh air, sunshine, rest 
redu ut 


are working constantly on the problem rate has 


—there are literally hundreds of nos- during the past 10 years and each year Booklets giving recent and authorita- 


trums offered to the public as guaran- shows an improvement. 
teed cures, battle is being won by a campaign of losis 
education through which people are 


Against this cruel exploitation of the being taught that althou; 
sick, the Metropolitan Life Insurance cannot be cured by m: 


Published by RIT PEE 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY~NE 


from human lives. Sick folk 
are pitifully easy victims. 
They experiment and hope 
—tragically—until it is too 
late. Waiting even a few 
weeks to try out a new 
patent medicine or a course 
of treatments at some du- 
bious “health institute”, 
may mean death which 
might have been prevented 
by the right medical care. 


Cancerand Consumption 
“Cures” 


Of late there has been a re- 
newed wave of advertising 
of specific cancer and tuber- 
culosis ““‘cures”—the most 
despicable and cruel of all 
frauds perpetratedupon sick 
ople. Nomedicinehasever 
ech found that can be de- 
pended upon to cure these 
diseases—despite seemingly 
substantiated claimsof man- 
ufacturers. Testimonials 
count for little. Many 
quacks are still using testi- 
monials signed by people 
who died years ago from the 
very diseases of which they 
claimed they ae 
had been cured. . a 
When a cure for tuberculosis or cancer 
is found it will not be necessary for 
the discoverer to advertise. Maga- 
zines and newspapers everywhere 
will shout the glorious news of his dis- 
covery. Instead of being crowded away 
in a few inches of advertising space, the 
story will blaze in front-page headlines! 


Do not be deceived by the magic of 
print. Avoid advertised “cures”. If 
you are sick see your doctor. 


ist of ailments 


prevented and even checked in its early 
stages and perhaps be permanently 


and the right kind of nourishing food. 
Great tive information concerning Tubercu- 
and Cancer will be mailed free 


tuberculosis "POP Feqest- 


ine it can be HALEY FISKE, President. 
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Biggest in the World, More Assets, More Policyholders, More Insurance in force, More new Insurance each year 


88 The American Magazine 


WHY NOT A “VACATION” FAR WIVES? 


Te leisure hours you’ve always wanted — the 
little “vacations” so inviting in summer—they’re 
yours, when The Hoover comes into your home. 
It speeds your work and lightens your tasks. It does 
your sweeping, electrically and thoroughly. It beats 
your rugs, and rugs need beating. (This you can 
prove*...) And it suction-cleans. Your “dusting,” 
too, is quickly done, and dustlessly.e An immaculate 
home; longer-wearing rugs of enduring beauty; 
freedom from drudgery —these are yours, with a 
Hoover. But the thing you’ll enjoy most is the 
leisure hour or two The Hoover brings you. For 
that is priceless! Yet to obtain it you need pay but 
$6.25 down, and any Authorized Hoover Dealer 
will deliver your Hoover, complete. 


*To PROVE RUGS NEED BEATING: Turn over 
a corner of a rug; with the handle of an ordinary 
table-knife, or something of equal weight, give the under 
or warp side 15 to 25 sharp taps and watch the dirt dance 
out from the ñap depths onto a piece of paper. Feel the 
destructive character of this grit. This is the dirt your 
pressor cleaning methods have missed, and that beating 
dodged Correct use of The Hoover causes this 
embedded dirt to be vibrated to the surface by the rapid, 
pr beating of the Hoover brush, as erful suction 
ij tug from the floor and draws all the beaten-our, 
swept-up dirt into the dust-tight bag 


Jt BEATS +. & AE oo ee as it Sweeps as it Cleans 


THE HOOVE R COMPANY, NORTH CANTON, OHIO 
The oldest and largest maker of electric cleaners + The Hoover is also made in Canada, at Hamilton, Ontario 


The Happiest Day I 
Ever Spent 

FIRST PRIZE 

To-day is My Happiest Day 

025 I believed that my happiest 


day had come when a little gray- 

eyed, brown-haired girl blushingly 
answered “Yes”? to a very important 
question. But I found that (ene appier 
on our wedding day. 

I learned that I could be happier still, 
however, when our family physician 
placed a little pink mite of humanity in 
my arms and told me that I was the 
father of a very fine daughter. 

What seemed to me to be the supreme 
happiness of a lifetime, however, came the 
day before Christmas in 1912, when I 
was able to bring my wife home from the 
hospital. She had been desperately ill, 
and now was once more able to take her 
accustomed place in our home. 

But it seemed, several years later, that 
I was happier than ever before when I was 
informed that our daughter had presented 
us with a fine grandson, who bears a part 
of my name. That happiness has been 
repeated three times, and each time my 
joy has increased. 

But now I know that the happiest day 
was to-day, beginning with this morning, 
when I went to church and heard a good 
sermon preached by a young relative. 
After our noonday lunch, we embarked in 
our Tincanobile, and out in the spring 
sunshine we went to visit our daughter in 
her home. Of course I had to look over 
the school report cards of Thomas and 
John. This was done with baby Mark on 
one knee and Mary on the other, Mar 
assuring me that she was “ Brampa’s Dirl.” 

And then in the evening we came back 
to our own home.’ That same girl who 
thirty-six years ago said “Yes” sits 
e@eross from me reading. Her brown hair 
is streaked with gray, but to me her face 
will always be young and fair. I now 
know that to-day has been my happiest 
day so far in the journey, for I believe 
that I have found the true measure of 
happiness. 


And for to-morrow and its needs I do 
not pray; 

But keep me, guard me, love me, Lord, 
just for TO-DAY. T. C. D. 


SECOND PRIZE 
When My Boy Came Home 


From France 
OMETIME during the spring of 1917, 


my son, who was then eighteen years of 
age and a student in one of the colleges of 
isa wrote me that he had volun- 
teered to become a member of an ambu- 
lance unit in the World War. He went 
to France in the fall of 1917. Like other 
fathers, I was sad and apprehensive, yet 
proud that he wanted to join the service. 
Letters between us were frequent dur- 
ing his term of service. When his home- 
coming was announced, I went to the 
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“Some FEW YEARS AGO I ate Yeast for bacterial infections, boils and carbuncles. Within three 
weeks my infections disappeared and I have never been troubled since. But I have an especial 
message to mothers. Four children were born to me in four years, and they are perfect babies and I 
am a good specimen of a healthy mother—thanks to Fleischmann’s Yeast. Not only did it settle 
my stomach, when other things failed, but it also toned up my system, and gave me an appetite, 


which is most essential in motherhood.” 


Tueovosia Hession, R. N., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Now they are really well 


“A YEAR Aco two friends and myself went on a 
hunting trip into an arid region of Mexico. On our 
way out we picked up a piece of rich, gold-bearing 
float. We stayed nine weeks prospecting—living on 
the crude supplies the country afforded—and hope. 
My stomach was weak from abuse. My bonanza 
was a coarse, irritated skin—a breaking-out all over 
my body. I used a horde of ‘positive cures’ and 
then, discouraged, tried Fleischmann’s Yeast. In 
two months I was as I am today. My skin was 
better than ‘back to normal’ and I was ready for 
every ‘let’s go’? V. C. Spres, Barrett, Cal. 


Vital, joyous, certain once more of 
their power, thousands have found 
the way to glorious health through 
one simple food. 


OT a “cure-all,” not a medicine in 
any sense—Fleischmann’s Yeast 
is simply a remarkable fresh food. 


The millions of tiny active yeast 
plants in every cake invigorate the 
whole system. They aid digestion— 
clear the skin—banish the poisons of 
constipation. Where cathartics give 
only temporary relief, yeast strength- 
ens the intestinal muscles and makes 
them healthy and active. And day by 
day it releases new stores of energy. 

All grocers have Fleischmann’s Yeast. 
Start eating it today! Buy several cakes at 
a time—they will keep fresh in a cool dry 
place for two or three days. And let us 
send you a free copy of our latest booklet 
on Yeast for Health, Health Research 
Dept. J-19, The Fleischmann Company, 
701 Washington Street, New York. 


Eat 2 or 3 cakes regularly every day before 
meals: on crackers—in fruit juices or milk—or 
just plain. For constipation especially, dissolve 
one cake in hot water (not scalding) before break- 
Jast and at bedtime. 
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“For sıx years I was ailing, nervous and depressed, 
interested in nothing, accomplishing nothing, rarely 
for twenty-four consecutive hours free from pain— 
all caused I know by intestinal putrefaction. At 
last I asked a nurse if there was anything in the 
“yeast fad?’ She assured me there was. I began eat- 
ing daily three cakes of Fleischmann’s Yeast. Re- 
lief from constipation and pain followed. I con- 
tinued to take it as a tonic and food, regaining 
strength and energy and the long-discontinued com- 
pliments on my complexion. Today I am vigor- 
ously well, praise be to Fleischmann’s Yeast.” 
Kare D. Meares, College Place, S. C. 
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You rinse off the 


lather — then what? 


HERE’S the place where 

men’s spirits used to droop— 
after the shave. Dry preparations 
and liniments don’t fill the bill. 
Fine for some things but not for 
after shaving. No wonder most 
men dashed on cold water and 
let it go at that. 


Then came Aqua Velva—cre- 
ated expressly for after shaving. 
Little wonder men seized upon it 
as a long-lost friend. 


Because it helps conserve the 
natural moisture of the skin, 
Aqua Velva keeps your face like 
velvet all day long. It keeps the 
skin pliable and flexible—just as 


= - anal 


h 
um droog into 
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Williams Shaving Cream leavesit: 


—it tingles delightfully when applied 
—it gives first aid to little cuts 

—it protects the face from sun and wind 
—it prevents face shine 

—it delights with its man-style fragrance 


Tone up your face with Aqua 
Velva.. Keep it in perfect con- 
dition. A 150-drop test bottle 
FREE. Use coupon below or 
send a postcard. 


The large 5-ounce bottle at 


‘your dealer’s is 50c. (60c in 


Canada). Costs almost nothing 
a day—only a few drops needed. 
By mail postpaid on receipt of price 
if your dealer is out of it. 


Williams 


Aqua Velva 


for use after shaving 


By the makers of Williams Shaving Cream 


For FREE test bottle 


| nies | 


Address The J. B. Williams Co., Dept. 18, Glastonbury, ! 
Conn. (If you live in Canada, address The J. B. W 


Co., Limited, St. Patrick St., Montreal) 


illiams | 


Bush Terminal several days before the 
arrival of the transport. 

After an anxious wait on our part, the 
ship hove in sight, and slowly and majesti- 
sally moved up the bay and into her slip. 
The harbor was full Taf of all kinds, 
gayly bedecked with flags and bunting. 
On several of the ships and on the piers 
were bands playing patriotic airs, while 
cheering crowds of enthusiastic men and 
women joined their shouts of welcome 
with the joyful yells of the happy khaki- 
clad boys who literally swarmed the deck, 
yard arms, rails, and portholes of the ship. 

I eagerly scanned the throng, hoping 
to glimpse my boy before he landed. 
Sure enough, on the bow of the boat, in a 
crowd of his companions, I caught sight of 
his dear face. I placed my hands to my 
lips, shouting “534! 534!” (This was his 
unit number.) 

Presently, I saw him move and push 
his way to the rail, and earnestly scan the 
crowd lining the adjoining pier. Then, his 
arms extended in a gesture of embrace, 
he cried, ‘‘ Dad!’ Afterward he told me 
he had heard and recognized my voice, 
and had yelled to his buddies, “Get out of 
the way, fellows, there’s my Dad!” 

When the boys started to disembark, I 
hastened to the end of the pier, where I 
knew Bill would come to greet me. 

After our first greetings were over, he 
said, “Dad, I have come through this 
whole thing clean and true and square.” 
I said, “Bill, I believe you have.” He 
grabbed me by the shoulders and, looking 
squarely into my eyes, said, “Believe, 
believe, Dad? Say you know I did.” I 
replied, “ Bill, I know you did.” 

as that not happiness enough for 
one day! J. W. C. 


THIRD PRIZE 


My Happiest Day Brought 
Countless Happy Days 


I HAVE been blessed with many happy 
days, but the one day which stands out 
in my memory above all others is that 
on which I experienced boundless joy, 
together with the greatest physical pain I 
have ever known. It was a day almost two 

ears ago, when my daughter was born. 

have never experienced a more glorious 
feeling than that which came to me as 
that little bundle was placed in my arms 
for the first time. 

Here was the baby for whom we had 
planned for days and weeks. Here was 
the child who had been sent to bless our 
home. Only a tiny bit of wrinkled red- 
dish humanity was she, and certainly 
nothing beautiful to look upon. I was 
just another mother among many millions; 
but I felt as if the whole world must surely 
be rejoicing with me. As for my hus- 
band, he was too happy to utter a single 
word. 

Our baby is now almost two years old— 
a bright little thing, and very mischievous 
too. The joy she brought to our hearts 
the day she arrived she still gives to us as 
we watch her grow and play in her baby 
way. What day could possibly be com- 
pared to that one which brought me 
not temporary happiness but happiness 
which will be mine throughout the years 
to come? MRS. W. H. 
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yee three meals a day may be a warning of 
disaster—or a prophecy of success. Many a man 
has bitterly blamed his fate who should have blamed 
his food. Fate and Food. Food—and Fate! Sometimes 


life's struggle. 


it’s hard to tell them apart. Wrong food can crash to 
disaster the best body and brain that ever 
Right food will make you fit and keep you 
Heavy, heavy, what hangs over you? 


ew. 
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Delicious, easily digested, supplying varied nourishment 


Wis all is said and done, you 
can't get away from this—your 
body’s future is your future. If you want 
health and energy with which to build 
success and enjoy life, you must give 
your body daily the food elements 
Nature intended it to have. Yet the 
average modern diet seldom supplies all 
of these vital elements in sufficient quan- 
tities and in correct proportion. 

For this reason, a food-expert origi- 
nated Grape-Nuts. He designed it ex- 
pressly to supply: 1. Dextrins, maltose 
and other carbohydrates for heat and 
energy. 2. Iron for the blood. 3. Phos- 

horus for teeth and bones. 4. Protein 

or muscle and body-building. 5. The 
essential vitamin-B, a builder of the ap- 
petite. Grape-Nuts, with milk or cream, 
is an almost perfectly balanced ration. 

Wheatand malted barley are combined 
in this famous food. A special bakin 
process brings out the nut-like flavor an 


a food like this safeguards your 
body’s future 


prepares Grape-Nuts for easy digestion. 

The crispness of Grape-Nuts, also, 
makes it an especially valuable food. 
You chew it—and teeth and gums get 
the exercise they need to make them 
healthy and beautiful. 

Buy a package from your grocer to 
day, or accept the following offer, 


Grape-Nuts is one of the Post 
Health Products, which include also 
Instant Postum, Postum Cereal, Post 


A series of health break fasts— 
with two servings of Grape-Nuts free! 

Mail the coupon below and we will send you 
two individual packages of Grape-Nuts free— 
enough for two breakfasts. We will also send you 
“A Book of Better Breakfasts," containing menus 
for a series of delightful breakfasts—and written 
by a former physical director of Cornell Medical 
College, who is known as America’s foremost con- 
ditioner of men and women. Follow these menus 
and form the habit of healthful breakfasts. 


© 1925, P. C. Co. 
f A. M. 8-25 G.N. || { 
F R EE — MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


Postum Crarat Company, INC. 
Battle Creek, Mich. 

Please send me, free, two trial packages of Grape- 

i || Nuts, together with “A Book of Better Breakfasts,” 

į || by a former physical director of Cornell Medical 

| College. 


In Canada 
Address Cawaptan Postum Ceazar Co., Ltd. 
45 Front St., East, Toronto, Ontario 
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THE National City Bank of New York 
handles dollars by the million. 

The corner bootblack—nickels 
and dimes. 

Yet The National Cash Register 
Company meets the needs of both. 

Between these extremes lies every 
kind of business under the sun. 
National Cash Registers fit all their 
requirements too. 

It takes more than 500 different 
types and sizes of National Cash 
Registers to do it. 

15,000 skilled workers, covering 
the entire world, make, sell and serve 
them. 

Our Inventions Department, here 
in our plant at Dayton, has 250 ex- 


Why the corner bootblack 


in America are both 


perts working daily to improve them. 

41 years of progress and experi- 
ence lie behind them. 

National Cash Registers are the 
only ones that meet every need of 
every business. 

They are the most up to date—the 
best and lowest-priced cash registers 
in the world. 

Prices $75, $100, $125, $150 and 
up. Easy terms. Liberal allowances 
on used mathines. 


The National Cash Register 
Company, Dayton, 
Ohio, U.S. A. 


a 


KA 
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our customers 


OO ie J) 


*These prices apply 
in United States only 


== m 


Facts about 
The National Cash Register Company 


1—41 years devoted to making cash registers only. _ 
2—15,000 skilled workers making, selling and serving them. 


3—3190 patents, containing more than 40,000 claims, have 
been taken out on National Cash Registers. 


4—National Cash Registers used in every part of the civilized 


world. 


5—The best and lowest-priced cash registers. More than 500 
different types and sizes. One for every line of business. 


The National City Bank 
of New York has just 
installed 20 National 

nk Machines, which 
make and print all de- 
posit records in three 
different places with one 
operation. One in the 
depositor’s pass - book. 
One on the bank’s ledger. 
And one on the journal 
sheet. None of these 


are originals. All are 
identical. These records 
are safeguarded under 
lock and key. 


Cash Registers 
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FACTS ABOUT A FAMOUS FAMILY 


Use the GMAC Plan 


General Motors builds a car for every 
purse and purpose. Select the make and 
model that suits you best and buy it, if you 
choose, out of your monthly income. 


This you can do through the General 
Motors Acceptance Corporation, a banking 
institution owned by General Motors. 
More than 2500 banks are cooperating 
with it to finance the credit sales of Gen- 
eral Motors cars and trucks. 


The GMAC Plan is simple, sound and 
inexpensive. It is available through Gen- 
eral Motors dealers only. 


GENERAL MOTORS 


Buick + Capac + CHEVROLET © OAKLAND 
OxpsmositE + GMC Trucks 


General Motors cars, trucks and Delco-Light products may be purchased on the GMAC 
Payment Plan. Insurance service furnished by General Exchange Corporation. 


Adventures of a 
Forest Ranger 


(Continued from page 59) 


asked them to come up after me and act 
as witnesses if for any reason I did not 
return; and they agreed to do it. 

“A little Fact ber up the canyon, I came 
to another cabin, with an old man stand- 
ing in front of it. He told me, to my 
surprise, that the men I was after were 
living with him. And while we were 
talking, the fellows themselves came out 
of the cabin. There were two of them— 
George and Jim, we’ll call them. I told 
them my business, and they agreed at 
once to take me to the cutting. George 
remarked, however, that he believed they 
would take their rifles, and they did! 

“They were perfectly cool. They in- 
vited me, first, to go up the trail ahead 
of them. I explained that I was not 
accustomed to travel in front of men with 
guns; they knew where the ties were, and 
they would have to take the lead. They 
saw that I meant what I said, and walked 
silently up the mountain ahead of me. 
In those days I carried a 44-caliber six- 
shooter, and knew pretty well how to use 
it, if I do say so. 

“Their next trick was to stop at an 
old prospect hole which was filled with 
water. hey called attention to the 
timbers that could be seen through the 
water, and wanted me to come near and 
look. Of course I refused. 

“Finally, at an old cabin, they halted 
again, crit Gesene asked who was the best 
marksman in the bunch. 

“Te struck me that this was the time 
to get rid of those rifles. I drew my 
six-shooter quickly. Then I told George 
to put a can on a tree about twenty-five 
yards away, and to stand his gun against 
the cabin while he did so. He was in no 
position to refuse. While he posted the 
can, I walked to the cabin and emptied 
the magazine of his gun, keeping a good 
eye all the while on Jim. Then I told 
Jim to shoot at the can. When he had 
shot, I told George to take the same gun 
and shoot. Then J took the gun, and 
emptied the remaining cartridges at the 
can. 
“This left me, of course, in complete 
control. I made the men leave their guns 
at the cabin, and we went on to the cutting 
and returned, without further adventure. 


“ON ANOTHER occasion, I was as- 
signed to a certain district on the 
western slope of Colorado, to succeed 
rangers who had had a lot of trouble with 
the settlers. I had hardly arrived when 
I was visited at an old cabin in the 
mountains, where I was making my tem- 
porary headquarters, by two men with 
six-shooters—and invited to leave im- 
mediately. In fact, they suggested that I 
should pack up and start while they were 
there! 

“I tried to reason with them, but they 
only became more insistent. Then it 
flashed across my mind that what was talk- 
ing with such assurance was not so- much 
the men as the revolvers at their sides. 

“I am left-handed, although I shoot 
about equally well with both hands. I 
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And it 


Worked! 


NE of the girls at the 

office had told her 
about how she was using 
Listerine as a refreshing 
deodorant at times when 
she didn’t have time for a 
tub or shower. 


At first she was incred- 
ulous; but then one eve- 
ning she tried her friend’s 
suggestion, and to her sur- 
prise it worked—most 
agreeably! 


Listerine really is delightfully 
refreshing and effective as a de- 
odorant when you don’t have 
time for a real bath. 


And there are many such oc- 
casions, particularly in summer: 


When you feel hot and uncom- 
fortable—maybe after shopping. 


When you want to freshen up 
quickly after exercising. 


When you’re touring and it’s 
miles between tubs. 


When traveling on trains makes 
you wish for the old tub back 
home. 


Or when you do a bee-line 
from the office to a dinner en- 
gagement. 


It does the trick—and it’s safe. 
Listerine won’t irritate the skin 
or stain garments. You'll be de- 
lighted with it. 


To test the deodorizing prop- 
erties of Listerine, simply try 
this some day: Rub a little fresh 
onion on your hand. Then douse 

- on Listerine. The onion odor im- 
mediately disappears. 


Yov’ll say it’s remarkable— 
and it is—Lambert Pharmacal 
Company, St. Louis, U. S. A. 


—the 
LISTERINE saan aS 
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LISTERINE Throat Tablets are now available. Please 
do not make the mistake of expecting them to correct bad 
breath. Rely on the liquid, Listerine. Containing all of 
the antiseptic essential oils of Listerine, however, they are 
very valuable as a relief for throat irritations — 25 cents. 
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ST PC gaaene aes 
Hanover 
-< Shoe 


FIVE DOLLARS 


Style R283D 
Cherry Russia 


Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


Style 284 
Light Shade 
Russia Calfskin 

Oxford—$5 

Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


No matter how much you’ve 
been paying for shoes, no mat- 
ter how critical you are, you'll 
quickly appreciate the superb 
style, sound construction and 
unpfecedented value offered in 
Hanover Shoes. Write for 
catalog. 


The Hanover Shoe, Hanover, Pa. 
Exclusively for Men and Boys 


A Style LM208L 
PF Little Men’s Light 
r Shade Russia Lace 
= Shoe—$3 


Hanover Shoes for Boys and 
Little Men combine ruggedness, 
uality and comfort. 

$3 and $3.50. 


faced one of the men abruptly, with my 
right hand out as if to shake hands, 

“Your name is what!’ I asked. 

“He took my hand, automatically; and 
as he did this Í seized his six-shooter with 
my other hand and emptied it into the 
air. . I let his hand go while I shot; and 
before the other man had recovered 
“himself, I- had his revolver and was 
emptying that. 

“There were a few repairs to be made 
on my roof, but we were able to talk more 
reasonably. after the shooting! And it 
was characteristic of experiences like this 


that the men were afterward among my_ 


best friends and cooperators. 


“THESE incidents were both in the 

early days, before 1905, when the old 
forest reserves of the Interior Department 
were taken over by the Department of 
Agriculture, and the present Forest Ser- 
vice was established. But there have 
been plenty of lively ones since. 

“The first sheep were run into my 
forest, the Gunnison, in 1916, and they 
were bitterly opposed by the cattlemen. 
There was no reason for this, except that 
the cattlemen did not know the sheep- 
men, and had no faith in them. They 
were afraid they would trespass on the 
cattle ranges, in spite of the fact that the 
greatest precaution had been taken 
against just that. It was mostly the 
same old difficulty—getting used to 
something new. ° ~ 

“At first we staged a pitched battle 
between the opposing sides, with the 
Forest Service in the line of fire from 
both directions! But we got off without 
any casualties, and the combatants were 
finally convinced that the Government 
meant to play a firm hand and do justice 
to both sides.” 

It is an extraordinary thing that, with 
all the close scrapes he has had, Kreutzer 
has never been shot at, and has never shot 
at anyone. 

| “Well, I suppose that record would 

! . : ” 
have been impossible,” he answered my 
exclamation of surprise, “if it had not 
been for something my mother said to me, 
and if she had aot been the kind of mother 
she was. She was the most heroic figure 
I have ever known. She was brought up 
in London, England, a merchant’s Aaah 
ter and a city girl altogether. She met my 
father in the United States, married him, 
and came out with him to homestead a 
place in Colorado in the early ’70’s. 

“T was born on their claim, on Indian 
Creek, in a makeshift one-room log cabin. 
My father had just put it up, and as he 
was busy with other things on the place, 
he had left the windows till last, thinking 
there would be plenty of time to put them 
in before winter. But the snow came 
early that year—and I along with it. I 
have heard my mother tell how it drifted 
into the room that night, in spite of the 
coverings hastily put over the window 
openings, until they were obliged to 
shelter her bed with an umbrella! 

“While I was still a baby, and when 
my mother was about twenty-four, and 
had two other small children, my father 
accidentally discharged a pistol into his 
knee. He had to be taken away for an 
operation, and my mother, in order to 
hold the homestead, had to remain behind. 

“There were rufhans in the neighbor- 
hood, and they set to work to frighten her 


away, in order to take possession of the 
homestead for themselves. They. tried 
noises in the night, threats, petty perse- 
cutions of every sort. But she would not 
be frightened. At last, one day when she 
had taken her children and gone to visit a 
neighbor, they burned her cabin down! 

“‘And I used to think,’ I have heard 
her say, with a smile, ‘that the Wild 


: West stories were exaggerated!’ 


- “But still she would not leave. She got 
help from the neighbors, rebuilt the cabin, 
and stayed right there on the place until 
my father’s return. 

“You can see the hold a mother like that 
would have on a boy. 

““Well—when I was leaving home she 
told me not to shoot at anyone. She didn’t 
qualify it; perhaps she knew I would 
qualify it enough myself. 

“‘If you kill anyone,’ she said, ‘it will 
bother you afterward. Even if you are 
innocent of intent to kill, it will bother 
you!’ 

“That was all there was to it; but it 
made its impression. 

“Of course, if it had ever been reall 
necessary to shoot in self-defense, 
suppose I would have done it. But that 
is just the point: I always waited until it 
was necessary—and it never was!” 

The story of Elsie, and this epic of 
Kreutzer’s mother, are typical of the 
heroic parts women have often had to play 
in the settling up of the West. 

“There-have been many incidents of 
that kind,” concluded Kreutzer, “and 
they are interesting, because they show 
the ‘courage and resourcefulness all sorts 
of people will uncover when they are put 


right up against things. 


E SMILED when I asked him about 
danger from wild animals in the forest. 
“I have met them all at close range,” he 
said—‘ cougars, bears, lynxes, timber 
wolves, coyotes, and bobcats—and not one 
of them ever made the slightest move to 
molest me. Of course if I had attacked 
them, or if something had disturbed them 
reatly before I arrived, or if I had sud- 
enly come upon a mother with her cubs, 
it might have been a different story. But, 
so far as I know, except in such circum- 
stances, no wild animal has ever attacked 
a human being in these mountains. 

“The animals, of course, are continually 
troubling one another. In the winter of 
1916 there were unusually heavy snows, 
and the state game warden asked me to 
help save a herd of two hundred deer in 
the Beaver Creek country near Gunnison. 
Their feed, the mountain laurel, which lies 
just above ordinary snows, had been 
covered up. 

With the help of some men on skiis, I 
dragged alfalfa up to their range in the 
afternoons, and they came and ate it 
after we had gone. The deer, of course, 
were less strong and fleet than in a good 
feeding winter, and we came up one day 
and found a little buck dead on the snow. 
A mountain lion had killed it. Coyotes 
got twelve or fifteen of the herd that 
winter, but most all of the others were 
saved. 

“There are few timber wolves left in 
Colorado, but now and then a pack 
appears. There was a mean one in this 
forest in 1917. 

“The timber wolf, you know, is clever— 
and criminal, if ever an animal was, -He 
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AMERICANS SHOULD PRODUCE THEIR OWN RUBBER.. 
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dies pe ma who, nearly three years ago, saw 
the first set of Balloon tires ever made, which were 
designed and developed by Firestone, doubted 
that such thin-walled tires would stand the hard 
usage demanded of pneumatic tires. 


They overlooked, however, the advantage 
Firestone possessed in its extra process of treating 
cord fabric—Gum-Dipping—which insulates 
every fiber of every cord with rubber and gives 
the thin walls the extra strength to withstand 
the extra flexing strain. 


MOST MILES PER DOLLAR 


tw 


. the ‘Extra Process 


— no extra cost to tire buyers 
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This rubber insulation also minimizes friction 
and is the reason why Firestone Balloon Gum- 
Dipped Cords keep cool in the hardest service, 
and, since heat is destructive to tire life, why they 
give such unheard-of mileage in addition to safety 
and comfort. It explains, too, why race drivers 
trust their lives to Firestone tires when breaking 
all records for speed and endurance. 


Begin now to enjoy the greater advantages of these 
wonderful tires. Let the nearest Firestone dealer 
equip your car—he will do it quickly, at low cost. 


FACTORIES: AKRON, OHIO Hamilton, Ontario 


Firestone 


FULL-SIZE GUM-DIPPED BALLOONS 
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Rock of Hges 


H Permanent 
Granite for 


Your family 
Memorial 


T. select your family 
memorial in Rock of 
Ages granite is to pay im- 
perishable tribute to those 
you love. 


Rock of Ages is a granite 
that never grows old. It is 
smooth of grain, exceeding- 
ly hard and has a natural 
blue-gray color. In polished 
finish it shines like a mirror. 
It is adapted to the most 
delicate carving. 

Rock of Ages is a granite 
you will be proud to own. 
Let us send you our illus- 
trated Booklet “A.” 


Reoguzst our Certificate of Per- 
fection when placing your order 
with your local memorial mer- 
chant. It is your guarantee of 
Rock of Ages granite, and pro- 
tects you against inferior substi- 
tutes. 


BOUTWELL, 
MILNE & VARNUM 
COMPANY 


Quarriers—Rock of Ages Granite 
MONTPELIER; 
VERMONT 


Quarries at Barre, Vermont 


attacks a steer from behind, bites the 
leader in two above one of the hind feet, 
so that escape is impossible, then kills his 
prey at his leisure. And when he has had 
one meal from a steer, he leaves it. For 
his next meal, he kills another. 

“The pack that came to Colorado in 
1917 was led by a well-known fellow called 

wo-toes, so named because he had lost 
some toes in a trap. The killers got about 
fifteen cattle, and there seemed to be no 
stopping them. The cattlemen had tried 
every way they knew to trap them—but 
it was all no use. The timber wolf is at 
his best in avoiding a trap; he will turn 
out of a trail where one has been hidden, 
no matter how cleverly. 

“Finally, the cattlemen offered a re- 
ward of five hundred dollars for the 
capture of Two-Toes—and prayed for the 
return of Rattlesnake Jack! 

“And, sure enough, Rattlesnake Jack 
turned up. Rattlesnake is a man with 
sirups and salves that smell to heaven, for 
all the different animals—and recognized 
champion trapper of the region. 

“He worked right up to his standard 
on Two-Toes, except in one respect. He 
generally takes his wolves alive. He traps 
them, lassoes them on the trap, and chokes 
them with the lasso until it is safe to come 
up and muzzle them and let them revive. 

his isn’t wholly for humanitarian reasons, 
it might be added; it helps him with his 
rewards. When there is any difficulty 
about a reward, he has only to speak of 
letting the animal go. He missed taking 
his game alive this time—old Two-Toes 
was too much of a fighter. But there was 
no trouble about the reward!” 

Mr. Kreutzer was thoughtful a moment. 

“ But really,” he said, “‘it is the friendly 
side of animals, the helpful side even, that 
impresses you most in the forests. 

“Watch any good mountain horse 
picking his way over boulders in these 
narrow and often dangerous trails, sure- 
footed and cautious always, but willing to 
attempt almost anything he is urged to 
attempt; finding the way out of the 
remotest places when even his rider has 
lost it. It’s a wonderful lot of qualities 
when you come to think of it—wonderful, 
especially, to a man whose life is continu- 
ally depending on them. 


“AND there’s a certain dog I know, a 

mixture of shepherd and gray timber 
wolf. His name is Licker, because his 
master, a cow driver, bought him asa pup 
with half a pint of whisky. Licker has a 
companion dog named Boots, a shepherd, 
belonging to the same cowman. Boots 
sleeps with his master, actually, and is 
generally favored, while Licker gets on as 
he can. If the cowman so much as says, 
‘This Licker’s a good dog,’ Boots growls. 
And if he pats Licker on the head, Boots 
runs over and snaps at Licker. All of 
which Licker doesn’t mind at all. 

“Boots has a way of starting fights, 
apparently with the conviction that Licker, 
a great fighter, will come out and help. 
And Licker always comes; but as soon as 
he gets there, Boots goes. And Licker 
finishes the fight! 

“Recently Licker’s master’s cows, along 
with some other cows, wandered into a 
willow grove on a round-up. The branches 
of the willows hung too iw for the men 
to go in after the cows on horseback, and 


the grove was too extensive for them to go 
on foot if they could help it. The other 
cowmen drifted down below the grove 
looking for a way in, leaving Licker alone 
with his master. 

“Licker’s master didn’t want him to 
go in after the cows, because they were 
soon to be weighed, and agitation would 
reduce their weight. But finally he said, 
“Go ahead, Licker.’ And Licker went, as 
he had been unleashed. 

“The man waited a long time, without 
a sign“or a sound of Licker or a cow. At 
last he rode down to where the other 
cowmen were. 

“‘ Seen anything of Licker?’ he inquired. 

“*“What’s that over there?’ asked one 
of the cowmen, and pointed to the moun- 
tainside beyond the willows, where a herd 
of cattle stood with tails together and 
heads in a circle, just as they stand when 
they are attacked by wolves. Licker was 
marching slowly around and around them, 
looking fike a wolf, and suspected, no 
doubt, of being one! The cowmen counted 
the cattle, and not one was missing.” 


BY NO means the most spectacular, 
but I thought the most interesting, 
thing in all Mr. Kreutzer’s story was his 
own courageous persistence in getting an 
education. 

“ All my schooling as a boy,” he said, in 
answer to my question, “was in a one- 
room log schoolhouse in the mountains. 
There were all sizes of pupils in the school, 
including, generally, a number of men of 
twenty or more in the first reader— 
miners who had found how important it 
was to have some education. I kept 
digging away in this school until I had 
about what would have been a high-school 
education. 

“I got a good business man in the village 
to give me a business course after school 
hours, and did odd jobs for the ranchers to 

ay him. He told me I needn’t pay him; 
Oa I am glad I did. I got more out of it. 
In the same way, I paid for a correspond- 
ence course in law, and when I had gone to 
work regularly, took a more advanced law 
course by correspondence, and could have 
been admitted to the bar. That was what 
] meant to do, till forestry got hold of me. 

“After I started the forestry work, I 
heard of the forestry course at Yale 
University. Going to Yale was out of the 
question; but I got a friend to give me a 
list of the books used in the course, and I 
bought them, and read and reread them 
all, chiefly at night by camp fire and 
candle light. 

“David Starr Jordan gave a course of 
lectures on fish culture, in the Gunnison, 
and I arranged my work to attend those. 
I took a course in geology at the Gunnison 
normal school, a short course in forestry at 
the Colorado Agricultural College—both 
without interrupting my regular work— 
and I am just now finishing a correspond- 
ence course in business administration. 

“All this study has been well worth 
while on its own account—just for the 
interest it has added to my everyday 
experiences. But it has also repaid me in 
another way. It has made possible my 
promotions in the Forest Service; they 
could not have come without it. For 
what was a mighty primitive service in 
the beginning, is now a very scientific and 
businesslike one.” 


+ è è è ¢ 


The American Magazine 


Tuar little block of stock you have been 
holding for the right figure, that business 
you watch so closely, those investments 
you tend so carefully . . . what would 
they bring at a quick, forced sale? 


With you at the helm your assets bulk 
large. In the hands of another there 
might be little left of your estate for your 
family. Perhaps nothing. Perhaps only 
debts. 

But no matter what the executor says, 
you can put your family today beyond the 
power of the final result to destroy their 
happiness. 


For insurance is a bond between the 
insurance company and your beneficiary. 
You can protect it against seizure of any 
kind. It bears no relation to other assets 
that form your estate. Itis paid to whom 
you direct. 


The Phoenix Mutual Life Insurance 
Company has developed many unique 


specified age. Another guarantees the 
education of your children, no matter 
what happens. And another will protect 
you when you reach the age of 65, the age 
at which only two out of every ten men 
are independent. 


Life insurance is now planned as a 
program of protection. It has entered a 
more cheerful phase of its existence. And 
all these new uses and objectives of life 
insurance enter into the special training 
required of each Phoenix Mutual repre- 
sentative. He will plan your insurance 
to make it serve you best. He is entirely 
competent to counsel and advise you. 
You may discuss with him your plans and 
wishes with complete confidence in his 
integrity. His services place you under 
no obligation. A letter brings him to 
your home or office. 


PHOENIX. MUTUAL 


LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


fy 


I 


HOME OFFICE f, i HARTFORD CONN. 
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First policy issued 1851 
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NO MATTER WHAT THE EXECUTOR SAYS 
_.. THEY ARE SAFE 


plans to meet your special requirements 
and needs. Among these is a policy which 
assures a regular income beginning at a 
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Soft Food Harms 
teeth and gums! 


F our food were coarse and fibrous, 

mastication would be more of a 
job and less of a courtesy. And your 
teeth and gums, in the natural course 
of eating would get a vigorous func- 
tional massage which would keep 
teeth clean and gums in sound and 
healthy condition. 

But, the over-refined food of to- 
day robs the teeth of work—cheats 
the gums of stimulation. There you 
have the true reason for the alarm- 
ing prevalence of troubles which 
beset our gums today. 


How to keep 
teeth clean and gums firm 


The dental profession knows well the im- 
portance of the care of the gums. Thou- 
sands of them, to whom we have personally 
demonstrated Ipana, recommend its use. 
Many even urge a massage of the gums 
with Ipana after the ordinary cleaning with 
Ipana and the brush. 

For, in addition to its power of cleanin 
the teeth, Ipana, because of its zirato 
content, tones and stimulates the gum 
tissue. A few weeks of its use will make 
jouriteeeh whiter, your gums firmer and 

ardier. 
Try Ipana Tooth Paste 
for one month 

Your gums may bother you seldom or 
never. Your tooth brush may never “show 
pink.” But even then, as a prèventative 
measure, brush your teeth and your gums 
with Ipana. Keep the circulation active, 
the tissue firm and the teeth clean. Go to 

our nearest drug store. Get a large tube. 
Use it for a month. You'll be delighted 
with its flavor, its cleaning power and its 


effect! 
TOOTH 


IPANA caste 


—made by the makers of Sal Hepatica 


l BRISTOLMYERS co. i 
l Dept. J-85, 42 Rector St., New York, N. Y. I 
I I 
l l 
l 
! 
i 


Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 
PASTE without obligation on my part. 


© Bristol-Myers Co., 1925 


David May Carries a Big Balance in the 
Bank of Friendship 


(Continued from page 37) 


lithographed pictures of their favorite 
candidates and display them in their 
windows, or frame them to hang on the 
walls of their homes. 

“You have probably seen one of those 
old campaign pictures, with the features 
of the President and Vice President sur- 
rounded by all sorts of fancy scrolls and 
‘gingerbread’ work, and wondered what 
on earth they were ever made for. Well, 
people used to be very proud of them. I 
got a job selling those pictures, and did 
very well with it; but it lasted only about 
six months. When the election was over 
the enthusiasm died out. However, the 
experience led to something very much 
better for me. 

“I had sold a picture to a man in Cin- 
cinnati named Kirschbaum, and some- 
thing about the way I handled the sale 
seemed to attract him. He told me he 
owned an interest in a store in the little 
town of Hartford City, Indiana, and he 
said that he would like to have me go 
down there and work in the store. He 
offered me twenty-five dollars a month, 
board, room, and washing. I accepted on 
the spot. 


“I WAS a magnificent offer! That 
makes you smile, doesn’t it? Just the 
same, in chase days that was a very fine 
position for a boy seventeen years old. 

“Mr. Weiler, the other partner who was 
running the store, was one of the finest 
men I ever new. 

“I worked there for two years, from 
1866 to 1868. During that time the busi- 
ness done by the store increased from 
twenty thousand dollars to one hundred 
thousand dollars annually. I forgot to tell 
you that I had agreed to work two years 
for the twenty-five dollars a month. 

“The hours I worked then would be 
incredible to the modern youngster. I 
opened the store at six oclock in the 
morning, and we kept open, sometimes as 
late as eleven. 

“T enjoyed it mightily, though. You 
see, business wasn’t done in such a rush in 
those days. A man, or woman, didn’t 
burst into the store, spend a dollar, and 
rush out again, all in a minute or so. No 
indeed! To begin with, a man who spent 
a dollar with such unseemly haste would 
be looked upon with considerable sus- 
picion. His mind might be affected. Cer- 
tainly, his credit would be. 

“ No, a good deal of conversation had to 
accompany each sale. If a woman was 
buying a piece of calico, she had to take it 
to the door and let the light shine on it, to 
make sure it matched her sample. Then, 
like as not, she put the corner of the cloth 
into her mouth and chewed it thoughtfully 
for a minute or two. This was to see 
whether the colors were fast or not. 

“At the end of the second year I de- 
cided that I ought to have a raise. I sug- 
gested this to Mr. Weiler, and his reply 
marly knocked me silly. ` 

“Raise?” he said to me. ‘Why, David, 
you ought to have an interest in the store. 
You ought to be a partner!’ 


“‘Why, Mr. Weiler,’ I answered, ‘Mr. 
Kirschbaum would never consent to such 
a thing. He wouldn’t even dream of it!’ 

““*Now, you listen to me, David,’ Mr. 
Weiler retorted. ‘Kirschbaum knows 
which side of his bread the butter is on. 
You go right down to Cincinnati, and say 
to Kirschbaum, just like this: 

“<«Mr. Kirschbaum, if you don’t give 
me an interest in that store I’m going to 
walk right out on you!”’” 

David May fingered his short mustache 
and chuckled rentin eai 

“I did it,” he said. “I made my little 
speech to Kirschbaum, just like Weiler 
told me to. He thought it was a wonderful 
joke. He roared with laughter. My prop- 
osition to jump from a twenty-five-dollar- 
a-month clerk to a full partner tickled him 
immensely. But after he got through 
laughing he said: 

“*‘ David, you’ve been a good boy. You 
deserve to be a partner!’ 

“And I was! They gave me a one- 
quarter interest in the store.” 

Thereafter, until the year 1877, May 
owned his interest; and so well did the 
business do, under his guidance, that when 
he left it in that year he had accumulated 
twenty-five thousand dollars. 

The circumstances which brought about 
his leaving were strange and unexpected. 
The business section of the little town 
was built around a public “square,” in the 
center of which stood the courthouse. 
Nearly all of the buildings were of frame 
construction. 

One night, in the spring of 1877, young 
May was awakened by shots. It was a fire. 
In those days men used to shoot guns and 
pistols into the air to signal a conflagration 
and call for help. May bundled into his 
clothes and hurried down-town. 

The fire, he discovered, was not in the 
building where his store was, but in one 
farther down the block. But, with a high 
wind blowing and almost primitive fire- 
fighting apparatus, the whole business 
section of the town was endangered. 

While men endeavored to control the 
flames, young May began to remove his 
stock of goods across the street to the 
courthouse lawn. He persevered until 
everything was in safety. 


Bur his almost superhuman exertions 
had left him terribly exhausted. He 
had been alternately roasted by the rising 
flames and chilled b the icy wind from 
the prairie. This brought on a cold. He 
thought nothing of it at lfirst, but the 
cold was obstinate. Despite everything he 
could do to cure it, it hung on. By late 
summer it became evident that his health 
was seriously endangered. So he decided 
to sell out and go to Colorado. 

Manitou Springs was the place to which 
he decided to go. When he arrived there 
he found a fishing party getting ready to 
set out for a two-weeks camping trip to 
Twin Lakes. Marshall Field, who later 
became Chicago’s merchant prince, was a 
member of the party. He liked May, and 
invited him to go along, 
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ow the LaSalle Problem Method 


No matter what you are making now, 
you are interested in any plan which sug- 
gests a practical way to increase your 
earnings—within a comparatively short 
time. 


There is such a plan— it is known as the 
LaSalle Problem Method—and its prac- 
tical value is attested by thousands of men 
who have employed it to plus their native 
aptitude with systematice training. Read 
these typical experiences: 


Clerk Becomes Auditor; Big Salary—''Seven 
years ago I worked in a grocery store at $20 a week 
Recently the Hackney Audit Company, of which 
I am president, was employed by this same grocer 
under contract to make an audit, at our regular 
rate of $25 a day. But for LaSalle training in Higher 
Accountancy, I would never have been in a position 
to accept the above contract.” 


JAMES H. HACKNEY, Florida. 


LaSalle Trained Him—Got Him the Job—'‘To 
LaSalle goes the credit for training me so that I 
was able to turn a refusal into an acceptance, in 

reference to over one hundred other applicants. 

cannot give too much credit to LaSalle and its 
Placement Department for the success of my ap- 
plication for this vey fine position.’ 
. W. DeMOTTE, New York. 


Boosts Salary 400 Per Cent—" From the bench 
to the position. of Superintendent in C harge of Ex- 
port, with an increase of 400 per cent in salary— 
that is what has happened to me within a few short 
years. In all sincerity, I attribute my success in a 
very large measure to your splendid course in 
Business Management.” C.C. MARTIN, Wisconsin. 


The Start of a Successful Salesman—"! was 
employed by the Depot Filling Station, Inc., at $22 
yer week when I enrolled for LaSalle training in 
Modern Salesmanship. I am now working on Text 
17. I wish to thank you for your personal assistance 
on some of the problems, and especially in obtaining 
for me my present excellent position. In the eight 
working days I have been with this organization, I 
have earned $107.82, which not only places me in 
the 100°, Club (by a ‘large margin), but also proves 
clearly that LaSalle principles are sound.’ 

R. J. SHEA, Massachusetts. 


Doubles Your S 


—Why in six months’ 
time alone as many as 
1,248 LaSalle members 
reported definite sal- 
ary-increases averaging 
89 per cent per man. 


AS 
When thousands and thousands of men 
in the United States and Canada (not to 
mention many hundreds in England, Aus- 
tralia, China and other foreign countries) 
choose the LaSalle Problem Method to 
speed their progress—when within only six 
months’ time as many as 1,248 LaSalle 
members report definite salary-inere: ases 
totalling $1,399, 507—w hen the average in- 
crease so reported is 89 per cent—surely 
the LaSalle Problem Method must offer an 
unusually sound way of securing quickly 
the kind of experience that can be cashed. 


It does. And here is why: 


You Learn By Doing 


Suppose it were your privilege every day 
to sit in conference with the head of your 
firm. Suppose every day he were to lay 
before you in systematic order the various 
problems he is compelled to solve, and were 
to explain to you the principles by which 


4-7 
he solves them. Suppose that one by one 
you were to work those proble ms oul—re- 
turning to him every day for counsel and 
ussistance— 

Granted that privilege, surely your ad- 
vancement would be faster—by far—than 
that of the man who is compelled to pick 
up experience hit-or-miss. 

Under the LaSalle Problem Method you 
pursue, to all intents and purposes, that 
identical plan. You advance by solving 
proble nix. 


Only—instead of having at your com- 
mand the counsel of a single individual 
your Chief—you have back of you the 


organized experience of the largest business 
training institution in the world, the 
authoritative findings of scores of able 
specialists, the actual procedure of the 
most successful business houses in America. 


Thus—instead of fumbling and blundering and 
maybe losing a job now and then, you are coached 
in the solving rat the very problems you must face 
in the higher positions. Step by step, you work 
them out for yourself—until, at the conclusion of 
your training in a given branch of business, you 
have at your fingertips the kind of experience that 
men are willing and glad to pay real money for. 


Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 


If you are in earnest when you say that you want 
to get ahead, you will not be content until you put 
this kind of training to the test—exc ‘hange it, just 
as thousands have done, for a bigger income. 


The details of the LaSalle Problem Method— 
often spoken of as the salary-doubling plan—will be 
sent you for the asking. Whether you adopt the plan 
or not, the basic information it will place in your 
hands, without cost, is of very real and definite 
value. And it’s FREE. 

Balance the two minutes that it takes to fill out the 
coupon against the rewtirds of a successful career—then 
clip and mail the coupon NOW. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 


— m a Á — — — — — — M i aM ICLP 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


I shall be glad to have details of your salary-doubling plan, together with complete information regarding the opportunities 
in the business field 1 have checked below. 
‘Traffic Mana 
Domestic: Tr: 


road or Industri 
Expert, Freight Solicitor, cte. 


Railway Station Management: Train- 
ing for position of Station Accountant, 
Cashier and Agent, Division Agent, ete. 


Banking and Finance: Training for 


Business Management: Training for 
Official, Managerial, Sales and Departmental 
Executive positions. 

Modern Salesmanship: Training for posi- 
tion as Sales Executive, Salesman, Sales 
Coach or Trainer, Sales Promotion Manager, 
Manufacturer's Agent, Solicitor, and all posi- 
tions in retail, wholesale, or specialty selling. 


Dept. 833-R 


Also a copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion in One, 


agement: 
Personnel Manager, Industrial Relations 


Manager, 


})Higher Accountancy: Training for posi- exec e positions in Banks and Financial 

tion as Auditor, Comptroller, Certified Public Institutions. (Res ara Busi 

Accountant, Cost Accountant, etc. [)Medera Foremanship and Produc- Halis or Colle 

Law: Training for Bar; LL. B. Degree. tion Methods: Training for positionsin Promotion Manager, 
Shop Manageme: ent such as that of Super- ager, Seerctary, ete. 

Commercial Law: Reading, Reference and intendent, General Foreman, Foreman, 


Consultation Service for Business Men, 


Sub-Foreman, ete. 


Present Position... 


AND MAIL—— = —— — ———— — 


” all without obligation. 


al Management 
raining for positions in Works 
t ction Control, In- 


Training in the position of 


Employment 

positions relating to Employee Service. 

Modern Business Correspondence 
Training for position as Me aya Speaking: ‘Training in 

ion Correspondent, Sales or Mire 

Mail Sales Man- 


Expert Bookkeeping: Training for 
position as Head Bookkeeper. 


Chicago 


EM- Business Eng- 
lish: Training 
for Business 
Correspond- 
ents and 
Copy 
Writers, 


Manager, and re Spanish: Training for 


position as Foreign Correspondent with 
Spanish-speaking countries, 


art of forceful, effective speech, 
isters, Salesmen, Fraternal Leaders, Pole 


iticians, Clubmen, ete. 


C. P. A. Coaching for Advanced Ac- 
countants. 


ee ears 
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They had barely reached their destina- 
tion, however, when news came to them of 
a wonderful silver strike at what was then 
called Oro, Colorado. Each newcomer 
brought more vivid tales of the abundance 
of the ore, and the ease with which it could 
be mined. After the third day, the party 
lost interest in the sport of fishing and 
succumbed to the mining fever. They 
joined the rush to Oro. 

The camp was above timber line at an 
altitude of more than ten thousand feet. 
The air was thin, and many who made the 
rush found it so difficult to breathe that 
they gave up and quit. 

“We were lucky in one way,” May told 
me with a whimsical smile, “‘we found a 
hayloft to sleep in. That was luxury, for 
most of the miners were sleeping in tents, 
and many of them on the bac ground. 
The nights were bitterly cold.” 

David May’s mining career, as you al- 
ready know, was brief. His first store was 
built in two weeks. It was a board frame- 
work covered with muslin. Then May 
went out and bought a stock of goods. It 
consisted principally of miners’ clothing 
and implements; but it also included 
women’s apparel, knickknacks, and dry 
goods. Trade was so brisk that in a few 
weeks the entire stock was sold out. 


‘STEADVILLE was wide open in those 

days,” he remarked. ‘‘The miners 
were making lots of money, more than most 
of them had ever made before, and they 
were wild to spend it. But what they liked 
best of all was a place where they could sit 
around the stove and talk. My store pro- 
vided such a place. Sometimes there were 
dozens of those rough, uncouth men in 
there at a time. 

“Dangerous? No, indeed! They were 
some of the finest and squarest men I ever 
knew. 

“On my second trip to Chicago, made 
within a few weeks after the first one, one 
of the big stores there had just held a 
‘grand opening.” To make a good splurge 
they had purchased fifty fine dresses, 
mostly evening gowns of brocade or velvet 
trimmed with lace, made to sell at from 
two to four hundred dollars each, for show 

ieces. They never expected to sell them 
in Chicago, or at least very slowly. Those 
dresses hit my eye at once. 

“Well be glad to sell them to you,’ 
they told me; ‘but what in the world do 
you think you’re going to do with that lot 
of feminine finery in a mining camp?’ 

“I could see that they thought I didn’t 
know what I was doing. Well, I did know 
better than they—and I went ahead and 
bought the dresses. And when I reached 
Leadville with them my store was mobbed. 
They went like hot cakes. Nothing was 
too good for the miner’s wife or sweetheart. 

“That was in August. By January the 
town had a population of twenty-five 
thousand, and I ed built a good store.” 

For several years Leadville’s only con- 
nection with the railroad and the outside 
world was a stage line winding down the 
steep slopes of the mountainside. It was 
a two-day trip, and every trip behind the 
half-wild horses that drew the stage was a 
thriller. 

It was during this period that May met 
the young woman who became his wife. 
When he took her home to Leadville, the 
stage was snowed in and they spent one 
night peering through the curtains of the 


vehicle at the blinding swirl, while the 
horses turned their humped backs to the 
wind and stood like snow statues. 

Mr. May sighed. 

“It was a hard life, in some ways,” he 
said; “but oh, how happy we were.” 

“What became of the man who helped 
you with the mine?” I asked. 

Mr. May smiled his wonderful smile. 

“That was Jake Holcomb,” he replied. 
$ He is ninety years old, but he is still with 

e 


“Still with you!” I echoed; “but what 
can a man ninety years old do?” 

“Oh,” Mr. May responded,“ he draws 
his salary, and that’’—he added with a 
chuckle—‘‘is a good deal for a nona- 

; : PE E ant? 
genarian to do; don’t you think so? 
Then he went on, more seriously, “He is a 
good friend of mine.” 

Early in my conversation with May, I 
ied, as I told you, that friendship has 
played a big part in his life. As our talk 
went on I was expecting him to tell me 
something about a friend who had saved 
him in a crisis, the proverbial friend in 
need who is the friend in deed. But nothing 
of the sort appeared. As he went on, 
telling me of the different stages in his 
career, it began to dawn upon me that 
May loved friendship for friendship’s 
sake, and for no other reason. 

He has never, he tells me, been forced 
to ask a friend for a favor. He has always 
been a depositor, as it were, in the Bank of 
Friendship, and he has never tried to draw 
cash out of this deposit. 

I asked him whether he had ever been 
asked for help by his friends. 

“Many times,” was his reply. 

“And have you always responded to 
those calls?” was the next question. 

There was a hint of sadness in his brown 
eyes, as he answered me. 


“DEOPLE have told me,” he began 
slowly, “that it is often wrong to lend 
men money. Maybe it is. They are not 
alwaysgrateful. They do not always make 
the best use of that kind of help. But”—he 
turned toward me earnestly ”—to refuse a 
friend you must have a heart of stone!” 
His eyes dropped, and he added in a 
lower voice, still more earnestly, ‘Thank 
God, I haven’t got one!” 

I wanted him to tell me of a typical case 
where a money loan had turned out badly. 

He shook his head slowly. 

“I forget,” he said. “I don’t remember 
those things!” 

In St. Louis, men who know him tell me 
that the hand of a friend has never been 
stretched forth in vain to David May; 
and his friends are legion. A hard-boiled 
newspaper man who was talking with me 
about David May, expressed, inelegantly, 
the general opinion. 

“What sort of man is he?” I asked. 

The newspaper man stuttered. ‘‘He’s 
one good guy, just one good guy!” he 
burst forth. There was no questioning his 
sincerity. 

When May had been in business in 
Leadville for eleven years, he happened to 
be in Denver one day. On the street he 
saw a little knot of men reading a notice. 
It announced the failure of a store there 
and advertised the stock for sale. 

May went in and looked the place over. 
Then he offered thirty-one thousand 
dollars in cash for the stock. It was ac- 
cepted. By afternoon he had a brass band 
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out in front of the place blaring away, and 
a crowd inside buying for all they were 
worth. It took him just a week to sell out 
the old stock, remodel the store, and get 
in a new stock. Then he sold out in Lead- 
ville, and moved to Denver. That was the 
first of the May chain of stores. 

May’s business career is sown with 

uick decisions and immediate action. 
To a man accustomed to slower thinking, 
what he does often looks like snap judg- 
ment, but he denied this. 

“A man who jumps at a conclusion is 
very foolish,” he told me. “I know that is 
a very spectacular proceeding; but it loses 
four times out of five. 

“The thing to do is to size up the whole 
situation very clearly and carefully. I try 
to see things exactly as they are. Then I 
act. Sometimes I make mistakes, but 
more often I do the right thing.” 


ES, most of the time David May has 

done the right thing. Back in the little 
German village, when he had sized the 
situation up, it didn’t take him long to 
make up his mind to come to America. 
It was a big step to take; but it was the 
right thing. 

Not every man confronted with the 
loss of his health as David May was in 
1877 can size up the situation correctly, 
and realize that he must get out. Itisa 
wrench, you know, to leave a successful 
and growing business for the unknown. 

So far as his business achievement is 
concerned, this ability to judge and to 
act is no doubt the motive power of his 
fortune. But it is not so simple as that. 
Before a man can act he must be prepared. 
David May never lacked preparation. 

In 1891, after he had been in business 
in Denver for a little over two years, a 
man came up to him while he was on a 
buying trip in New York. 

“Mr. May,” he said, “I have always 
heard that you could say yes or no with- 
out much delay, and that you are always 
ready for something new. I have a busi- 
ness in St. Louis that isn’t going just right. 
I believe you could put it on its feet + it 
was your business. fali sell it to you for 
one hundred and fifty thousand dollars— 
and it’s a bargain.” 

“I looked the thing over,” May said, 
“and my judgment agreed with his. I 
took the business over. This store later 
absorbed three stores: Barr’s, Crawford’s, 
and the Famous. It is now known as the 
Famous-Barr Company, one of the largest 
department stores in the United States.” 

axe in 1898, May purchased a store 
in Cleveland. It is the largest in the Ohio 
Valley. Stores in Akron, Ohio, and Los 
Angeles, California, were added later. 
The volume of business done by this 
organization in 1924 exceeded one hun- 
dred million dollars. 


“WALK Right This Way, Ladies and 
Gentlemen!” When you hear that 
call of the ‘‘barker,’’ you know that 
you are getting near the fair grounds. 
But do you know why you, and so 
many other people, attend? Next 
month a veteran in managing county 
fairs tells you why, and he also re- 
veals the features that are most 
popular. You will find many things 
in this article that will remind you 
of your own experiences. 


A wonderful two years’ trip at full pay 
—but only men with imagination can take it 


Asovtr one man in ten will be 
appealed to by this page. The other 
nine will be hard workers, earnest, 
ambitious in their way, but to them 
a coupon is a coupon; a book is a 
book; a course is a course. The 
one man in ten has imagination. 

And imagination rules the world. 

Let us put it this way. An auto- 
mobile is at your door; you are in- 
vited to pack your bag and step in. 
You will travel by limited train to 
New York. You will go directly to 
the office of the president of one of 
the biggest banks. You will spend 
hours with him, and with other bank 
presidents. 

Each one will take you personally 
thru his institution. He will explain 
clearly the operations of his bank; he 
will answer any question that comes 
to your mind. In intimate personal 
conversation he will tell you what 
he bas learned from his own expe- 
rience. He will give you at first hand 
the things you need to know about 
the financial side of business. You 
will not leave these bankers until 
you have a thoro understanding of 
our great banking system. 

When you have finished with them 
the car will be waiting. It will take 
you to the offices of men who direct 
great selling organizations. ‘They 
will be waiting for you; their time 
will be at your disposal—all the 
time you want until you know all 
you can learn about marketing, sell- 
ing and advertising. 

Again you will travel. You will 
visit the principal industries of the 
country. The men who have de- 
voted their lives to production will 


Alexander Hamilton Institute 


In Australia: 
11c Castlereagh St, Sydney 


In Canada, 
C.P.R. Building, Toronto 


be your guides thru these plants 
in Detroit, Cleveland, Chicago and 
in every great industrial center. 

Thru other days the heads of accounting 
departments will guide you. On others, men 
who have made their mark in office manage- 
ment; on others, traffic experts, and authori- 
ties in commercial law and credits. Great 
economists and teachers and business leaders 
will be your. companions. 

The whole journey will occupy two years. 
It will cost you nothing in income, for your 
salary will go right along. Every single day 
you will be in contact with men whose au- 
thority is proved by incomes of $50,000, 
$100,000, or even more. 

Do you think that any man with imagina- 
tion could spend two years like that without 
being bigger at the end? Is it humanly pos- 
sible for a mind to come in contact with the 
biggest minds in business without growing 
more self-reliant, more active, more able ? 

Is it worth a few pennies a day to have such 
an experience? Do you wonder that the men 
who have had it—who have made this two 
years’ journey—are holding positions of ex- 
ecutive responsibility in business everywhere? 

This wonderful two years’ trip is what the 
Alexander Hamilton Institute offers you. 
Not merely a set of books (tho you do receive 
a business library which will be a source of 
guidance and inspiration thruout your busi- 
ness life). Not merely a set of lectures (tho 
the lectures parallel what is offered in the 
leading university schools of business). Not 
merely business problems which you solve, 
and from which you gain definite practical 
experience and self-confidence. 

All these—books, lectures, problems, re- 
ports, bulletins—come to you, but they are 
not the real Course. The real Course is the 
experience of the most successful business 
men in the country. For two years you live 
with them. In two years you gain what they 
have had to work out for themselves thru 
a lifetime of practical effort. 


Send for this famous book 


If you are the one man in ten to whom this 
page is directed, there is a book which you 
will be glad to own. It is called “Forging 
Ahead in Business.” It costs you nothing, 
yet it is permanently valuable. 

If you have read this far, and if you are 
at least 21 years of age, you are one of the 
men who ought to elip the coupon and re- 
ceive it with our compliments. 


The car is 
waiting; 
step in 
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| ALEXANDER HAMILTON INSTITUTE | 
I 365 Aster Place New York City | 
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Schools and Colleges for Boys 


SEALE ACADEMY 


Military—Boys of All Ages 


Boys to be proud of — manly, courteous, 
with good habits and straight thinking. 
Seale Academy prepares for college, fits 
for business. Accredited to Universities. 
Grammar and High School Courses. 
Located in charming eight-acre wooded 
park. Modern gymnasium and seven- 
acre athletic field. Climate permits 
outdoor work and athletics all the year. 
Catalogs. 


GRENVILLE C. EMERY, Headmaster 
Box A Palo Alto, California 


SHATTUCK 
SCHOOL 


A college preparato; school 
with a record for sound scholar- 
ship, manly character and high 
ideals. 
Military training under ex- 
rts detailed by U, S, War 
pt. All athleties under 8 
coaches — 16 buildings, 240 


acres. Business course, Sum- 
mer School. Address 


Box A Faribault, Minn. 


a 


Greenbrier 


SCHOOL 


Near the famous White Sulphur Springs, on main line 
of the C. & O. Railway. 2300 feet elevation. Fireproof 
barracks, costing $300,000, under construction, Ac- 
credited school, absolutely thorough instruction. 
Small classes, mill training, promoting physical 
development and leadership qualities. All athietics, 
expert coaches. $600. Catalog. 

COL. H. B. MOORE, A. M., Prin., Box 23, Lewisburg, W.Va. 


~ SAN DIEGO ARMY AND NAVY ACADEMY 


ares for Colleges, West Point and Annapolis. Univ. 
of California's highest scholastic rating. hristian in- 
fluences. Land and water sports all year. Summer session, 
sar 1l- Sept. 1. Catalogue. Address 

THOS. A. DAVIS, Box A, Pacilic Beach Sts., San Diego, Cal. 


ST. LUKE’S SCHOOL 


A half Century’s experience in preparing boys for all col- 
teges. Small ‘classes: rapid progress. High, healthful 
location. Traditional spirit. Gymnasium, swimming pool, | 
athletics. For catalog write Charles Henry Strout, 
Headmaster, Box A, Wayne, Pa. (near Phila.) 


ALO ALTO MILITARY ACADEMY 


A Special School—Exclusively for Primary and Grammar 


Geados. In session 12 months in the year. Bicycle club. 
Outdoor swimming. Homelike atmosphere with disci- 
pline. Summer term and camp. 

Col. R. P. Kelly, Supt., Box 306-A, Palo Alto, Cal. 


EEKSKILL 


Military Academy. Established 1833. 


College preparatory. Long, enviable record. 
Certificate privileges. Upper and Lower Schools. 
Address Principals, Box A-8, Peekskill, N, Y. 


Malvern Preparatory School 


For Catholic boys. Conducted by priests of Augustinian 


Order. On Lincoln Highway, 24 miles from Phila. 163 
acres. New buildings. Gymnasium. Lake. Supervised 
athletics. Special for 8th grade boys. Catalog. Address 


Reverend Thomas A. Kiley, O.S.A. Malvern, Pa. 


KEYSTONE ACADEMY Founded 1868 | 


A thorough preparation for college in a wholesome, home 
atmosphere. Ideally located in the healthful mountainous 
region near Scranton. Efficient Faculty; Small Classes; 
Strong Athletics; Gymnasium, All Outdoor Sports. Ad- 
dress Curtis E. Cog, Principal, Box A, Factoryville, Pa. 


Columbia Military Academy 


Preparatory school with nation-wide patronage 
and refining influences. Half-million-dollar plant 
built by U. S. Government.  67-acre campus of 
Blue Grass on main line railway. All athletics. 
R.O. T. C. under army officers. Preparation for 
co lish-Business Course for boys not en- 


®. Junior school. Fixed charges $620, 
give boy's age and grade, 

Oh C. E. CROSLAND, President 

, Columbia, Tennessee 
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Schools and Colleges for Boys 


Primary through College Preparatory — Certified 


Thorough academie teaching. A well- 
program of study, work and play, hu 
and directed toward the individual 
development. Limited to sev enty-five 
Catalog. 

Highland, Ulster Co., N. Y. 


boys. 


HARGRAVE Yaba 
ACADEMY 
Formerly Chatham Training School 
Pre-eminently college preparatory with military train- 
ing for manly bearing, self-reliance and punctuality. 
“ndowed Junior Dept. for boys 10 to 14. St rong 
faculty with music course by noted musician. Athletic 
field, gym., $250,000 plant.” Moderate cost. Catalog. 
A. H. CAMDEN Box A, Chatham, Virginia 


Bordentown 


MILITARY INSTITUTE 
Thorough preparation for college or business. Effi- 
cient faculty, small classe 
Boys taught how to study. Supervised athletics. 
41st year. For catalogue, address 
COL. T. D. LANDON, Principal and Commandaat 
Drawer C-L Bordentown -on - the - Delaware, N. J. 


HAM ACADEMY 


A College Preparatory School for Boys. Thorough work 
in fundamental subjects. 100 years’ experience in training 
for life, leadership and service. 

Wilbraham, Mass, 


Gaylord W. Douglass, Headmaster 


COOK 


A boys’ school in the healthful Finger Lake Region. Under 
Christian influence. Boys successful in 14 colleges. All ath- 
letics. Swimming pool. 52nd year. For catalog address 
PRINCIPAL, Box A Montour Falls, New York. 


BELLEFONTE ACADEMY 


120th year. Amidst hunting grounds and fishing streams, 
11 teachers for 100 select boys. Champion athletic teams. 
Tennis. 1{-mile track. Golf links available. Concrete pool 
and skating pond. Catalog. 

JAMES A. HUGHES, A. M., Princeton '85, Headmaster, Bellefonte, Pa, 


MASSANUTTEN ACADEMY 


A college preparatory school for manly Classes average 12 


boys. 
students. holarship, plus character. Military. modified, for dis- 
cipline and physical values. 


Shenandoah Valley, near Washington. Modern equipment, handsome 
gymnasium. All athletics, music, 27th year. $600. 
Howard J. Benchoff, A. M., Pd. D., Headmaster, Box 55, Woodstock, Va. 


DAKOTAH SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


BOYS under 15. A select school in the country. 
The many advantages offered make DAKOTAH 
worthy of your investigation. Write for catalogue. 


Address H. K. BALTZER, Principal, Dakota, Illinois 
(100 miles N. W. from Chicago) 


CHAUNCY HALL SCHOOL 


Established 1828. Prepares boys exclusively for Massa- 
chusetts Institute ef Technelogy and other scientific schools. 
Every teacher a specialist. Franklin T. Kurt, Principal, 
567 Boylston Street, Boston, Mass. (Copley S 


HARRISBURG ACADEMY 


ST. Develops Leaders 1784 
For facts about beautiful site, playing fields, new 
building, Senior and Junior Departments, experienced 
teachers, individual instruction, rates, etc., write 
ARTHUR E. BROWN, Headmaster, Box A, Harrisburg, Pa. 


EPWORTH MILITARY ACADEMY 


For boys 6-21. Superior instruction through the 
grades to college preparation. Fully accredited. Upper 
and Lower Schools. West Point tem of military 
drill develops promptness, courtesy and manlin 


Wholesome atmosphere of a Christian home. Gym- 
nasium. Spirit of good sportsmansbip in all athletics. 
Summer School —5 weeks home, 5 weeks at Clear 
Lake, Iowa. For Catalog address 


Col. F. Q. Brown, D. D., Supt., Epworth, Iowa 


Schools and Colleges for Boys 


A Clean Mind in a Sound Body 
Every Boy Recites Every Lesson Every Day 


Planned for thorough college preparation in 
an atmosphere of honor, scholarship and 
Christian ideals. Military training, 40-acre 
campus and nearby lakes afford every oppor- 
tunity for a beneficial outdoor life and all 
athletics. Separate school for smaller boys. 
Summer school. Rev. Charles Herbert Young, 
8.T.D., Rector, For illustrated catalog and 
additional information address 


The Secretary, Howe, indiana 


VALLEY RANCH SCHOOL 


Valley, Wyoming vie Cody— Thorough 
college preparation. 8000-acre, complete- 
ly equipped western ranch. Intensive in- 
struction by college graduates to meet 
college entrance requirements, with real 
ranch and mountain life. Each boy has his 
own horse. Polo, Trapping. Rifle Range, 
Athletics. Week-end saddle trips, Cata- 
log. Valley Ranch Eastern Office, 70 
East 45th Street, New York City, 


Special Schools 
MILITARY 


CONWAY six scxioon 


Prepares for Leadership in Community, School and 
Professional Bands. ivate Instruction on two 
instruments; Teachers of national renown; Conduet- 
ing and Band Arrangements: Daily Band Rehearsals 
under Dean Conway; Large Symphony Orchestra. 
Large Band Library. Degrees. Dormitories. Gym- 
nasium. Under personal direction of the famous 
band leader, Patrick Conway. Catalog. 

612 De Witt Park, Ithaca, New York 


Arnold Colleg 


FOR HYGIENE AND PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
Three-year Degree Course 

NEW HAVEN NORMAL SCHOOL OF GYMNASTICS 
Two-year Diploma Course 

Strong faculty. Complete indoor equipment and 


outdoor facilities including camp. Appointment 
Bureau, successful in placing uates. 


1466 Chapel Street, New Haven, Connecticut 


Supervisors of Music 


| _ Training Courses approved by State Educational Dept., 

at itha itution ef Public School Music, associated with the 
Ithaca Co tery of Music. Private Instruction in Voice and 
Piano included in course. Degrees. Dormitories —Gym- 
nasium—Auditorium—Chorus and Orchestra. Op rtuni- 
tics for Practice Teaching—Regular Faculty an udent 
Recitals. Specia! Teachers of Wide E: ence and Repu- 
tation. Fall Term begins Sept. 24th. For catalog, address 
| ALBERT EDMUND BROWN, Dean 


312 DeWitt Park Ithaca, N. Y- 


| OBERLIN KINDERGARTEN PRIMARY TENNING sexoot 


Accredited. Two-year course. Prepares for Kind 
and Primary Teaching. Practice Teaching. Adm! in to 
dormitories in order of application. For catalog address 


Miss Rose N. Dean, 125 Elm St. 


| Seberwetbon Sebo 


A Home School for Exceptional Children who need 
| Special Care and Training. Country Home Location 
makes possible moderate rate. 

Sue I. Schermerhorn, 32 Colonial Place, Richmond, Va. 


INSTITUTE OF MUSICAL ART 


FRANK DAMROSCH, Director. Endowed. 
| All branches of music. Conducted only forstudentsof real 
musical ability and serious purpose. Catalog on request. 
Dept. R, 120 Claremont Ave., Cor. 122nd St.. New York. 


| HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS 


Kindergarten-Pri Training School 
Affiliated with New York University 

University Credit. Students enrolled for September and 

February. Exceptional residence facilities. Miss Harriette 

Melissa Mills, Principal, Four-A, 63 Filth Avenue, New York, N. Ye 


THE SARGENT SCHOOL ‘assis. 


Education 
| Founded 1881 by Dr. D. A. Sargent 


Booklet on request 
L. W. SARGENT, Director, Cambridge, Mass. 
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aan Schools 


ONSERVATORY 
of 
MUSIC 


Registered with N. Y. State Board 
of Regents. All HET of musie 
taught. School of Opera, An- 
dreas Dippel, director. Master 
Courses with world-famous artists. Degrees. 
Twelve buildings, including Dormitories, Audi- 
torium, Gymnasium, Studio and Administra- 
tion Buildings. Year Book Two, three and four 

> n year courses 
Fall Term, 
September 
24th. No. 
12 Dewitt 
) Park, Itha- 
ca, N. Y. 


LAYTON SCHOOL OF ART 


Layton Art Gallery, Milwaukee, Wis. 
Courses in 
Painting and Sculpture, 
Commercial Art, Teacher Training, 
Illustration, and Industrial Design, 


Fall Term begins Sept. 21, 1925. 
For illustrated catalog address 


CHARLOTTE R. PARTRIDGE, Director 
t. A. M., 438 Jefferson St., Milwaukee, Wis. 


PHILADELPHIA 


Courses of Liberal Arts and Science; 
School af Cumme onal Courses 
Law, Medicine macy, ly 
Training Se lf 

for Schoe 
who wish to earn as they 
stating course desired 


Teachers College; 
in Theok 
Music. 
mses 
tbose 
catalog 


and 
TeC; Apex 
Positions secured f 
barn. Write for frer 
Address Dept, A. 


for N 
d Health work. 


Kindergarten Training 


Pestalozzi-Froebel Teachers College 
A KINDERGARTEN NORMAL COLLEGE 
Oceriooks Lake Michigan 

I. Kindergarten 


Three Depts.) Il. Primary 
il, Playground 
Fine Equipment. Central Location. Accredited. Dor- 
mitory near a 29th year. Opens Sept. 21. Write 


Registrar, Box 2 
Chicago, iii. 


THE LESLEY SCHOOL OF KINDERGARTEN 


And Primary Training. Two and three year course. In- 
dustrial ane payana work. Dormitory. New school 
building. Add 


29 Everett St. 


NEW-CHURCH THEOLOGICAL SCHOOL 
48 Quincy St., Cambridge, Mas: 59th year 
Three-year course. College preparation dexired. Re-state- 
ment (in Swedenborg) of Christian teaching. Interpretation of 
ecriptures for spiritual life. Correspondence courses, Catalog. 
Wiliam L Worcester, President William F. Wunsch, cipal 


The Wiliams £ School 


616-22 South Michigan Boulevard, 


Mrs. Edith Lesley Welford, 
mbridge, Mass. 


Teachers’ Lyceum, Dramatic 
and Personal Culture Courses. 
Private instruction with es 
course. Advanced courses in Eng- 
lish. Graduates eligible to teach 
in New York e Public Schools. 
Degrees. Gym: jum, Theatre, 
Dormitories. 


Chautauqua and Lyceum Courses 


under direction of Edward Am- 
herst Ott, for past twenty-five 
years associated with Re 
Lyceum Bureau. Onc, 


three year courses. Fall 
opens September 24th. ( 


of Physical Fducation 


For Women 

Two Year Normal Course for Directors of 
Physical Education, Playground Supervisors, 
Dancing Teachers and Swimming Instructors. 
Graduates from accredited High Schools ad- 
mitted without examination. 

Strong Faculty of experienced men and women. 
Fine Dormitories for non-resident students. 
22nd Year Opens September 21, 1925 


For catalog and book of views address 
Frances Musselman, Principal, Box26, 
5026 Greenwood Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Special Schools 


THE ITHACA SCHOOL 
of Physical Education 


Dr. Acsert H. Snarre, Dean 


Graduates eligible to 
teach anywhere in U. 8. 
Degrees. roe Course, in- 
cluding ` 


ing, three 

Faculty, 

ley, head coach of 1 

team. Opportunities for prace 
tice teaching and observation 
of Games, Co-educational. Ath- 
letis Field. Gymnasium. Dormi- 
tories. Graduates in demand. 


Fall Term cpens Sept. 24. Send for catalog. 
212 DeWitt Park, ithaca, N. Y. 


SPEECH DEFECTS 


A private residential institute for the correction of Stam- 
mering, Lisping, Loss of Voice, Monotonous Pitch, Atten- 
tion Deafness und Speech fer Abnermal Chdédrea. Conducted by 

DR. FREDERICK MARTIN 
Martin Metheds intern: recognized by Medical Profession 

Lecturer, Post Graduate Medical College and Hospital, 
New York City — Formerly Director of Speech Improve- 
ment, Board of Education, New York City. 

Normal courses ter Teachers of Speech Improvement. 

MARTIN INSTITUTE FOR SPEECH DEFECTS 
412 DeWitt Park, Ithaca, N. Y. 


NURSES’ TRAINING SCHOOL 


Preparation for woman's noblest profession 
in one of the country’s greatest hospitals. 
Close affili with Bellevue Hospital ampli- 
fies our « ptional equipment and instruc- 


tion, insu b adest 


al One ycar 
high school ‘or booklet 
address Miss Director of 


N urses, 300 Gun Hill Road, New York City. 


MONTEFIORE HOSPITAL 


THE pea ee deg xt 
GENERAL : 


ae 


HOSPIT. 

Training School for TITAL 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 
Founded 1873 Graduates Number 1650 
Educational requirement for three-year 
course, high school diploma. Time al- 
lowance to college graduates if courses 
have included sciences. Maintenance, 
text-books and uniforms supplied to 

members of the school. 
SALLY JOHNSON, R. N., Principal 


Ped 
~ 
From an Etching 
Sears Gallagher 


by 


SCHOUL 
sY THE 


Iheatre 


Summer and Fall 

Courses for Acting, Teaching. Direction: 
DRAMA, OP. MUSI 
STAGE DANCING 


Alan Dale een 
e 

Wm. A. Brady `o. afford appearances while fearn 
Henry Miller jebuts and careers stressed. Pupils — 
Sir hn Martin- payer. Mary Wickford Ficaor rhc, Aapetta 

bees Astaire, ly Sisters, Evelyn Law, Ma i 
Fiorani Clark Vian a Artar Gerla Goall- Hibp, ae others: 
Marguerite Clark < „Artor, G -Biabop. and ot! 

te Study wanted to Secretary, 43 West 72nd 

Rose Coghlan t. nN Y.. ask for catalog EXT. 40. n 


Co-Educational Schools 
WYOMING SEMINARY 


A co-educational school, strong in character building. College 
preparation, Basiness, Music, Art, Oratory and Home Eco- 


nomics. Gymnasium and Athletic Field. 81st year. Plant 
$1,000,000. Endowment $700,000. Catalog. 
L L. Sprague, D.D., L.H.D., Pres. Kingston, Pennsylvania 


59th Year. Young men and young 

Dean Academy women find here a home-like atmos- 

phere; thorough and efficient training in every department 

of a broad culture, a loyal ond helpful school spirit. 
Liberal endowment permits liberal terms. $450 to $55 

r year. Ñ Tart course in Domestic Science. Address 
Mass., Franklin. A. W. PEIRCE, Litt. D., Head Master. 


Starkey Seminary 


ional. key Ages, 12 and upward. New 
kete Standards. Preparcs for college i business. ed 
vanced work in Art and Music. On Seneca Lake. Athletics, 


Address MARTYN SUMMERBELL, Ph. D., Pres., Bex 21, Lakemont, N. V. 


OAKWOOD SCHOOL 


Seventy miles from New York, City, overlookin; udson Valley. 


Under ends’ tional. General academic 
courses. A school h jdeals with her» of Christian character 
and sae 128th Very reasonable rates. Address 

WILLIAM J. REAGAN, A. M., Principal Bex 106 Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 


Co-Educational Schools 


Wayland A i 


855-1925 


Pes College Prepara- 
tory; 


also Sth grade. Limited 
enrollment, 75 boys, 50 girls. 
Faculty of 15. True he 

school with Christian aty 

phere. 20-acre campus, 4-acre 
athletic feld Gymnasium 
Music. Endowed. Rate $600 
Catalog. Addreas Box GC. 


Edwin P. Brown, Principal 
Beaver Dam, Wis. 


Dickinson Seminary 


Develops Initiative and Self-reliance. Coeducational, 
Prepares for any college or technical school. Excep- 
tionally strong courses for those not going to college. 
Music, Art and Expression. Enlarged departments for 
Business Training and Home Economics. New large 
gymnasium with 60-ft. tiled swimming pool. Athletic 
teams are winners. Catalog. Address 


John W. Long, D.D., Pres., Box A Williamsport, Penna. 


George School 


Co-educational epares for college or business, 
Manual training, debating, journalism, household 
arts, citizenship. 25 miles from Philadelphia. 
227 acres of woods and ficlds along the picturesque 
Neshaminy Creek. Ali athletics. Gymnasium, 
Swimming Pool. Skatin Endowed, w rates. 
For illustrated catalog address 

GEORGE A. WALTON, A. M., Prtacioat 
Box 207, George School, Pa: 


Wesley Collegiate Institute 


Co-educ: ss U gl or Christian management. 
Est. 1873. Junior College with Preparatory and 
Elective courses. Music, Art, Business. Advan- 
tages of State Capital. Best environment, fine 
home atmosphere. Modern equipment. Athletic 
field. Gymnasium with track and pool. Catalog. 


HENRY G. BUDD, D. D., Pres., Box A, Dover, Delaware 


IENOVIĄ 


In Lake Region 
of New York 


Near Lake Owahgena, nese for health. Elevation 
1250 feet. Co-educs al. College ach pes 
Finishing Courses in $ tarial, Household Science, 


Music, Art and Oratory Junior Pupils received. 

All athletics, winter sports. 10lst year. Catalog. 
CHARLES E. HAMILTON, D.D., President 

Box A, Cazenovia, N. Y. 


R. EVE REUX SC been Retarded 


Three separate schools for boys and girls of all ages requir- 
ing scientific observation and specie! instruction. 
Healthful Recreation and Home Life. Industrial, Art 


and Vocational Courses. Maie Faculty in School for Older 
Boys. Camp in Summer. For Illustrated Catalog Address: 
Helena T. Devereux, Box M Berwyn, Pa. 
T. TROY CONFERENCE ACADEMY 
C Located in beautiful Vermont village 75 miles from 
Albany. Good New York connections. Co-educa- 
A tion. Junior Dept. llustrated Catalog. Robt. L. 
Thompson, A.B., D. D., Prin., Poultney, Vt.. Box A. 
On Narragansett Bay 
123 years of New England tradition. Modern methods and equip- 
ment. College entrance certificate. Seven buildings, Fine gymna- 
sium, Athletic field for all sports. Co-edocational. Moderate rete. 
iifestrated hosklet. J cis FER, Principal, East Greenwich 
Rhode Island. 


MOSES BROWN SCHOOL 


A century-old school of distinctive character. Strictly 
college preparatory. Reparate upper and lower schools 


plete equipment ymMnasium wi See pool. 
Catalog. on Lolan Priseipe! idence, R. L 


CUSHING ACADEMY 


Sist year Moderate Cost 
Graduates successful In leadin; General courses 
for High School graduates. Modern equipment, Gym- 
nasium. Ample grounds. € co-educational. 

H. S. Cowell, A.M., Pd.D., Principal Ashburnham, Bizse. 


colleges. 


GRAND RIVER INSTITUTE 


Ninety-fifth year. 
lives. Large endowment, 
departments in Mu 


Earl W. Hamblin, Principal, 


Prepares boys and 
splendidly equipped plant. 
sic and Expression. 


college and for useful, well rounded 
Athletics carefully supervised. Strong 


giris for 


Rates $500, 
Box 3-29, „Austinburg, Ohio, near Ashtabula 
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Special Schools 


ew fngland | | 
CONSERVATORY | 
wrai OF MUSIC. ........ 


BOSTON, MASS. 


Director 


Located in the Music Center of America 
It affords pupils the environment and atmosphere so 
necessary to a musical education. Its complete organ- 
ization, and splendid equipment, offer exceptional fa- 
cilities for students. Dormitories for women students, 
Complete Curriculum 
Courses in every branch of Music, applied and theo- 
retical, 
Owing to the Practical Training 
In our Normal Department, graduates are much in 
demand as teachers. 
Degrees of Bachelor of Music and Bachelor of 
School Music, granted. 


— = 


The Free Privileges 
Of lectures, concerts and recitals, the opportunities of 
ensemble practice and appearing before audiences and 
the daily associations are invaluable advantages to the 
music student, 

A Com plete Orchestra 
Offers advanced pupils in piano-forte, voice, organ and 
violin experience in rehearsal and public appearance 
with orchestral accompaniment. 

Dramatic Department 
Practical training in acting. 

Address RALPH L. FLANDERS 
General Manager 


September 17, 1925 | 


Concert Hall—Administration Building—Main Dormitory 
BERTHA BAUR, Director. Burnet C. 
ad 


Complete School of Music 


Faculty of noted artists. Orchestra and chorus— 
School of Opera. Drama. Public school music 
course accredited. Affiliated with University of 
Cincinnati. Degrees, Diplomas, Certificates. 
Ideal dormitory life on beautiful ten acre cam- 
pus in the center of Ciacionati’s music and 


art attractions. 


TurTnILL, General Manager. For Catalogue 


dress A. L. HOWARD, Registrar, Highland and Burnet Aves. and Oak St., Cincinnati, Ohio 


fincinnati 


FOUNDED 1867 


PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


Two-year Normal Course giving complete train- 
ing in all phases of physical education. Co- 
educational. Exceptional opportunities open to 
graduates in high salaried positions. Free grad- 
uate placing bureau. Magnificent eguipment. 
Swimming pool, gymnasium, dancing auditorium, 
tennis. Dormitory for women. 


Fall term opens September 14, 1925 
Spring term opens February 2, 1926 


AMERICAN PHYSICAL 
CH EESEF agg ott 


Dept. A-8, 1019 Diversey Parkway, Chicago. III. 


McLean Hospital Training School 


Offers to men a unique course in nursing with $30 a 
month, room and board while in training. Graduates 
in demand at $5 to $10 aday. Dr. F. H. Packard, 
Supt., Waverly, Mass. 


S Emerson College of Oratory 


Largest School of Oratory, Belles-lettres and 
Pedagogy in America. Summer Session. 
46th year. Degrees granted. Address 
HARRY SEYMOUR Ross, Dean, Huntington 
Chambers, Boston. ' 


LOUISVILLE CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC 


individual and class instruction in Piano, Organ, Harp, Voice, Violin, 
l he s Art, Orchestral Instruments, 'and all Theoretical Subjects. 
Public School 


Music Course leading to Supervisor's Certificate ac- 


cepted by State Boards of Education. 
: JNO. L. GRUBER, Vice-President 


Louisville, Ky. 


INCORPORATED 


Conservatory Music 


Home Economics 


Positions always open for graduates of our courses 
for Dietitians and Teachers; both fields offer excel- 
lent opportunities to ambitious young women, 
Two-year diploma course and four-year B.S. course. 
School affiliated with famous Battle Creek Sani- 
tarium. Unexcelled laboratory facilities and un- 
usual opportunity for practical experience. Inspiring 
college atmosphere; tuition and all expenses moder- 
ate. For illustrated catalog address Registrar. 

School of [Home Economics, Battle Creek College 


Box 352, Battle Creek, Michigan 


POSSE-NISSEN SCHOOL OF PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


For women. 35th year. 3 year regular course. One year 
special in medical gymnastics and massage. Playground 
work. Intensive summer courses and camp. Dormitories. 


Apply to Secretary, 779 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 


PERRY KINDERGARTEN NORMAL SCHOOL 


Founded 1898 by Annie Moseley Perry. Thorough train- 
ing for kindergarten, primary and playground positions. 
Enroll now for 1926. Send for booklet, “Training Chil- 
dren.” HARRIOT HAMBLEN JONES, Principal, 25 Huntington 
Ave., Room 315, Boston, Mass. 


The Woods’ School 


FOR EXCEPTIONAL CHILDREN 
GIRLS BOYS LITTLE FOLKS 
Booklet Box 172, Langhorne, Pa. 

Mrs. Mollie Woods Hare, Principal 


Bush Conservatory 


CHICAGO 


Faculty of 120. The Largest and Most Distin- 
guished American School Offering Courses in 


OPERA 


EXPRESSION 


STAGE ARTS 
DANCING 


MUSIC 


PUBLIC SCHOOL MUSIC 


Accredited courses leading to Certificate, Diploma and Degrees. 
Free Scholarships— Complete Symphony Orchestra 
Only conservatory in Chicago maintaining extensive dormitories for 


Fall term begins Sept. 14th. Dormitory reservations now 
catalog describing this great institution and its many advantages, 


women and men students 


For illustrated 
address 


A. M. SCHWENKER, Redistrar, 839 North Dearborn St., CHICAGO 


Special Schools 


lementary & 
Kinder, en 


EDUCA 


Fine professional training in most 
recent developments in elemen- 
tary and kindergarten work cov- 
ering every phase of child life from 
infancy to twelve years. 


Strong cultural courses. 

Practical experience in teaching. 

High official rating, and endorsements by 
educators, civic community leaders. 


Fine social spirit and goodfellowship in 
eight dormitories. 


Enthusiastic student body of 500. 


Continuous growth based upon the demand 
for its graduates during 39 years. 


High school graduates from accredited 
schools admitted without examination. 


Two and three year diplomas, four year 
degree. 
Accredited, a Non-Profit Institution 


For Catalogue, Book of Views and 
Graduate Roster, address: 


President Edna Dean Baker 


NATIONAL KINDERGARTEN 
and ELEMENTARY COLLEGE 
Box 62, 2944 Michigan Boulevard 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


ION 


PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


Broad field for young women, offering attractive 
positions. Qualified directors of 
physical training in big demand. 
Three-year diploma course and 
four-year B. S. course, both includ- 
ing summer course in camp activi- 
ties, with training in all forms of 
»hysical exercise, recreation and 
nealth education. School affiliated 
with famous Battle Creek Sanita- 
rium — superb equipment and fac- 
ulty of specialists. Excellent op- 
portunity for individual physical 
development. For illustrated cat- 
alog, address Registrar. 
KELLOGG SCHOOL 
OF PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
Battle Creek College 

Box 251, Battle Creek, Michigan 


9POISPOIO0 OHO O90 
AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC ARTS 


Founded in 1884 by Franklin H. Sargent 
America’s Leading Institution for Dra- 
matic and Expressional Art and Training 


Prepares and equips for 
Acting Teaching Directing 
Develops Poise and Power 
for use in any Vocation in Life 
NEW FALL CLASS BEGINS OCT. 26 
Extension Dramatic Courses in Co-operation with 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY 


Free Catalog describing all Courses from 
Room 266-H CARNEGIE HALL, New York 


OOP OH9 OOO OOS SOOO]? 


Domestic Arts and Science 


One-year course and short intensive courses in 
Home-making, teaching approved ways of conduct- 
ingahome. Buying, Cooking, Serving Foods, plan- 
ning the Family Budget. Sewing, making frocks and 
hats; Housefurnishing. 

Courses for women seeking salaried positions as 
dietitians, tea-room and cafeteria operators, etc. A 
nationally recognized school. Central city location. 
Students’ home opposite park. For catalog address 
Miss Lillian A. Kemp, Director, School of Domestic 
Arts and Science, 5 No, Michigan Ave., Dept. 11, 


Chicago, IU. 


“A Big, Human Fellow Named Cutter,” by Bruce BARTON 


“A Big, Human Fellow 
Named Cutter” 


(Continued from page 16) 


the president of the company which 
cultivates more acres tan any other in 
the world, operates tlhe finest fleet of 
American steamships privately owned, 
does business in ten countries, and pro- 
duces sixty per cent,of all the bananas 
there are! 


The Directors of the United Fruit Com- 
pany take pleasure in announcing that 
Victor M. Cutter, Vice President, has been 
elected President of the Company. 


This was the notice which went to the 
newspapers of Boston on October Ist, 
1924. “Who is Cutter?” the papers 
demanded and, looking in their infor- 
mation files, they found no photograph, 
and not a single line on which to build 
their stories. But the sixty thousand 
people who are the United Fruit Company 
needed no information; they knew Cutter, 
had known him for years. And from 
Mexico to Panama there was rejoicing 
that night. 

Let us go back now to the beginning, 
which is bananas, and to Andrew W. 
Preston and Minor C. Keith. 


EITH and Preston are—or were, for 

Preston is dead—two of the great 
figures in the history of American business. 
They formed one of those rare partner- 
ships in which each member complements 
the other, and the union is able to achieve 
results more than twice as far-reaching 
as the individuals could possibly have 
wrought alone. 

It is necessary to say something of 
these two pioneers, because they laid 
the foundations on which Victor Cutter 
builds. Keith was born in Brooklyn; 
started work in a men’s furnishing store 
on Broadway at sixteen, earning three dol- 
lars a week; decided, after six months, that 
he didn’t want to sell collars and socks, 
and moved on into the lumber business. 
The first year he made $3,000, which took 
him to Texas and bought him some cattle. 
Long before he was old enough to vote he 
was the owner of 4,000 cattle and 2,000 
pigs, and was holding his own against the 
marauding bands of the frontier. 

Even this did not satisfy his vigorous 
ambition. A brother was in Costa Rica 
attempting to build a railroad. He wrote 
young Minor Keith, saying, “You can 
make more money here in three years than 
you can make in Texas all the rest of 
your life.” He did not mention malaria, 
mosquitoes, snakes, swamps, and scor- 
pions, and if he had it would have made 
no difference. The thrill of the unknown 
and the difficult is in the blood of the 
Keiths. Minor sold his cattle and went. 

Before his brother’s projected railroad 
could be started, it was necessary to 
complete the surveys, which meant that 
Minor must tramp the pathless coast for 
a hundred miles, through woods and 
reptile-infested swamps.. The Costa Ri- 
cans hada saying about that particular 
strip of coast, that the man who traverses 
it once is a hero, but the man who travels 
it twice is a fool. Minor made the journey, 


the survey was finished and the work— 
and the troubles—began. 

The next few chapters in his life con- 
tained more adventures than any fiction 
writer would dare include in a novel. The 
native laborers, who knew the perils too 
well, refused to have anything to do with 
the work. Keith went to New Orleans, 
chartered a schooner, filled it with the 
toughest denizens of the docks, and set sail. 

The trip was hardly begun before a 
mutiny broke forth. Keith drew his 
revolvers, whipped the crew into line, 
and delivered his tough human cargo at 
the job. The Government ran out of 
money and could not pay for the work. 
Fever struck down the laborers. Every- 
thing that could happen did happen, and 
still the two brothers pushed on. Building 
railroads, and cultivating bananas as a 
side line, Minor never lost his faith in 


‘Central America nor his dream of its 


development. 


WHILE Keith was fighting for a foot- 
hold in Central America, Andrew 
Preston, a New England lad, was making 
his start as a dealer in vegetables and 
fruits in Boston. It was in 1870 that 
Captain Lorenzo D. Baker, owner of a 
tight little schooner, took a contract to 
convey a party of gold miners three. hun- 
dred miles up the Orinoco River in 
Venezuela. On his way back the doughty 
captain stopped at Jamaica and looked 
about him for a return cargo. Times were 
bad and freights scarce, and somebody 
ersuaded the captain to load up with 
Briches of bananas, with which he pres- 
ently arrived in Boston, where people 
liked the strange new fruit, and asked for 
more. 

It was not long before alert young 
Andrew Preston saw, tasted, and jumped 
to the conclusion that here was a chance 
for a big business. With a few associates, 
who risked two thousand dollars apiece, 
he organized the New England Fruit Com- 
pany. 

So we have the principal characters in 
the first act of the drama: Keith, ardent, 
far-seeing, courageous almost to a fault; 
Preston, capable, wise in figures, testing 
the ground always before letting his 
whole weight go—it was a stroke of 
fortune that the bananas grown by the 
one passed into the hands of the other, 
for they made a wonderful team. Keith 
stayed most of his time in Central Ameri- 
ca, buying land, planting trees, clearing 
forests, building railroads; Preston, in 
Boston, saw that the’ operations resulted 
in a profit. 

To his desk in Boston on April 14th, 
1904, there came a letter bearing the 
address of the secretary of the business 
school of Dartmouth ‘College: It is so 
interesting, in view of later developments, 
that it deserves to be quoted in full: 


APRIL 13, 1904 


Mr. Anprew W. PRESTON, PRESIDENT, 
United Fruit Co., Boston, Mass. 


. . > I 
Dear Sir: I beg to inquire, in the interest | 


Study BUSINESS 
in New York City 


—the world’s business 
center 


THE logical place to.study business is in 
a business center. New York City, with 
its manifold business activities, becomes 
vour laboratory when youstudy at New 
York University. Here, stirrounded on 
all sides by a business atmosphere, your 
training assumes a deeper meaning. 


Shortage of trained 
business assistants 


Business executives are aware of the shortage 
of highly trained assistants. They are demanding 
that the young men who start in their offices shall 
have a training and a practical knowledge of 
business problems. 


Teaching men 
to think straight 


The school does not offer students the expec- 
tation that in three years’ time they will be pre- 
pared to assume managerial positions. But it 
does teach them straight thinking. It does give 
them a working knowledge of the elements of 
modern business. 


Courses 
The school offers courses in 


Accounting Journalism 
Advertising Management 
Banking and Finance 
Trade and Transportation 
and in every other phase of business. The basic 
problems and principles of daily business routine 
are taught. 

Graduates of accredited high schools are 
accepted as regular students. A limited number 
of men and women with successful business 
experience are accepted as special students. All 
students, however, must meet the University’s 
requirements of mental and personal fitness. 
Registration for the fall term begins September 
15th. The school opens September 22d. For 
bulletin and complete information address The 
Registrar, New York University, Washington 
Square, New York City. 


New York University 


The ten schools of New York 
University 


At University Heights 
College of Art 
and Pure Science 
School of Engi- 
neering 
25th Street and 
First Avenue 
Medical School 
Washington Square 
School of Commerce 


School of Law 
School of Education 
Washington Square 
College 
Graduate School 
School of Retailing 
AT 00 Trinity Place 
Graduate School of 
Business Adminis 
tration 
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“They've tripled your 
salary, dear” 


“I TELL you, Tom, it was a lucky day 


I. C. S. coupon. You'd never be where you 
are to-day if you hadn’t decided .to sstudy 
in spare time just when you did.” 


Spare-time study with the I. C. S. is winning pro- 
motions for thousands of men and bringifig +happiness 
to thousands of homes all over the world. In offices, 
shops, stores, mines, mills and on railroads, I. C. S. 
trained men are stepping up to big jobs, over the 
heads of older men, past those whose ofily qualifica- 
tion is long service. There is a job ahead of YOU. 
Some man is going to be picked for it. The boss 
can’t take chances. He is going to choose a trained 
man with sound, practical knowledge of the work. 

Get busy right now and put yourself in line for 
that promotion. You can do it in spare time in your 
own home through the International Correspondence 
Schools, just as thousands of other men and women 
have done. 


The first step they took was to mark and mail 
this coupon. Make your start the same way—and 
make it right now. 
Mail the coupon today 
for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE scHooLs 
Box 7483-D, Seranton, Penna. men ts 


Wyitvent cost ce, obligation o n whe Wina a be] 
& copy your 48-page boekle ns an : 
and tell me how I can qualify for the positien or wn 


subject before which I have marked an X 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


Business Management Salesmanship 

Industrial Management Advertising 

Personnel Organization tter Letters 

Traffic Management Show Card Lettering 
Business Law Stenography and Typing 
Banking and Banking Law Business English 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.) [] Civil Service 

Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Commen School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 
Spanish D French Ilustrating 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL SOURED 
TCI e! 
Derren ee Architects’ Blue Prints 
M T Engine 


echanica er Contractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
Machine Practice Concrete Builder 
Railroad Positions tructural Engineer 
Gas Engine Operating emi O Pharmacy 
Civil Engineer Autemobile Work 
Surveying and Mapping Airplane Engines 
Metallurgy Q ining Agriculture and Poultry 
Steam Engineering O Badio Mathematics 

Name.... 


Street 


Occupation... 

Persons resi: nada should send this coupon to th 

International Correspondence Schools. Canadian, Limited, 
Montreal, Canada. 


otels Need 
“sete 


Nation-wide demand for trained 
executives; all departments, hotels, 
clubs, apartment houses; uncrowded 
field; fine living; quick advance- 
ment; our methods endorsed by lead- 
ing hotels everywhere; write for Free 
Book “YOUR BIG OPPORTUNI- 
Te" 

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Room V-1414 Washington, D. C. 


WETOMACHEK 


Midwest Hockey—Sports Camp 

For Women Coaches, Directors of 

Physical Education and Playground Instructors 
Opens July 20—Powers Lake, Wis. 

Field Hockey, latest English methods. Land and Water 

Sports. Beautiful Lake—Good Food—Ideal Vacation. 
Register now, for period of one to four weeks. 

For further particulars address Camp Secretary 


Chicago Nor i 
Boze je Normal School of Physical Education 


Ppt if vv! 


for both of us when you sent in that 


-| of one of our students, who was graduated 


from the Tuck School the last of this month, 
whether the United Fruit Company may have 
open a position for which he might apply. 

This young man, Mr. Victor M. Cutter, was 
graduated from Dartmouth College last june, 
and has spent the past year in the Tuck 
School. In his Tuck School work he has 
emphasized preparation for Spanish-American 
trade, having devoted most of his attention to 
the commercial geography of the West Indies 
and South America, and to commercial Spanish. 
He reads German, reads and speaks French 
with moderate fluency, and has a reading 
knowledge of commercial Spanish, and the 
foundation for acquiring the speech in short 
order when placed in the suitable surround- 
ings. 

He is an unusual man in that, in speaking of 
his characteristics, no reservations have to be 
made. I should like to call your attention to 
the following characteristics: 

He is an exceptional student, having been 
graduated from the college with honors. 

He is an indefatigable worker, putting all 
his energy into whatever he undertakes. He 
‘is a man of absolute integrity and of unlimited 
|- trustworthiness. i 

He is a mari of resource, having earned his 
wåy through college. 

He has had opportunities for showing, to a 
greater degree than is usual with men just 
leaving college, his capacity for business life. 
His father is a market gardener of Lowell; the 
son has for the past four years been granted 
occasional leave of absence from the college 
that he might aid his father in that business. 
happen to have learned that this aid has been 
of a most substantial sort, and that the son 
hag shown the capacity for taking respon- 
| sibility. In another way he has shown that he 
| possesses strongly certain qualities necessary 
for business success: Two years ago he was 


; || placed in charge of our most unruly ‘dormitory; 


‘hy a combination of firmness, tact, and 
‘patience, he has brought order out of chaos, 
‘and has won thereby the admiration of the 
college administration. 

Mr. Cutter is modest and rational in his 
expectations. He does not expect, because he 
is a college man, that he will start anywhere 
else than near the bottom. What he hopes for 


good. He is a man who will make good. 

I-take the liberty of inquiring, therefore, 
whether in its wide field the United Fruit 
Company may not-have an opening for a young 
man of his. promise. 

Trusting you will pardon this interruption, 
I wish to remain Very respectfully, 

‘ H. S. Person, 
Acting Secretary. 


ME: PRESTON passed the letter to his 
assistant, P. ia Reynolds, with the 
remark that they ought to take a look at 
a man who sounded as good as all that; 
and a day or two later Cutter walked into 
the office. He was something to look at 
indeed—more than six feet of bone and 
brawn, with a back that could carry a 


barrel of flour, and the strong, tanned 
hands of a farmer boy. Reynolds sat him 
down, and soon had his simple story. He 
was, as the letter stated, the son of a 


Chicago, Illinois | 


market gardener. There had never been 
any extra money if the home; but there 
were a few good books, and the right kind 
of ideals. 

He had worked always, driving the 
market wagon to town, and so learning the 
ways of selling at a profit, tutoring at 
Dartmouth and turning every other 
honest trick to meet expenses. 

It had been a hard pull, and there was 
always the temptation to leave the course 
midway and take a job; but he went 
through, and more, adding an extra year 
in order to know something about 


is the opportunity for promotion if he makes’ 


accounting, and to study the language 
and the geography of the American 
tropics. He had made up his mind to 
work for the United Fruit Company and— 
his square jaw set when he said it—here 
he was to get the job! 

There were no college men in the 
company in those days. They were, in 
fact, much scarcer in all businesses than 
to-day, and there was some prejudice 
against them. For selling bonds and man- 
ning banks, and other clean and not too 
arduous tasks they were conceded a 
certain fitness; but how would they stand 
mosquitoes, and hot nights, and the 
loneliness of far away? 

Nobody had tried them, and so Rey- 
nolds proceeded to give Cutter a brief 
course in the -horrors of the tropics. 
Everybody who went down there was 
sure to get malaria, and probably yellow 
fever, he said. (This was a fact, for it was 
not yet known that the mosquito was the 
germ carrier, and there were no window 
screens.) 

During the first years of toil on banana 
farms one must expect to cut himself oft 
from association with people of his own 
kind. His only immediate associates 
would be negroes and the laboring class 
of Central America. He must expect to 
sleep on swampy land, to make long, 
lonesome journeys, to be bitten and 
attacked, and generally uncomfortable. 

Cutter listened, his jaw getting firmer 
all the while. 

““T brought my stuff down with me,” 
he said, when the lecture was over. “I 


can start any time.” 


: There was ne answer but to give him a 


„ticket, and on the next boat he sailed. 


H's official title was timekeeper of the 
Buffalo Farm, Zent District, and his 
boss was a gentleman who thought that 
college boys were all right 'in their place, 
but that their place was not in Costa Rica. 

Compared with the marvelous proper- 
ties and the company to-day the farm was 
a crude affair indeed. For the peon and 
negro workers, there were a few thatched 
roof huts, with split bamboo sides, sealed 
with mud, each with its lean-to mud 
kitchen and its mud stove. The house of 
the overseer and his timekeeper was 
little better. It had two rooms, with a 
rickety front porch where meals were 
served; no screening and no real pro- 
tection from the days and nights of rain. 

Since there were never enough horses 
to go around, most of the work was done 
on foot. Cutter tramped from five o’clock 
in the morning until it was too dark to 
tramp any more, mile after mile, in 
soaking boots that never had a chance to 
dry. He mended saddles, repaired bridges, 
cut bananas, cleared up the brush after 
the storms that were forever mussing 
things, and cooked his own meals when 
the cook left without notice. 

At night there were the accounts to 
keep, and, just to give variety to the 
program and prevent the danger of too 
much sleep, the laborers squabbled in the 
early morning hours, and the mules took 
colic and called frightfully for help. It was 
a gay, bright life for a kid only a month 
removed from the comforts of a college 
campus. Cutter smiled through it all, got 
malaria and went to the hospital, came 
back, got it again, and came back again. 

And at the end of six months, when it 
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| bananas. 


' was evident that he couldn’t be made to 


quit, there was nothing to do but promote 
him. He was made overseer of a farm in 
the same district, an old farm which badly 


| needed what later came to be known as 


the ‘Cutter tuning up.” 
The new job gave him a chance to use 


| everything that he had learned on the 
| Buffalo Farm, plus some ideas of his own. 
| He made new and better maps; he installed 


the first aërial tramways for carrying 
bananas; he made it a point to know more 
about the life and psychology of the 


| laborers than anybody had known before. 


He set aside a little patch of land for 
experiments in the better cultivation of 
Work like that cannot be 
hidden. 

Cutter was moved up to the super- 
intendency of the Zent division, a dozen 
big farms with fifty white employees, and 
hundreds of negroes and Costa Rica 
laborers. It was a kingdom and he, a 
youngster of twenty-four, had power to do 
pretty nearly anything, provided only the 
district prospered, and the workers were 
satished, and the profits grew. He 
established schools and hospitals, and 
laid out large experiments in the improve- 
ment of the land. He mapped and 
drained, and planted and explored, his 
reports being the most complete and 
interesting which the home office had ever 
received. 


JN TWO years he had carried through 
his formula again, and the ofħcials, 
looking around for someone who could 
tackle Guatemala, said, “ There’s Cutter. 
He can’t be killed, and he has nothing. to 
do.” So to Guatemala he went. He was 
twenty-six. years old and a seasoned 
veteran of the tropics. In the next seven 
years he literally transformed a jungle 
into one of the most profitable operations 
which the company owns. 

He was beginning to be very comfort- 
able in Guatemala, when they tossed him 
over into Honduras to build wharves, lay 
out farms, and go through the whole bag 
cf tricks again. Costa Rica, Guatemala, 
Honduras—one, two, three and out. 
After Honduras there was no question as 
to what must happen. He knew more 
about the company’s tropical business 
than any other man; he had licked every 
job from the lowest all the way up; every 
worker in the tropics knew that if Cutter 
were in Boston the decisions would be 
based upon a complete and sympathetic 
understanding of all the facts. So, in 1917 
he was made vice president in charge of 
Tropical Divisions, and installed in an 
office whose door led directly into the 
office of Andrew Preston. 3 

Disraeli once remarked that he had 
noticed that those who had the most 
information generally reached the highest 
places. For thirteen years Victor Cutter 
had been doing every possible sort of job 
in the producing end of the business; now 
for seven more years he was to have the 
great privilege of working side by side 
with a master of merchandising and 
finance. When at last Andrew Preston 
laid down his burden, there was no 
question as to who could best lift it up 
and carry on. Cutter had the information, 


| and it covered everything. 


The characteristics which have made 
him president were all in evidence at 
Dartmouth and, because they are char- 


acteristics which are distinctly within 
the grasp of most of us, it is worth while 
setting them down. 

The first thing that strikes you about 
him ts his splendid health. Cutter, as well 
as any man you will find, knows the 
value of health. On almost any sunny 
Saturday afternoon you may find him 
digging away in his garden. 

There is strength in the soil. Somehow, 
be it by gardening or golf, tramping the 
hills or riding or fishing, somehow, a man 
must keep his touch with nature, or in 
the time of crisis he will crack. 

Three months after Cutter’s arrival in 
the tropics, P. K. Reynolds, who had 
hired him, visited Costa Rica. One of the 
officials met him at the boat. “Say, that 
big chap you sent down here is doing all 
right,” said the official; “but he can ask 
more darn questions in an hour than any 
man | ever saw.” 

The habit of asking “Why” is the 
mother of achievement. It is the creator 
of presidents. So I put it down in the list 
of characteristics that have made Cutter 
what he is. 

“The hardest thing for a young fellow 
to learn is patience,” Mr. Cutter said, 
when we were talking about his years in 
Central America. “Big things just don’t 
come to pass quickly. There have to be 
years in every life when progress seems 
slow, when the end of the year brings 
nothing, apparently, but the prospect of 
doing the same things all over again. I 
had a chance to find out about that in the 
tropics. News would filter down there 
about my college classmates. This one 
was making his way. up to the top of a 
bank; that One -had been elected to a 
public office; another was a professor in 
the delightful surroundings of a college 
town. And I was swatting mosquitoes!” 


“V JE ARE employing a good many 

college boys in our business these 
days, and sometimes they ask, ‘Are the 
opportunities as good to-day as they 
used to be? Isn’tit a fact that, with the 
great growth of these corporations, they 
tend to become departmentalized, so that 
men have less chance for initiative and 
rapid progress?’ I cannot see it that way. 
I can’t conceive of any position in life 
where it wouldn’t be possible to do more 
than the average, or is better. 

“I havent much sympathy, either, 
with the notion that some businesses are 
“good businesses’ and some no good. My 
first night in Costa Rica was spent in a 
flimsy shack; in the next room, behind a 
thin partition, a man was dying of yellow 
fever. I had to listen to his groans until, in 
the early morning hours, they ceased. 
That introduction would not have seemed 
to promise that the banana business was 
a very ‘good’ business. Yet we have 
cleaned out yellow fever from the tropics 
and made it good.” 

So patience must also go into the list of 
Cutter’s valuable characteristics. 

Some three years ago Lord Northcliffe 
visited this country on his way around 
the world. He had a suite in a New York 
hotel through which a perfect host of 
visitors poured all day. In the evening 
the Editor of this magazine had an 
appointment with him to submit a 
character sketch which was scheduled for 
immediate publication. The Editor ex- 
pected that Lord Northcliffe would take a 
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. | quick glance at the manuscript, indicate a 


ew changes, and hand it back. 
Imagine his surprise when his lordship 
picked up a stubby lead pencil and began 
l laboriously crossing out, interlining, and 
‘writing around the margins. For thirty 
minutes the man who was described as 
“the most powerful private citizen in the 
world” gave that article the meticulous 
care which a novice in the writing trade 
might be expected to bestow. When at 
length he handed it back, the Editor 
expressed appreciation and surprise. *'I 
‘had not expected more than a few min- 


t, utes’? he said. “IT know the tremendous 


i pressure on your time.” 
“That is all right,” said his lordship, 
“perfectly all right. I am a detail man.” 
The phrase is commonly regarded as a 
: term of reproach; there is a prevalent 
notion that details are beneath the 
dignity of men at the top. It is an almost 
fatal error. On the day of my talk with 
© Mr. Cutter, I lunched with Everett Lord, 
dean of the Business School of Boston 
University. He showed me a letter which 
-he was sending to his recent graduates. 
lt contained these wise paragraphs: 


A Word of Warning. You have had edu- 
cational advantages beyond those of many of 
© your fellow workers. Don't air them, Don’t 

assume that all in all you know more than 
others. Remember thag while vou have had 
| more schooling, others have had more experi- 

ence. The difference is in the kind of education 
‘rather than the amount. Only after your 
i schooling has been mellowed and strengthened 

by experience will it prove of more value than 
| the practical education of your fellow workers. 
| There is one danger to which college men 
‘seem to be particularly exposed—that is the 
i custom of giving attention to the next job at 
the expense of their present job. Scores, of 
| failures are due to the assumption by the 
|.young worker that his duties are so simple as 
i to be hardly worth his serious attention. 


Nothing is more impressive in these 
new cyrpofatign presidents than their 
enormous capacity. for giving attention to 
little things. ‘Their “subordinates are 


it is fatal to visit the “front office” unless 
i their information is complete in the 
smallest detail. It is so in the United 
Fruit Company. 


“N TOTHING takes the place of facts,” 
said Mr. Cutter. “One of the most 
successful men of my acquaintance is as 
unattractive as a man could possibly be. 
His personality would seem to be an 
almost insuperable handicap; he has none 
of the social graces. Yet he knows, and 
that has made him successful in spite of 
everything else.” 
In my stirrings around Boston, I 
' happened upon a neighbor of Victor 
Cutter, who grasped me by the arm and 
pushed me into a doorway, where we 
could be out of the crowd. “I hear you 
“are going to write something about 
' Cutter,” he said. “If that’s so you ought 
| to come out to Newton. You really can’t 
understand his fine career unless you have 
seen his wife.” ; 
There is a good deal that might be said 


constantly amazed by it; they know that ` 


on that point; but the saying of it would 
add little. Every issue of this magazine 
might properly bear a line in red type. In 
reading the stories of the men featured 
in these pages, it should be understood 
that each one of them ts what he is, be- 
cause some woman believed and helped. 
z HAT one thing in your business 
career gives you most satisfac- 
tion?” ] asked Cutter. 

“The men in our organization,” he 
answered. “When I went to Central 
America it was a haven for tramps of every 
sort —men whom liquor had downed, men 
who had run away from their wives, men 
who had ‘left their country for their 
country’s good.’ In some of them there 
was still a spark of hope, and we gave 
everyone his chance. 

“But 1 believed from the first that the 
possibilities of the business were limited 
only by the quality and size of the men 
who would grow up in it. We began going 
through the colleges and picking out 
promising candidates. Not all of them 
could stand the racket, of course; but 
about one in five comes through, and he 
certainly has had a schooling that develops 
all the sturdy qualities. What is the 
result? To-day there are fifty men, at 
least, who could be sent to any part of the 
world with the full assurance that they 
would render effective service.” 

When Cutter was moyed from Costa 
Rica to Guatemala, five hundred negro 
workers loaded their families and their 
worldly goods into boats and. followed 
him. It was a three-day journey. Nobody 
told them to go, there was no promise of 
work or wages; But they had come to love 
this big, human boss. He was firm, but 
he was just. He would’ stand for no 
loafing, but he played square; and when 
there was sickness or trouble, he was first 
on the job with help. They knew nothing 
about Guatemala, but they knew Victor 
Cutter; they would take a chance on him 


e ary where. x he 


The president of one of the biggest 
financial institutions in this country said 
recently, “There is not a single brilliant 
man in this organization.” The president 
of a great industrial organization made 
an almost identical remark. “We have 
only two brilliant men,” he said. ‘‘One 
of those brilliant men has since dropped 
out—brilliant but undependable; and the 
other is a scientist who is marvelous in 
his department, but would destroy the 
business in a year if he were in command.” 
Brilliance does not seem to be essential, 
or even always desirable, in the great 
organizations which achieve such wonders 
in our modern world. 

Captains of industry are strong, hard- 
working, modest, square men, who have 
the qualities common to all of us, but in 
just a little greater degree. And Victor 
Cutter would be the first to subscribe to 
this sound doctrine. He would like, I am 
sure, to be presented as he is—a big, 
human fellow whom other men have 
trusted and who by their trust and his 
own hard work has come up to the top. 


“How Wild Animals Act in Tight Places” is an extraordinarily 


vivid article next month, in which the author relates many stories of 
sagacity that he has observed in the wild creatures of America. ‘‘I once 
saw a three-legged coon baffle a fine setter,” he says; “and on an- 
other occasion a wildcat completely outwitted my brother and me.” 
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The trouble is that your teeth 
require a certain kind of protec- 
tion which you are failing to give 
them—the protection they need is 
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use of a germ-killing dentifrice. 


The protection they need is the 
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painful cavities. 
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The Traffic Squad 


(Continued from page 23) 


with you where I’m safe,’ says she. A 

takin’ way with her, that gyurll!”” 
“Likely ’tis the same,” put in Sullivan, 

listening from his corner. “Likely ’tis 


| Miss Cary, and a fihe young lady she is. 


A workin’ woman all the same. And what 
would you be answerin’ her?” inquired 
Sullivan. “ Nothin’ ugly, or lIl break the 
face of you!” 

“Me? I said, says I, 
safe, miss.” 

And Sullivan repeated both incidents to 
a voung lawyer who was attending to his 
small affairs, a giant of a young lawyer 
with fair hair and a tanned complexion. 


‘You bet you’re 


THE winter passed; other blue statues 
on corners came to life; Rosalie greeted 


‘many by name now, and seldom was the 


street too congested for a word to flash 
between the majesty of the law and the 
girl fighting for living and home. Fighting 
with fear of losing the battle, of having to 
give up her home, for the few bonds which 
were her only ‘puffer against poverty 
looked unpromising. Ifthey went wrong— 
But her flourishing acquaintance with 
the Trafhe Squad was a thing that heart- 
ened her. On rare nights when she stayed 
in town, she listened from her rented bed 
to the roar in the streets below, and re- 
membered that down there, guiding’ it, 
was a husky fellow who was her friend; 
there to take care of her. So she would 
fall asleep, feeling safe for the strength 
and faithfulness of the police force. 
Yet— 

“Nora,” said Rosalie, as Nora dragged 
off rubbers after a rainy eight hours in 
town, “that cross policeman spoils my 
day!” 

“Which feller?” Nora had a cousin on 
the force and was authoritative. 

“Corner of Lee and Harrison.” 

“Thats Mr. Connolly,” stated Nora. 
“Dennis Connolly. He ain’t cross, not 
naturally. But he’s had hard luck.” A 
simple annal of the poor was set forth; 
adec uately hard luck, indeed. 

‘He's a grand man, Dennis, only sorter 
disgusted,” Nora summed up. “‘ Peter 
says” —the policeman cousin was Peter— 
“that the chief o’ police told Atm—” 

Next morning, Rosalie, driving by the 
corner of Lee and Harrison, beheld Con- 
nolly, shedding gloom for a block in four 
directions. She stopped and beckoned, 
and Connolly came, frowning. 

“T heard something about you!” 

He looked suspicious. “What’s that?” 

“I heard,” Rosalie went on, in her 
pretty, emphatic way, “that you were the 
best traffic cop in this city; that you man- 
aged your corners better than any other 
officer in Wilchester.”” 

“Somebody said that about me?” 

“Uh-huh. Somebody that was the 
chief of police himself!”” The face leaning 
out of the car window was all laughter and 
brilliancy; people were waiting to cross, 
but the best trafic cop in Wilchester 
didn’t notice. 

“Tf that ain’t a humdinger!” 

Rosalie giggled. ‘‘Humdinger nothing! 
You’ve made me stall my car. Don’t you 
arrest me before I start it!” 


Suddenly she was aware that close, 
back of the grinning Connolly, a man 
stood, listening, a man as tall as Connolly. 
With that he was gone, and she had sud- 
denly recognized the man of the new car 
and the accident. 

That afternoon she went out to Cary- 
town earlier than usual, sent by her “‘ boss,” 
to interview the owner of an estate. It 
was a May day and as she rattled past the 
gates of the country club, a machine 
whirled in and Rosalie saw the very light 
head back of the wheel. A pang stabbed 
her. It wasn’t fair! 

She would like to be driving out from 
town on this perfect day for play—for 
tennis—a shower after—tea after that 
with a gay crowd—oh, piffle! Madge 
Trimble, Bunny Parker, Fifi Lampton— — 
what a lot! Well-dressed, good-looking; 
never a brain. If that was the kind he 
liked—! Of course Renée Stimson and 
Elinor Gray and some more were good 
sports, and good sorts too. She found her- 
self wishing Renée and Elinor were zt so 
desirable. 

es peabauss old girl?” She spoke it aloud, 

attling up the dusty road. “No use. 
They’re perfectly good girls, and it’s that 
kind, with brains and zipand money—that 
kind he’ll naturally—” She turned on the 
person whom she was addressing. “What, 
in heaven’s name, is it to you whom he 
marries? You plugging, poverty-stricken 
idiot! Butterfliles—drones! you’re 
cast for a drone, keep your nose to the 
grindstone, and be a worthy drone; may be 
a little successful. By the time you’re 
fifty. But he does look like a Viking—and 
he really is a dear!” 


N CLATTERED the little car, leap- 

ing gallantly toward the haven where 
it would be, and a half-hour later she drove 
it back with the large insurance safely 
landed and, passing the country club, she 
saw a tall man stowing Renée Stimson 
into his car. She made a face. “Darn!” 
She glared straight ahead. And was aware 
that the tall man was turning toward her; 
in fact, was staring at her. While Renée, 
in snappy, tailor-made, simple, very ex- 
pensive white tennis clothes, waited. 

Rosalie glanced at her black serge, 
befitting a business woman, with, how- 
ever, frilly, fresh white collar and cuffs, 
befitting Rosalie. She gave a bang to the 
old black hat whose brim she had herself- 
lined with new white only last night, 
going to sleep over the job, 

“Yes. He recognized us,” she muttered 
to the little car. “Likely he recognizes 
the hydrant. Don’t be so pitiful as to be 
pleased with that, will you? The trouble 
with us is that we don’t have enough play, 
and that section of our mind is empty, 
and the Viking is mooning around m 
there, disturbing us. Now watch, while I 
throw him out. You watch!” 

Mr. Sullivan next morning on his cor- 
ner advanced on her. 

“Morning,” Rosalie threw at him. 
“You look tired! Up late?” 

“Sure I was, miss. A devil-of a good 
time I had.” 

“What doing?” 
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6MONTHS 


12 MONTHS 18 MO l- mks 


“When I enrolled for LaSalle training in 
Higher Accountancy,” writes J. L. Trudell, 

a Michigan man, ‘' was doing the simplest 
kind of clerical work. I had had no previous 
bookkeeping experience. Before complet- | 
ing half the course—within a period of about 
eight months —three promotions brought | 
me to be assistant to the Chief Accountant. 
Within another year I was given entire | 
charge of accounting, over about thirty-five | 
assistants. The first of the yar I was pro- | 
moted to be Director of Advertising, with | 
present earnings nearly 200 per cent more | 

| 


than when I first enrolled, I am very grate- 
ful for LaSalle training.’ 

Nothing surprising about Trudell’s advancement. 
During only six months’ time as many as 1,248 LaSalle 
members reported detinite salary increases totalling 
$1,399,507, The average increase per man was 89%. 

“I havea client for whom I make an audit regularly 
twice a year,” writes S. G. Gray, a Tennessee man. 

“The fce I receive is $25 a day and expenses. This | 
client is a former employer of mine, and I worked 
for him at one time at $100 a month. I know of no 
investment that pays as large dividends as LaSalle 
training.” 


You Have the Same 
f Good Opportunity 


Is tt worth two cents and two minutes of your time 
to learn in detail of the opportunities that would be 
yours in the field of Accountancy? 

All this information, together tai an outline of 
the steps by which you may quickly fit yourself to | 
take advantage of such opportunities, is clearly set 
forth in LaSalle’s 64- page book, *‘Accountancy, the 
Profession that Pays,” a book of invaluable assist- 
ance to the man who is seriously considering Ac- 
countancy as a career. 

The coupon will bring it to you without the slight- 
est obligation, and with it details of the LaSalle 
salary-doubling ‘plan, also the inspiring testimony of 
men still in their twenties and early thirties who have 
broken away from the low-pay ranks and today are 
expert accountants. 

Your start toward a bigger salary is as near you as 
the point it ae your pencil. For the sake of a brighter 
future—A 
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LaSALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

The World's Largest Business Training Institution 


Dept. 833-HR Chicago 
I would welcome details of your salary- 


Training for positions as Auditor,Comp- 
troller, Certified Public Accountant, Cost Accountant, ete. 
Other LaSalle Opportunities 

LaSalle opens the way to success in ever rtant field 
of business. If mere interested in one of the fields indicated 
below, check h 
OBusiness enasna 


OPersonnel and Employ- 
DModern Salesmanship 


ment Management 


OTraffic Management OBanking and Finance 
DRailway Station Man- O Modern Business Corre- 
agement spondence and Practice 


OLaw—Degree of LL.B. 
OCommercial Law 
OlIndustrial Management 
OModern Foremanship 
and Production Methods 


OExpert Bookkeeping 
Oc. P. A. Coaching 
OBusiness English 
OCommercial Spanish 
OEffective Speaking 


patra, and we drove off to the jail. 


| low in new uniform. 


Mr. 
| happened. He was sayin’ he’d run in and 
, have a word with the bosses first off. 


“Well,” answered Mr. Sullivan, his 
weather eye down his streets, ‘‘’twas 
this way— Ever meet Tom O'Brien?” 

“T should say!” Rosalie stated. ‘‘’Tom’s 
from Carytown; his father used to be my 
father’s coachman. Tom taught me to 
ride a horse. He works in the Rand Con- 
struc tion Company.” 

“He does not,” Mr. Sullivan remarked 
firmly. ‘But he did, till last night. Last 
night we initiated him into the police 
force. “Twas fun. "Iwas five when he 
was troo work and all his friends comin’ 


| out of the factory, and we dashed up in 


the patrol wagon. Bang! All the noise 
we could make, a dozen in the uniform. 
Two of the boys with handcuffs grabbed 
him and put ’em on. They troo him in the 
Bang! 
Most at the factory didn’t know about 
Tom goin’ into the force, and sure they 
thought we had him. When we gets to the 
jail the other boys meets us, and we had a 
big dinner.” Mr. Sullivan sighed deeply. 

“Hooray,” laughed Rosalie. “PH 
speak to. Tom about getting arrested, 
when I see him.” 

“Do that, do that,” approved Sullivan. 

“Tom O’Brien,” spoke Rosalie, flying 
around a corner—it might be two weeks 
later—bringing up in front of a sturdy fel- 
“Shame on you, 
Tom. Not twenty-four hours in the force, 
and arrested already!” 

Tom opened his eyes; then chuckled. 
“Who's been tellin’ you, Miss Rosalie?” 


! But Tom was charmed. 


“ Policing at the new hotel, Tom?” she 
inquired. ‘‘Isn’t it fine?” 

“’Tis a great building,” agreed Tom. 
“I wonder if my lawyer gentleman’s for- 
got me,” he went on, glancing at the door. 

“Your lawyer gentleman?” 

“Tis a young lawyer, and one of his 
clients was hurted, inside there. I saw it 
happen and he wants me to go with him, 
McLane. And show him how it 


Me 
to wait here. Mr. Graham McLane is the 
name of him. A good lawyer, by my 
judgment, he’ll make of himself. There 
now, it’s him.” 


M saluted. Rosalie, looking after him, 

saw him join the Viking. The Viking’s 
name was Graham McLane. Tom was 
conversing with animation, and she knew 
that the lawyer gentleman was being 
instructed as to who she was, and all 
about her. “And it’s none of his affair.” 
She tried to feel proud and indifferent. 
A lawyer. Name of Graham McLane. 
Nice name! But a struggling young—and 
driving a new—well, lots of cars are not 
very expensive. 

With that the Viking about-faced. 
Something Tom had said? Rosalie, inter- 
ested, watched his eyes search the crowd 
till they reached her. There they stopped. 
She knew, as people do know intangible 
facts, that a hand would go to his hat on a 
sign of a smile. And she did not give the 
sign. 

‘Queer thing, a girl! If one likes a man, 
much, it’s ten to one that at some time 
she will go out of her way to be peculiarly 
disagreeable to him. ‘The psychological 
second was over. The Viking had disap- 
peared with Tom. And Rosalie, a heavy 
spot within her, started home. 

Sullivan was on his corner; traffic was 


minus. Rosalie did not long for banter 
to-day, but he held up his hand, and the 
car seemed to stop of its own accord. She 
greeted the policeman cheerfully, and was 
fon all her life. He marched across, big, 
eaming, and blue, his brass buttons glint- 
ing in sunlight. 
Been to jail lately?” 
genially. 

s Nor Mr. Sullivan, what do you mean 
by holding up my poor little car, on its 
way to its gasolene supper, to ask insult- 
ing questions? Jail? x Not since—a 
week! What do you think the chief said?” 

“Then what?” inquired Sullivan, twin- 
kling with anticipation. 

“Why,” went on Rosalie, “he just 
looked up, when my yellow tag and I 
came in, and I made my speech, ‘I ‘didn’t 
meantoleavethecarso long.’ That’s what 
I say, you know. ‘Well,’ the chief said, 
don't come here any more. Just mail ’em 
in! 

Sullivan slapped his knee. “A , good 
one! Yes, sir, that’s a good one,” pro- 
nounced Sullivan. ‘‘ But you.know, miss, 
and the Squad knows, you'll not be tagged 
much, if you’re not over-wicked. It’s one 
cop passes it to another: ‘Don’t tag the 
girl’s car.’ . ‘She’s all right; she’ll be 
out in a minute,’ it is. And who started 
it, miss? Me! Sullivan!” 

Rosalie shifted a hand, and stuck it 
out of the window. “You’re a darling, 
Mr. Sullivan,” she threw at him, squeez- 
ing titanic fingers. “Yowre the kind of 
friend worth having!” 

The car took up its tin anthem. While 
one of the city’s blue guardian angels 
looked after it with softened eyes. “‘ The 
great sort of a girl!” murmured Mr. Sulli- 
van. “A darling! Me! PI tell that to 
Lizzie.” 


asked Sullivan 


EXT morning Rosalie came into town 
by another street, and the car misbe- 
haved and had to be sent to a reformatory, 
so that its mistress went home on a trolley. 
Rosalie was fagged; troubled in mind, also, 
because the coupons on her bonds, due the 
day before, had not been paid. Must a 
“oy > ir 3 
For Sale” sign go up on the old house? 
She gazed out of the window as the trolley 
rushed on, and only after a while was 
aware that two men were talking behind 
her, and that one of them had a pleasant 
voice. 

“Three or four times a week,” the voice 
spoke. “When I can cut an hour at the 
office. Tennis is the way I keep fit for 
work.” 

Voice Number Two asked a question. 

“Met a good many; don’t know them,” 
the attractive voice answered. 

The girl discovered that she was listen- 
ing and wishing she might throw a glance 
over her shoulder to pick the owner of 
Voice One. It „was particularly a nice 
voice, and wasn’t 1t—wouldn’t that way 
of speaking fit the Viking? He had been 
sparing of words on the one day when she 
had heard him speak. But— The men 
were not talking now, and soon the trolley 
glided into Carytown. 

Voice Two slid a sentence, and suddenly 
she knew who it was. Buxby, the man 
from the city who was buying up property, 


who had tried to buy Cary Court. ‘*Old 
village,” was pee iia and something 
about, “‘ Fine old houses.” 


“There’s one,” 
voice answered, 


the clear, low, other 
“that ld like to live in. 
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A Six far advanced in engineering 
38 horsepower -:- brisk getaway 
& flashing pick-up 


HERE is scarcely a crossroad hamlet in America 

that hasn’t been doing its share of talking about 
the fine new Overland Six—and with the same enthu- 
siasm shown in the big cities. This is natural. People 
are people and quality is quality—so everywhere you go 
you find the new Overland Six making the same appeal 
with its beauty; giving the same thrills with its 38 horse- 
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; All-steel Coupe $035; All-steel Sedan $715; 
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N° matter how perfect the engineer builds your car, 
he considers the Boyce Moto-Meter essential. He 
knows that in all its perfection your motor is at the 
mercy of human thoughtlessness. The Boyce Moto- 
Meter detects every change in the cooling system of 
your motor—a source of reassurance—a timely warning 
when overheating starts. 


Leading makers of fine cars make the Boyce Moto- 
Meter standard equipment. 5,000,000 drivers keep 
their cars running smoothly under its protection. 


And today, the modern car not only looks incomplete 
—but is—without this accurate instrument on the 
radiator cap. 


A model for every car *3°° to #15% 


The MOTO-METER COMPANY, INC. 


Long Island City, N. Y. 
THE MOTO-METER COMPANY OF CANADA, LTD., Hamilton, Ontario 
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The name ‘‘Moto-Meter”? is the registered trade mark and the exclusive property of this Company 
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You can just see it now. Id rather live in 
that place than anywhere I know!” Out 
of the window Rosalie saw her beloved old 
house lifting. 

Voice Two. Her own name; something 
about “no money;”’ something about 
“only a girl,” and “will have to sell.” 
Her temper blazed. She would not—she 
would not sell. A murmur from the other, 
and she knew that the man of The Voice 
had recognized her, was stopping the fow 
of language of Buxby. 

Rosalie made her way to the trolley 
door. She had the glance; it was; it 
seemed a comfort that the Viking’s 
tanned face was as scarlet as she felt her 
own. 


“ATORA! Oh, Nora, Nora!” She fell into 

å a chair and turned her face to its 
faded covering and kissed it. Nora came 
trotting. 

“Oh, Miss Rosalie! Oh, now what is it? 
Oh, my gracious!” 

Rosalie gave her entire attention to 
crying. After a while, swallowing and 
sniffing, she told. 

“It ain’t nothing,’ Nora asserted. 
“They don’t know nothing a-tall!” 

“ But, Nora,” sniffed Rosalie, “maybe 
they’re right. I’m scared to death for fear 
I'll have to sell it. You darling, shabby, 
beautiful old barn!” she apostrophized 
the walls. “Nora, my bonds, all I’ve got, 
they’re shaky, and—” 

Nora’s eyes were staring dimly. On the 
fat face came a look worthy of a long- 
limbed, trumpet-bearing angel. ‘‘Miss 
Rosalie—” she came close and stood, 
transfigured by the lovely spirit clamped 
within her chubby body—* Miss Rosalie, 
I got a five-hundred-dollar bond in the 
bank in town, and it’s yours!” I want you 
to take it!” 

Then Rosalie cried more earnestly. 

When the imprisoned angel of Nora 
was convinced that Miss Rosalie wouldn’t, 
the old woman remembered something. 
““There’s a letter for vou,” she said. “Mr. 
VanDorn’s shofer left it.” 

Mr. VanDorn’s chauffeur; a thought 
crept forward icily. Mr. VanDorn had 
placed her tiny money in bonds of Electric 
Specialty. Mr. VanDorn had warned her 
lately that Electric Specialty wasn’t doing 
well. Mr. VanDorn . . . sending a let- 
ter—? 

“Dear Rosalie,” the letter ran, “it 
pains me to send you bad news, but I 
must tell you that Electric Specialty has 
gone into bankruptcy. I am chagrined, 
because I advised its purchase; but I used 
my best judgment. You have the house, 
and you must lose no time in realizing on 
it. I considered it a mistake all along to 
keep so much money tied up. It should 
sell for enough to live on, as it attracts 
attention from summer residents. You 
ought to get a ‘For Sale’ sign put up imme- 
diately.” 

Next morning she saw to the making of 
a sign, and had it in place by noon etre 
the lovely old house whose reserve and 
dignity generations of Carys had pro- 
tected for two hundred years—and all 
| those generations seemed to rise up and 

call her accursed as she watched the work- 
| man hammer. She telephoned to the 
| ofice that she would not be in. There 
| were things to be seen to here; she would be 
no good in the insurance business to-day. 
| But next morning she caught the seven- 
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thirty car, and on it she opened her morn- 
ing paper. Headlines: 


Automobile Victim Succumbs 


Her eyes shifted; she was in no mood 
for horrors. Then two words halted her: 
“Traffic Officer.” She read on. ‘Trafic 
officer dies as result of drunken driving—” 
and the name. She stared at it. “Patrick 
Sullivan, 321!3 Martha Street.” Mr. 
Sullivan! It was yesterday, no, the day 
before, that she had stuck her hand 
through the car window and called him a 
friend worth having. Half an hour after 
that handshake, a reeling, reckless driver 
had rushed toward the intersecting cor- 
ners and, disregarding signals, had torn 
through. Leaving the big body and the 
big heart of Patrick Sullivan lying at his 
post in the middle of his corners. 

The “boss” was good to her when she 
showed him those head'ines, and she went 
to 32134 Martha Street. “I’m a fr-friend 
of your husband’s,” she gasped. ‘There 
was a little company back of the woman at 
the door, an awed little company ranging 
from eleven to two in age. “I was his 
friend,” gasped Rosalie. “I’m Miss Cary.” 

The quiet woman lifted the girl’s hand, 
and kissed it. “Sure, I know about you. 
Sullivan would tell me. A lot he thought 
of you, miss!” 

“I didn’t see the papers yesterday,” 
Rosalie whispered. 

“Lord bless you, child,” the woman 
spoke; her calmness seemed terrible. ‘‘I 
wish I could die too. But—the children—” 
Two or three broke into sobs. ‘‘Sh-sh!”’ 
The mother quieted them. ‘Don’t dis- 
turb the lady. Would you like to see 
Sullivan, miss?” 


| a dark room her friend lay very still, 
in his uniform, two candles burning at 
his head. She thought of the powerful 
figure in the June light of his corners; 
ruddy face, keen, gay Irish eyes, and 
the singing heart. So much use to the 
world—and then she thought of the wretch 
who had snuffed out that good life, and 
one on, disregarding. How the girl cried 

y Mr. Sullivan’s cofin! An emotional 
person, this Rosalie Cary. 

The calm woman patted her arm, and 
Rosalie, in shame at this unselfishness, 
wiped her eyes, and saw a little chap 
pulling at his mother. 

“A gentleman, ma; a big gentleman 
wants to see you.” 

Rosalie, still mopping her face, followed 
Mrs. Sullivan out. The man whom the 
two women faced was the Viking, and in 
his arm was a huge, long box. He started 
when he saw Rosalie, but he turned to 
Mrs. Sullivan. 

“Pm Mr. McLane. Your husband was 
my client, Mrs. Sullivan. I can’t tell you 
how sorry—”’ he stopped, for at the word 
that perfunctory, pitiful sobbing of chil- 
dren, of children who did not under- 
stand, began. The mother hushed them 
again. 

“Keep quiet, sure,” she spoke, “the 
gentleman and lady will think you unman- 
nerly.” Pathetically inadequate word, 
* unmannerly!” 

With that the gentleman laid the long 
box down and brought out a bit of paper. 
“Mrs. Sullivan—” He glanced at the 
other visitor, then went on, “We’ll talk 
business later. But—I thought you might 
need this now.” He slid a check toward 
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her. “I was very fond of your husband,” 
he said. “I’ve known him since—a small 
accident at his corners. He came to me 
as a lawyer after that, and I’ve got to 
consider him a friend.” 
There was emotion in McLane’s voice, 
and Rosalie turned with a wistful smile. 
“You'd like to see Sullivan, sir?” Ir 
= Mrs. Sullivan’s only way of hospi- 
tality. 

The girl put out a hand then. “PI 
come again, Mrs. Sullivan. Maybe you'll 
let me help with the children?” 

The woman clung to her. ‘Don’t you 
go yet,” she begged, and McLane spoke. 

“If Miss Cary would see to this box?” 

Rosalie lifted out great stalks of lilies, 
of snapdragons, of the loveliest masses of 
color that the best florist in Wilchester 
could furnish. “And a poor young law- 
yer!” she thought. 

“Oh, ain’t they grand!” sighed the 

woman, and the voices of the children 
echoed a soft “gr-and.” “How it would 
ae pleased Sullivan!” spoke Sullivan’s 
wite. 
_ The girl laid the heavy sprays about the 
figure below the candles, and the Viking 
helped. Infinite delicacy of flowers, huge, 
rough modeling of a common man—death 
tied the two exquisitely together. 


WHEN Rosalie went out of the little 

house the Viking was with her, and 
they passed to her car across the street. 
McLane opened the car door. “Your 
car?” asked Rosalie. 

“Pm walking,” he said. And then, 
with a rush at the words, “Unless you'll 
give me a lift?” 

It was a long stretch between Martha 
Street and the city, and at first they spoke 
little. All at once, McLane burst forth 
with a rush again: 

“You wouldn’t speak to me, after the 
accident!” Asif she had known him years. 

“Oh, I would!” 

“But you didn’t.” 

“When didn’t 1?” 

“The day you were handing bouquets 
to that cross cop. You gentled him.’ 

“I didn’t see you till you slid away. 
You didn’t give me a chance.” 

“Didn’t I? Thought I stared brazenly. 
And the morning by the new hotel. When 
Officer O’Brien told me you were there, 
and I turned to find you. I gave you a 
| repeat chance then!” 
| é 

me 


lI didn’t know if you remembered 


“If I remembered you!” He shifted in 
the car, looked at her. “It may seem 
| early in the game, but I’m going to tell 
| you. I’ve been remembering you steadily 
| ever since the accident.” 

The little car rattled, appeared to supply 
the only sound toa Sa E universe. 
At length, “I’m glad!” the girl stammered. 

“I don’t want to startle you. It seems 
as if Id known you all these months, 
while I’ve scoured the streets for the sight 
of you. Since blessed old Sullivan—” 

She lifted wide eyes to McLane. “It 
was Mr. Sullivan a did it, wasn’t it?” 
she whispered. And turned cold! “Did 
it?” Did what? What would he think? 
She had small time to wonder. With a 
long breath, the Viking nodded. 
| “He did. And it’s done. Isn’t it done? 
It is for me. What about you, my—” 
Barely he stopped. f 

“I mustn’t startle you; I must rèmem- 
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ber,” he finished. And began again. 
“Look,” he said, “we're almost in town. 
I can’t talk to you, driving, this way. 
Look—stop this bus, will you?” 

Rosalie ran the car into the gutter and 
parked it at an ungodly angle. 

McLane stared at her; shook his head. 
“I haven’t the nerve.” Then, “I have. 
You'll think me a madman. The first 
time ever— But—” A big hand was 
covering hers on the steering wheel. 
““Time’s nothing,” he spoke. “Its hap- 
pened. It’s so. I love'you, and I don’t know 
your first name. Will you marry me?” 

For along half-minute there was a 
silence which seemed to be climbing moun- 
tains to some distant peak where dwelt 
one jeweled, priceless word. Then, with a 
swift drop, her cheek was against the hand 
over hers, on the wheel. “Oh yes, Viking!” 
she breathed. Suddenly a clock on a 
church tower clanged; its large face peered 
through the windshield. “My goodness 
gracious!” cried Rosalie-Cary-in-the-in- 
surance-business. “I said I’d be there at 
eleven! It’s twelve!” 


“ (QE COURSE I know I’m early, Nora. 

Don’t you suppose I can tell time?” 
This was hours later. “But Nora, you 
lovely Nora with the pretty gray curls—” 
She stopped, laughing, sobbing. An emo- 
tional person, Rosalie Cary. 

“Eh?” inquired Nora, staring. 

“Nora,” exploded Rosalie, “I’m en- 
gaged!” 

**Lord-a-mussy!” fluttered Nora. “To 
what?” 

“To a Viking,” elucidated Rosalie. 

Nora fell into the biggest chair of all, 
and produced a super-sigh. “I suppose 
that’s the end,” she set forth. “The Lord 
knows best,” she added on consideration. 

“Likely,” agreed Rosalie flippantly. 
“cc a ape . 

But it’s not any end; it’s a beginning. 
Of heaven,” she explained. 

“Who have you gone and got engaged 
to?” demanded Nora. 

“Nora,” announced Rosalie, “by the 
grace of God, I’m engaged to the most 
splendid and beautiful and clever and 
gentle and—heavenly prince who ever 
walked this earth.” 

“Prince?” repeated Nora. “Oh! One 
o’ them foreigners. Eyetalian.” 

“No,” rippled Rosalie. “American; 
the best a human man can be.” 

“Wealthy?” inquired Nora. 

The girl shook her head. “Not a cent. 
And I don’t care. A struggling young 
lawyer, Nora.” 

“Tete!” clucked Nora; that was repre- 
hensible of him. ‘“Lawyering’s slow. I 
will say you’ve been cute, though. I 
never suspicioned.” 

“ No more did I,” agreed Rosalie. “ But 
now, Nora, rush. He’s due at five. Hot 
cheese sandwiches. Cinnamon toast. The 
Chinese smoky tea—there’s some left? 
And the Lowestoft cups. I’ll do the tea 
table, and you'll do the food.” 

It was five; the Viking was arrived 
these three minutes; the two were staring 
at each other in dumb amazement, each, 
that there could be a being as wonderful, 
as desirable as the other. That all the 
ages should have combined to give each 
to the other. It has happened before, that 
amazement. It will happen again. Mil- 
lions of times, please God. 

“Why Viking?” inquired Graham Mc- 
Lane, rattling a priceless teacup. 
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“ Because you look it,” Rosalie stated, 
high and dry above reason. ‘‘ Besides, you 
hadn’t a name; I had to baptize you.” 

“Perfectly good one, Viking. I love it,” 
smiled the bearer. ‘‘Otherwise, I’m Hugh 
Graham McLane, called Graham.” 

Her fingers moved from old silver to 
pearly Lowestoft. “We've both good 
names and nothing else, haven’t we? 
Never mind; I’m used to being poor. 
Only—oh, Viking—I hate to sell this 
house!” 

“I saw the sign,” McLane answered. 
“Since when? It mustn’t be.” 

“You don’t understand.” She then 
explained. “I’m poor, and you're poor, 
and—” She halted, reddened. Not yet 
was she used to this marvelous fact of 
together-ness. 

“Oh, are we?” answered the Viking 
vaguely. “But, you see,” he considered, 
“T'd rather live in this house than in any 
other I ever saw.” 

“I know it. I heard you say it. The 
day on the trolley when that Buxby man 
said I’d have to sell it. And he was 
right.” 

“Tm darned if he was right!” 

She turned a brown glance. ‘‘But you 
don’t seem to understand, lovely!” The 


old endearingnesses, stifled since her 
mother died, appeared to fit this tall 
person. 


“* Lovely, am 1?” An interval during 
which words were pleonastic. Then, “It’s 
you who don’t anduri: darling.” 
~ “Don’t I?” wondered Rosalie. “What 
don’t 1?” 

“You don’t seem to understand,” spoke 
the Viking slowly, distinctly, “that you’re 
due to be a rich young woman.” 

Clear eyes questioned, and then she 
laughed. “Joke?” And went on, with a 
small gasp. “I'll be... rich... to 
have’’—the voice faded off—‘ you!” 

The Viking steadied himself. ‘‘Hon- 
estly,” he stated, ‘‘there’s nothing like you 
anywhere. But, I mean, I mean, blessed, 
we're going to have money to burn!” 

“Huh?” inquired Rosalie. ‘*Where’ll 
we get it?” 


THE Viking went into facts: How the 
disgustingly rich McLanes of California 
were his people. Not father and mother, 
for they were dead, but cousins; and he as 
rich as they. How it had got on his nerves 
to have his way smoothed with gold; how, 
after college, he had gone into law school, 
where character and brains counted, not 
money, and had come out a winner, not 
by money; how he had elected to come to 


| Wilchester, far from family “pull,” and 


make his place, going in with Sam Mars- 
ton, his associate editor on their school 
Law Review—Sam Marston, as poor as 
poverty except for brains and character. 

How they were making good; how, 
otherwise, a huge income lay idle in banks, 
and, finally, how handfuls and barrelfuls 
and, oh, oodles, were to be taken out to be 
done with as Rosalie wished. 

Rosalie listened, her hands held fast, 


| while the smoky tea got cold. When he 
| stopped, she sighed like Nora. 


“Fairy tale,” she pronounced. ‘Can't 
be so. Rich—I’ll be crazy about it. Will 
I? I always thought I would. But—” 
She looked up. ‘‘It sounds silly, but— 
couldn’t we keep it dark a while? I’m so 
thrifty! I could keep house on nothing so 
marvelously. I hate to waste me.” 


“We don’t want to sell this house?” 

“Oh!” 

“Yes—yes, we do. You'll sell it. TIl 
buy it. Give it to you for a wedding 
present!” 

“Oh!” gasped Rosalie. 

“Let’s hack down the rotten sign now.” 

“But the tea, the tea. And the cheese 
things; Nora will cry!” 

The Viking stuffed dutifully, following 
which an adjournment was taken to the 
sign, with a hatchet. As they reached it, 
a large car turned into the drive. 

“A customer,” breathed Rosalie; the 
Viking held his hatchet. 

“This place for sale?” inquired a stout 
jeweled person eagerly. 

“It is not,” stated the Viking. “Just 
sold to me.” 

“Oh!” moaned Mrs. Jewels. ‘I’ve 
wanted it two years. It’s the loveliest 
place I know. When was it sold?” 

“Ten minutes ago.” 

“Ten— Couldn’t you let me have it,” 
wheedled Jewels. “I'll pay a huge price!” 

The Viking was firm. “Nothing could 
Poca me You see,” explained the 
liking, to his own astonishment, ‘‘the 
owner goes with it!” And turned red. 

“The owner—” The jeweled lady 
slowly saw light. “Oh!” She threw her- 
self back into the car. “Drive on, Jen- 
kins.” She leaned out again as the engine 
purred, and kissed her hand. ‘‘Good luck 
to you, my dears!” called Mrs. Jewels, and 
glided out of their lives. 

Two days later. “I never heard of such 
a thing,” objected Rosalie. ‘‘We’ve known 
each other three days!” 

“What difference is that?” demanded 
the Viking. ‘‘Time’s nothing—that’s the 
first thing ever I told you. The next was 
that I loved you. That’s everything. 
We're alone, both of us. If you’ll marry 
me next week we can take the two sailings 
theStimsons are giving up, and go to Italy. 
Will you?” 

“Italy! Oh, I will!” 

“Italy wins,” McLane 
couldn’t!” 

“Oh, you could,” began Rosalie, and 
broke down into laughter. “You know, 
lovely—oh, don’t you know?” entreated 
Rosalie. 

“T know, my own. You needn’t explain, 
ever. If you'll merely lore me forever!” 

Rosalie pushed his face away, sidewise. 
“Tve a funny idea. Don’t look at me till 
I tell you. Because if you should look 
unintelligent, we could never be happy in 
our married life.” i 

“Hurry up.” His head off at an angle. 
“You're breaking my neck.” 

“Our wedding. There’s nobody we 
care much to ask. Why not, for our sakes, 
for dear old Sullivan’s sake, have—” 

“Who? Let go my ear, darling; want 
to look at you. Who?” 

“The Trafic Squad!” shot out Rosalie. 


“T 


noted. 


N a June afternoon, when shadows of 
the elms swung leisurely across the 
shifting sun spots of the wide road of Cary- 
town, there was a surprising little wedding 
at the gray small church where brides had 
come from the big house across the way 
these two hundred years. Small boys of 
the village gathered, at the array which 
stepped out of a line of automobiles— 
provided by the groom—and poured in, 
all together, in serried blue ranks. 
“What’s the cops goin’ to church for?” 
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inquired one or two or three or four Arabs. 

“Aw, gee! Don’t you know nothin’?” 
threw back the better informed. “It’s 
Miss Rosalie Cary’s weddin’. She’s in 
with the cops. She c’n park her car on the 
chief’s steps if she wants to!” 

Led by Michael Donegan, head of the 
Traffic Squad, a mighty mass of manhood 
tramped into the little, dim Episcopal 
church and took their places, crossing | 
themselves first. Michael Donegan had 
managed an absence, and Wilchester 
streets were slenderly policed indeed for 
two hours that afternoon. Close to Done- | 
gan, before the main blue army, came a 
small woman dressed in black, and a | 
group of blond children, and the big men | 
stooped to these, off and on, to help them 
up steps, to lift them to a seat, to do any- 
thing, everything, much in the way, but 
always thanked by a smile from the mother 
of ‘“‘Sullivan’s kids.” 

Rosalie, slipping in her bridal array 
across the sun-spotted, shadowy old street, 


saw first in the church the phalanx of | 


blue backs and the group of little golden 
heads in their midst. And then she saw 
nothing at all but the tall man standing 
in the chancel near Doctor Harmon, who 


had baptized her. 

“ Dearly beloved, we are gathered to- 
gether here in the sight of God, and in the 
face of this company—” 

The Trafic Squad rose as one man. 
Surely never was any religious service as 
simple and solemn and beautiful as the 
marriage ceremony of the Episcopal 
Church. In a dream, as weddings go for 
brides, the lovely words were read over 
her, and, “I, Rosalie Fairfax” had taken 
“*thee, Hugh Graham, for my wedded 
husband,” and somehow she and her Vi- 
king, not what might be called bowing 
acquaintances three weeks before, were 
“man and wife.” 

Man and wife, standing in the old, be- 
loved, shabby drawing-room of Cary 
Court, laughing and happy, yet, as to the 
bride, that emotional person, rather tear- 
ful and choked also. While those tremen- 
dous figures in blue coats surged about 
them, every man-jack feeling the honor of 
being the especial, almost the only, guests 
at a wedding in the splendid old house. 
And Nora bustled busily about with food, 
and owned the entire situation. 


T WAS Michael Donegan, head of the 

Trafic Squad, who stood forth and 
made a little speech which left the bride 
incapacitated, for tears; a speech which the 
groom answered with a few happy words 
which turned her weeping ‘into sinful 
pride. It was the Traffic Squad who, com- 
pact in the hall, pelted rice at the two 
racing down the shallow-stepped old stair- 
way, amidst laughter in rich voices; it was 
the Trafic Squad whom Rosalie saw, look- 
ing back as she and the Viking drove away, 
the Squad, massed in a battalion on the 
old gallery among the pillars. And the last 
sound she heard was a deep-throated, 
“t God bless you, miss!” from a dozen of 
them. 

“The loveliest party I ever went to,” 
she threw at her husband. “Tm going 
to have one every year!” 

“‘You’re not!” Her fingers were in a 
steel grip. “I’m planning to make this 

our very last wedding, Rosalie Cary 
Mebane, ’ stated the Viking. 
+t e tb + 


everybody 
every day 


OP.C. Co., 1925 


FLAKES 
WHEAT 


Now you'll like Bran! 


“Yes ma’am, I sell more Post’s Bran Flakes 
than any other kind of bran. That’s because 
it’s good to eat. Folks who start the bran habit 
soon come ’round to Post’s and then they’re 
customers for keeps. 


Families who never used to buy any kind of 
cereals now order Post’s Bran Flakes, two or 
three boxes at a time and eat it every day as 
health insurance. 


Why, I’ve had folks walk in with doctor’s pre- 
scriptions in their hands and call for Post’s Bran 
Flakes. That’s how I started eating it. My 
doctor’s orders. Now I have it every morning 
of my life. I like it! That’s why I feel so prime.” 


POST’S BRAN FLAKES is bran in its most delicious form. It can be 
eaten regularly as a breakfast cereal with genuine relish. It makes the 
finest bran bread and muffins. Served with fruits in season or mixed with 
children’s hot cereals it provides needed bulk for the intestine and pre- 
vents faulty elimination, the cause of so much sickness. Serve Post’s Bran 
Flakes at your house every day as an “Ounce of Prevention” to keep all 
the family well. 


Send for An “Ounce of Prevention” — 


A free trial package of Post’s Bran Flakes and our booklet showing 
different ways of serving Bran. Postum Cereal Company, Inc., Dept. 
8-112, Battle Creek, Michigan. Makers of Post Health Products: Grape- 
Nuts, Post’s Bran Flakes, Post Toasties (Double-Thick Corn Flakes), 
Postum Cereal and Instant Postum. If you live in Canada, address Cana- 
dian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., 45 Front St., E., Toronto, Ont. 


“t POSTS BRAN FLAKES 


as an ounce of prevention 


124 


The American Magazine 


f vesistible’ 


is the charmof 

a smooth clear skin’ 

NS other element of beauty 
has the alluring appeal 

of a fresh, velvety skin, glow- 

ing with health and color. 


Every man admires it and na- 
ture intended every woman to 
possess it. 


But no skin, however lovely, will 
retain its beauty unaided and thou- 
sands of women have found the solution 
of their problem in the daily use of 
Resinol Soap. There are three excellent 
reasons why this soap appeals so 
strongly to the woman who wishes to 
preserve or restore the fresh, youthful 
charm of her complexion. 


First, it is a decidedly pleasing toilet 
soap giving a quantity of creamy, pore- 
se arching lather that invigorates while 
it cleanses. 


Then its ingredients are absolutely 
pure and wholesome. There ts no trace 
of free alkali—thar harsh, drying 
chemical which makes so many ordi- 
nary soaps injurious tothe skin and hair. 


But best of all it contains the sooth- 
ing Resinol properties which give it 
that distinctive, refreshing fragrance 
and rich color, and cause it to keep the 
skin clear and velvety. It leaves 
nothing to be desired for a toilet soap. 

RESINOL OINTMENT is a ready 
aid to Resinol Soap. In addition to 
being widely used for eczema, rashes, 
chafing, etc., thousands of women find 
itindispensable for clearing away black- 
heads, blotches and similar blemishes. 


Dept. M, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. { 
I have never used Resinol Soap or Ointment, | 

50 please send me a free sample of each 

Name 

Strect 


City State 
Please Print Plainly. 


aeons 


Shining Palace on the Sand 


(Continued from page 45) 


the war, “with all a fellow’s best pals 
bumped off, and everyone gabbing about 
bootleggers, like mad.” About the hinted 
engagement, of which he commented, 
simply and cynically, that “it didn’t 
take.” About his plans for the future, 
astonishingly vague and formless to Lee’s 
workaday mind. 

“A man can go to work when he can’t 
do anything else!” said Kent, with his 
likable grin. 

It seemed to Lee, at first, that she had 
nothing to tell that could possibly be 
of interest to such a glorified playboy as 
Kent. But she made him hear the whir 
of the alarm clock that rang so relentlessly 
for her every morning. She made him 
listen to her tales of the Big Store, and 
the fellow clerks who were her friends. 
And she sketched her home and the 
various members of her household for 
him with an unsparing hand. If he 
wanted to be ashamed of her, let him, 
thought Lee, squaring her soft little chin. 

But the only thing that made Kent’s 
brows knit was her account of Jim Garner, 


| and Lee smoothed them out again with 


her spirited reiteration of her preference 
for shining palaces instead of bought-on- 
time bungalows—a relative estimation 
with which her family did not agree. The 
old house on Alki Point was voluble with 
outspoken protest against the madness 
of Lee’s ways. 

“It’s not as if you had anything to 
look ahead to in your work!” declared 
Edna. (She had been recently promoted 
to the position of private secretary, and 
was accordingly lofty.) “When you throw 
over a sensible boy like Jim Garner, 


| making good money, and always sure of a 


job, for a few fox-trots with a cake-walker, 
you’re throwing away your one good 
chance for—for a mess of pottage, as Pa 


| says.’ 


“A mess of nectar and starshine and 
honey and dew!” thought Lee in her 
secret soul. 


T WAS odd to see how Jim Garner 
took the situation. His first reaction 
seemed to be a flare of generous pride 


| that his girl could win attention from 


high places; he chuckled, and told himself 
that “the kid could get away with it every 
time.” But as the weeks went on, and it 
became increasingly apparent that he was 
assuming a secondary place in Lee’s ex- 
istence, he ceased to buckie, He “wasn’t 
going to play second fiddle to any little 
willie boy.” As the rest of the bunch be- 
gan to tease him about Lee’s hoity-toity 
ways, he became dubious and sullen. And 


| then the end came. 


Lee was to dine that evening with 
Kent Davis at the Cosmos Club, her 
first entrance within its haughty portals. 
Hurrying home after work to prepare for 
the event, she discovered that her white 
silk stockings were the least bit soiled, 
and flew to rub them out. Clad at last 
in the daffodil-yellow organdie that she 
had made for the occasion, breathless, 
already a little late, she almost fell over 
Jim Garner at the foot of the stairs. 

“Gosh, Lee!” he greeted, “you look 


sweet enough to eat!” It was his idea 
of the compliment supreme. ‘‘We’d best 
catch the next car, or we'll be late. 
Ready te 

“jimmy!” gasped Lee, staring at him 
with round, guilty eyes. “Did I promise 
to go somew here with you?” 

“ You’ve not forgotten this is the night 
of the Firemen’s dinner and dance?” 
demanded }im Garner. 

It was by all odds the big event of the 
year in his social calendar; he had invited ` 
ee to go with him at least two months 
before, and had reminded her at intervals 
of the engagement, ever since. Lee was 
conscience-stricken as she looked at him. 
How could she have done such a thing! 
She’d have to go with Jim. And yet— 
oh, how could she bear to miss even one 
evening of the brief enchantment of their 

“shining palace on the sand”! 

“Jimmy, I’m sorry!” she murmured, 
penitent and ashamed. “It’s beastly 
of me, but I forgot! Isn’t there some 
other girl, who— Here’s Lou!” she ex- 
cuimed gratefully, as her sister appeared. 
“Lou, I’ve been an idiot and twisted my 
dates. Won’t you get into your new 
pink dress and go with Jim to the Fire- 
men’s dinner and dance?” 

“Will a mosquito bite?” queried Lou 
enthusiastically. “Ready in shires shakes, 
Jim. Lee, you’re the prize saphead of 
the Great Northwest!” 


HEN she had closed the door behind 
her, Jim Garner turned and faced Lee 
egoaren His big expressionless face was 
darkly flushed. His eyes were smoldering. 

“You’d better come with me, Lee! Be- 
cause if you don’t—well—you know—” 

Lee knew. He would never ask her to 
go anywhere with him again. He would 
certainly never ask her to marry him. A 
moment of panic seized Lee. Jimmy 
was so safe, so solid and dependable, she 
liked him so much, and she knew she 
could count on his love. Was she really 
going to throw all this over for a firefly 
that danced through the roses at night? 

She’d have to marry, sometime; she 
couldn’t work on forever at her book 
counter in the Big Store and, in spite of 
what she had said about washing dishes, 
and tending croupy babies, Lee knew that 
she wanted to marry. Once Kent was 
gone, who would there ever be that she 
liked as well as old Jimmy? 

Lee half made a little, hesitating move- 
ment toward him. And then she re- 
membered that Kent w as waiting for her. 

“I’m sorry, Jimmy,” she said, in a 
small voice, and was gone without a 
backward glance. 

im Garner had an immediate reven © 
if he could only have known it, in t 
chance that had made Kent’s mother arid 
Gay Abernathy—the girl of the broken 
engagement, Lee strongly suspected— 
choose that evening to dine at the Cosmos 
Club. Of course they insisted upon hav- 
ing Kent and Lee share their table. 

Kent’s mother greeted Lee with an 
inaudible murmur and the lift of a 
plucked eyebrow, and proceeded to ignore 
her. Gay Abernathy, decidedly pretty 
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and sophisticated in a black evening 

own that made Lee’s yellow organdie 
ook childish and obviously homemade, 
was very affable. Didn’t és love golf, 
she wanted to know? Wasn’t Europe 
divine? Where would she go to in New 
York for her fall clothes? 

“Oh, really!” murmured Gay Aber- 
nathy blankly to Lee’s admission that all 
these things were beyond her horizon, 
and seemed to feel her duty toward the 
outsider done. 

Naturally, Kent made a stubborn 
effort to right the situation. From the 
first, he found himself outnumbered and 
helpless before the serene brutality of 
the women; but he continued to try to 
make up for the perfection of their bad 
manners by talking a great deal to Lee, 
and dancing almost exclusively with her. 
But there was a dreadful ten minutes 
when Gay Abernathy demanded and got 
him as a partner, and Lee was left in 
anguished solitude with Mrs. Davis, who 
went on ignoring her with fiendish 
facility. 

“I—I wish I’d gone to the Firemen’s 
dinner and dance, where I belong!” 
thought Lee miserably, a crimson spot in 
the center of each cheek. ‘‘Kent hasn’t 
any right to let them treat me like this! 
I I aeret forgive him!” 

But she did—with his first troubled 
words on the way home. 

“You had a rotten time, I know!” he 
said, with anger and distress in his voice. 
“I’m so sorry, Lee! If I’d dreamed—” 

“Never mind,” interrupted Lee, and 
was even able to manage a small laugh. 
“It doesn’t matter.” The odd thing 
was that suddenly it didn’t! 


YV EAT did matter, though, was the 
way Kent acted the next time she 
saw him. He was unusually quiet and dis- 
traught, his manner reluctant, a little 
ashamed. Was he getting tired, already, of 
playing around with her, getting tired of 
their “palace on the sand”? 

“T say, Lee, would you mind very much 
if we didn’t go on Sunday?” Kent sud- 
denly wanted to know. 

It was so, then. He was tired of it 
all. They had planned an all-day motor 
trip through Paradise Valley to Mount 
Rainier and back again. A whole day 
with him in the open! Lee’s head went 


up. 

Pa Why, not at all!” She heard with 
relief the casual sound of her voice. “I’d 
really rather not—” 

But Kent saved her further prevarica- 
tion. ; 
“It’s like this, Lee: I—I can’t take the 
roadster,” he confessed, angrily. “It’s 
mine; Mother gave it to me when I was 
eighteen. But that doesn’t faze her at 
all. She’s taken it back again. Oh, 
Mother can be an Indian when she wants 
to, all right! She’s taken the car, and 
she’s stopped my allowance till—till 
promise to do what she tells me, to be a 
good little boy!” he sneered. 

Lee understood. His mother had de- 
manded that he give up seeing Lee, of 
course. The girl who had earned her 
own living since she was sixteen was 
conscious of a species of mild contempt 
for the man who was dependent upon an 
allowance; and behind that a queer little 
twisting pain. 

“So of course you'll have to promise to 
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do what she wants, won’t you?” she 
assented. 

“I’m darned if I do!” exploded Kent 
Davis, his pride rasped by something in 
her tone. “I'll do as I infernally please! 
Mother thinks because I’m broke that 
she’s got me where she wants me; but 
she'll see! [ll find a job!” 

Lee, looking up at his scowling face, 
was suddenly full of a warm pride, and a 
radiant sense of joy in life. 

“Mr. Griswold’s looking for a secre- 
tary!” she told him excitedly. Mr. 
Griswold was the manager of the Big 
Store. “But maybe you wouldn’t care 
to do anything like that?” 

“Wouldn’t I, though!” Kent was 
exultant. “Pd really prefer ‘something 
in which I had to wear overalls, just for 
Mother’s sake, you know! But this 
wouldn’t be so bad! I wonder if I can 
get old Gris to take a chance!” 


LD GRIS did, although not without 

some warning words relativ e to the de- 
sirability of Kent’s procuring an alarm 
clock, and remembering that all friendship 
ced ased where business began. 

“T’ve always said work was the only 
thing that could ever turn you into a 
human being, Kent!” said the manager 
of the Big Store. “But you needn’t 
think you’re going to turn yourself into 
a human being at my expense, you know! 
You'll have to hump yourself if you stay 
around here!” 

So Kent humped himself. His mother 
raged, and the young people of his set 
hooted gayly at him; but he grinned back, 
and went on with his job. The unaccus- 
tomed zest of the novelty of work brought 
anew, alert look to his eyes. The settled 
look of discontent lifted from his face. 

“Like it?” asked Lee. 

“It’s good fun for a while,” Kent told 
her. “Of course, it isn’t for long; but I 
like it while it lasts.” 

“No; of course it isn’t for long! 
agreed Lee, and some of the joy had gone 
from her voice. 

They walked now where before they 
had ridden in the gray roadster, pa- 
tronized cheap sea-food grills on the water 
front, and picnicked on the beach. Lee’s 
family was scornful, of course, of this new 
phase. 

“Strikes me these millionaires are 
pretty short sports,” Lou said, as she 
watched Lee putting up a Sunday luncheon 
for two in the hot old kitchen at Alki 
Point. Lou’s voice was a trifle smug, 


” 


| for she was going on an outing with Jim 


Garner, who would take her to dine in 
state at a restaurant. 

“Can’t that young chap even set you 
up toa square meal?” asked Pa Collins 
querulously. 

Even Lee wondered a little at her own 
sense of expectant joy in a commonplace 
picnic lunch at the pane The incom- 
parable grandeur of the place, with its 
blue water and the snowy mountains 
| across, would only emphasize the dull 
everydayness of its picnicking families: 
coatless men absorbed in Sunday papers; 
ginghamed women with stringy hae 
| unpacking huge luncheons; noisy children 
frankly eggy and cross toward the end of 
the day. 

Why should Lee feel a sharp twinge of 
joy over a prospect like that? She had 
never liked doing such things before. 


When she had gone out with Jim Garner 
she had wanted music, dancing, thrills. 
Now she found herself content with a 
quiet day on the sands with Kent Davis. 

“Queer!” thought Lee. “I didn’t use 
to be like that!” 

It was Lou who made her understand 
herself at last—a new Lou, a startled girl 
with shining eyes, volatile spirits subdued 
and softened, cheeks A eles of rouge, 
noisy voice grown almost shy. 

“Listen, Kid!” Even her great moment 
could not change Lou’s diction. “I told 
Jim I was going to spill it to you right off. 

or if it hadn’t been for you—”” 
“Lou!” cried Lee. o you mean—” 

“Uh-huh!” Lou nodded nonchalantly, 
but there were tears in her eyes. “Yeah. 
I’ve nabbed him, Kid; and, believe me, 
I'd like to see him get away! Poor old 
Jimsey, not a chance in the world! See 
here—you don’t mind, do you, Kid?” 

“Of course not!” Lee assured her 
heartily. ‘I’m glad.” 

“He says you never as the girl for 
him; he sees that now,” Lou explained. 

‘Say, Lee, ain’t men the funny things? 
He asked me to can the color scheme; he 
says rouge may be all right for other girls, 
but it isn’t good enough for me. Oh, well, 
I guess I’ll kata to humor him for a while! 
Between you and me and the gate post, 
Kid, I never saw the man I’d part with 
my lipstick for, before.” 

All at once Lee was shaken with a 
fierce little gust of jealousy. She wasn’t 
jealous of Lou ant Jimmy Garner; she 
wasn’t jealous of any definite person or 
persons. She was just jealous of girls 
whose men cared enough about them to 
want them not to rouge, of girls who found 
the right man; she was jealous of their 
forever-and-ever plans, of the always-and- 
always love that lasted. 

“You’re the girl who wanted a ‘shining 
palace on the sand!’” she reminded her- 
self grimly. “You got what you asked 
for, didn’t you? Well then, don’t you 
let me hear you complain!” 

Nobody heard her complain. _ If there 
were moments when she didn’ ’t feel quite 
gay, she never let Kent guess the fact. The 
sheer novelty of work was beginning to 
evaporate a little for him, Lee suspected; 
he was finding out that a job is more or 
less of a grind. He never spoke of the 
long hours, or bewailed the heat, or men- 
tioned the fact that almost everyone he 
knew was out of town, in the mountains 
or at the seashore; but Lee felt guiltily 
conscious that these things must some- 
times be in his mind, despairingly certain 
that there must be moments when he 
longed for the old life of freedom. Oh, 


well, it would soon be over—for him. 


ND then, almost at once, summer had 
gone. The first of the rainy days had 
come. It was fall, and Kent had said 
that he would stay on at the store till 
fall: zies 
Against their better judgment, they 
risked one last picnic dinner the following 
Sunday. It was a lowering day from the 
start. The little beach fite that Kent 
tried to start couldn’t be made to burn, 
although he was wise in beachcraft now. 
ae as they were ready to eat their 
uncheon, a slow, malicious drizzle began. 
“You can’t stay out in this!” Kent 
said authoritatively. ‘‘Let’s go over to 


the lunch-room pavilion, and eat! 
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“We’ll take the sandwiches and just 
order coffee!” Lee suggested, thriftily. 
Kent’s pay check was bigger than her 
own, of course, but she knew that it | 
seemed small to him. 
The pavilion was a quarter of a mile | 
away, a long quarter of a mile. The 
paper bag of luncheon that Kent car- | 
ried grew soggy and queer, looked as 
if it might disintegrate at any moment. 
Lee’s white dress hung limply about her; : 
her hat, the treasured tricorne, became | Hair that is Fa 
flabby and shapeless. She and Kent | trous,giow- cata bie 
seized hands and ran laughing through | ing! There: pense: 
the rain as it began to pelt down in | intelligent Fetare A 
earnest, Breathless and disarrayed, they | gars gen su gestiona 


dashed into the pavilion—almost into the 
arms of a smart group which included 
Kent’s mother and a dozen of her friends! 

“Look what the rain’s brought in!” 
cried Gay Abernathy. 

They were all immaculate, their rai- 
ment unspotted by a drop of rain, each 
girl effective in gay colored | sports clothes, 
the men trim in knickerbockers. Lee 
knew how shabby she must seem to them 
in her unseasonable white frock and her 
shapeless hat. Her heart sank. 

“T’ll have to be introduced to them 
all!” she thought. 


UT she had reckoned without Kent’s 

mother. Mrs. Davis had been in the 
middle of a sentence when Kent and Lee 
hurried into the pavilion; after the briefest 
disconcerted pause, she went on without a 
sign of recognition. The rest of the party 
took their cue from her, although most 
of the men furtively nodded at Kent and 
the girls smiled discreetly in his direction. 
Head up, face flushed and rigidly set, he 
led Lee to a table. 

“Coffee!” he snapped to the hovering 
waiter. 

“Listen, Kent; maybe we’d better not 
eat the sandwiches, after all!” Lee 
suggested timidly. “Your friends will 
think—” 

“A lot I care what they think!” Kent 
cut her short. 

He did care, and Lee knew it. She 
could see that he was living through an 
agony of humiliation as he deliberately 
bit into the damp sandwiches, urged more 
coffee upon Lee, kept up a steady stream 
of rather disconnected talk. A solid wall 
of misery seemed to shut Lee off from his 
words. 

“It’s gone, our ‘shining palace’!” she 
thought desolately. “They’ve toppled 
it over, all in a breath, those strangers 
there! We’ll never see it again!” 

Kent took her home in a cab, hardly 
speaking on the way, and telling her 
good-by with a palpable air of relief. All 
night long Lee lay and listened to the 
rain’s “‘drip-drip-drip” upon the eaves. 
It told her what she already knew—that 
her “shining palace” lay in ruins, that 
everything was over now. 

She was so sure of it that she wasn’t 
even surprised the next day after work 
when Kent asked if he might walk along 
with her to the car, and tell her the news. 

“*Gobs of it!” he said excitedly, as he 
took her arm. “Two pretty important 
things happened to me to-day: Old Gris 
offered me a raise, and my mother offered 
me that trip around the world! And 
what I want to talk to you about, Lee, is 
this—which one am I going to do?” 

He was asking her what he was going 
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s HAT shall I do for oily hair?” 

“For dry hair?” “How shall 

I treat dandruff?” “My hair is fall- 
ing out—what do you advise?” 


In our experience of 50 years, 
these are the questions most com- 
monly asked. The answers, in 90% 
of the cases, are contained in the 
simple Packer Treatments outlined 
below. In 90% of the cases these 
treatments, if conscientiously fol- 


for DANDRUFF 


Authorities find that dandruff is responsible 
for at least 756%% of the cases of falling hair. 
But dandruff need not result in serious con- 
sequences if carefully and properly treated. 
The Packer Method of treatment, based on 
modern thought, will be found in the book- 
let which comes with each cake of Packer's 


Tar Soap. 
for DRY hair 


Successful shampooing removes the accumu- 
lations of surface oil from the scalp. This 
makes the hair seem dry at first but this 
dryness is temporary and only noticeable 
for a day or two. If dryness persists it is 
probably due to inactivity of the oil glands 
—a condition requiring special care and 
treatment. You will find an authoritative 
treatment for dry hair in the booklet packed 
with each cake of Packer's Tar Soap. 


lowed, will assist Nature in restor- 
ing to your hair the youthful look, 
the life she intended for every 
healthy head. 

Packer’s Tar Soap, the basis of 
these treatments, is as safe, mild 
and yet efficient a shampoo soap as 
can be made. For about a half cen- 
tury it has been recommended by 
foremost physicians specializing in 
the care of the hair and scalp. 


for OILY hair 


Too oily hair is produced by an over activity 
of the oil glands. A special treatment for 
oily hair including hints on the correct way 
to massage, is given in the booklet packed 
with each cake of Packer’s Tar Soap. 


for FALLING hair 


For falling hair, we recommend the Packer 
treatment for dandruff, the most common 
cause of premature baldness or loss of hair 
(you will find this treatment in the booklet 
which comes with each cake of Packer's 
Tar Soap). If, however, the regular use of 
this Packer treatment does not stop the loss 
of your hair, consult your family physician. 
He may find some underlying cause due to 
your general health or he may suggest that 
you see a scalp specialist. 


Sample and Book 10c 


For roc we will send a generous sample of Packer’s Tar Soap and our book, “ How to 
Care for the Hair and Scalp,” containing scores of reliable facts and hints helpful in 
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Stays Smooth—in order 
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day. 
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| never see Kent again. 


to do! Lee could hardly believe in the 
glory of that moment. She’d tell him, 
of course, to take his raise and keep on in 
the store, there, where she’d see him 
every day. And maybe, after a while, 
Kent would come to see, as she had, that 
bungalows didn’t have to be the prosy 


things they seemed, not if you furnished 
| them with golden dreams! 


Maybe he’d 


see— 


JASOTHER thought stayed Lee as she 
started to speak. She saw again the 
cold, angry face of Kent’s mother, the 
mocking smiles of his friends, Kent’s own 
shamed and angry eyes. She remembered 
that Kent had always wanted to take 
this trip around the world—and wasn’t it 
what Kent wanted that really mattered 
to her? She reminded herself that he had 
asked to play in her “shining palace” for 
only a little while. 

“I won’t let him in for something he 
didn’t bargain for!” thought Lee, and 
something very sweet and gallant rose in 
her heart and looked at Kent out of her 
eyes. 

“A trip around the world!” she cried, 
and was astonished by the animation in 
her voice. ‘‘How wonderful, Kent! Of 
course you'll go!” 

“You advise me to do that instead of 
taking the raise?” Kent’s voice was very 
queer. It sounded surprised, and some- 
thing else—was it relieved? 

“Oh, what’s a raise to a trip around 
the world!” laughed Lee—a queer little 
laugh that broke on the end. 

“Allright,” assented Kent. “It’s prob- 
ably the best thing to do, as you say. 
Old Gris said that if I was going to throw 
over the job he’d rather I did it right 
away. So I’ll say good-by now, Lee, 
and—and thanks. It’s been a beautiful 
summer.” 

He handed her on her car, and rather 
stifly raised his hat. Lee turned to 
smile, an odd little frozen smile, at him. 

““Good-by, Kent! Lots of luck!” she 
called. 

“Lots of luck. Lots of luck.” The 
wheels ground it out in a sort of refrain. 
“Lots of luck. Lots of luck.” She would 
Then she was 
home, and telling the family that she 
didn’t want any dinner; oh, nothing but a 
little headache, that was all! 

Lee didn’t cry when she was alone in 
her own room. She stood at her window 


staring out at the gray stretches of sand, 
the sand on which their “shining palace” 
had stood. How bleak it was now, as 
bleak as the life that lay ahead! 

“Anyhow,” thought Lee, “I’d rather 
have shared a ‘shining palace on the sand’ 
for just a little while with him than a solid, 
substantial mansion all my life with any 
other man!” 

It got too dark to see, but she still 
stood there staring out into the dusk. 
Down-stairs she could hear the dish- 
washing, the querulous conversation, the 
creaking of all the usual machinery of 
family life. These came to her ears as if 
from an infinite distance, while she stood 
there with her pale little face pressed 
against the pane, saying a silent good-by 
to Kent a happiness and love! Then 
Lee awoke to the vague realization that 
someone was calling her name. 

“ Lee-e-e!’’ Danny was shrilling. “Come 
on down! You got comp’ny. Oh-h, 
Le-ee!” 

Lee went listlessly, not even bothering 
to powder her nose, or to smooth her hair. 
In one of the stiff plush chairs in the 
strident parlor sat Kent Davis, gravely 
listening to Pa Collins offer the opinion 
that vou couldn’t believe all you read in 
the papers. Kent stood up as Lee came 
into the room. 

“Come on out on the beach a while,” 
he said. 


NETHER of them spoke again until 
i N they stood there on the sand where 
they had so often sat together. Then 
Kent turned to her. His voice was humble 
and appealing. 

“ Don’t make me do it, Lee!” he begged. 
“Don’t tell me to throw over my job, 
and be a lazy lout of a no-account idler 
again! Oh, Lee dear, you’ve started to 
make a man of me—won’t you finish the 
job? I know you hate things like washing 
dishes and raising kids, but—” 

He stopped. was in his arms, and 
his accusation had ended in a kiss. It 
was some time before he spoke again. 

“I guess we’ll have just a bungalow at 
first, instead of a ‘shining palace on the 
sand’!”’ laughed Kent. 

“I guess we’ll have both!” corrected 

e. 


“It’s rainin’ hard. Ain’t those young 
fools got any sense at all?” Pa Collins, 
at home, wanted to know. 


John Hertz Supplies Taxicabs for Thirteen 
Hundred Cities 


(Continued from page 55) 


And customers were mighty shy. They 
would hardly let you tell your story. 
Most of them okt no sane human being 
would own a car—you took your life in 
your hands to ride in one; it was the 
same as if somebody walked in that 


' door now and asked me to buy-an air- 


plane. 

“Days and weeks went by, and I never 
got a smell of a sale. It was mighty 
discouraging in my circumstances, I can 
tell you, and I was near giving up. But 
there was a lesson I learned from my 
boxing instructor. 


“Sometimes in the ring you'll get so 
tired,’ he said, ‘it hardly seems as if you 
can lift your arms again. But remember 
this: The other fellow is probably just as 
tired as you are. Stick at it, maybe only a 
few seconds, and he may quit first.’ 

“Many a time I’ve been up against it, 
and thought of that, and said to myself, 
‘Probably the other fellow is as miserable 
as I am. Let’s give him a chance to 
quit first!’ 

“T was certainly almost at the point 
of quitting the automobile business when 
I finally made my frst sale and got my 
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commission check. It was for eighty- 
five dollars. 

“But after the first sale I stuck it out, 
and ended the year with a little under 
nine hundred dollars earned. It wasn’t 
enough to keep my head above water, so 
I determined to do something big. I was 
full of ambition. You see, my wife came 
from a family where she had everything 
she wanted, and I felt bound to give her 
as good as she'd been used to. 

“At the end of this year the manager 
of our agency was discharged. He had 
been getting fifty dollars a week. It 
seemed to me if I had that much coming 
in every week, I could hardly wish for 
anything more. I figured I could give 
my wife twenty-five dollars, use ten or so 
to pay my debts, and bank the rest. 


“THE headquarters of the company 
were in the East, and I went there and 
made my application to the president. He 
listened with a smile, but wouldn’t hear 
to it—said I was foolish to think I could 
run the agency, and they’d never give me 
that much money. 

“‘Very well,’ I said finally. ‘But PI 
earn more than that this coming year in 
commissions.’ 

“‘That will be fine,’ he said. 

“But I knew he thought I’d never do 
it. Next year my commissions amounted 
to twelve thousand dollars. The year 
after I made thirteen thousand. The 
president actually sent out to see whether 
the salaried men were turning all their 
sales over to me! 

“After that second good year, I quit. 
They offered to double my commission if 
I’d stay; but the company was having 
financial difficulties and I was afraid it 
wasn’t sound. 

“But I had learned now where I 
belonged, and I knew the secret that has 
made our businesses grow from that time 
to this. Good will! 1 was willing to go 
any honest lengths to earn good will. My 
light burned till midnight. I kept a car 
back of my house, and my customers 
knew my telephone number. I would go 
anywhere to help them out of trouble. 
While I wasn’t a trained mechanic, I 
learned enough to adjust a carburetor or 
fix a magneto. 

“I didn’t do it for the direct profit 
there was in it—there wasn’t any—but to 
build up personal good will. And the 
result was, my customers sold my cars 
for me. I got to be the biggest purchaser 
on the Row. I earned more than anybody 
else, and I worked harder. 

“Casting about for a new connection,” 
Mr. Hertz continued, “I had two good 
chances. One I decided against, but the 
other was with a wealthy young man who 
had the agency for a French car. He 
didn’t need to work for a living, and 
wasn’t particularly eager to, but his 
fiancée refused to marry him unless he 
went into business. 

“The first year, his agency had fallen 
behind forty-five thousand dollars. ‘Then 
he asked me to come in, and offered me 
a one-quarter share in the business for 
two thousand dollars. I took it.” 

In the first year of their partnership, 
Hertz and his partner did a business of 
half a million dollars, of which Hertz 
turned in three hundred and eighty-five 
thousand dollars. They cleared over 
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deficit of the previous year, and had a 
nice surplus. 

“But part of our profits,” Mr. Hertz 
continued, ‘‘were in the shape of old cars 
taken in trade. It was a problem what to 
do with them. Not wanting them to 
stand idle if we couldn’t sell them, I put 
a few on the streets as taxicabs. 

“That was a start However, we didn’t 
really get into the taxicab business in 
earnest until 1910, when the Chicago 
Athletic Association began looking around 
for somebody to operate a private cab 
service for members. I put in a bid for 
our company; but the club wouldn’t 
consider it unless I showed them at least 
ten cabs to handle the trafic. We had 
only two fit for the service. So I borrowed 
eight more from Washington, had them 
painted, and when they were ready I 
paraded them up Michigan Avenue past 
the clubhouse. We got the contract! I 
hired a man to manage that end of the 
work, and we were in the taxicab business 
without knowing much about it. 

“My partner objected strenuously, and 
his family thought it a disgrace to be 
Aae with a livery stable! 

“We were hardly started, however, when 
the chauffeurs” union called a strike. The 
man I had hired to run our taxicab 
business believed that the way to handle 
chauffeurs was with his fists and the toe 
of his boot. I didn’t know anything 
different, and let him do it his way; but 
he stored up a lot of ill will and hatred in 
the minds of the men he bossed. 

“The result was, when our negotiations 
with the union finally came to nothing 
and the strike was called, this chap came 
to me and said he had promised his 
mother and his wife not to go out! Of 
course he was scared, because he knew 
he would probably be the first man 


| slugged. I told him he needn’t go out. I 


took charge myself. 

“In the thick of the fight that followed, 
meeting the men at first hand, it came to 
me that we had been on the wrong tack— 
that fighting a man, be he customer, boss, 
or employee, was no way to get results in 
the long run, that there was just one 
thing to aim for with the men: their good 
will. If we had it we'd win, and if we 
didn’t have it we'd lose, no matter what 
the immediate outcome of this strike 
might be. 


“T DIDN'T know anything then about 

profit sharing, so I set towork to figure 
itout. I meant to get the good will of the 
drivers, as I had got the good will of my 
customers. To get it, I knew Pd have to 
earn it, and I felt that one good way was 
to touch their pocketbooks. 

“Well, to-day the drivers get one fifth 
of the profits of the business before a 
penny of dividends is declared. What’s 
more, it’s one of the rules of the organ- 
ization that no man may raise his voice in 
anger to any man working under him, 
without risking discharge himself. The 
good will of those men is responsible for 
the growth of the business. To-day they 
operate twenty-seven hundred cabs in 
Chicago. Nobody has to watch to keep 
them on the aah and doing the right 
thing: they’re in it for themselves. 

“I learned some other things about the 
same time. What with going day and 
night, the strike nearly laid me out. 


On the doctor’s orders I took a rest and 
went to Europe; and over there I got a 
different idea about the taxicab business. 

“We hadn’t had ‘yellows’ up to then, 
but had been operating on the ‘luxury’ 
principle, sending out big limousines with 
all the knickknacks, and charging as much 
as the traffic would bear. But I came back 
from Europe with the belief that the way 
for us to win good will was to furnish the 
right amount of comfort without a lot of 
unnecessary luxuries—and thus keep the 
prices down.” 


N SPITE of his insistence on good will, 

John Hertz is not the man to encourage 
a host of back-slapping friends. His expe- 
riences have filled him with understanding 
and kindliness which give him a deep 
interest in human nature; and in nothing 
does he take deeper satisfaction than 
finding some human derelict of natural 
ability, who has looked failure in the eye 
and needs help to come back. 

“Im never afraid of a man with a bad 
record,” he told me. “If I have the time 
to work with him, I know he’ll generally 
pull out and make good. Of course I 
don’t allow doubtful characters on the 
cabs, for the responsibility of those men 
with women and children and other 
passengers Is too great. 

“PIIL never forget a shock I had at the 
time of our strike when the union com- 
mittee first came to call. The president 
of the chauffeurs’ union turned out to be 
a man who, when I last knew him, had 
been one of the three owners of a Chicago 
newspaper—a very big man, in my eyes. 

“A slip had started him. Drink had 
helped him along. He was now earning 
about forty-five dollars a week. 

“* This is no life for you,’ I said to him. 
‘Leave it. Come and take a job with me. 
You'll have to cut out the drink, though; 
nobody drinks around here.’ 

“He promised he’d do it, as soon as 
he paid his debts. And he did. He took 
an inside job that paid only eighteen 
dollars a week. But it was the step that 
saved him. 

“He has not only come back, but he 
has gone away beyond where he ever was 
before. He has a family of the most 
beautiful children any man could ask 
for. He is wanth= ell, I won’t tell you 
that. All our men love him.” 

Over a luncheon in Mr. Hertz’s office 
the talk turned to his son, whom he had 
mentioned. I asked an intimate question. 

“What is there you can give him,” I 
said, “to compare with the self-training 
you had?” - 

“I wish I knew!” he replied earnestly. 
“I can’t think of a greater handicap for 
any boy than to be brought up in luxury, 
having everything he wants handed to 
him on a platter. I tell my boy he can’t 
count on anything from me—he’ll have 
to earn his own way. But it’s hard to see 
where he’s to get the incentive. 

“Still, there is one thing I drill into 
him: I believe the biggest thing I can 
get across to him, if I can get it across, is 
never to tell a lie.” 

And then Mr. Hertz summed up his 
philosophy in these impressive words: 

“Ifa man can get it over to the people 
he deals with that he never lies, nor 
makes any mental reservations, which are 


almost as bad as lies—that man is made!” 
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Business no merchant can 
afford to overlook 


Sales increase for the week, 88,163 —one result of 
E. F. Sanguinctti's Farm € Fireside Week in 
Yuma, Arizona 


A $3,124 Farm & Fireside Week 
245 


Mercantile Co. in Watson, Missouri 


Thomas Parker, of Franklin, Ohio, secured a 40° 


increase in business with the Farm & Fireside plan 


owe 


in a flown of 
people. The record recently set by the McNeal 


Send for this free book 
of tested plans for win- 
ning more farm trade 


ow about the sales possibilities around 
H your town—not im it where com- 
petition is already keen? 

There lies every merchant's greatest op- 
portunity to increase his business. For 
surrounding the big towns and cities, as 
well as cross-road hamlets, is a great rich 
market—the prosperous, producing, good 
buying farm families. 

Here is a sales opportunity no merchant 
can afford to overlook. And to those who 
intelligently seek this trade the rewards are 
sure and quick. 


A PROVED plan to get this business 


You, in your store, can get this increased 
trade, these bigger profits. You can get 
them easily and surely. 

For Farm & Fireside, The National Farm 
Magazine, has developed a tested plan to 
do it. Time and again it has been tried— 
by stores the country over, selling all lines 
of goods—with really amazing results. 


How well it works is indicated by the 
representative cases illustrated at the left. 
Note the results carefully—for they point 
to what this plan would do 1h your store. 


The secret of its success 


The Farm & Fireside plan always pays be- 
cause it puts at work, for the merchant who 
uses it, one of the greatest selling forces in 
the country—Farm & Fireside, The Na- 
tional Farm Magazine. 


With a circulation of over 1,000,000, this 
great magazine reaches out directly to the 
well-to-do farm families in every com- 
munity. It is read in almost one out of 
every six farm homes in the United Srates. 
And the farmers to whom this progressive 
magazine appeals, you'll usually find, are 
your best customers. 

Under the Farm & Fireside plan, these 
splendid prospects in your community are 
directed to your store to see, and buy, the 
goods already partly sold to them by con- 
sistent advertising in their favorite magazine. 
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This coupon for merchants only 


Retail Sales Director, Suite 6-C 
The Crowell Publishing Company 
250 Park Avenue, New York City 


Gentlemen: Please send your new book, “To Help 
You Get More Farm Trade,” without cost to me. 
Name.. 


Bu iness. 


Three 
Tested Plow 


trom 
Harm & Piresiete 


The Nations! 
“rm Magar ine 


This book tells how 


How easy it is to bring this extra business to 
your store is told in our new 36-page book, 
To Help You Get More Farm Trade. 


We will gladly send it free to any respon- 
sible merchant. Here, are given the results 
hundreds of other merchants, many of them 
in your own line of business, have secured 
with the Farm & Fireside plan. The book 
tells just how they secured them—and how 
you can, too. 

Make up your mind right now that you 
will get your share of this extra profit. Mail 
the coupon at the top of this page, or write 
us on your business letter-head saying you 
would like the facts. 

Kindly address your letter to The Retail 
Sales Director at the address below. 


The Crowell Publishing Company 
250 Park Avenue, New York City 
Farm & Fireside, The American Magazine, Woman's 


Home Companion, Colher’s The National 
Weekly, The Mentor 


FARM & FIRESIDE 


The National Farm Magazine -Read in more than 1000,000 farm homes 


Tie to these products advertised in FARM & FIRE SIDE 


Absorbine Chilean Nitrate of Soda 
Aermotor Company (Auto-Olled Colgate's Toilet Preparations 
Windmills) Congoleum Rugs 


Agricultural Gypsum 

American Fence 

American Saw Mill Machinery Co. 
American Sheet & Tin Plate Co 
American Telephone & Telegraph Co. 
American Tobacco Company 

.Tuxedo) 

Anthony Fence 

ag Balm 

Koncila Clasmic Beautivier 

Boss Stoves and Ovens 

Boston Garters 

Brown’s Beach Jackets 

Buckeye Incubators 

Buescher Band Instruments 
Burpee’s Seeds 

Burroughs Adding Machines 
Californians, Ine. 
Canadian Government (Dept. of 

Immigration & Colonization 

Capewell Horseshoe Nails 
Certo (Surejel) F 
Chesebrough Products (Vaseline) E 


Crescent Tools 
Crosley Radio 


Dietz Lanterns 


Douglas, W. 
Dr. Cla 
Dunlop Tires 
Durant Cars 


Essex Cars 


Conn Band Instruments 
Corn Products Refining Co. 


Crown Overall Mfg. Co., 
Dandelion Butter Color 
De Laval Separaters & Milkers 

Delco-Light Farm Electric Plants 
Delco-Light Pump 
Devoe Paint & Varnish Products 


Dodge Automobiles & Trucks 


, Shoes 


Durham-Duplex Razor Company 

Edgeworth Smoking Tobacco 

Enterprise Meat Choppers and 
Sausage Stuffers 


eready Flashlights 
eready Radio Batteries 


Federal Farm Loan Bonds Jell-O 
Ford Automobiles and Trucks 


Fordson Tractors 


Kellogg's Corn Flakes 
Kelly-Springfeld Tires 
Forhan Company (Forhan’s For Kow Kare 


Spaad Tooth Paste 
Postum Cereal 

Quaker Oats Company (Oats) 
Radiola 


(Karo the Gums) Landers, Frary & Clark Universal Remington Arms Co., Inc. (Fire- 
General Electric Company Le Page's Glue arms, Ammunition and Cutlery) 
General Motors Corporation Lee Union-Alls and Overalls Reo Speed Wagons 
The Glastenbury Underwear Letz-Dixie Feed Grinders Red Pepper Rub 


Glover's Mange Remedies 
Hall, Hartwell & Co., Inc 
(Collars, Shirts & Under 
Harley-Da 
Hart-Parr 
Hartshorn Shade Rollers 
Harvey Hickory Single-trees 


Hinds Honey & Almond Cream 

Hudson Cars 

Ingersoll Watches 

Instant Postum 

International Harvester Farm 
Operating Equipment 

International Motor Trucks 

International Tractors 


Louisville & Nashville Ry 
& Healy Musical Instruments S 

“Lysol” Disinfectant A 

Mellin's Food 

Midwest Radio Company 

Monarch Ran 

Multibestos Brake Lining 


Bulldings 

ional Fence 

Nesco Perfect Oil Cook Stove 
Nesco Royal Granite Enamel Ware United States Tires 
New Perfection Oil Ranges 
Oshkosh B’Gosh Overalls 
Paramount R: 
Pennsylvania Vacuum Cup Tires 


Fence 

bs Oil 

irearms 

> Motor Horns 
Si-monds Saws 

Smith Brothers Cough Drops 
k Bros Fruit Trees 


(Miraco 


‘ Harvey Ride Rite Automobile Multibestos iteh Lining rns Electric Paste and Roach 
Purity Milk Strainers Springs Miultibestos ansmisston Lining _ Exterminator 
Henderson Seeds Natco Hollow Tile Silos & Farm Stevens’ Firearms 


Sun-Mald Ratsins 
Swift Products 
United States Pence 


Vellastic Underwear 

Victor Talking Machines 
Whiting-Adams Co. Brushes > 
Wright's Bias Fold Tape 
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Is Your English 


a Handicap? 
This Test Will Tell You 


Thousands of persons make 
little mistakes in their every- 
day English and don't know 
it. As a result of countless 
tests, Sherwin Cody found 
that the average person is 
only 61°% efficient in the 
vital points of English. In 
a fiveminute conversation, 
or in an average one-page 
letter, five to fifty errors will 


appear. Make the test shown 
below, now. See where you 
stand on these 30 simple 
questions. 


Sherwin Cody ! 


MAKE THIS TEST NOW 
Correct answers shown in panel beloiw 
1. Would you write — 
Between youand I or Between youand me 
I did it already or I have done it already 
Who shall I call or Whom shall I call 
It’s just as I said or It’s just like I said 
The river has over- or The river has over- 
flowed Its banks flown its banhs 
I would like to go or I should like to go 
I laid down to rest or I lay down to rest 
Divide it among the or Divide it between 
three the three 
The wind blows cold or The wind blows coldly 
You will find only one or You will only find one 


2. How do you say— 
ev-en-ing or eve-ning 
as-cer-tain or as-cer-tain 
hos-pi-ta-ble or hos-pit-able 
ab-do-men or ab-do-men 
may-or-al-ty or may-or-al-ty 
a-me-na-ble or a-men-able 
ac-cli-mate or ae-cli-mate 
pro-found or pro-found 
ben-e-fi-shee-ary or ben-e-fish-ary 
cul-i-na-ry or cu-li-na-ry 

3 Do you spell it— 

supercede or supe! rsede repetition or repitition 

receive or recieve separate or seperate 

repreive or reprieve acomodate or accommodate 

donkeys or donkies traMcing or tracking 

factories orfactorys  acsesible or accessible 


evening 
ascertain 
hospitable 
abdomen 
mayoralty 
amenable 
acclimate 
rofound 
peneficlary 
culinary 


New Invention Improves Your English 
in 15 Minutes a Day 


Mr. Cody has specialized in English for the past 


twenty irs. His wonderful self-correcting dev 
is simple, fascinating, time-saving, and incomparably 
efficient. You can write the answers to 50 “questions 


in 15 minutes and correct your work in 5 minutes 
more. You waste no time 
in going over the things 
you already know. Your 
efforts are automatically 
concentrated on the mis- 
takes you are in the habit 
of making, and through 
constantly being shown 
the right way you soon 
acquire the correct habit 


Answers 


een you and me 
> done it already 
m shall I call 
It's just as I said 
The river has over- | 


in place of the incorrect flowed Its banks | 

habit. There is no tedious H ahonda Ikea Ko H 
A ay z >e 

copying. There is no Divide it among the | 


heart-breaking drudgery. three 
The wind blows cold 


| y | ` You will find only one 
2 


Book on English eve-ning 


as-cer-tain 

Every time you talk, every hos-pi-ta-ble 
time you write, you show 

what you are. Your Eng- 
lish reveals you as nothing 
else can. When you use the 
wrong word, when you mis- 
pronounce a word, when you 
misspell a word, ‘when you 
punctuate incorrectly, when 
you use flat, ordinary words, 
you handicap yourse If. 
Write for our new book 
“How to Speak and Write 
Masterly English.” Merely 
mail the coupon and it will 
be sent by return mall. Learn 
how Sherwin Cody's new 
invention makes command 
of language easy to gain 
in 15 minutes a day. Mail 
this coupon or a postal card 
AT ONCE. 


SHERWIN CODY SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 
98 Searle Building Rochester, N. Y. 


Sherwin Cody School of English 
98 Searle Building, Rochester, N. Y. 


Please send me at once your Free Book “How to Speak 
and Wrice Masterly Enghsh.” 


ac-cli-mate 
pro-found 
.en-e-fish-ary 
cu-li-na-ry 
3 


supersede 
receive 
reprieve 
donkeys 
factories 
repetition 
separate 
accommodate 
tramMmeking 
accessible 
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John Martin Leads Morgan Shepard 
a Strange Life 


(Continued from page 26) 


something of the joy and understanding 
my mother had given me, and which I 
had so cruelly missed when I lost her. 

“I told you what a medley of jobs I had 
when I first reached California. I didn’t 
mention that I was a street-car conductor 
for a while, and that I was fired because [ 
used to give the children free rides. 

“After the operation on my leg, I began 
to write verses for children. I remember 


| that I received forty dollars for the frst 


‘poem’ I sent out. I couldn’t earn much 
money at this trade; but for the first 
time I was doing something that gave me 
real satisfaction and happiness. I signed 
these verses ‘John Martin,’ because of 
the bird friends of my boyhood. 

“This wasn’t the first time I had used 
the name. While I was in the publishing 
business in San Francisco, I used to write 
long letters to children whom I knew; 
pages and pages full of whimsical stories, 
and illustrated with funny little drawings 
—all of them dug out of memories of the 
Martin Bird days. 

“I knew that the children loved to 
receive these letters; and if they had liked 


| them, why wouldn’t other children feel 


the same way? 

“From my sister I got the names of 
three hundred mothers in Orange, New 
pres her home town. From my friends 

obtained other names. I wrote these 
people, explaining what I had in mind, 
and I received four requests for the John 
Martin letters. 

“I started with those four. But the 
number of ‘subscribers’ increased rapidly, 
and inside of two years I was sending out 
two thousand of these letters every month. 

“They were not set up in ordinary type. 


| Sometimes I wrote them in a big, inter- 


esting-looking hand. Sometimes I printed 
the words, as a child would, except that I 
was using my knowledge of design. All 
through the text were little drawings. 
When I spoke of a pig, I drew a pig; or if 
I spoke of a pelican, I made a pelican. 
The pages were alive with funny birds, 
beasts, and hshes; also fairies, “‘ chub- 
‘quizz-wizzes,” and other creatures 
of my own invention. 

“I had zinc plates made from the 
originals, which l did in ink; and there 
was a space left at the beginning, where I 
could write the name of the child to whom 
that copy of the letter was to be sent. 


WHOLE book might be written about 

the experience I had with children as 
a result of those letters. There was one 
boy, little Alfred, who lived in Brooklyn. 
He was paraly zed from the shoulders 
down; but from the shoulders up he was 
gloriously alive. 

“And he kept me alive! When I was 
down to the lowest ebb of my own 
courage and strength, I would go over to 
see him; and I would spend what was 
practically my last ten dollars, taking 
him for a long motor ride. That little 
chap, with no body worth the name, had 


| the courage of a hero and the spirit 


of a giant. He gave some of both to 


me. He held happiness in his brave soul. 

“Happiness has a healing power which 
is almost miraculous. It could not bring 
back life to the dead cells in Alfred’s little 
body, but it kept the machinery going 
longer than seemed humanly possible. 
And my own joy in my work for children 
has not only kept me going, but it actually 
has cured me of physical ills which the 
doc tors said were incurable. 

“Tam no visionary, or anything of that 
sort. I simply know that Joy in your 
work—work that is right in itself and 
right for you—has a physical effect that 
works its magic upon our spirits and 


bodies. 


“ys 1912 I decided to change the John 
Martin letters into a monthly magazine 
for children. I called it ‘John Martin’s 
Book,’ and it now has a subscription list 
of close to forty thousand. I don’t make 
money out of it. Most of my alleged 
salary as editor is turned back, at the end 
of the year, to help cover the customary 
deficit. I am the richest and happiest 
man on earth, however, for my ledger 
show a big profit in joy giving and getting. 

“Helen {y Valdo, who began as my as- 
sistant years ago, is now my associate 
editor. She has given her life to this work 
for children, as Thave given mine. So far 
as the business end goes, it is a mad 
struggle to get alon financially; but, 50 
far, God has been a bully side-partner.’ 

He added, with a twinkle in his eye, 

“T'll have to have another conference 
with Him pretty soon, though!” 
“Tell me some of the things you have 
learned about children and about their 
parents,” I said. “Why do you have 
such a hold on children’s hearts?” 

“Because the thing children want 
most,” he said quickly, “is understanding, 
and they feel that they get it from John 
Martin. They want someone who will 
take their world seriously—that world of 
the imagination in which most of them 
live. 

“Children want someone who will play 
with them. Not shoot marbles and juggle 
jackstones! That’s all right enough, as 
i as it goes. But they want to ‘play’ in 
their minds and their imaginations; just as 
my own wonderful mother played with 
me. You would be amazed to know how 
seldom children get much real play from 
their arents. 

“Most grown people have sat on their 
imaginations so long and so hard that they 
have crushed the life out of them. A 
child’s beautiful world of Make-Believe is 
a place they don’t even try to enter. 
Many children, knowing that the average 
grown-up. doesn’t understand, live a whole 
secret existence in this world of Make- 
Believe. They are alone and unguided 
there. Yet it is the one realm where 
they would be most receptive and most 
responsive. 

“I don’t sentimentalize over my chil- 
dren, or make a fuss over them. I simply 
make them feel that I understand them. 

“Miss Waldo and I went to a town near 
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New York not long ago to meet a lot of 
the school-children. Inside of a few days 
after that visit, I received thirty letters 
from those children, and in fourteen of 
them ran the words, ‘I love you, John 
Martin.’ Just like that. 

“Now, I am simply a middle-aged 
man, with glasses, a | none too much 
hair on top of my head. Neither an 
Adonis, nor a hero of romance. Yet those 
children said they loved me! The only 
explanation is that they sensed my under- 
standing of them. They knew they would 
come to no closed doors between us. 


“MMHERE are a lot of these closed doors 

between children and grown-ups, and 
the children are very lonely on their side 
of the barrier. 

“These doors open under the magic of 
play. Every summer I spend my vaca- 
tion—a ia) Da vacation—at Nantucket. 
Down on the sand, I sit under a huge 
beach umbrella; a blue one with the 
monogram “J. M.” on it. The children 
gather under that umbrella with me. It 
1s a magic umbrella—like the magic carpet 
in the Arabian Nights. It transports us 
to every corner of the known world, and 
also to the world of Make-Believe. We 
have a beautiful time. * 

“But I don’t do any mollycoddling! 
If a child doesn’t play fair, if he makes 
himself a nuisance, I banish him—and I 
don’t waste words either. 

“*Go away!’ I say. ‘You're spoiling 


un. 

“The child knows why he is banished. 
I don’t plead with him to be ‘good.’ 
don’t give him a lot of reasons: why he 
should be good. I make the thing so 
clear-cut that he can have no confusion 
about it. 

““*You’re spoiling fun.’ 

“He understands that. When he 
comes back and behaves himself, I don’t 
kill the fatted calf for him and gush over 
him. He stays because he has a right to. 
That’s all there is to it. He ‘gets’ that. 

“I think up things that will interest the 
children, keep them on their toes; for that 
keeps me on mine. Every summer I give 
away five hundred tickets for ice-cream 
cones. It isn’t good sporting to ask for 
these tickets. Children are natural graft- 
ers; but they are better natural sports, 
if you'll give them a chance. Ifa child 
asks for one, he doesn’t get it. Five 
hundred goodly doings that are worth 
something get as many cone tickets out of 


e. 

“ But I don’t rub in good manners or 
morals. I teach them to practice service. 
That makes it register. 

“Each summer I hide five hundred 
Chinese cash coins for the children to 
find; and I give a handsome book to the 
youngster who has the most pennies at 
the end of the season. 

“ Several years ago, the little girl who 
would have received this prize happened 
to be the child of well-to-do people who 
belonged to the summer colony. Of her 

-own accord she suggested that, as she 
had a great many books herself, the prize 
be given to someone else. We gave it to 
the little daughter of one of the local 
fishermen. This has been done many 
times since then, the suggestion always 
coming from the child whe was entitled 
to the prize. 

“They love this game of seeking and 


Hot Weather Shows 
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is the price of the 
Frigidaire Cabinet 
Model shown here 
The Frigidaire Mech- 
anism, for convert- 
ing the standard makes 
of ice-boxes, costs as 
little as 


*19 
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You What Frigidaire Really Does 


RRID summer weather— 
when ice melts so rapidly 
and foods spoil so easily—is the 
test that reveals the wonderful 
service rendered by Frigidaire 
Electric Refrigeration. 


The atmosphere in the food 
compartments is as crisp, dry 
and frosty as a winter morning. 
Meats keep perfectly for days 
ata time. Milk, cream and but- 
ter retain their fresh sweetness. 
Vegetables and fruits are firm 
and juicy. There is an ample 


supply of ice cubes. Or the- 


freezing trays will make a 
variety of delicious frozen des- 
serts and salads. 


And this remarkable service, so 
apparent in the heat of summer, 
is a constant service—the same 
dependable refrigeration in all 
seasons. Frigidaire is entirely 
automatic in operation—works 


day and night, week after week, 
without attention. 


You can have a complete cabi- 
net model of Frigidaire. Or, at 
small cost, you can convert your 
present ice-box into a Frigidaire 
electric refrigerator. In either 
case you will have all the 
benefits that Frigidaire offers— 
better food preservation, inde- 
pendence of outside ice supply, 
cleanliness, sanitation—all at a 
cost probably less than what 
you now pay for ice. 


There is a nation-wide organiza- 
tion of over 3,500 trained 
Frigidaire Representatives. The 
nearest one will gladly tell you 
how Frigidaire can serve you 
and how you can purchase it on 
convenient terms. Or, the cou- 
pon below will bring complete 
descriptive literature. 


DELCO-LIGHT COMPANY, Subsidiary of General Motors Corporation, 
Dept. C-15, Dayton, Ohio, Delco-Light Company of Canada, Ltd., 245 Carlaw Ave., 


Toronto, Ont. 


Makers of Delco-Light Farm Electric Plants, Electric Pumps, Electric 


Washing Machines, and Frigidaire Electric Refrigeration. 


Made by 
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To Salesmen—There are a few openings in the Frigidaire Sales Organization for salesmen 
of experience and ability. The opportunity offered is one of a permanent and profitable business. 


Delco-Light Company, 
Dept. C-15, Dayton, Ohio 


Please send me your litera- 
ture describing Frigidaire 
Electric Refrigeration. 
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Salesmen 
Wanted 


RS hardhia mawio be clean-living, 


hard-hitting men—who have sold or are 

now selling—preferably clothing, shirts, 
raincoats or other wearing apparel—though 
any legitimate selling experience will do. If 
you have such experience, or are ambitious to 
get it, we have an opportunity for you that we 
believe to be without an equal in the selling 
field today. 


We are manufacturing tailors. We make a line 
of men’s suits and overcoats to sell at $31.50. 
We use only the finest quality of pure Virgin 
Wool fabrics. We employ only the most skilled 
journeymen tailors. Our clothes are all made to 
special order. We guarantee them uncondition- 
ally to fit and please the purchaser. And we pos- 
itively claim them to be the equalinevery respect 
to the clothes generally sold at $50.00. 


We sell these clothes direct to the consumer, 
through specialty salesmen. They are never 
sold through stores. 


We train our men carefully and equip them 
completely before we send them out, thus 
assuring their success from the very start. 
Many of our salesmen make from $3,000 to 
$5,000 a year. A number of them make more. 
Some of them enjoy incomes that many a 
merchant or other business man would envy. 


How would you like to tie up with a house that works 
with its men—that trains them carefully before sending 
them out and cooperates with them fully after they are 
out—a house that is big, reliable and responsible—that 
will give you a line of merchandise you can sell anywhere 
and compete with anybody—that will stand back of you 
“four square” and unconditionally guarantee its goods to 
your customers as well as its service to you? 

If you think you would like a connection with a house like 
this, let us hear from you. Selling experience, though 
desirable, isn’t necessary. What we do require, however, 
is honesty, reliability, and the willingness to work. If you 
have these, and can give us satisfactory assurances that 
you have, we'll take you and work with you. 

Our book “Your Opportunity in a Great Industry” gives 
you the full facts about our proposition. A copy of it is 
yours for the asking. Send your name and address on the 
coupon below or, better still, write us a letter and tell us 
something about yourself. You'll hear from us promptly. 


Address Dept. 728. 
GOODWEAR 
Chicago, Inc. 


| West Adams at Peoria St. 
Dept. 728, Chicago 


| Sign and Send 
This Coupon 


Gentlemen: 


I am interested in your proposition. 
Please send me the full facts about it without obliga- 
tion to me. 


Name 


Address 


Town x State 


finding, and it is good for them. It makes 
them think, and persist, and observe. I 
have to be careful where I hide those 
pennies. The children would tear down 
anything to find them. 

‘When I walk along the street in Nan- 
tucket, the children are always trailing 
me. Not at my heels! They know I don’t 
like that. So they follow me at a distance. 

“I often go to the children’s hospitals 
in New York—not to sympathize with 
the poor little things or to talk much to 
them. I always have a pencil, with a big 
eS of paper, and when I sit down by a 
ved, I say: 

“«Here, kid, give me your hand! 

“The first time this happens, the child 
hangs back. He is a little frightened— 
probably thinks I’m another doctor or 
preachment person. But I don’t do much 
preliminary talking. I put the pencil in 
his hand and have him hold the point 
against the paper. Then I jiggle his 
elbow, so that the pencil makes big, 
irregular marks. 

“J take the pad; and quickly, by adding 
bold lines here and there, his rough, 
meaningless scrawl turns into some ani- 
mal, bird, or funny human. Perhaps I 
make it a duck, with a hat on, and big 
shoes. I always make them funny, so that 
the youngster will get a laugh out of ite 

“T tear off the picture, give it to the 
child—and I don’t have to ask him again 
to take the pencil and let me jiggle his 
elbow! He’ll keep it up as long as I'll 
stay. When I leave him to go to another 
bed, he has his pictures to keep, and they 
put some laughs and new thoughts into 

is dreary life. 

“I have made as many as eighty or 
ninety of those pictures during a single 
visit to a hospital. We call them ‘quizz- 
wizzes.’ I sometimes make up stories or 
rhymes about the ‘quizz-wizzes,’ to give 
the child something to feed his hungry 
imagination upon. It’s a wonderful 
experience for me, and I know it helps the 
children.” 


“DUT,” I said, “most of us haven’t 
your gift for drawing. We couldn’t do 
that.” 

“You could make'a better stab at it 
than you think you could,” he declared. 
“Maybe that zs a gift of the hand. But 
the trouble with most grown-ups isn’t 
with their hands. It is with their hearts 
and minds. They won’t go into the child’s 
world. They want the child to come into 
their world. It can’t be done. 

“Most parents give their children only 
two things: love and admonition! ... 
‘Do this. Do that. You mustn’t do this. 
You mustn’t do that.’ Simply the old- 
time school-teaching iod: They 
might as well sit on a platform, with a 
pointer in one hand and a ruler in the 
other. 

“Parents often write and ask me to 
give them rules for teaching their chil- 
dren. But teaching by rules is a poor 
way of getting results. Parents know 
exactly what they want to have their 
children do and be. The best way—some- 
times I think the only way—to get the de- 
sired result is to lead the children to want 
these things too. I can’t lay down rules 
for that. Understanding companionship 
and a joyful desire to enter into the child’s 
mind—those will help to show the way. 


“There are three fundamental things 
a child should learn: honesty, obedience, 
and cleanliness. By cleanliness I don’t 
mean simply that he must be careful to 
wash behind his ears! I mean that he 
shall have a clean mind as well as a clean 
body. 

“Give me a child that has learned to 
want to be honest, obedient, and clean, 
and I won’t worry about his future. He 
will come out all right. Those are the 
three basic qualities on which strong 
characters are built. 

“For the past ten years I have been 
making a fight to get clean books for chil- 
dren. In the things sent out from John 
Martin’s House you won’t find any 
element of fear, deceit, cruelty, or vul- 
garity. 

“One reason why I never have made 
money is that I have refused to com- 
mercialize my influence over children. 
When I began sending out the fohn 
Martin letters, a manufacturer of talcum 
powder offered me a good price to slip into 
the letters a sheet carrying his advertise- 
ment. 

“*But I can’t do that!’ I said. “These 
letters are from fairies and birds and 
animals, who ase supposed to have asked 
John Martin to write them! My children 
will know that the fairies and the pigs and 
the penguins aren’t sending them ads for 
anything. I can’t do it.’ 

“No,” he went on, “I’ve got to play 
fair with my children. If I didn’t, they 
would be justified in telling me what I 
tell them, when they don’t play fair: 
‘Go away! We don’t want you!’ And 
they would be perfectly right. It’s a poor 
rule that doesn’t work both ways.” 


UST one more thing about John Martin: 

Some people do suspect that the name is 
a pseudonym; and because his work is for 
children and is so sympathetically and 
sensitively done, they imagine that “John 
Martin” is awoman. That rather amuses 
him, for he is “a regular fellow,” who 
likes outdoor life, belongs to the Rotary, 
Players, and Vaudeville Clubs, and hasn’t 
any fussy squeamishness. 

Not long ago, a business man met 
Morgan Shepard down in Virginia. He 
found out that Shepard had something 
to do with the John Maren concern. But 
he evidently didn’t grasp the truth, for he 
wrote to Shepard, asking who John Mar- 
tin was. He specifically wanted to know 
if “J. M.” was a woman. 

Shepard wrote him a letter in which 
he said, “It will be an egotistical pleasure 
to send you a personal reply—not only 
in appreciation of your interest in John 
Martin, but also because, when petticoats 
are suspected as part of my nether adorn- 
ment, Posy kicking up a little, just to 
prove that I wear pants!” 

It is a fact that there is nothing “‘lady- 
like” about John Martin. In some ways, 
he is only a boy who never has grown up; 
a man-child, who remembers the contrast 
between the happiness and the misery of 
his boyhood, and who wants to give to 
other children some of the happiness he 
enjoyed, and to spare them the misery 
he suffered. And, more than anything 
in the world, he wants to give them the 
sort of happiness that lays a foundation 
for a fine and joyful manhood and woman- 


hood. 


+ b t o & 


“So This 


“So This is Life!” 


(Continued from page 53) 


He looked up through the darkness, as 
though to pierce through to the Great 
Being he had always supposed to be there. 

And then he hurled his dictum like a 
savage challenge: 

“So this is life!” 

And with it he tossed away his faith in 
any beneficent Guide of the universe. 

He had never felt so outraged, so openly 
rebellious. He saw through things at 
last. No more fool’s paradise for him. 
Life was a gamble. No meaning to it. 
You were either born lucky, or you weren’t. 
At last he was seeing straight, he assured 
himself bitterly. No more puzzling. 

He went up the narrow stairs, that 
creaked under him. He went into the 
little room that was his and Elizabeth’s. 

She lay asleep in the half light. Her 
face looked frail. There was a queer gray 
stripe now in her dark hair, that slanted 
back from her forehead like a ghostly 
signal of age to come. 

Her hands on the cover were veined and 
coarsened. The little room was manifestly 
bare of all those dainty comforts a woman 
loves in her bedchamber. 

Jim saw all this as he prepared for bed. 
He put out the light, and crept in softly 
that he might not waken Elizabeth. 

Then he lay with hot, staring eyes in the 
darkness, never dreaming that just over 
the curve of the world, a shining day, his 
day, was waiting to break upon him. 


WHEN he woke upnext morning, arich 
September sunlight was abroad. Jim 
felt its bright quality. It seemed to take 
away a shade of soreness from his heart. 
Elizabeth was already up and dressed; and 
the children, in their room, were chatter- 
ing for once happily. Little Betty had 
been a sickly child, and was usually fretful 
when she woke. 


Jim stretched comfortably, and then | 


sat up. A fact which he had been noting 
now and then in the back of his brain for 


several weeks came sharply to him. This | 


was the twelfth. It was their anniversary. 
He must be sure to get the knocker. He 
had the money saved for it from last month. 

Elizabeth had wanted for years a brass 
knocker for the front door. But there 
always seemed to be something else needed 


so much more that it had never been | 


bought. She hadn’t mentioned it now for 
a long time, but Jim, in the quiet way he 


had of watching her, had seen her eyes | 


always turn upon the shining hammers 
on the doors they passed in their walks. 

Elizabeth looked better this morning, 
more rested. She had run out to the small 
flower bed and brought in red nasturtiums 
for the breakfast table. 

“Guess what day?” she cried, when 
Jim came into the kitchen. 

“Don’t I know? You can’t catch me 
that way!” He held her to him fondly, 
and kissed her again and again. 

“One for every year! There!” 

Elizabeth laughed, though her eyes 
had tender mists in them. 

“ Aren’t you dreadful! After eight years! 
You’ve made me scorch the bacon.” 

“We should worry!” Jim said happily, 
as he sat down at the table. 
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Queer how light-hearted he felt this 
morning. 

Elizabeth smiled knowingly as they 
breakfasted. 

“You can’t imagine the treat in store 
for to-night! A regular dinner.” She 
lowered her voice impressively. “‘ Roast 
chicken, and ice cream!” 

“Go on!” Jim doubted tenderly. 

“Yes, sir! I shouldn’t have told you, 
but I couldn’t keep it. Besides, you can 
think about it now. We may have hash all 
next week, but we’ll splurge to-night!” 

They laughed together. They were 
adepts, Jim often thought, at making 
great pleasures out of trifles. 


HE LEFT the house whistling, a thing 
he had not done for months. 

As he sat down in the commuters’ train 
Ed Larimer came in. Now Ed, if Jim had 
allowed himself the weakness of concrete 
envy, would have been the object of it. 
He was a salesman, with lots of “pep” 
and assurance. He was handsome and 
always at his ease. He had a charming 
home; he had a car; he belonged to the 
country club; his wife wore beautiful 
clothes, and still looked young and pretty. 

He and Ed were quite friendly. They 
took the same train to town tach morn- 
ing. Ed was heading toward him now. 

“Hello, Old-Timer,” Jim saluted him. 

“Hello, Jimmy, my boy, how’s the 
world?” 

“Oh, not so bad for an old fellow like 


me. 

“Why the Methusaleh stuff? Birthday 
to-day?” 

“Nope. Anniversary. Eighth.” 

“That’s doing pretty well for these 
times, isn’t it?’ À hard look settled on 
Ed’s handsome face. “Five years seems 
to be about the limit in our crowd. So 
yov’re still holding out, eh? No desire 
to kick over the traces?” 

Jim grinned happily, as though the idea 
were mightily amusing. 

“Me? I don’t believe I ever really see 
a woman, unless it’s one that’s dolled up 
in something I wish I could buy for Eliz— 
my wife.” 

Then he flushed, abashed. 

Ed eyed him keenly, and then looked 
away. Jim noticed the steely expression 
on his face. 

“You're lucky, old man. So’s your 
wife. But you know—well, you see you're 
contented; but there are plenty of fellows 
that aren’t. pes suppose a case, now. 
Take a chap that’s got stuck in this mar- 
riage game, pulled an awful bone—and 
he knows perfectly well that he’d be a lot 
happier if he were free—why, I say he’s 
got a right to clear out, and go his own 
way. Especially nowadays, when a lot of 
women don’t care a rap about a man for 
himself, just so long as they get the money 
and the clothes. Well, what do you say, 
Jimmy?” 

Jim shook his head soberly. 

“Im afraid I’m still pretty old-fash- 
ioned on the subject. I sort of dope it out 
that a man has a bigger responsibility in 
the marriage business than a woman. He 
gets her to go into it, and puts her in a 
position where she’s taking a lot more 
chances than he is, and he promises to 
stick to her. And, by crickey, I think he 
ought to do it! If he finds he’s made a 
mistake, he ought to take his medicine 
like a man. Besides, I believe there’s al- 


ways a way to straighten things out be- 
tween any reasonable man and woman, 
if they’ll both try. It’s usually the man 
that won’t take the trouble to go to the 
bottom of things.” 

Ed didn’t answer. He opened his paper, 
and so did Jim. 

As they parted, Ed did a strange thing. 
He shook hands. 

“Well, so long, Jimmy. I’m off on a 
trip. Don’t know just when I’ll be back. 
Take care of yourself!” 

As Jim started off he thought about 
the knocker. It would be easiest to get 
it at a department store; but he wanted 
one that was a little bit unique. If he 
could find some specialty shop! 

The morning passed as usual. He ate 
his lunch hurriedly, and set out on his 
quest. 

At last he found just the sort of shop 
he had in mind. There was a flavor of 
distinction about it. An antique settle 
and some brass andirons stood in the 
window. Jim walked boldly in, though 
he had misgivings about prices. 

A blond, bobbed young woman came 
nonchalantly forward. In the rear of the 
store a man’s back could be seen at a desk. 
Jim stated his errand. Before the girl 
could answer, the man turned suddenly. 
It was Ben Carroll! He hadn’t seen Ben 
since high-school days. 

Ben seemed to shoot from his chair. He 
came forward, beaming. 

“Well, by all the gods and fishes! Jim 
McGee! Say, but it’s good to see you! 
Where did you blow from, anyway?” 

Jim told him. They talked eagerly. 
Ben’s family had moved to Long Island 
the summer he finished high school. He 
and Jim had not heard of each other since. 

Ben showed off his store with pride. He 
was making a pretty good thing of it. 
When he heard of the knocker, he brought 
out his assortment with the air of a con- 
noisseur. 

The transaction took but a few minutes. 
ye found himself in possession of a quaint- 

wrought beauty, for less than cost price! 

en would have it so. . 

As Jim thanked him, Ben lowered his 
voice; his face grew serious. 

“Don’t thank me for a thing like that, 
Jim. Why, that’s nothing. I often think 
of what you did for me. You know that 
night you took me home with you?” 

Jim looked at him blankly. 

“Don’t you remember? We were sen- 
iors, I guess. I thought I was a man, you 
know, ready to raise the dickens. I’d been 
to Blakeley’s saloon, and got shot up with 
that old gin he used to sneak to some of us 
fellows, and I was going out for a night of 
it when I met you. Don’t you remember 
now? 


“You got me home with you. I never 
knew how. I guess I pulled off some 
hot stuff on the way. But, anyhow, we got 
up to your room, and you got me sobered 
down. And wetalked about a lot of things. 
I never forgot them. Sounds like a lot of 
mush to say that was the turning point in 
my young life. But, you know, old man, 
that’s God’s truth! 

“Td never seen things like you put them 
up to me that night. If it had been any 
other fellow, I would just have joshed 
him about all that Galahad stuff. But 
not you, Jim. You were so darned quiet 
and serious about it. And from that night 
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on, I kept my toes in the little old straight | 
and narrow path. And I’ve thanked you 
a thousand times!” 

He paused, embarrassed. 

“I don’t know why I’m giving you all 
this line. Something just seemed to make 
me spill it, that’s all.” 

Jim’s face was crimson. He was inco- 
herent. 

“Why, say . . . you know I'd forgot- 
ten all about that . . . wasn’t anything 
at all... why— Say, l'Il drop in and 
see you sometime again!” 

He wrung Ben’s hand, and left hurriedly. 

He walked along the street, the shining 
knocker that was to gladden Elizabeth’s 
heart held close under his arm. But it 
was not the thought of it that sent the 
new light into Jim’s eyes. It was this 
amazing revelation of Ben’s. 

He, ie McGee, had done that for an- 
other fellow! 


E WAS still busy with these thoughts 

when he entered the office. On his desk 
lay a letter addressed to him. He opened 
it with some curiosity. Letters did not 
often drift to him in care of the firm. 


Dear Mr. McGee: I learned your business 
connection by chance to-day, and something 
impels me to-night to write to you. Fortwenty 
years, your father and I commuted to the city 
on the same train. We frequently sat together 
and talked. We knew each other’s surnames, 
and that was all. A month ago I heard of his 
death. 

I had never stopped to realize until then how 
much my own thought through these years had 
been colored by your father’s quiet opinions; 
his steady adherence to old-fashioned virtue 
and honor in all lines of life. I know, now, that 
his character strengthened mine where it was 
weak, and affected several of the most impor- 
tant decisions of my life. 

He often spoke of you. I envied him his joy 
in you. My own son did not live to grow up. 
But if he had, I would rather leave him such a 
heritage as is yours, than any of the puny 
fortunes some of us spend our lives in building. 

Wiiiam Harkness. 


Jim sat staring at the sheet before him. 
William Harkness! It was the name of a 
very rich man. One of those men of suc- 
cess and power he had pictured as removed 
from him on another plane. 

William Harkness, and his father! 

He felt dazed for a moment, and then 
there came coursing through him such a 
warmth of joy as he had never known. He 
felt like a man bowed to the earth all his 
life by some infirmity, who had suddenly 
risen up, strong and straight, to see the sky. 

For in a moment, from thinking of his 
father with loving pity, he thought of him 
with loving pride. And the difference 
rranglarned Jim himself. A new dignity, 
a new sense of the importance of his 
father’s life and of his own, enveloped him. 
The letter, coming just after Ben’s sur- 
prising confession, sent through him the 
new exhilaration that had already kindled. 

His work went easily that afternoon, 
and he was out at last in the early Sep- 
tember dusk. 

He felt that he could not wait till he 
reached home to hear Elizabeth’s voice, 
to feel the thrill of sharing with her, even 
by his tone, the strange joy that possessed 
him. He would call her up on some pretext. 

He went into one of the row of telephone 
booths at the station, gave the number, 
and waited. 

And as he stood there, a voice came to 
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| me thinking this morning. ee wecan 
y 


him from the next booth. It was Ed 
Larimer! Whether he would or not, Jim 
heard the sentences, rising from a back- 
ground of which he had never dreamed. 

“Ts that you, Molly? This is Ed... . 
Why, I just now gave it up. I’m not go- 
ing. I’ve been thinking a lot to-day. I 
couldn’t go away, and leave things as we 
did this morning. Can you meet me at 
the train? I’m coming out home... . 
What’s that? Oh, something sort of set 
talk it all over again, and ma se 
What’s that?” (Ed’s voice was happily 
incredulous.) “Say, do you mean that?” 

Into Jim’s ear a “line’s busy” buzzed. 
He slipped out quickly, and made his way 
to the front coach of the train. He didn’t 
want to meet Ed Larimer, nor anyone 
else that he knew. He wanted to be alone, 
to think over this bewildering day, and 
this, the latest episode in it. For some- 
thing told him surely that the change in 
Ed Larimer’s plans had a direct relation 
to himself. 

And as he pondered, he knew that his 
existence was at last justified, accounted 
for—not to the world, but to himself. 
Success—a subtle victory in the art of 
living—had, after all, attended his father’s 
life; was, he admitted it humbly, attend- 
ing his own. It was in the nature of an 
unconscious conquest over weaker men 
than they. A giving out of moral strength 
in unseen relations. 

There was no pride in the thought; but 
there was an elation new to him. That 
old feeling of being weighted down was 
gone! 


S HE realized it, Jim’s brain leaped to 

anewthought. Why, this would make 
a difference in everything, even his work! 
He had something upon which to stand 
now. Some innate consciousness of worth. 
Perhaps he had fallen into the habit of 
undervaluing himself, and others had ac- 
cepted his rating. Now—there might even 
be hope. ... 

When the train stopped, he hurried off. 
He climbed the hill as though on wings. 
As the tiny house lifted its lighted win- 
dows in the dark, hethought of Ed Larimer 
and his strange home-going; he thought 
of William Harkness, who had envied his 
father him! He knew that he and Eliz- 


abeth could not afford to trade places with 
either of these. They were as rich as that! 

It wasa wonderful evening. The knock- 
er was attached to the door amid excla- 
mations of delight. The little dinner was a 
ceremony; putting the children to bed, a 
joyous rite. 

Then he and Elizabeth sat together 
while he talked eagerly—not of the events 
of the day, they were yet too new and 
sacred to share even with her, but of his 
own modest ambitions come to life again. 
Of what he hoped the next years in the 
office would bring him. And as he talked, 
Jim somehow knew that at last these 
things would be. 


UT after Elizabeth had gone up-stairs, 

Jim sat alone, as he had the night be- 
fore, thinking. There was one thing about 
this strange hay which baffled him: the in- 
predibis quality of it; the coincidence of 
it all. 

Right on top of his gray discouragement 
of the last weeks, to have crowded into 
the compass of a few hours these threc 
revelations which somehow gave new color 
to his whole existence, suggesting as they 
did a whole train of unsuspected contacts 
.... The thing was utterly improb- 
able, and yet—it had happened. 

All at once, he sprang from his chair. 
He opened the door, and stepped outside 
into the darkness. Just here, last night, 
he had stood and flung out his bitter 
challenge. 

Could it be that Someone had heard, 
had intervened to show him the truth? 

He stood breathless, wondering. And 
as he waited, everything grew clear. He 
saw a world in which no man’s life is 
futile; but where each, no matter how 
humble, is necessary to the great, intricate 
whole; and, consciously or unconsciously, 
makes its own contribution toward it. 

He saw a world in which high and low. 
rich and poor, are all bound up together 
by countless, interlacing, intersecting 
threads of destiny; a world in which a 
Hand is reached out to all in their time of 
need. 

Jim knew that this was true. He felt 
awed, but filled with a great peace. 

He spoke softly into the quiet night, 
as a man who craves forgiveness: 

“So this is Life!” he said. 


The Return 
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solemnly. I was sure enough of him as 
a Yankee, a trader, and a D. P. P. to feel 
that he would not miss the point. 

He did not. The smile which had begun 
to come disappeared, and, with a face as 
solemn as my own, he also winked. 

This was again followed by a somewhat 
awkward pause. It was the Peach-Tree 
Man who broke the silence. 

Monnia mister,” said he and 


‘ hurried up the hi 


“Good-by, augur,” I called after him, 
but he did not look around. 

A few minutes later my neighbor B 
came along and said to me that he had 
just met a man coming out of my lane with 
something the matter with him, terribly 
red in the face. Mad? What had I done to 


him? 


With that I walked slowly up the hill 
and came to the road, and there on a little 
embankment sat my Peach-Tree Man. He 
seemed to be in pain. 

“What’s the trouble?” I asked. 

“Mister,” said he, “I ain’t laughed so 
much in a dog’s life. Say, where did you 
get that line of talk? That’s a dang good 
one. 

With that his face sobered down sud- 
denly and although there were tears in his 
eyes, he winked at me solemnly and I as 
solemnly returned it. Then he took my 
arm and said: 

“See here, mister, you an’ me ought not 
to part this way. Vou and me ought to 
trade.” 

I said he was a good one! 

“Look here,” he continued, “TIU buy 
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our book, if you’ll buy some o’ my trees. 
’d just like to see what a feller like you 
would put in a book.” 

“ And I,” said I, “would like to see how 
near your peaches come to your pictures.” 

And so, on the spot, we settled it. I 
took his trees and he took my book. 

“‘Come back in three or four years,” I 
said to him, “‘and tell me how you like my 
book, and TIl tell you how f like your 
peaches.” 

“You bet,” said he, “you bet—I’ll 
come back before that.” 

(I'll bet he will too!) 

So he went off. up the road with my 
book close clasped under his arm along 
with his gorgeous peach-tree catalogue. 

“Harriet,” said I, when I got back to 
the house, “now I am prepared for any- 
thing. Bring on your wonders.” 

So I am at home again; and think it will 
take an Earthquake in addition to a War 
to get me away again. Here I live. After 
wandering, this valley is my home, this 
very hillside, these green acres. Here all 
about me are friends I love; friends living 
and friends in old books. This is my 
progress, the process of the seasons; this 
my reward, the product of the earth and 
the work of my own hand and brain. I 
want no other. Here may I be quiet, and 
think and love and work. Here, when I 
lift up my eyes, I can see the fire smolder- 
ing in the Bush; I can hear from the clouds 
a Voice Tue EnD 
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Address Contest Editor, THe AMERI- 
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Contributions to this contest, and any 
enclosures, cannot be returned, so you 
must make a copy of your contest letter 
and of any adia if you want to 
preserve them. Manuscripts and inquiries 
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Things I Wish My Husband 
Wouldn’t Do 


(Continued from page 27) 


“Why doesn’t 


he is saying to himself: 
that fool woman go home 

If she doesn’t leave very soon, he either 
gets so sleepy that he can hardly keep his 
eyes open, or else he takes up his paper, or 
a book, and calmly begins to read. 

I am reasonable enough to see John’s 
side of the situation. Evening is his time 
for reading and rest. He doesn’t want to 
spend an hour listening to a conversation 
chat doesn’t interest him; and I don’t 
blame him for that. 

But why does he stick around and give 
an exhibition of bad manners and dis- 
courtesy to a guest? Why doesn’t he 
excuse himself, take his paper and book 
into another room, and enjoy himself by 


himself? 
GPEAKING of manners, I am going to 


mention a few habits which, announce 
with pride and joy, John does not have, 
but which some less fortunate wives are 
forced to put up with. 

If I were married to any one of several 
men I know, I should introduce a new 
family slogan. It would be a paraphrase 
of the old saying that ‘‘Children should 
be seen, not heard.” And it would read 
like this: ‘‘Meals should be eaten, not 
heard.” 

I know several husbands who ought to 
learn, for instance, that the process of 
absorbing soup was never intended to be a 
vocal exercise! John told me of lunching 
recently with several men, one of whom 
ordered soup. While the others were 
waiting to be served, the solitary soup- 
eater proceeded gustily through his first 
course. 

Not being similarly engaged, his com- 
panions could concentrate their attention 
on his performance. Apparently it was a 
very striking one of its kind, for one of 
the men finally remarked, “I say, old 
chap, is the soup as good as it sounds?” 

“ And do you know,” John said to me, 
“the fellow didn’t even get the joke? He 
just said, ‘Sure! it’s good!’ and whooshed 
right ahead.” 

So far as I know, there is no reason 
in nature why a man should eat more 
noisily than a woman. If I ces to hear 
my husband eat his meals—but why worry 
about that? In our family, I am happy to 
report, silence and soup go, as it were, 
hand in hand. 

Some men—indeed a surprising number 
of men—do another thing which, to all 
women, is even worse than irritating. If 
we did it, men would be disgusted and 
horrified. Yet nature hasn’t made it 
necessary for them and unnecessary for us. 

I refer to the masculine pastime known 
as expectoration! I gladly admit that this 

astime—it seems to be chiefly that— 
has lost favor in recent years. It is far 
from enjoying the popularity which once 
amazed foreign visitors to this country. 

However, it seems to die hard. So long 
as sections in a Pullman car, station 
waiting-rooms, hotel rooms and corridors, 
as well as numberless other places are 
equipped with shiningly inviting cuspi- 


dors, we are forced to admit that there 
must be some reason for it. 

A young married woman recently told 
me of her own experience. She is a 
charming, lovely girl. And her husband is 
a splendid, handsome chap, well bred and 
well educated. ' 

Soon after their marriage, these two 
young folks were on their way to church 
one Sunday morning; and as they walked 
along the street, the husband violently 
cleared his throat, » you 
guess the rest. 

His young wife promptly took him to 
task for it. The young wives of her 
generation apparently do not stand in 
awe of husbands, as we older women did 
when we were their age. 

“Don’t you ever do that again!” she 
said. 

He laughed. In fact, I think he genially 
asked what “was eating her.” Evidently 
he did not take her outburst seriously, 
for before they had proceeded much 
farther, he repeated the offense. Instantly, 
the dainty and charming girl at his side 
did precisely what he had done! Not as 
expertly, to be sure—she lacked the skill 
which comes with practice—but she did 
her best. 

The young husband was amazed, horri- 
fied, furious! He was absolutely purple 
in the face; apoplectic with anger. h 
stopped short; so did she; and for a tense 
moment they glared at each other. 

“*So you don’t like to see me do it!” she 
said. “Well, now you know how I feel 
when you do i it. It is just as unnecessary 
for a man as it is for a woman. And it is 
just as unpleasant. I’m giving you fair 
warning. Every time you do it in my 
presence, I'll do it too!’ 

When she described the incident to me, 
I had to laugh. But she was deadly 
serious about it. I asked her if the cure 
had worked and she assured me that 


it had. 


But to return to the things which I 
wish my own husband wouldn't do. He 
has one habit of which I can’t break him, 
although I have managed to get around 
it in another way. From all 1 can find 
out, most men have this same habit. 
John usually gets home from the office 
a little before six o’clock and our dinner 
hour is six-thirty. The meal is always 


ready on time. He knows that it will be— 
but he never is ready to come when he 
is called. 


He will sit reading his paper until I 
say, “Dinner is ready, John.” 

“All right!” says teks, “Tl be there 
in a minute. 

Whereupon, he reads a few more lines— 
or paragraphs!—then lays down his paper, 
goes to the bathroom and washes his face 
and hands, combs his hair, and perhaps 
stops to get a clean handkerchief. If it is 
warm weather, he steps out onto the 
one apparently just to “survey the 
andscape o'er.” If it is winter, he suddenly 
decides that he must run down to the 
basement and give the furnace a shake. 
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For several years after we were married, 
I tried to persuade John to do all these 
various things before I called him to 
dinner. That seemed such a sensible way 
of managing I didn’t see how he could 
help realizing it himself. But after five 
on of persistent hoping and struggling, 

gave it up, and resorted to harmless 
deceit. 

I began telling John that dinner was 
ready when I knew it would not be ready 
for another ten minutes. The result is 
that he still goes through that preliminary 
program, which seems to satisfy some 
inscrutable demand of his nature; but the 
completion of this program now synchro- 
nizes exactly with the moment when 
dinner really is ready. 

Of course, by practicing this little 
deception on my part, everything goes 
along smoothly. But I confess that it 
does irritate me slightly to be forced to 
resort to stratagem. A man knows he is 
going to be summoned to dinner. Why 
can’t he be ready when the summons 
comes? 


HILE writing this, I have been forci- 
bly reminded of another masculine 
habit which is both annoying and unneces- 
par, Thefactthatitis unnecessary makes 
it all the more annoying. Indeed, I suppose 
that is the chief reason why any of these 
little domestic pricks become irritating. 
For the past half-hour John has been 
playing solitaire down-stairs in our living- 
room. I am writing at a desk in the upper 
hall. How do I know he is playing 
solitaire? Because he makes such a noise 
with the cards that he can be heard all 
over the house! He shuffles with a tre- 
mendous flip-flapping; he taps! the end 
of the pack on the table with sharp, 
staccato noises; every few moments he 
seems to have an emotional spasm of some 
sort, which he works off by vigorously 
slapping each card down, as if he were 
saying, “There! Take that, will you?” 
I never can understand why John—and 
other men—have to make such a noisy 
performance out of card playing. Just 
watch them; or, rather, listen to them. We 
women shuffle, deal, and play our cards 
without making it an ear-splitting pro- 
ceeding, or a violent gymnastic exercise. 
Another of my small grievances is in 
connection with John’s smoking. .Not 
that I mind the smoking itself. I grew up 
in a blue haze from the cigars, pipes, and 
cigarettes of my father and my brothers. 
I was thoroughly ‘‘seasoned” long before 
I married John. 

But I decidedly object to his habit of 
laying a cigar, or a cigarette, on the edge 
of a table or a book, and then going off and 
forgetting all about it! To my mind, a 
piece of furniture is not in the least 
improved by having a border of burned 
marks. I don’t consider that a scorched 
hole in a bookbinding is a desirable 
ornament. poe admits that he doesn’t 
really care for these things himself. It is 
just another case of, “ I’m sorry. I forgot.” 
But he goes on forgetting. 

Also—though this is less serious—I 
don’t see why, with an ample supply of 
ash receivers at hand, he doesn’t use them. 

I sometimes watch him when he is 
reading and smoking. In spite of my 
irritation, I can’t hela bane amused, when, 
quite unconscious of what he is doing, 
he neatly flicks off his cigar or cigarette 
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ashes—just into space! His indifference 
as to their ultimate resting place has a 
certain grandiloquent carelessness which 
I almost envy him. 

Just the same, it does irritate me. But 
when I protest, John only laughs good- 
naturedly and assures me that “it’s good 
for the carpet!” I know it isn’t. Ashes 
are simply one kind of dirt. But I can’t 
seem to convince my husband of this; so 
I just go on cleaning up his ashes, and—as 
I said before—getting irritated; getting 
over it, and so on and on and on. 

I was glad that the “fond but irritated 
husband” included in his list of grievances 
a reference to the wives who are “ back- 
seat drivers” in motor cars. They are a 
nuisance, not only to their husbands, but 
to everyone that rides with them. 

I am not going to defend them. But I 
should like to suggest that the front-seat 
driver, from the back-seat point of view, 
has a few failings of his own. At least, I 
can name a few things, in regard to 
motoring, which I wish my husband 
wouldn’t do. 

I wish he wouldn’t take so many 
chances. My life is rather precious to me. 
His is even more precious to me. I know 
he gets a thrill out of fast driving. So do 
I. There is an undeniable exhilaration 
for him—and for me—in successfully 
negotiating a close shave of some sort. 

ut my common sense warns me that 
some day we are not going to come through 
one of these close shaves. We are gam- 
bling with death; and some day we are 
going to lose. I like thrills as well as 
anyone does; but I don’t believe you can 
get something for nothing; and our thrills 
in motoring are likely to cost us too high 
a price. 

John won’t admit this; and that is his 
greatest fault as a driver, from my back- 
seat point of view. It includes other 
faults in detail. I wish he would realize, 
for example, that a horn is a means of 
warning, not a mere ornament. It seems 
to be a matter of pride with him never to 
sound his horn. 

I wish he wouldn’t try to pass cars by a 
margin of an inch. I wish he wouldn’t 
have blind faith that other drivers will do 
just what they should do. He is always 
saying, when we are on the road, “Well! 
did you ever see such a fool driver!” But 
he constantly takes risks in which our own 
safety depends entirely on some other 
driver not being a fool. 


Most of the things I have set down 
here as irritations are only trifles; 
little things at which I smile, even when 
they do annoy me. But I am going to 
speak of one thing which is more serious. 

In married life I have seen more 
unhappiness caused by money than by any 
other dozen'things, all put together. My 
father, who was one of the kindest men 
that ever lived, was the old-fashioned 
type of husband in money matters. My 
mother had to ask him for every dollar she 
spent. Like every other woman who is 
forced to do this, she found it a bitter and 
humilating experience. It never ceased to 


be an ordeal which she dreaded, and 
which she would put off as long as she 
possibly could. 

I knew how she felt about it; and, even 
when I was a young girl, I determined 
that if I ever married I would not submit 
to any such domestic arrangement. 

When I did marry John, however, I 
found that he, too, expected his wife to 
ask for what money she needed. I suppose 
there are millions of women who know the 
sort of thing that happened: my reluctance 
to appeal to him for the money to which, 
just as his housekeeper, I had a right; my 
attempts to explain this to him; his lofty 
and injured response that he wasn’t 
“paying his wife wages,” that what he had 
was mine anyway; his asking me if he had 
ever refused me money when I wanted it; 
my reply that if it did belong to me, as I 
claimed, and as he admitted, I shouldn’t 
be forced to ask for it. 


THIS went on for a whole year, the most 
unhappy one in our entire married life. 
At the end of that year I did a desperate 
thing. I felt that i coukin't face what I 
had seen my mother go through. 

I explained this to John, and told him I 
was poing to get a job where the money 
which was admittedly mine would be paid 
to me regularly, and without my havin 
to ask for it whenever I “needed” it. ï 
told him that I would continue to oversee 
the housekeeping; but that I would hire 
someone to do the work. 

At first, John was very angry. As I 
look back on it now, I tremble as I 
realize how close we came to a break which 
might have been past mending. If I 
myself had been angry, perhaps the break 
would have come. 

But I was only very unhappy and 
frightened. Some blessed realization of 
this came to my husband; it changed his 
anger to tenderness, made him want to 
fight for me, even against his own incli- 
nations and prejudices. With character- 
istic masculine whole-heartedness, he 
came over to my side: not half the way, 
or three quarters, but all the way! He 
proposed that he should turn over our 
entire income to me, and that he would 
ask me for what money he wanted. 

Of course I refused to accept any such 
arrangement. We talked things over and, 
for the first time, got a good idea of our 
mutual financial situation. We arranged 
what seemed a sensible scheme for han- 
dling our funds. We have been partners 
ever since in the “business” of the home; 
and I think this is one reason why our 
home has been such a happy one. 

I will say this: If my husband treated 
me, in regard to money, as so many 
husbands treat their wives, I think the 
deep-down hurt of it would make me so 
morbidly sensitive that even little annoy- 
ances would cause me actual pain. As it 
is, I have no genuine wounds that keep me 
in a constant state of shrinking from fare. 
So the foolish little trifles have no real 
effect on me. I smile at John’s “little ways” 
ae while I am wishing he would mend 
them. 


“I HAVEN'T TIME!” That is the poorest and the most overworked 
excuse in the world, says a big merchant who, in his spare time, has made 
himself a well-known musician, an expert accountant, a linguist, and a 


scholar in many subjects. 


Next month he tells you how he has man- 


aged to live several lives in one, and how you can do the same thing. 
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Two Girls Who 
Have Laughed Their 
Way to Fame 


(Continued from page 19) 


only for publicity purposes. I found, 
however, that it was true. There is a 
solid foundation of ability and training 
underneath the success these two sisters 
have won. 

With Ellen Beach Yaw, and also in 
school, they studied harmony and musical 
composition; they can speak several 
languages; they know all the best operas; 
Rosetta studied the soprano réles—the 
action as well as the musical score—and 
could go through them to-day. 

Most important of all is their energy 
and courage. They always had a dynamic 
desire to be using their gifts. When 
Vivian was only a twelve-year-old school- 
girl she was earning ‘six dollars a week, 
playing the piano in a motion picture 
theatre at night. Her father went with 
her and escorted her home. 

“The only piece I knew,” she said, 
laughing, “was ‘Aloha.’ For the love 
scenes T played it softly and dreamily. 
For the exciting ones, I pounded it out 
fortissimo. And I ragged it for the 
conedy scenes. Finally, the manager 
woke up to the fact that my musical 
repertoire was simply variationson ‘Aloha,’ 
and I was discharged. 

“We used to sing at the Christmas and 
Easter church concerts; in fact, we would 
sing wherever we could get the chance to 
appear. Hymie often sang and did little 
comic acts at vaudeville amateur nights. 
She invariably received the first prize, 
which was three dollars; and, just as 
invariably, she would tell them to give it 
to the second prize winner—although, 
heaven knows, we needed the money 
ourselves. : 


i HEN I was fourteen, we went on at 

Pantage’s, a well-known vaudeville 
theatre in Los Angeles, for a few weeks. 
That was our first real engagement. Then 
our elder sister went to San Francisco and 
joined a regular theatrical company. A 
few months later, when she came Tom 
on a visit, with wonderful tales of what 
the big outside world was like, nothing 
would satisfy us but to see it for our- 
selves. 

“Up to that time, we never had been 
twenty miles away from home. The first 
time Í rode on a train was when I went 
to San Francisco, where my elder sister 
had persuaded Tom Henderson, then 
manager of the Orpheum circuit on the 
coast, to try us in vaudeville. 

“I was so homesick for my father that 
I soon went back home; but Hymie stuck 
it out. She was a big hit too, and was 
getting sixty-five dollars a week. But we 
were so unhappy over being separated 
that I joined her, and we put on an act 
together, for which the two of us received 
not a cent more than she had been paid 
alone. Not very flattering to me, was it?” 
she laughed. 

“While we were playing the Orpheum 
circuit our elder sister got an engagement 
in New York and began to write to us 
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Visitors from foreign countries invariably wonder at the 
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on investment. 
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about the wonders of that part of the 
country. So we promptly decided that 
we, too, must come East. 

“You can’t save much, out of thirty 
dollars a week, if you have to buy your 
costumes and pay your hotel expenses. 
This was in 1917, too, when everything 
was frightfully expensive. So we had 
only a very little money saved. 

“We went to Mr. Henderson and 
begged him to get us booked on an 
Eastern circuit. He couldn’t do this; but 
he believed in us so much that he bought 
our tickets to Chicago.” 

“Yes,” said Rosetta, “and one thing 
| we are thankful for is that we were able to 
pay him back before he died, several 
years ago. 

“You see, we didn’t have an easy time 
of it, after we got to Chicago. Mr. 
Henderson had given us a letter to a 
manager there; and this manager con- 
sented to try us at one of his theatres. 
But instead of putting us on at a good 
house, he sent us to a wretched little 
theatre in a miserable locality, where 
the audience was made up of foreigners 
who could hardly understand English. 

“We couldn’t be ourselves in a place 
like that. And when the manager told 
us, the next day, that we had been ‘awful,’ 
we agreed with him. He offered to send 
us on the road, with a group of acts which 
he called the Revue de Vogue! They 
were to play cheap vaudeville houses in 
Illinois, Wisconsin, and Iowa; and he 
would pay us twenty-five dollars a week. 
Not twenty-five apiece, you understand; 
but twenty-five for the two of us. 

“What could we do? We had almost no 
money at all; and he was the manager who 
controlled the best theatres. We had to 
live; and we had to have a chance to prove 
that we were worth something. So we 
accepted his offer. 


But even the cheap theatres in such 
towns have really nice audiences; and 
these audiences liked us. We were making 
ood, and we knew it. So we got along. 
Even when we were most discouraged, 
there was always something to laugh 
“Tell her about your bullet?” inter- 
rupted Vivian. 

“Oh yes!” said Rosetta; “you must 
hear about my bullet. Not long before 
I left home, I was out in the yard one day 
when our next-door neighbor was on her 
back porch, examining her son’s revolver. 
The thing accidentally went off, and, with 
all the other things it might have hit, the 
bullet chose my back as a target. 

“They sent post haste for a doctor; 
but after he had poked various instru- 
ments into the wound, and X-rayed me, 
and so on, he said we’d better leave the 
bullet where it was. There it stayed, as I 
supposed, for more than a year; until one 
day when the Revue de Vogue landed at a 
certain town in Wisconsin. 

“Jakie and I couldn’t stop at good 
hotels. Not on twelve-fifty a week apiece. 
But the manager of the theatre told us 
that he knew a man and his wife who 
would rent us a room. He gave us the 
address, and said the man was a chirop- 
odist. 

“For a day or two, my back had been 
terribly painful; so that night I asked 

a to look at it. She found it so 
| badly inflamed that we were frightened, 
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and called the ‘doctor’ into consultation. 
He said something must be done immedi- 
ately; and believe me, he did it! With one 
of his knives, he extracted my bullet, 
which finally had located near the surface 
and was howling to get out. 

“Well, you just can’t imagine how I 
treasured that bullet! I carried it in a 
little pocket of our purse. We had only 
one between us; and there never was 
enough money in it to crowd my bullet. 

“ By this time, our elder sister was in 
a regular.company which was touring the 
Middle West; and a few weeks after the 
doctor had- helped me bullet to escape 
from its prison in my back, the Revue de 
Vogue :andmy sister’s company were 
biHed for two towns not very far apart. 

- “We went to her town on Sunday, had 
a heavenly-visit with her, and just caught 
the‘train’back. We didn’t have time ‘to 
buy our pickets, but knew we could pay 
the conductor. When he came along, 
put my hand in my pocket to get my 
purse—and it was gone. 


“PHE first thing I thought of was my 

buHet. That meant more to me than 
the little money we-had lost. But the con- 
ductor quickly gave me something else to 
worry. about by telling us that if-we 
couldn’t pay our fare, he would have to 
put- us off the train. 

“He did put us off at ‘the next station. 
It was late at night and freezing cold. We 
explained our predicament to the agent 
in the depot, and asked him to telegraph 
our sister for money. But he said he didn’t 
know us and couldn’t send a telegram 
unless we paid for it. Without a cent of 
money we couldn’t pay for it. So there 
we sat, wondering what in the world 
would become of us. 

“ Next to the waiting-room there was a 
lunch: place. Probably it. was ‘for the 
train men, because there didn’t seem ‘to 
be any town there. We got the smell of 
the coffee from this lunch-room, and that 
simply added to our misery; for bý that 
time we were hungry enough to eat the 
plates! : i 

“The agent must have been: watching 
us, for he finally said, ‘You look like nice 
girls. I’m going to take-the chance and 
send a wire to your sister, even if I have 
to pay for it myself. And here’s ten cents 
apiece for you. Go in and get some coffee 
and doughnuts while you’re waiting.’ 

“I tell you, that was one time when we 
didn’t laugh!” she went on, with a little 
catch in her voice. “That man was poor. 
He told us what a hard time he had 
supporting his family on the pay he 
received. 

‘That message must have gone through 
in record time,” she went on, ‘“‘for it 
wasn’t long before my sister wired us 
some money; and before morning we 
had paid the agent, bidden him a grate- 
ful farewell, and were on the train once 
more. 

“That was the first of several lessons 
we have had in regard to saving our 
money. After that, we pinched pennies 
until they fairly screamed; and when we 
finally got back to Chicago we had put by 
quite a little sum. 

“ Do you know what we did with it? We 
spent almost every dollar of it on clothes! 
It didn’t go very far; but it gave each of 
us at least a new dress and a new hat. 

“You see, we were going to beard our 
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manager in his den, and try to induce him 
to give us a real chance. We knew our 
act was good. That may sound conceited; 
but we knew it, because our audiences 
had shown that they liked us. So we were 
determined not to look like failures when 
we went to the manager. 

“T must say, he didn’t seem to be much 
impressed. He sent for the man who 
booked the attractions, and asked for a 
report on us. This man said we were 
‘terrible;’ not worth a better engagement 
than with the Revue de Vogue. We knew 
why he said this. Our act was holding up 
the company; it was the thing that kept 
them from failing entirely. He wanted to 
prevent our leaving, so he said we weren’t 
good enough for anything else. ‘That 
roused my fighting spirit. 

“‘Do you say we're terrible?’ I de- 
manded. ‘Very well; we'll show you!’ 

“Then I turned to the manager, and 
said, ‘You promised that you would send 
us to New York if we made good. We 
have made good. We know it; and if you 
have received truthful reports about our 
work, you know it too. Now we want to 
go to New York!’ 

“He leaned back, stuck his thumbs in 
his waistcoat, and said, ‘Well, girls, there 
are plenty of trains!’ 

“That wasn’t very kind, was it?” she 
went on, with a hurt little smile. 

Then her lips set grimly, and there was 
a flash in her eyes, as she said, “He 
thought we were at his mercy. But 
one thing which our father had taught us 
was always to hold our heads up, and 
never to admit that we were beaten. So 
I looked the gentleman straight in the 
eye, and said: 

“*You think we can’t get along without 
your help. All right! We’ll show you!’ 
V HEN we gotout on the street, I said 

to Jakie, ‘There are plenty of trains 
to New York, and we’re going to take one 
of them.’ 

“We went to the telegraph office and 
wired a schoolmate of mine in California. 
She telegraphed us more than enough to 
pay our fare; and that night we did take 
one of those numerous trains to New 
York.” 

“Tl never forget that trip!” inter- 
rupted Vivian. ay lay awake for hours, 
listening to Hymie’s description of the 
wonders we were going to see in New 
York. Of course she had never been there; 
but she pictured the glories of Broadway 
—as wide and as long as the state of 
California, and with millions and millions 
of lights! She said we would go to Coney 
Island and ride on roller coasters that ran 
for miles and miles!” 

“Yes,” said Rosetta, “and when we 
reached New York—this was in January, 
1918—the war regulations for saving coal 
were in effect, and Broadway wasn’t much 
brighter than Main Street! 

“As far as our own chances were con- 
cerned, we couldn’t have picked a worse 
time, for the theatrical business was hard 
hit by the war. But we started the 
rounds of the managers, showed them our 
act, and inside of a week landed our first 
engagement. 

“Curiously enough, it was at Coney 
Island, which I had described so glowingly 
to Jakie. Then Mr. Dillingham went down 
to see us, signed a contract withus, and we 
went under his managemen We had left 


California in October, and this was the 
following spring. That wasn’t half bad, 
was it?” 

“I think it was rather wonderful,” I 
said. “How do you explain your getting 
on so quickly?” 

“Because our act was our own!” she 
replied. “I mean that it was original; not 
a copy of what other people were doing. 
It ad geown out of the things we did when 
we were children; things that were natural 
to us and that we loved to do. But we did 
them now with a background of training 
and study. 

“However, what counted most was that 
we were happy! We were always laughing; 
not because we were supposed to a A 
just as a part of the act, but because we 
couldn’t help it. Do you remember, Jakie, 
the time Mr. Shubert gave us a hearing?” 

“When we both laughed so hard that 
we couldn’t sing a note?” replied her 
sister. 

“Yes,” Rosetta went on; “and when he 
asked us why we were laughing, I told 
him we had thought the great Mr. Shubert 
would be a sort of god, about ten feet 
high, and we had to laugh because he was 
just—well, just a man. 

“Then we all laughed until we were 
tired, and he signed us up, without hearing 
us do a thing except laugh. 


“THERE are other pairs of sisters doing 
acts like ours. A manager told us re- 
cently that dozens of girls come to him, 
and say, ‘We do the same sort of thing the 
Duncan Sisters do.’ It is true, too. They 
copy us; some of them even sing our own 
songs, and without our permission. 

“We don’t try to stop them. We try 
to help them. There’s room for us all; and 
instead of trying to keep somebody else 
down, Jakie and I are busy all the time 
seeing that we keep ourselves up! 

“The past seven years have been 
wonderful; but we have had to learn 
some hard lessons. For instance, after we 
had done very well for a year or two, 
we went to London one summer and played 
there. We didn’t know whether they 
would like us at all; but, in the language of 
the theatre, we were a riot. 

“The Prince of Wales came to the show 
several times. So did the Princess Mary 
and the King of Spain. The boxes were 
full of titled people. But I want to tell 
you that-kings and princes and dukes and 
earls laugh at the same things that 
common folks laugh at! And they love to 
laugh, just as other people love to. 

“One night, when Princess Mary was 
in the royal box, I had a skinned knee. 
Jakie and I always appear as children, in 
short frocks and half-length hose; and we 
talk in a childish voice. So that night I 
went over to the side of the stage, looked 
up at the royal box, and did just what a 
child would do: I showed my bruises and 
said, ‘I skinned my knee, Princess Mary! 
Can you see my skinned knee?’ 

“Everybody howled with laughter. 
But it was because I had done what was 
perfectly natural in a child. 

“Well, to go on with the story; before 
we came back from London we bought 
ourselves a lot of beautiful clothes. For 
the second time, we spent most of our 
money that way. We made ourselves look 
as successful as we really had been. And 
then we went on at the Palace, in New 
York—and we were a failure! 
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“We were honest with ourselves. We 
admitted that we were not good. So we 
went to the manager and said, ‘Send us 
out of town. Give us a chance to find out 
what’s wrong with our act, and to make it 
right.’ 

“For twenty weeks we played on the 
road, watching ourselves through the eyes 
of the audience. We found that our 
season in London had slowed us down. 
They are more deliberate over there; they 
haven’t the speed that Americans want. 
We brought ourselves up to time, literally; 
then went back to New York and made a 
big hit. 

ae 4 

As our salaries on the road were away 
below what we had been getting, we were 
forced to economize pretty severely. A 
second time we learned our lesson in the 
importance of saving our money; and this 
time we learned it permanently. With 
our brother, we have bought a lovely home 
at White Plains, near New York. When 
we had a chance to buy a half-:rterest ir 
‘Topsy and Eva,’ we also had the money— 
in cash! Our income last year was one hun- 
dred and seventy-nine thousand dollars; 
but we didn’t spend it recklessly. Any- 
way, the real fun in life is in what you 
do, not in what you spend. If someone 
would pay us a million dollars a year, on 
condition that we would stop laughing, stop 
seeing the comic side of life, we'd refuse, 
without even pausing to breathe! 


ss I WOULDN’T take any amount of 
money for the thrill I had when the idea 
of doing ‘ Topsy and Eva’ first came to me. 
We were out in California, a little more 
than two years ago, when a man came to 
see us about doing something in motion 
pon We talked it over, without 
ing able to figure out anything very 
good, and finally he said to me, ‘I guess 
we'll have to black you up.’ 

“I jumped as if I’d been hit by another 
bullet. 

“Well do ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin!’ I 
said. ‘But we'll make Topsy and Eva the 
central figures, instead of Uncle Tom. 

“Inside of an hour, we had gone to the 
Public Library, and taken out an old 
copy of the book; and that night Jakie and 
I began to lay out the plan of the play and 
the music. 

“We wanted to do it on the stage in- 
stead of in pictures. So our manager got 
Catherine Chisholm Cutting to write the 
book from our plan; Jakie and I wrote the 
lyrics and music; and four weeks later we 
opened in San Francisco. We've been play- 
ing it ever since, and can go on indefinitely. 

“We have had a wonderful time. 
People talked to us, when we were young 
girls back in Los Angeles, about ‘the 
pitfalls of the stage;’ but these much 
advertised pitfalls have never yawned for 
us, have they, Jakie? We’ve had hard 
luck and good luck; but we have each 
other, we have our family and friends, and 
we have our work. We are young, happy, 
and having an hilarious time, even when 
there isn’t any excuse for hilarity.” 


AS I walked down the street, after say- 
ing good-by to these two extraordinary 
young girls, it seemed to me that they, 
more than almost anyone I know, possess 
the secret of happiness—love, laughter, 
and work. To uaa, life means family, 
friends, fun. 
++ t+ + + 
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for a start. Have you anything to dis- 
courage us with?” 

“W-al, best I got to offer is, I own op- 
tions on the hull of the South Branch Val- 
ley where you got to have your storage 
dam. Brooks’s piece is the key to it, like 
you know; but I own all the rest, too. 
Calc’late to keep on ownin’ it.” 

“You'll take half a million loss on your 
railroad!” 

“And you'll pay me more’n that, profit 
on the South Branch. Only it won’t be 
that way, on account that I don’t aim to 
let loose of the control of it.” 

The president smiled agreeably, for he 
was an agreeable man. Scattergood re- 
tained his placidity. Each man respected 
the other. 

“Then it looks as if we’d have to gnaw 
each other’s legs,” said the president. 

“Personal,” said Scattergood, “I com- 
menced a-gnawin’ yourn about a week 
back. . . . Mandy’ll be glad to have ye 
out to dinner.” 

“And IIl be glad to come,” said the 
Power official. So battle was joined. 

Scattergood’s next move was to take 
up his option on the Brooks timber, and to 
become its owner in fee. Whereupon, he 
called to him young Kent Brooks. 

“Kent,” he said, “we've got us all 
tumbled up into a fight, seems as though. 
Had any sleep lately?” 

“Not much.” 

“You hain’t goin’ to git much. I want 
you should take Old Man Morphy, pick 
up a gang of men, and build me a dam 
across the mouth of South Branch. Not 
much of a dam. Jest a good, old-fashion 
loggin’ dam, with a gate to let logs and 
water through. But Í want a race, too. 
Got to have a race. I want you should 
take the water wheel out of the Red Mill 
and set her up, and rig it into the leetle 
generator that’s there. In two weeks I 
want you sh’ud be manufacturin’ elec- 
tacit Git the idee?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Work three shifts, eight hours apiece, 
and drive em. Keep it as quiet as you kin. 
This here’s a fight fer a principle, like you 
might say. I’ve seen it a-comin’ for years; 
and now she’s here. Um. . . . And your 
troubles come in mighty handy. G’-by.” 


T WAS six days later when the old man 

encountered Miss Rogers as she drove 
into town. 

“Busy?” he asked abruptly. 

“Nothing to do at all,” she said. 

““Mebbe it ’ud tickle ye ’most to death 
to take me fer a ride?” 

“It would indeed, Mr. Baines. Get 
right in. Where would you like to go?” 

“South,” said Scattergood. 

So they drove, enjoying each other’s 
conversation, for half an hour, when the 
road debouched upon a scene of feverish 
activity: a camp, laborers, woodsmen, 
rivermen, swarming about the mouth of 
a branch of the river. 

“Why,” exclaimed Miss Rogers, 
“‘what’s going on- here?” 

“Le’s git out and see,” he rejoined. 


Presently, as they scrambled down to- 
ward the river, they encountered a young 
man who had no eyes for them at all, be- 
cause he needed three pairs to keep upon 
his work. He was unkempt: his trousers 
were torn by the rocks, his shirt was open 
at the throat, his voice was hoarse, and 
his eyes red from sleeplessness. It was 
Kent Brooks. He looked a very tired but 
resolute and efficient person. Not a fea- 
tureof him resembled the carefully dressed, 
somewhat blasé and worldly young man 
of two weeks ago. 


“JH EY, you Kent!” called Scattergood. 

The young man turned, paused. 
“Were moving!” he snapped. “Finish 
two days ahead, if nothing Cani ” He 
broke off to shout at a huge Swede, “ Hey, 
you Hans, not there. Where I told you. 
Snap into it!” 

The Swede dropped his peavey and 
swung around. “I qvit,” he said, “and 
my gang she qvit too. Ay navar vork like 
dis nohow. I qvit.” 

“Pick up that peavey. You took on for 
this p? with your gang. You get extra 
pay for the extra work. Pick up that pea- 
vey!” 

Scattergood heard Miss Rogers draw 
a quick breath of apprehension. 

“T qvit,” repeated Hans. 

oung Kent strode up to the man, who 
towered inches above him, pressed close to 
him, and rapped on his huge chest with 
the knuckle of his right hand. 

“ Pick up that peavey and go to work,” 
said Kent. 

Hans drew back his right fist, his steely 
blue eyes on Kent’s brown ones. Kent 
rapped once more for emphasis. “Pick up 
that peavey!” he said. 

Hans opened his mouth, and moved his 
head, wagging it like a nonplused mastiff. 
He tried to look away. One could see him 
striving to make up his mind to use his fist 
—but he did not. 

In a moment he stooped, picked up his 
tool and swung away. Kent slapped him 
resoundingly on the back. 

“That’s the boy,” he said. “Now show 
em a Swede is better than two Frenchies!” 

Scattergood sighed; it was a sigh of sat- 
isfaction. He peered sidewise at Margaret 
Rogers, who stood staring, pale, lips apart. 

“That,” said Scattergood, “‘is the feller 
folks let on was no good. Um....Kent!” 

“Yes!” It was snapped. He even forgot 
the sir of courtesy. 

“Gittin’ much sleep?” 

Humor glinted an instant in the boy’s 
reddened eyes. “‘What’s sleep?” he asked. 
“T knew once. Had these duds off six days 
ago. How-do, Margaret. . . . Anything 
important, Mr. Baines?” 

“ Just dropped in to see how you was 
comin’.” 

“Look around,” said Kent—and then 
his eye was attracted by something across 
the stream. “Got to see about that,” he 
said. “No time to talk.” 

“Did you keep your mind open like I 
said?” Seatesegood asked of Margaret. 
se I—why— » 
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“Um. . ou never seen that boy 
before, what > Bes d you be thinkin’ about 
him? Because,” he went on, “you hain’t 
never seen him before. He’s got to ex- 
plorin’ work, and he finds it fascinatin’.’ 

“I—I’m surprised!” 

“You'd better be suthin’ else,” he said; 

“anyhow, i in case you hain’t anxious to 
many him.” 
hat should I be, Mr. Baines?” 

“Scairt!” 

LAJ Why?” ; 

“ Because,” said Scattergood, “that 
boy’ll come cluss to gittin’ what he sets his 
heart on.” 

The return drive was accomplished in 
silence. Miss Rogers appeared distrait. 

Two days before the two weeks had ex- 
pired, the log dam was in place, the water 
wheel set, and electric current was being 
manufactured. Not only that, it was be- 
ing sold under contract, for Scattergood 
had caused wires to be strung to three 
farmhouses in the vicinity, to whose own- 
ers he was furnishing power and light at a 
minimum figure. 

“ Now,” he said when Kent appeared at 
the store, his young face lined and weary 
with his intensive toil, “ I guess we’re about 
set for the fireworks!” 


"THEY were set; but it was some days 
before a match was put to the first 
rocket; this took the form of a visit from 
the president of the Power Company, and 
his eneral counsel. 
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“You have run us into so much expense 
we can’t see our way clear to that now.” 

“Um. Dunno when I see a feller so con- 
fident as you be. Hope ’tain’t misplaced. 
Fig; er ye got me all sewed up, eh?” 

e know it, Mr. Baines. We shall 
proceed under the right of eminent do- 
main, to condemn the properties and have 
the courts set a fair value. That will give 
us what we want. We will pay you four 
hundred thousand dollars for your rail- 
road, because we need it in our business; 
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It’s the best we can offer in the circum- 
stances.’ 

“Lucky the circ’mstances hain’t more 
fav’rable to you folks. In sich case I calc’- 
eas d take Mandy away from me, 

“ Business is business,” said the lawyer. 

“Tm sorry, Mr. Baines, but my board 
has taken action, and I have no option 
but to follow their plan.” The president 
seemed really regretful. 

“Now,” said Scattergood, “if I was 
you, I dunno’s I'd feel so regretful. Busi- 
ness is business, like your lawyer says. 
And pleasure’s pleasure. Now, fer me, I 
kind of contrive to mix ’em. . . . Don’t 
mind, do ye, if I jest call in Johnny Bones 
and another young feller before we come 
to a settlement?” 

“By all means, take legal advice.” 

“Thank ye,” said Scattergood mildly. 

He walked out on the piazza and sent an 
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urchin running for Johnny and Kent, 
which two gentlemen were awaiting the 
summons. Both were curious, for neither 
knew what Scattergood had in mind. 
When they arrived, and Johnny Bones 
had placed a packet of papers on the an- 
cient table which served Scattergood for a 
desk, the old hardware merchant began: 

“ Now, about windin’ up this here mat- 
ter. I’m makin’ you folks a counter offer. 
This here is it: I keep the railroad for my 
own, like always, and you agree, as a part 
of the contract, that you won’t never lay 
a rail nor run a car in Coldriver Valley. 
But that hain’t quite enough to satisfy me. 
You got to agree not to exercise none of 


| the powers your corporation’s got, savin’ 
g 


and exceptin’ the manufacture and sale of 
power. No stores, no towns, no railroads, 
no municipal plants, no nothin’ but just to 
make and sell power. 

“That comes fust, because I| calc’late to 
hang on to the control of this here dent in 
the hills. And, second, this here young 
feller and me has options on about thutty 
thousand acres of timber and lands in the 
South Branch Valley. Of these here, Kent 
owns himself a thousand acres. On that 
thousand he gits a profit of ten dollars an 
acre. Besides that, we git a profit of ten 
dollars an acre on the rest. Makin’ a total 
of two hundred and ninety thousand, that 
b’longs half to me and half to Kent, ac- 
cordin’ to our written agreement. That’s 
my proposition, in gen’ral.” 

“ Nonsense!” said the general counsel; 
but the president sat back and peered at 
Scattergood uneasily. 

“Upon what do you base such a propo- 
sition, Mr. Baines? You’re not given to 
talking foolishly.” 


s PINIONS differs as to that,” said 

Scattergood. “ But here’s why: You 
folks has got to have Coldriver power. 
Your hull system’s based on usin’ it, 
eventual. Now you got to the place 
where you aim to begin, and you’ve be- 
gun. Ġita notice from the Coldriver Dam 
and Boom Company you was infringin’ 
its rights?” 

“We got some such notice,” said the 
general counsel, with a shrug. 

“Read it careful?” 

“ee Yes. ” 

“Read the charter of the Dam and 
Boom Company? Eh? Read it from be- 
ginnin’ to end, and thorough?” 

“We did. It is a charter to improve the 
river for logging purposes. That’s all. We 
may have slight damages to pay.” 

“Um... . Slight? Mebbe so. Read 
the amendment to that charter?” 

Here the president actually jumped. 

“What amendment, Mr. Baines?” 

“The one I got through the legislature, 
insertin’ one word, about a year back— 
kind of in preparation fer this. If ye call 
to mind, this here charter’s perpetual, 
givin’ the right to dam and dredge and 
clear and boom the river for the purpose 
of drivin’ logs, and for the purpose of fur- 
nishin’ a flow of water necessary to that 
end. Perpetual, that there charter is, and 
it extends over the hull of Coldriver and 
its branches.” 

“We know that. But the amendment?” 

“The amendment was just insertin’ the 
word ‘power’ and a couple of others to 
make it fit. Uh-huh. Perpetual charter, 
grantin’ the exclusive right to improve the 

t + 


river for loggin’; and to manufacture and 
sell power. All legal, and everythin’. And 
we been operatin’ under it. Yes, sir. Right 
now we’re manufacturin’ power, and sellin’ 
it under long-time contracts. No loophole 
there. We're not lettin’ any rights lay in 
abeyance.” Scattergood arose. ‘‘So,” he 
said, “if ye ever touch Coldriver a-tall, it’s 
with my permission and on my terms. You 
might Lind of like to examine these here 
papers.” 


"MHE enemy examined them, with faces 
Which grew longer and longer. Pres- 
ent 


“ 


the president lifted his shoulders. 
ou win,” he said. ‘‘ Now, for the rest 
of your terms.” 

“We kin talk them over later. Now we 
want to settle on this South Branch mat- 
ter. I don’t aim to be a hawg. But Kent 
here is in a hurry for his money. He’s got 
to buy back a mill with it in a couple days.” 

Again the president repeated the pleas- 
ant words, “ You win! I suppose you want 
cash?” 

“Cash down!” 

There was more talk of a business na- 
ture; but there lay the net results—a profit 
on the venture of a hundred and forty-five 
thousand dollars to Scattergood, and of ten 
thousand more than that to Kent Brooks. 

In a matter of days came the public sale 
of the mill property, and Scattergood made 
of it somewhat of a social affair, for, un- 
known to Kent, he brought with him as 
spectator Margaret Rogers. She watched 
silently as Kent bid in che property which 
he had wasted away—and so paid off the 
last of his creditors. 

She waited for him to speak to her, to 
come to her, but apparently he had no such 
intention. It was not because he did not 
wish to rush to her side, but because he 
had taken a real, a genuine, look at the 
business of living, and it had left him some- 
what humble. 

But Scattergood intervened. 

“Hey, Kent,” he called. And the young 
man, perforce, came. “What ye hangin’ 
back fer?” he demanded. 

Kent lifted his eyes to Margaret’s. ‘‘ Be- 
cause,” he said, “I was afraid to come.” 
Scattergood turned to the girl. 

“He needn’t of been, need he? Eh?” 

“He need never be afraid to come to 
me!” she said, simply and bravely. 

Kent stared a second, then he turned 
upon Scattergood. 

“Mr. Baines,” he said, “I like you and 
I admire you, but will you please go away 
from here. Go over there—and turn your 
back!” 

Scattergood grunted. 


p WAS that night, after Pliny Pickett 
had made his daily report, that Scatter- 
good said: “Call to mind, I says to you 
about a month back that I didn’t mind 
benefitin’ humanity in chunks or separate 
—pervidin’ the’s a by-product of profit in- 
to it fer me? W-al, this here recent deal’s 
jest that kind. Kind of salvaged Kent 
Brooks; but I don’t mind sayin’ I got dog- 
gone well paid fer it. Mebbe virtue’s its 
own reward, but I like it better when it 
comes jinglin’ money in its pockets. G’-by, 
Pliny. Um. . . . Mebbe I hain’t so high- 
minded and noble as some—but I can’t 
see no reason why a feller that’s givin’ a 
turkey to somebody else shouldn’t slice 
off a wing for himself. . . . G’-by!”’ 
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do for me, I wouldn’t have lasted long. 
As I said, I made exercise a habit, so that 
in time I got all I needed of it without 
conscious effort. It would do even a 
healthy, normal person good to cultivate 
a similar habit. s 

“For years I’ve always walked to my 
office, and walked home again at night, a 
matter of eight, ten, or more blocks each 
way. I’ve done it in rain and shine, and 
still do it to-day. People often wonder 
about it, just as they likewise wonder why 
I don’t employ a chauffeur and a dozen 
servants to wait on me. 

“Don’t you see, the last thing in the 
world I can afford to have is people wait- 
ing on me. As soon as I stop walking to 
my office, and stop driving my own little 
car, and stop doing innumerable other 
duties for myself, I stop taking my main 
medene PARA] exercise. I’m eighty 

ears old—almost eighty, to be exact— 
ecause I’ve always done for myself. 

“Even with this, at Gouverneur, | 
discovered that my injured limb was not 
getting sufficient circulation. My hi 
would become numb. That numbness, 
knew, was a warning of danger. I rigged 
up in my room a device, which consisted 
simply of a bucket suspended from the 
ceiling by a hook and with a stout cord 
attached to it, so that I could tip it at will. 
I would fill the bucket with icy water and 
let it pour down on my numb hip. The 
cold water would revive circulation after 
a time. 

“Oh, I don’t say my lot was easy, or 
that I enjoyed being a cripple. It was 
hard at times, and it brought mental 
agony far greater than the physical. It 
hurt to be penned up. It wasn’t pleasant 
to look ahead to a lifetime alone. But I 
licked the unpleasantness by plunging into 
books, and reading about the things which 
I liked to do but couldn’t. And because I 
spent so much time with books I got 
ahead twice as fast in my studies. 


UNDER his plan, Eustis first desired to 
provide himself with a sure means of 
livelihood before he undertook to prepare 
for the law. During his first year at 
Gouverneur, therefore, he studied teleg- 
raphy, bookkeeping, penmanship, and 
commercial subjects. So proficient did he 
become that he was made head instructor 
of the department, though technically 
still a student. 

The following two years he taught 
public school in the winter months, in 
addition to his seminary studies. In 
I he was graduated with honors and 
made a member of the faculty. 

A year later, at twenty-five, he entered 
Connecticut Wesleyan University as a 
sophomore. While there, he told me, 
came the darkest day of his whole life. 

He had been able to discard his crutches. 
The infection of his hip, seemingly, had 
been brought under control. Then, almost 
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urchin running for Johnny and Kent, 
which two gentlemen were awaiting the 
summons. Both were curious, for neither 
knew what Scattergood had in mind. 
When they arrived, and Johnny Bones 
had placed a packet of papers on the an- 
cient table which served Scattergood for a 
desk, the old hardware merchant began: 

“ Now, about windin’ up this here mat- 
ter. I’m makin’ you folks a counter offer. 
This here is it: I keep the railroad for my 
own, like always, and you agree, as a part 
of the contract, that you won’t never lay 
a rail nor run a car in Coldriver Valley. 
But that hain’t quite enough to satisfy me. 
You got to agree not to exercise none of 
the powers your corporation’s got, savin’ 
and exceptin’ the manufacture and sale of 
power. No stores, no towns, no railroads, 
no municipal plants, no nothin’ but just to 
make and sell power. 

“That comes fust, because I calc’late to 
hang on to the control of this here dent in 
the hills. And, second, this here young 
feller and me has options on about thutty 
thousand acres of timber and lands in the 
South Branch Valley. Of these here, Kent 
owns himself a thousand acres. On that 
thousand he gits a profit of ten dollars an 
acre. Besides that, we git a profit of ten 
dollars an acre on the rest. Makin’ a total 
of two hundred and ninety thousand, that 
b’longs half to me and half to Kent, ac- 
cordin’ to our written agreement. That’s 
my proposition, in gen’ral.” 

5 Ronseneét” said the general counsel; 
but the president sat back and peered at 
Scattergood uneasily. 

“Upon what do you base such a propo- 
sition, Mr. Baines? You’re not given to 
talking foolishly.” 


“CYpPINIONS differs as to that,” said 

Scattergood. “ But here’s why: You 
folks has got to have Coldriver power. 
Your hull system’s based on usin’ it, 
eventual. Now you got to the place 
where you aim to begin, and you’ve be- 
gun. Git a notice from the Coldriver Dam 
and Boom Company you was infringin’ 
its rights?” 

“We got some such notice,” said the 
general counsel, with a shrug. 

“Read it careful?” 

“Yes. ” 

“Read the charter of the Dam and 
Boom Company? Eh? Read it from be- 
ginnin’ to end, and thorough?” 

“We did. It is a charter to improve the 
river for logging purposes. That’s all. We 
may have slight damages to pay.” 

“Um... . Slight? Mebbe so. Read 
the amendment to that charter?” 

Here the president actually jumped. 

“What amendment, Mr. Baines?” 

“The one I got through the legislature, 
insertin’ one word, about a year back— 
kind of in preparation fer this. If ye call 
to mind, this here charter’s perpetual, 
givin’ the right to dam and dredge and 
clear and boom the river for the purpose 
of drivin’ logs, and for the purpose of fur- 
nishin’ a flow of water necessary to that 
end. Perpetual, that there charter is, and 
it extends over the hull of Coldriver and 
its branches.” 

“We know that. But the amendment?” 

“The amendment was just insertin’ the 
word ‘power’ and a couple of others to 
make it fit. Uh-huh. Perpetual charter, 
grantin’ the exclusive right to improve the 


river for loggin’; and to manufacture and 
sell power. All legal, and everythin’. And 
we been operatin’ under it. Yes, sir. Right 
now we’re manufacturin’ power, and sellin’ 
it under long-time contracts. No loophole 
there. We’re not lettin’ any rights lay in 
abeyance.” Scattergood arose. ‘‘So,” he 
said, “if ye ever touch Coldriver a-tall, it’s 
with my permission and on my terms. You 
might tid of like to examine these here 


” 


papers. 


Tee enemy examined them, with faces 
which grew longer and longer. Pres- 
entl 


“ 


the president lifted his shoulders. 
“ou win,” he said. ‘‘ Now, for the rest 
of your terms.” 

“We kin talk them over later. Now we 
want to settle on this South Branch mat- 
ter. I don’t aim to be a hawg. But Kent 
here is in a hurry for his money. He’s got 
to buy back a mill with it in a couple days.” 

Again the president repeated the pleas- 
ant words, “ You win! I suppose you want 
cash?” 

“Cash down!” 

There was more talk of a business na- 
ture; but there lay the net results—a profit 
on the venture of a hundred and forty-five 
thousand dollars to Scattergood, and of ten 
thousand more than that to Kent Brooks. 

In a matter of days came the public sale 
of the mill property, and Scattergood made 
of it somewhat of a social affair, for, un- 
known to Kent, he brought with him as 
spectator Margaret Rogers. She watched 
silently as Kent bid in the property which 
he had wasted away—and so paid off the 
last of his creditors. 

She waited for him to speak to her, to 
come to her, but apparently he had no such 
intention. It was not because he did not 
wish to rush to her side, but because he 
had taken a real, a genuine, look at the 
business of living, and it had left him some- 
what humble. 

But Scattergood intervened. 

“Hey, Kent,” he called. And the young 
man, perforce, came. “What ye hangin’ 
back fer?” he demanded. 

Kent lifted his eyes to Margaret’s. “ Be- 
cause,” he said, “I was afraid to come.” 

Scattergood turned to the girl. 

“He needn’t of been, need he? Eh?” 

“He need never be afraid to come to 
me!” she said, simply and bravely. 

Kent stared a second, then he turned 
upon Scattergood. 

“Mr. Baines,” he said, “I like you and 
I admire you, but will you please go away 
from here. Go over there—and turn your 
back!” 

Scattergood grunted. 


[E WAS that night, after Pliny Pickett 
had made his daily report, that Scatter- 
good said: “Call to mind, I says to you 
about a month back that I didn’t mind 
benefitin’ humanity in chunks or separate 
—pervidin’ the’s a by-product of profit in- 
to it fer me? W-al, this here recent deal’s 
jest that kind. Kind of salvaged Kent 
Brooks; but I don’t mind sayin’ f got dog- 
gone well paid fer it. Mebbe virtue’s its 
own reward, but I like it better when it 
comes jinglin’ money in its pockets. G’-by, 
Pliny. Um. . . . Mebbe I hain’t so high- 
minded and noble as some—but I can’t 
see no reason why a feller that’s givin’ a 
turkey to somebody else shouldn’t slice 
off a wing for himself. . . . G’-by!” 
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do for me, I wouldn’t have lasted long. 
As I said, i made exercise a habit, so that 
in time Í got all I needed of it without 
conscious effort. It would do even a 
healthy, normal person good to cultivate 
a similar habit. ‘ 

“For years I’ve always walked to my 
office, and walked home again at night, a 
matter of eight, ten, or more blocks each 
way. I’ve done it in rain and shine, and 
still do it to-day. People often wonder 
about it, just as they likewise wonder why 
I don’t employ a chauffeur and a dozen 
servants to wait on me. 

“Don’t you see, the last thing in the 
world I can afford to have is people wait- 
ing on me. As soon as I stop walking to 
my office, and stop driving my own little 
car, and stop doing innumerable other 
‘duties for mye I stop taking my main 
medicine—physical exercise. Pm eighty 

ars old—almost eighty, to be exact— 
becuse I’ve always done for myself. 

“Even with hie at Gouverneur, I 
discovered that my injured limb was not 
getting sufficient circulation. My hi 
would become numb. That numbness, 
knew, was a warning of danger. I rigged 
up in my room a device, which consisted 
simply of a bucket suspended from the 
ceiling by a hook and with a stout cord 
attached to it, so that I could tip it at will. 
I would fill the bucket with icy water and 
let it pour down on my numb hip. The 
cold water would revive circulation after 
a time. : 

“Oh, I don’t say my lot was easy, or 
that I enjoyed being a cripple. It was 
hard at times, and it brought mental 
agony far greater than the physical. It 
hurt to be penned up. It wasn’t pleasant 
to look ahead to a lifetime alone. But I 
licked the unpleasantness by plunging into 
books, and reading about the things which 
I liked to do but couldn’t. And because I 
spent so much time with books I got 
ahead twice as fast in my studies. 


DER his plan, Eustis first desired to 

rovide himself with a sure means of 
livelihood before he undertook to prepare 
for the law. During his first year at 
Gouverneur, therefore, he studied teleg- 
raphy, bookkeeping, penmanship, and 
commercial subjects. So proficient did he 
become that he was made head instructor 
of the department, though technically 
still a student. 

The following two years he taught 
public school in the winter months, in 
-addition to his seminary studies. In 
106 he was graduated with honors and 
made a member of the faculty. 

A year later, at twenty-five, he entered 
Connecticut Wesleyan University as a 
sophomore. While there, he told me, 
came the darkest day of his whole life. 

He had been able to discard his crutches. 
The infection of his hip, seemingly, had 
been brought under control. Then, almost 
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without warning, it broke out in his 
other hip! 

“T was stunned,” he related. “I had 
fought the thing, and felt I had mastered 
it for good. Then—that! My good hip 
infected! I sat down on the edge of my 
bed and cried. 

“I was bitter. I asked myself the use 
in trying to goon. Life seemed a mockery. 
I covered my face with my hands and 
doubted if there were a God who was 
merciful. 

“I didn’t eat that evening. I saw a way 
out—starvation. In my condition I knew 
that it wouldn’t take long. I went to bed, 
fully resolved to end it all. 


“But, strangely, I slept. I arose, 


rested. The sun shone, and without it , 


was spring. By the grace of the God I had 
a m 
ad 


the fight! 


“I had spent ten years with this | 


trouble of mine. They had taught me 
how to meet it. I bathed and dressed the 
new infection, got out my crutches again, 
and went to breakfast. I ate and enjoyed 
it. I told myself I’d never consider an 
important decision again at night, that 
henceforth my decisions would be made 
in the morning, and I stuck to my reso- 
lution. 

“I won’t weary you with the details of 
how I fought my way back to health. 
They are unpleasant and I’ve tried to 
forget them. I learned in that period, 
though, that we humans are built to 
suffer just so much. When we get beyond 
that limit, more suffering and more 
trouble don’t seem to count a great deal. 
We are like the sponge in that respect: 
it can absorb its maximum of water, but 
not a drop more. 

“By making decisions in the morning, 
I mean this: All of us have our ‘off’ days 
when we feel like getting out from under 
the load. They are the days we should 
‘lay’ off and let things go to the dogs, if 
they want to. They won’t go there, don’t 
worry about that. Next morning your 
troubles will be right where you left them, 
but they won’t look near so big—at least 
not so big that you can’t tackle and down 
them.” 


WHEAT Eustis accomplished during the 
next few yearsis almost unbelievable. 
It would have been a gigantic task even 
for a well man. He taught school and 
sold life insurance, to help pay his way at 
Wesleyan, and then, with a year still to go 
before graduation, he obtained a leave of 
absence. This was conditional upon his 
keeping up his studies. 

e went to New York, rented a room 
on Fourth Avenue, and enrolled in 
Columbia University Law School. To 
do this he borrowed a thousand dollars 
from one of his Hammond neighbors on a 
note endorsed by his father. Also, he 
pronn an agency of the Equitable Life 

nsurance Company. 

That year he worked as an insurance 
agent. He took the regular first-year 
course in law at Columbia and simul- 
taneously, without teachers, completed 
the senior year at Wesleyan, in Connect- 
icut. At the end of the year he went up to 
Wesleyan, took the final examinations 
with his class, and was graduated with 
first honors. 

Through at Wesleyan, the next year he 


r black spell of the night before | 
assed! Life was good! It was worth | 


for 30 Days 
NOTHING TO PAY 


NO MONEY NO C.O.D. 
Special Introductory 30-Day Trial 


y nothing. Risk nothing, No red tape. Just 
= sot ne famous new and superior 


yoo LYNAMITE SPARK PLUGS 


spark Fires at 200 ‘ibs. oye ro 15 

more power. Saves 20 per cen! ‘ents 

carbon. Fires through oi Stardiy be built for life- 

time use. 2,000,000 already on e; 

SEND NOW FOR YOURS. Just st ntate make, year 
of yo my o car AAT gpr of cylinders. Complete 
t 


LYDON MFG. CO. 
O N. Wabash Avenue 
- 416-L, Chicago 


oman 
Be inners, Practical Nurses, Mothers 
Home atady Gerken” Tease E Chi. 
ina i ome-stu ing C 
Syste: ‘End Endorsed b y phy: 
Estan Wahed 25 ye 


Earn While Learning 


If p are over 18 and under 55 years 
write for illustrated catal and 32 
Sarpple Lesson Pages with FREE details 

and FREE 


of y-back Guarantee 
NURSE" 3 EQUIPMENT. 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 78 
421 South Ashland Boulevard, Chicage 


Cleans Furniture Upholstery 
Carbona removes the unsightly Grease Spot 
which the head leaves on upholstery. Going over 
the entire surface of the upholstery will make 
it like new. Leaves absolutely no after-odor. 

For Safety's Sake-demand 


CARBONA 


UNBURNABLE 
Cleaning Fluid 
REMOVES GREASE SPOTS 


Without Injury to Fabric or Color 
20¢ 30+ 60s & "1. Size Bottles at all Drug Stores 


i Leonne 
Indepen 


adent 


Dignified, exel Little 
competition. $5,000 ie $10, 000 income for Enperia. Baty to inpstar 
under our corr ence met tan 
and graduates. Write today for full detainees to 
American Landscape School 72, Newark, New York 


Nation-wide demand for men and 
women—Hotels, Clubs, Tea Rooms, 
Restaurants. Past ex rience unneres- 
sary. We train you by mail and help 
you get a position. ig pa hea bs living— 
quick advancement —ourmethodsendorsed 
by leading hotels everywhere. Write for 
Free Book—“Your Big NING SCHO = 
LEWIS HOTEL TRAIN! G SCHOOLS 
Ansa Room V-1412 D.C 


pol District Salesmen 
Ze Wanted fis sv'sToa‘es 


nion made suits 
and overcoats at $23.50 (none higher) 
É are America’s biggest values, We 
latest nifty ‘colpes and styles for k a ma and 
ng men. nly pure 
d ie overcoats are satin lined. Partai 
nits 2 "8 territory. Canuse sparetimemen in some 
S Be? towns. rite today for application blank 
c 
and free sampleof the world’s greatest clothi: 
N. HARVEY, Bos OC 00, CHICA 


values. Address. C) 
for Yourself 


GOINTO BUSINES. 


sie pe New Sostems 
Specialty Candy Factory’’ in y 


k z perniey Siimited. ther ‘warmed. 
ping. Money making op Write for it today. pores eisai 3 


W. HILLYER RAGSDALE Drawer 35 


It will boost your garage or service station 
Business. . Dependable Franklin Super-single 
Stage Air Compressors are doing it the country 
over. Write today for free illustrated booklet on 
Franklin Aids to Better Business. Franklin Air Compressor 
Works, 2612 Main St., Norristown, istown, Pennsylvania. 


ag School Course 
2 Years this simplified High 


iak laj of ore years. ee eets all ES virements for er entrance to 

t rofession t 

courses are described in our Free Bulletin. bend tert OORT. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL MET 

Dept. H. C, 1 A, Drezel.Ate. & 58th St. © A.S. 1923 cuicase. 


You can complete 


Become a musician so quickly as to 
astound everyone. Learn by playing 
real music—instead of tiresome 
“exercises.” You'll soon become the 
most popular person in your “set.’ 


New Easy Method 


is a revelation. Nothing else like it for 
thoroughness and rapidity. So simple that 
young and old find it easy to play with 
amazing skill, No “trick music’’ 
—but actual notes, learned 
quickly right in your own home. 


FREE BOOK and 
Demonstration Lesson 


offers this wonderful musical op- 
rtunity. Send for them today 
fore copies are exhausted. 
You'll be astounded, thrilled, 
fascinated, at this easy, rapid 
way to become a veritable 
master of your favorite instru- 
ment. Instruments supplied 
when needed, cash or credit. 


-_-_--_--—— ee ee eee ee ee es BD 
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 448 Brunswick Building, NEW YORK CITY 

Send me your amgang free book, ‘‘Music Lessons In 
Your Own Home,” with introduction by Dr. Frank 
Crane. Also, Demonstration Lesson. This does not put 
me under any obligation. 


Name..... ahiobad baygseyoasrenonielvacviseveseheess 
oe (Please Write Plainly.) 
ACOTO esi cece ce feccccccnscerccenccscesedescescens 
Have you 
Instrument. .;.:.-........... ....this Inst?........... 


LEARN WRITE stones 


ri rite i 1 oi 
Ree an Ame pear ; -A was paid $ 800 for 9 
Sertas. Yon oop ien to writer too. A Soy oractical 
je ou can wri . new pri aT 
will the Í bt ur 
~ E your suare faye. Eadorsed by omine 
jon 


eminent 
‘The Art of 

Write Today Wringe.” No opigntion booklet a 
free. Special offer now being made. rite Today—Now! 


HOOSIER INSTITUTE, Short Sto t, 
y ies 2 Ft Wayne, indiana 


Dept 


FRENCH and SPANISH 


Demonstration Recor 


A condensed lesson, French on 
on one side; Spanish on the 


other. Printed text furnished 954 


with the record. A practical 
demonstration of how easily 
you can learn a new language. En- 
dorsed by French and Spanish 


Embassies. Mail only 25c to International Correspon- 
dence Schools, Dept. 7484-D, Scranton, Penna, 


Some of the highest paid men in the world are advertising men, You 
ean learn easily and quickly at home during your spare time. Bigger 
opportunities now in advertising than ever before. Tremendous de- 
mand for our graduates at big pay. 

Send for FREE Book—Giving interesting information and vital 
facts — just what you want to know about advertising. Write today! 
PAGE- DAVIS SCHOOL OF ADVERTISING 
Dept. 177-C 3601 Michigan Ave.. Chicago, U.S. A. 


a FO ha T: 55> 
CLARK’S 6th CRUISE ROUND THE WORLD 


Superb “Laconia,” Jan. 20, incl., Hilo, Peking; 128 Days, 
$1250 to $3000. MEDITERRANEAN, new ‘Transylvania,’ 
Jan. 30, incl., Lisbon, Tunis, 15 days Palestine-Egypt; 
62 days, $600 to $1700. SOUTH AMERICA to Buenos 
Aires: new S. S. “Caledonia,” Feb. 4; 50 days, $550 to 
$1250. Norway in 1926, $550 to $1300. 

Longest experienced management. 


FRANK C. CLARK, Times Building, New York 


Own Your QwnTea Room 


ries paid to trained managers, shortage acute. e 
business in your spare time. Write for Free Book ‘' Pouring Tea for 
Profit.” Lewis Tea Room Institute. Dept. V -1433, Washington, D.C. 


Wear Resisting—Good Looking 


Everashesto§ ay 
a & 


fei over os floors or ip new buildings. _ ii: Boxtectty 
eet new baldness er 
F aA back, Geax eathney” Wolileck to ths 


i perfected formula assures permanent usefulness 
ong: y. Its lo 


econom: 
erywhere in apartments, kitchens, bath- 


got a position as teacher in a night school 
in the New York slums, continued to sell 
insurance, and took two years’ law 
studies at Columbia in one. He was 
awarded his degree in 1874 and admitted 
to the bar. To sum up: In four years’ 
time, he completed seven years of school- 
ing, and, in addition, worked in spare 
hours! And continuously he had fought 
for health until again he was able to do 
without crutches! 

“ How did you ever do it?” I asked him. 

“I had to do it,” he answered. “I 
was fast approaching thirty years of age. 
Most men are done with college at twenty- 
five or even earlier. I couldn’t spend all 
of my young manhood in getting an 
education. - So I speeded up. 

“And,” Mr. Eustis smiled, “it wasn’t 
nearly as difficult as it sounds. I had to 
work, or sit idle. It was far easier to work. 
Allin all, what I did proves what anybody 
with a fair mental equipment can do when 
he devotes all of his time to doing it. 
Have you ever stopped to think what a 
small percentage of each day the average 
person gives to work? Just figure it out, 
and you'll see for yourself that it doesn’t 
take a genius to do more than that 
average.” 


USTIS left Columbia a thousand dol- 

lars in debt. To discharge this obliga- 
tion, he took two positions, one as a 
teacher in a New York day school and the 
other as a teacher in a night school. 
Within six months he had saved the money 
from his salary and paid off the note. This 
left him fifteen dollars’ capital on which 
to start life. 

Fortunately, he had gained the friend- 
ship of Judge John P. Putnam, of Sara- 
toga Springs, New York, who offered him 
a junior partnership in law. 

For six years he practiced with Putnam 
at Saratoga Springs. Then he decided to 
go West. 

The partnership with Putnam was a 
profitable one. So profitable, in fact, that 
Eustis had been able to take a trip to 
Europe, and, in addition, to save ten 
thousand dollars. His future, it seemed, 
was assured. 

“Why cid youleave for an uncertainty?” 
I questioned. 

For several moments his eyes rested 
reflectively on the worn volumes which 
filled the bookcases. 

“There was a reason,” he admitted 

“ce ’ j ’ 
presently. “I don’t believe I’ve men- 
tioned it since that day. There were cer- 
tain things about a general law practice 
which I didn’t like. They—well, they 
went against my grain somehow. Maybe 
you'll understand better if I tell you of the 
incident which decided me: 

“A man had failed in business. One 
of our wealthiest clients was his chief 
creditor. This client, quite humanly, de- 
sired to recover every penny available 
under the circumstances. It was my duty 
to go to the failure’s home and determine 
if he were concealing any assets. 

“T went alone. A broken-hearted wife 
admitted me. Stretched out on a couch, 


ill, I found a broken, beaten old man.. 


Mon Sas weorout teth man. From 
the wreck of his hopes he was trying to 
save a few dollars fot ho family ind: God 
knows, they needed those few dollars. 
Yet the money belonged, legally, to our 
rich client. 

“I couldn’t go through with it. I told 
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my partner, and he understood. He re- 
leased me, and we parted. The West 
was new, fresh, and I headed out here. 
I’ve lived here’ ever since—forty-four 
years.” 


Me: EUSTIS didn’t go blindly to Min- 
neapolis. 

“T’ve never jumped in the dark,” he 
told me, on this point. “Always I’ve 
planned each step ahead and considered 
carefully before taking it. Where one 
lives and does his work is a big, important 
factor. 

“First, I went to Chicago. I went to 
the bankers there, to the real estate men, 
to the merchants and wholesalers. I 
asked them, ‘What city, west of Chicago, 
do your books show to be undergoing the 
most substantial growth?’ The majority 
picked Minneapolis. I talked with sales- 
men who were traveling the Middle West. 
To a man they boosted Minneapolis. 

“So I went to Minneapolis. Then I 
went to several other enterprising cities 
on what amounted to a prospecting tour. 
In the end, I came back to Minneapolis, 
because every sign recommended it. 

“I had saved something, and I wanted 
to invest this. I talked to a friend, a 
doctor, and together we decided to buy a 
corner property in Minneapolis for seven 
thousand five hundred dollars. The plan 
was that we should hold the property for 
rising value as the city grew. Later, when 
my friend needed his investment returned 
in cash, I bought his share of the pro 
for double what he had putin. I ha dan 
much confidence in my idea. 

“That other idea, too, was growing 
upon me—to do something, somehow, for 
children crippled as I had been. I had 
talked with physicians, including the doc- 
tor friend I just mentioned. They had 
agreed that proper medical care at the 
outset in my case probably would have 
cured me and saved me years of suffering. 
I felt there were other children, likewise 
poor and afflicted, who must have the 
chance I had lacked. I would lie awake 
at night trying to devise some way to help 
them. 

“For a long time I confined myself 
mostly to—well, let’s call it ‘iffing.’ That 
is, amusing myself by conjecturing on the 
good I could do if } ever had a million 
dollars. You’ve probably played the same 
game. 

“T went further with it. I visioned the 
hospital I could build, right down to the 
kind of materials that would go into it, 
and the type of surgeons I would have, 
and the number of little beds. It all 
became very real to me, except one part 
of the dream: I didn’t have the million, 
and it seemed absurd to think I ever would 
have it. Even very successful lawyers of 
that time seldom, if ever, earned that 
much money at law practice, and I was 
far from ‘being a successful lawyer just 
then. I had to sit in my office and wait 
for clients to come to me; and I was 
almost unknown in Minneapolis. 

“Gradually, however, my real estate 
holdings, which I had added to little by 
little, began to increase in value. What 
was better, I saw ahead the opportu- 
nity to make more money in real estate. 
Then what had been day-dreaming crys- 
tallized into ambition, which is often 
what happens to our dreams. Instead of 
saying, ‘If I had a million,’ I said, ‘When 
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I have a million!’ And pretty soon I 
promised myself: ‘I’m going to make a 
million dollars, so that some day I may 
build a hospital for crippled children!’” 

“How old were you then?” 

Mr. Eustis pondered several moments. 

“I was iad bly about thirty-seven or 
thirty-eight when I made that definite 
resolve. But, as I told you, I had been 
thinking of the hospital long before that. 
In all, I’ve probably had it in mind for 
fifty years!” 


ROM a stranger, known to but one 
citizen, Mr. Eustis rapidly became 
prominent throughout Minnesota. 

“I didn’t have much to do, there at the 
start, as a lawyer,” he related, 
wasn’t in my make-up to sit down and 
twiddle my thumbs until clients took a 
notion to come to me. I had always been 
interested in the affairs of the nation. Now 
I took a particular interest in the affairs 
of Minneapolis. 


‘The city was young, but growing. It | 


had plenty of problems to solve. I famil- 
iarized myself with these, attended public 
meetings, and occasionally spoke out in 
those meetings. Wherever there was 
something going on to the public good I 
was there. This led me into friendships 
with the men who were really doing things 
for the city. First thing I knew they were 
assigning to me tasks to be done.” 

After a while Eustis became recognized 
as one of the leaders in Minneapolis. He 
was elected mayor because of his public 
activities, and to this day his adminis- 
tration is recalled as one of the most 
notable in the city’s history. 

But one of the fundamental reasons for 
Eustis’s rise during those years was some- 
thing which he himself did not mention. 
I learned it from his friends. 
you how, as a boy, he read of Lincoln and 
wanted to be an orator. Well, he became 
an orator! One man informed me that 
Eustis at his best had no superior in the 
state as an after-dinner speaker. He was 
constantly in demand to address public 
gatherings. 

In the meantime, too, his real estate 
holdings were rapidly rising in value. 
Esrended gradually, they now included 
some of the city’s most desirable business 
corners. Also, through his success in 
public affairs, he was being sought as an 
attorney. He became a leading figure at 
the Minnesota bar; and, liviig simply, 
almost frugally, as he had always lived, 
he continued to invest in real estate. 

Many of his properties were now ripe 
for development. So he erected office 
buildings on his choice corners, including 
such well-known structures as the Corn 
Exchange Building, of Minneapolis, the 
Flour Exchange, the brick block on the 
corner of Sixth Street and Hennepin 
Avenue, and various other buildings. 
These structures at once became income- 
bearing, providing funds for investment 
in other enterprises—in every instance in a 
venture looking to the development of 
that new countr 

For example, Puan put funds into and 
aided in the organization of the Minne- 
apolis, Sault Ste. Marie and Atlantic Rail- 
road (the famous Soo Line), becoming an 
original director in the company—the 
only one alive to-day. He ales helped 
to organize the North American Tele- 
graph Company, and became its secre- 
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AGENTS—DEALERS— Write for un- 
usually liberal proposition 


tary and treasurer. The success of both 
of these ventures was problematical at the 
outset, but when it became assured the 
investments of the originators doubled 
and trebled. He nohte by development 
which he not only foresaw but also 
helped to inaugurate. 


“TVE no use for money, for money’s 
sake,” he told me in connection with 
this. “I’ve never spent much money on 
myself. But I have learned that for one 
to make money, especially a great deal of 
money, he must think constructively, not 
of dollars but of things. He must think 
of needs—present needs and future needs. 
I had this viewpoint in my thought. 
Instead of studying what was already 
well done, I studied what might be but 
which wasn’t yet done.” 

You will get another glimpse of the 
character of the man when I tell you that 
not one of the buildings which William 
H. Eustis erected in Minneapolis bears 
his name. 

“I believe,” he explained, when I asked 
the reason for this, “that a building’s 
name should mean something. The name 
should identify either the location, or the 
purpose, or the nature of the business 
most carried on in the building. 

“The buildings which I have put up 
will be standing years hence. Then what 
would the name ‘Eustis Building’ mean 
to anybody?” 

It was in March, 1923, in his seventy- 
eighth year, that Mr. Eustis took his first 
actual step toward the fulfillment of his 
plan to build a hospital for crippled 
children. Before this, something had 
come up so vitally affecting his plans that 
he spoke of it with difficulty. With the 
war, building prices had almost doubled 
overnight. He had accumulated his mil- 
lion dollars, as he had planned, only to find 
it insufficient to the need. 


“You see,” he went on, “I wanted to. 


leave an endowment big enough to make 
the hospital independent and self-sup- 
porting. I didn’t want to leave a white 
elephant on the public’s hands. There 
had been a day when a million dollars had 
looked mighty big to me. It looked 
mighty small at this time. 

“Presently, however, the very condi- 
tions that had made prices go up to the 
point of jeopardizing the plan began to 
react in my favor. The properties which 
I owned became more valuable than ever, 
the income from them increased, and I 
saw that I could go ahead. The Univer- 
sity of Minnesota, the Mayo Foundation, 
and the city of Minneapolis, all agreed to 
cooperate toward the realization of my 
dream.” 


A little over two years ago, sixty-five 
acres of beautiful wooded property, 
central both to Minneapolis and St. Paul 
and overlooking the Mississippi, came 
into the market to be sold as building 
lots. Mr. Eustis purchased it intact. 
Of the property he deeded twenty-one 
acres to the city, to provide a much- 
needed site for the famous Dowling School 
for the crippled. Then, in June of that 


ear, he pledged the remainder to the 

niversity of Minnesota, as well as funds 
to build and endow a hospital and a home 
for the convalescent. 

This pledge involved a total of one 
million dollars. A year later he amplified 
it by adding to it the remainder of his 
fortune, five hundred thousand dollars, 
out of which he retained only a bare 
living for himself. 

When the regents of the university 
suggested that the trust be given his 
name, Mr. Eustis wrote: 

“ As to the name the trust should bear: 
You, sir, and others, have kindly sug- 
gested that it carry the name of the donor, 
which we all know to be the common prac- 
tice and in most cases very appropriate. 

“In this case, however, it would seem 
to be otherwise. The object of this gift 
is to enhance the well-being of crippled 
children. The name, if possible, should 
be an aid to that end. The name of the 
donor will in a generation or two, at most, 
be forgotten. The name means much to 
the patrons of the institution and to the 
public. It should inspire confidence in 
parents and friends before their chil- 
dren are confided to its care. 

“The virtue of giving to a benevolent 
cause carries its own reward. 

“I wish to suggest for this trust the 
name: ‘Minnesota Hospital and Home 
for Crippled Children.” 

And, still looking ahead, Mr. Eustis ` 
added: 

“Perhaps if in its growth this benev- 
olent trust should need more resources 
to carry on its altruistic work, others 
might feel more like lending a helping 
hand if its name were that of the state 
and not of any one donor.” 


EFORE leaving Mr. Eustis’s office I 

made inquiry about a great pile of let- 
ters which filled the top oF bas esk. They 
were unopened and, judging by the post- 
marks, they came from every part of the 
country. 

“Open some of them,” Mr. Eustis in- 
vited. “Pick at random, for they’re all 
alike. Dozens of them come in with every 
mail. I don’t know what to do with them. 
I never dreamed there was so much 
misery in this country.” 

I opened one letter after another. As 
Mr. Eustis had warned, they were all 
very much alike, with just the names, the 
addresses and the afflictions differing. 
Some of the writers were crippled; others 
were in ill health; more were writing on 
behalf of friends, or relatives in ill health. 
All wanted money! 

I looked up. Mr. Eustis was taking up 
his crutches, for the day was near a close. 
He had gone back to those crutches on 
Armistic Day, 1918, while most of the 
world rejoiced. He had been dependent 
on them in the best days of his youth. 
All of his life had been a fight to keep 
away from them. 

at was stormy outside. The wind was 
chill. 

“Walking home?” I asked him. 

“Oh, yes,” he replied brightly. ‘‘It’s 
only eight blocks—and I always walk it.” 


“WHY I Am Not Afraid to Die” is the subject of a remarkable article next 
month, in which Irving Bacheller, the famous author, gives you his convic- 
tions about immortality, and explains the basis for his faith. Mr. Bacheller, 
as you will see from reading his article, has banished fear from his life. 
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we give frequent entertainments, and 
every Thursday night we have a party. 
They are very simple parties, but boys 
and girls don’t care about elaborate 


things. All they want is an excuse to get | 


together and have a good time. 


“On party evenings the-girls dress up | 


in their prettiest frocks; sometimes the 
affair becomes a dance, and again they 
play cards, or foolish games of various 
sorts. 
house enjoy these occasions, I think, quite 
as much as the young ones. 

“Of the thousands, who have stayed 
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have been young people in their early 
twenties. Some of them came to study, 
but the majority were here to get Orr. 
One and all, they were chock-full of 
dreams and great ambitions. It was 
those dreams that had brought them, with 
their flat little pocketbooks and their | 
flaming courage. 
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prominence and even of distinction. 

“Most of them did not, by any manner 
of means, get the kind of work they 
wanted at first. They did all sorts of 
things—frightfully uncongenial things, at 
shit; they would have turned up their | 
noses in their own home towns. 

“A boy, for example, who arrived with | 
the avowed intention of becoming a great 
corporation lawyer, found himself, at the 
end of three months, selling tickets in a 
Brooklyn elevated station. From that 
job, he went to another, as bell boy in a 

otel, where he saved up two hundred 
dollars in tips—each one of which he felt 
was an insult that he wanted to hurl back 
in the donor’s face! 

“ His next step was into the shoes of a 
typist, and later he became stenographer 
for a big law firm. In addition to his 
work in the day, he attended a law school 
in the evening, and after his admittance | 
to the bar, he branched out and got a 
tiny office in the same building with his 
former employers. 

“These men threw small cases his way. 
There followed years of patient hanging- 
on, but he finally began to build up a 
clientele and at last was taken into a | 
wealthy firm with offices on Wall Street. 
That’s where he is at the present time—a 
corporation lawyer, just as he said he 
would be. 

“ About eight years ago there came to 
live with us a charming boy who endeared | 
himself greatly to everyone in the house. | 
His object in coming to New York was to 
engage in commercial art, which he 
thought offered a brilliant future. At 
that time, classes in this branch of art 
were being held in the Museum of Natu- 
ral History, where the students were al- 
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Earns Week’s Salary 


in One Day! 
Salesmanship the Answer 


“I had practically no road experience 
when I enrolled for LaSalle training in 
Modern Salesmanship,’’ writes W. F. Hou- 
rahan, a Massachusetts man, ‘‘but before I 
had completed a half-dozen assignments I 
went out and sold rubber sundries with such 
success that by giving one day a week to 
outside selling I was earning more in that 
day than my whole week’s salary for retail 
selling. By putting into practice the princi- 

les explained in Modern Salesmanship, I 
ve sold men who never have bought the 
articles I was selling, although a great man 
salesmen had tried to sell them. I shall 
always consider my LaSalle course the best 
investment I ever made.’’ 


Big Salary Increases for 
LaSalle-Trained Men 


Are you—like Hourahan—following a well 
organized plan to double—triple—quadruple 


lowed to study the decorative arts of 
ancient countries. To stimulate their 
efforts, prizes were offered by the big 
manufacturers of the country for the best 
original designs. 

“Our: young friend showed marked 
talent and won a number of these. After 
some years of hard work, his designs be- 
gan to be very much in demand among 
the great producers of silk and cotton 
fabrics, wall paper, rugs, and other 
commercial products. Presently he found 
himself on ‘Easy Street,’ as he lightly re- 
ferred to his success., He was tremen- 
dously happy in his good fortune, par- 
ticularly so because he was eager to aid 
his family, who had made considerable 
sacrifices to help him come to New 


York. 


“ But he worked too hard, took no care 
of himself, and contracted a cold that he 
didn’t seem able to get rid of. Finally, 
his doctor sent him ¢o a specialist for ex- 
amination. This great man told him, as 
yently as he could, that his lungs had 
Pan affected, and that he would have 
to go West to live. 

“He came out of the specialist’s office 
into the afternoon dusk. For a long time 
he stood, dazed, on the sidewalk, trying to 
accustom himself to that verdict, which, 
as he believed, sounded the knell to all his 
hopes. Then a cab passed, turned around 
and came back, and drew up at the curb. 
He climbed in, giving his address. When 


he reached the boarding-house, about a 


| mile and a half away, he inquired ab- 


your salary? Or are you relying for advance- | 


ment upon business knowledge picked up 
thru day-to-day experience? 
LaSalle offers a sound and practical salary- 


plan which has added millions and | 


millions of dollars to the earning power of 
its members. During only six months’ time, 
for example, as many as 1,248 LaSalle 
members reported salary-increases totalling 
$1,399,507, an average increase per man of 
89 per cent. 
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sently, ‘How much do I owe you?” 

“To his astonishment, the cabman 
shook his head. ‘You don’t owe me nothin’, 
sir, he said. ‘Sure, an’ ain’t I had 
trouble, meself!’ 

“Afterward, in telling this story, 
the young man remarked, ‘And, do you 
know, that sort of cleared things up for 
me. For I felt that in a world where you 
meet with such kindness and understand- 


| ing from people you pass on the street, I 


would find a way to use my talent and 
to work, no matter where I had to go.’ 
“And, in ending, I may mention that 


| he did find it possible to continue his de- 
| signing and to support himself in that 


way. 


“NoT all of the boys who lived at my 
house during the first months or years 
of their stay in New York settled here even- 
tually. Many went to other parts of the 
country, where they were offered good po- 
sitions. Some decided, after trying the 
thing out, that ‘a smaller place kied 
more to them in the way of opportunity 
and happiness. 

“I am continually hearing from them, 
and of them, as representative and impor- 
tant citizens of those localities: presidents 
of banks, owners of department stores, 
lawyers, doctors, and business men of 
every kind. And I think it takes quite as 
muck bravery to follow a deliberate de- 
cision of this sort and go back, as it does 
to remain and stick the thing out through 
all kinds of discouragements. For, to the 
minds of many people, to go back, always 
seems a confession of failure. 

“But the average boy is much more 
likely to stay on and fight it out than is the 
average girl. 

“Hundreds of girls have come, lured by 
the romance of a career, and remained a 
few months or years and then gone home 


again. These, with few exceptions, have 
married, and are living the r.ormal, happy 
lives of housewives and mothers. 

“Some of them have fancied that they 
would rather like to be great actresses, 
and have the world at their feet—there 
probably isn’t a girl alive who can con- 
template that vision without a thrill. 
But few among them have ever got fur- 
ther than the chorus, or some minor part 
in companies that went on the road. 
Most of them, very soon, became thor- 
oughly disenchanted and gave up. 

_“One of these was a really beautiful 
girl, tall and blond and statuesque, who 
imagined that she had only to come to 
New York to have the theatrical mana- 
gers falling over one another in their 
efforts to star her. Instead of which, she 
pot nowhere. She tried other things. To 

egin with, she was cashier in a restaurant 
—but she was no hand at rapid mental 
arithmetic, and did frightful things with 
the change! 

“Then she took a few lessons in stenog- 
raphy, and secured a job through an em- 
ployment agency. But her first effort at 
taking dictation floored her. ‘I couldn’t 
do a thing,’ she told us afterward. ‘It was 
awful. So I just made queer marks in m 
book, and pretended I was getting it 
down. And when I left the private office 
of my boss, I put on my hat, and flew, 
without a word to anybody!’ 

“After some months, she became ill, 
and a young fellow from her home town, 
who was in love with her, came on to see 
her. Several days later, she informed me 
that she was going to be married. 


“QOMETIMES, I wish that more of them 
would become disenchanted, and go 
back home. For those who stay pay so 
tremendousa price, it seems tome. Inthe 
small towns, where they live, their families 
miss them very much. I frequently have let- 
ters from parents begging me to persuade 
‘Sallie’ or ‘Mary’ to come back home. 
But New York seems to get them. The 
glamour of the great city, the theatres, 
the picturesque, colorful eating places, the 
excitement of the crowds, the thrill of in- 
depéendence—these get in their blood. 

“But these girls—who elect to live 
here, not through any need of earning a 
livelihood but because of the excitement 
and independence that they find in the 
life—are in a véry different position from 
that young person whom we term the 
‘business girl? She goes to work as her 
brothers do, because it’s up to her. 

“To me, she is the wonder of the world. 
There may be human beings more honest 
and straightforward and self-reliant and 
courageous—but I have never met them. 
She will endure anything unmurmuringly. 
And not only does she stand on her own 
feet, but she is always willing to hold out a 
hand to one not so solidly established. 
She will give away her head, and she is 
always lending her clothes to another 
girl who is trying to land a job and hasn’t 
the proper apparel in which to make a 
favorable impression. 

“The young woman who made the 
greatest success while staying with: me 
was one who had a delightful talent for 
making pretty things. She had studied 
painting at the boarding-school she had 
attended, and thought she would like to be 
an artist. There was just nothing, it 
seemed to me, that she couldn’t do with a 
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small amount of paint, and a brush, and a 
few odds and ends. But she could get no 
market for her bright wares: odd little 
baskets, and lamp shades, fans, and deco- 
rative bags. So many other people were 
making similar things. She persevered, 
however, and succeeded at last in per- 
suading the manager of a Fifth Avenue 
store to take a small supply. 

“To his astonishment, the things sold, 
and there was a demand for more. The 
manager was so impressed with her ability 
to strike the popular taste that he finally 
induced her to take charge of the gift de- 
partment in his store. From this she 
was promoted to the position of buyer for 
that department. Now she owns a great 
wholesale place of her own on lower Fifth 
Avenue. 

“But she remained here, in her inex- 
pensive little room, until she became so 
important a personage that she felt it 
necessary to have a home to herself. And 
scarcely a week passes that she doesn’t 
call up to ask, ‘Can I come to dinner to- 
night? I’m homesick!’ 

“Then there were two cheerful girls 
from a‘tiny village in the South, who 
came on a year or two ago to make their 
fortune designing dresses for the fabu- 
lously wealthy. They went about it as if 
it were the greatest lark imaginable. They 
engaged a modiste, and expended their 
few hundred dollars on organdies, chiffons, 
and other warm-weather fabrics. 

“When they had a number of these 
made up, they rented a room on the first 
floor of a hotel and displayed them. With 
each frock they sold the design, and they 
went like hot cakes. From the first sale 
they cleared two thousand dollars. But 
this sum the modiste calmly appropriated 
—and skipped. 

“‘She might have divided with us!’ 
they said, ruefully. And with somewhat 
less enthusiasm, they began all over again. 

“They met with astonishing success. 


But just as they got their business estab- f 


lished and had saved up a few thousand 
dollars, they blithely abandoned it—and 
went home and got married! 


“NATURALLY, with so many young 
people about us, the atmosphere of our 
house has been exceedingly romantic,” 
Mrs. Moore remarked. “On winter nights I 
have seen the stair steps so crowded with 
courting couples, that I have thanked my 
stars my bedroom was on the first floor, 
and I didn’t have to get past them. The 
narrow hall leading to the dining-room 
below has acquired the name of ‘Lovers’ 
Lane.’ And there is an old sofa in that 
back parlor’—she pointed it out through 
the open door" that is so chock-full of 
love stories, I suppose it is just as well it 
can’t speak! 

“Sometimes, when these romances 
don’t run smoothly, the atmosphere of the 
whole boarding-house becomes tinged with 

loom. But usually our boys and girls 
Esco their real roubles to themselves. 

“But when happiness, or good fortune, 
comes their way, we are usually the first 
friends to be taken into their confidence. 
And always we announce the engage- 
ments. 

“Recently, we celebrated the marriage 
of the sixty-fourth couple who had met 
and become engaged beneath our roof. 
The wedding ceremony took place right in 
those parlors, and the bride and groom 
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And then 
he knew! 


Tus was the second dance in a 
month, and both times the girls 
seemed to avoid him. He had decided 
to mop going out socially anywhere. 

And as he sat alone, hidden by the 
draperies, he had heard it. Nan and 
Fred had stopped right on the other 
side of the curtain to talk about him. 
He knew they were justified in what 
they said, and he decided right then 
what he would do about it! 
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stood there in the alcove. The same al- 
cove,” she interpolated, “where Jacques 
Futrelle, thirteen years ago, sat and wrote 
his book, ‘My Lady’s Garter.’ 

“Most writers,” continued Mrs. Moore, 
“are awfully nervous people, and think 
they have to be absolutely quiet and free 
from interruption to work. But Jacques 
Futrelle was not like that. He wrote 
with people all around him, talking and 
dancing and kicking up generally. He 
didn’t seem to mind:the noise at all, or 
even to be conscious of it. For weeks and 
weeks, he sat there, in that public draw- 
ing-room, with his papers spread out over 
the little table before him—filling the 
pages with finely written words. 

After the book was finished, he went 
abroad. On the morning that he left, he 
came down the stairs, followed by one of 
the servants carrying his bags. He stood 
there in that doorway, all bundled up in 
his great coat, and called out to the girls: 
‘Well, I’m ready to go. Who wants to 
kiss me good-by? . . . I don’t notice any 
mad rush!’ he added whimsically. And 
that was the last time any of us saw him, 
for he was one of those who went down 
with the ‘Titanic.’ 

“The large majority of young people 
who have found their way to our DREN 
ing-house were possessed of very limited 
means, as I have mentioned. Not many 
of them encountered easy sailing in the 
first years. But those who had the most 
disheartening time were usually boys who 
didn’t have money enough to finance 
themselves even for a few weeks. We 
were able to help a number of them to tide 
over their dificult months. 

“ And there was not one who did not pay 
us back in full when he got on his feet— 
sometimes before he was safely there. 


| “(QNE of these was a rather delicate 


oung fellow, with a very nice man- 
ner. We knew that he was trying to get 
work, and also, as the weeks passed, that 
he had not succeeded. But he did not 
discuss his affairs with us. 

“Several times we encountered him as 
he left the house in the mornings, or as 
he came running up the steps at night, out 
of the cold of the early autumn evenings. 
And we noticed that he never wore an 
overcoat, but just a thin summer suit with 
the collar turned up about his throat. 
Mary got after him about it. 

“You'll be taking your death of cold, 
going off like this,’ she scolded. And he 
grinned cheerfully, and said he was trying 
to harden himself; that he felt fine—he 
didn’t want to develop! into a mollycod- 
dle! 

“But one day Mary went up to his 
room to get some of his clothes to mend 
for him—as she frequently did for the 
boys—and she found that he didn’t have 
any. ‘Just thin little rags!’ she said. ‘I 
believe he would get work if he had 
some decent clothes. He would have 
more self-confidence.’ 

“‘We tried to think how we could help 
him, but were afraid to do anything very 
much for fear of offending him. In the 
end, however, we decided to take this 
risk, and if we hurt his feelings—well, we 
just couldn’t help it. 

“So we went down-town, the three of 
us, and bought him everything he needed 
—woolen underclothes, socks, shoes, a 
warm bathrobe and an overcoat—and we 


had the time of our middle-aged lives! 
After we pot home, we sewed pieces of 
tape with his name written on them, into 
each garment, and carried the things to 
his room and put them on the bed. 

“Then we got worried to death, for we 
had a horror of wounding his self-respect. 
That night we stuck as closely to our lit- 
tle private sitting-room as we could. We 
felt as guilty as ae had committed some 
outrageous crime. It was after dinner 
when we heard his knock at the door. I 
opened it, and he stood there looking like 
an embarrassed, unhappy little boy. 

“When I came home,’ he stammered, 
‘and saw the trousseau on my bed, I con- 
cluded that you had put me out and taken 
in the son of a bloated bondholder. I—I 
can’t let you do such things for me!’ 

. “Tt gave us so much pleasure,’ Mary 
broke in. ‘Don’t deprive us of it. When 
you are rich,’ she added, ‘you can do all 
the lovely things you want to for us. But 
until ieoa just have to stand for 
it—I’m your godmother!’ 

“Of course, he paid us back later, as 
our boys have done, almost invariably. 


s QNEofthe most attractive people who 
ever stayed with us was. another of 
those girls who wanted to go on the stage. 
She frequently gave readings at parties that 
we had, and T thought she was-wonderful. 
Yet she.never seemed to get any sort of 
start. She found it impossible even to 
see the managers she wanted to meet. 

“She stuck it out for years. Finally, 
all except a few dollars of her savings had 
dwindled away. She left the house one 
day, invested with the courage of despair 
—though we didn’t dream this until it 
was over. 

“Tm either coming back with a job—or 
not at all?” she flung back over her shoul- 
der, as she closed the door behind her. 
And we laughed, thinking that she was 
just being amusing. But she got her 
chance that day, and later she told us the 
story of how she did it. 

*Tnstead of meekly waiting, as usual, 
in the anteroom of one of the all-powerful 
managers, she walked boldly up to the 
secretary and told her that she had an 
appointment. Once within, she had de- 
termined to make that manager her 
friend. 

“What can you do?’ he asked. 

“‘ Anything! she assured him. ‘Drama, 
tragedy, comedy. I can sing, dance, 
whistle, and cry real tears!’ 


““*Indeed,’ he smiled. ‘Well, let me 
hear you whistle!’ And she promptly 
obliged him. 


“<I have an infinitesimal part in a new 
play,’ he said at last, after he had called 
a few of her other boasts. ‘All you will 
have to say is “Don’t shoot!” Your sal- 
ary will be twenty dollars a week.’ 

“*Very well, [ll take it,’ she replied. 
*“Don’t shoot!” I'll say it in a way that 
will make that audience cower in their 
seats!’ 

“And the following day she received a 
letter from him. ‘Since thinking of how 
well you whistle, and of your numerous 
other accomplishments, I’ve decided to 
give you a more important part,’ he wrote. 
“You will have several lines to speak, and 
for a few minutes will have to hold the 
center of the stage. Do you feel equal 
to it? This will pay you thirty dollars a 
week.’ 
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“She felt more than equal to it, and a 
month later the play opened in New 
York. One of the ladies in the house who 
knew how to sew made her costume. And 
on the nee of the first performance the 
boarding-house turned out in full force— 
filled the orchestra seats, and depleted 
their pocketbooks to buy flowers. 

“It was a horrid little rôle that the 
manager had given her, but she did it ex- 
cellently. The play was a dismal failure, 
and was taken off in three weeks; but that 
did not halt her career. From that time 
she went forward. And I have seen her 
since in many great and beautiful réles— 
as leading woman to such distinguished 
actors as Hears Miller, and Sothern, and 
Kyrle Bellew. 


“OE COURSE there are tragedies too. 
And of all the thousands who have 
drifted in and out of my boarding-house, I 
think the most tragic were an elderly mar- 
ried couple who came to us ra ears 
ago. The man had been rich. He had had 
his seat on the Stock Exchange, his apart- 
ment the year round in one of New York’s 
highest prıced hotels, several automobiles, 
and homes at various fashionable resorts. 
And, all at once, everything was lost. 

“He found it agonizingly embarrassing 
and humiliating to apply for work—he to 
whom people‘had deferred; and when he 
did šo humble himself, his efforts were 
unavailing, for he was no longer young; 
and with his fortune he had lost his con- 
fidence. 

“For some time he and his wife oc- 
cupied an inexpensive room on the fourth 
floor; and when they could no longer af- 
ford that they moved to even cheaper 
quarters. 

“A year or so ago, I came across this 
man, holding down the position of door- 
man in a large Park Avenue apartment 
house. At first I was inclined to pass, and 
not let him know that I recognized him, 
for I thought he would probably prefer 
not to be known. But I couldn’t do it, so 
I went back and spoke to him. 

“Well, you see I have’a job!’ he said. 
‘How do you like me in my monkey suit?” 
—referring to the uniform he was made to 
wear. I replied that to me he looked like 
a very game and brave gentleman. 

“That’s kind of you!’ he answered. 
‘And, really, it isn’t as hard as I thought 
it would be. It’s like seeing. both sides of 
life. And I find as many kind, good peo- 
ple on this side as on the other. Some- 
times, I think there are even more of them 
here.’ 

“And of course the World War was a 
tragedy to us,” Mrs. Moore said. “It 
ak a lot of our boys from us, and many 
of them are buried in France. But one 
came back whom we had not known be- 
fore, though afterward we learned to 
know him well. His sister lived with us, 
and on Christmas Eve, 1918, when his 
vessel arrived from Europe, his mother 
came up from the South to be here to 
greet him. 

“It was a sorrowful return. He had 
marched away in the fullness of his youth 
and health, and he was brought back on a 
stretcher. Instead of home, his destina- 
tion was the hospital. For almost three 
continuous years he lay there. Occasion- 
ally, he would come here for a few days or 
weeks to be with his people; but at the 
end of that time he would have to go back. 
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At last, it was found necessary to ampu- 
tate his leg. 

“The long agony that he endured made 
him very bitter and melancholy, and full 
of hatred against war that so brutally 
crushed and maimed the youth of the 
world. And after a while he began to 
weave the tragic experiences and suffer- 
ings that he had undergone into a drama. 

“Last fall that play was produced. Of 
course, we all went to see it, and I can 
tell you we were thrilled when that great 
house called for the author—young Lau- 
rence Stallings. 

“I much prefer young people to older 
ones as boarders,” Mrs. Moore declared. 
“I don’t know what it is that life does to 
us; but as people grow old they are more 
apt to become critical, to indulge in gos- 
sip, to like to hear of the misfortunes of 
their more prosperous acquaintances. 
They seem to feel that there is not room 
enough in the world for themselves and 
others, and that the only way to rise is by 
pulling somebody else down, or taking his 
ob. 
“But the young are different. They 
know that there is space for everybody. 
They are generous in their judgments. 
Gossip doesn’t interest them—they are 
too much absorbed in the greatness and 
wonder of life, in the thrilling game of 
making their way. They are charmingly 
responsive to kindness. 

“Tf the cook happens to be sick, and 
things are not up to their usual standard, 
I am prepared for some exasperation from 
the older boarders, but not from the young 
folks! ‘Why, that’s all right,’ they say 
under such circumstances. ‘Don’t you 
bother. Can’t we help?’ 

“This boarding-house,” she continued, 
“has always meant very much more to 
my sisters and myself than just a business 
proposition. It was our home, and we 
wanted it to be a happy one. Now it has 
become a far greater thing even than that 
—it is a small world in itself. 

“Few of those who compose it have 
many friends outside. Yet it is by no 
means a narrowly circumscribed world. 
On the contrary, we have contacts with 
big corporations, banks, business firms, 
all the professions and arts. And the fact 
that these contacts are supplied us, gen- 
erally, by the most youthful and humble 
members of these great groups, does not 
at all mean that the glimpses granted us 
into their inner life are uninteresting. 
Quite the opposite, for they come to us 
through the point of view of fresh, origi- 
nal, unbiased minds. 


“ AT ABOUT five-thirty every afternoon 
my big family begins coming back 
home. The front door of my house has 
never been locked in all these twenty-eight 
years, so they don’t need a latch-key. One 
sone they come swinging in, and go dash- 
ing upstairs to get ready for dinner. And I 
like to think that the eagerness and hurry 
in which they come shows that they are glad 
to be home. At six-thirty, we all meet 
at dinner around four long tables. And 
one would have to be a very chronic grouch 
not to feel gay in the midst of all that 
outh. 

“Then, after dinner, we troop back up- 
stairs to the parlors. Some congenial 
groups will get up a game of cards. Others 

refer to sit around and talk and joke. 
Nobody feels constrained to do anything 
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he doesn’t want todo. The atmosphere is 
very much like that of a big house party. 

“On holidays we are very pay. Wash. 
ington’s Birthday, Valentine’s Day, Hal- 
lowe’en—invariably these mean parties. 
And more than one girl has beheld the 
face of her future husband, looking in the 
mirror, over her left shoulder, as she came 
down the stairs, backward, on October 
31st at the mystic hour of midnight! 

“ During the Christmas holidays, when 
it is hardest for people who have to be 
away from their homes, we keep open 
house. And on Christmas Eve we have a 

rand celebration, with a tree and gifts 
or everybody. The tree is my gift to the 
house. The boarders contribute a quar- 
ter apiece, and a committee is appointed 
to go down to the ten-cent store and se- 
lect the presents. 

“On that night we have a turkey din- 
ner, with all the accompaniments: raw 
oysters, salad, and mince pie. Everybody 
dresses up within an inch of his life. The 
table is decorated with holly, poinsettias 
and candles; the house is transformed with 
bamboo from the South, with Christmas 
shades over the lights, and wreaths in the 
windows. The young people invite guests 
to come in after dinner. 

“At twelve o'clock the doors of the 
back parlor are thrown open—and there 
the Christmas tree stands, reaching to 
the ceiling, and agleam with candles and 
silver and frost. One of the young men, 
(the merry wag of the house) becomes 
genial St. Nick, and distributes gifts and 
jokes to the discomfiture of the recipi- 
ents, and the hilarity of-the others. e 
evening winds up in a dance—and I don’t 
care how late they stay up! 

“The holidays come to an end with 
New Year’s Day, when we have a recep- 
tion. For this occasion, we send to Vir- 
ginia for Smithfield hams, and to Georgia 
or fruit cakes, and an orchestra is secreted 
in the bamboo-festooned hall. All of our 
poponu children, in and about New 

ork, come. And we have a marvelous 
time. This is our family reunion. 


g BUT I never realized fully how close is 

the bond between my boarders and 
myself until Mary, my sister, died. Then, 
instead of finding myself alone in that 
sorrow, I learned that it was shared by 
countless others. From far and near, let- 
ters have poured in upon me. 

“As I fook back upon the twenty-eight 

ears that I have lived among these gal- 
ant young Beople, and watched their 
struggles, and their growing ability and 
strength of character, it seems to me that 
to see to their health and watch over 
them, in these crucial years of their lives, 
to lend them a helping hand when the 
waters are particularly rough, to stand 
by and see them through until they can 
safely go alone—in short, to be a board- 
ing-house keeper and make a real home 
for them—offers about as rich a life as any 
woman can desire! 

“Whenever I hear of one of my ten 
thousand children who has done a fine or 
a brilliant or a generous thing, why, I 
cannot tell you what a warmth it brings 
to my heart; what a feeling of pride and 
of gratefulness that it is my privilege to 
aid these young folks in growing into the 
splendid men and women that they be- 
come. 
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Lightest—Most Compact— 


Most Complete Portable 


With 4-row Standard Keyboard 


UR years ago Remington announced the portable typewriter 
with a 4-row standard keyboard—the keyboard universally 
adopted by business as the best. In this comparatively short time 
the Remington Portable has become the leading personal writing 
machine throughout the civilized world. 

The New Remington Portable is fundamentally the same tried 
and true typewriter, with several improvements that make it un- 
equaled in general efficiency. 

It is the lightest and most portable Portable with 4-row standard 
keyboard; it is the most compact Portable; it has the longest writing 
line of any Portable; it accommodates full width paper and long 
envelopes; it has the finest touch and action; it does beautiful work; 
its durability has been proved; and a/l the writing is always visible. 

The New Remington Portable is sold by Remington offices and 
dealers everywhere. It is backed by a service that is universal. 

Be sure to examine the New Remington Portable, or write for our 
booklet “For You—For Everybody.” Address Department 59. 


REMINGTON TYPEWRITER COMPANY 
(374 Broadway, New York — Branches Everywhere 


Remington Typewriter Co. of Canada, Limited, 
68 King Street West, Toronto 


We believe we make the best typewriter ribbon 
in the world—and its name is PARAGON 


Remington Portable 


THE RECOGNIZED LEADER—IN SALES AND POPULARITY 


The American Magazine 
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Gothrough a copy 
of the Woman's 
Home Companion 
and note the num- 
ber of advertises 
menis featuring 
products You 
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Tie to these products advertised in the Woman’s Home Companion . . 
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AUTOMOTIVE INDUSTRY 


Dodge Automobile 
Franklin Automobile 


BUILDING MATERIALS 


American Face Brick 

American Walnut 

Church Sani-White Toilet Seats 
Niagara Blue Ribbon Wall Paper 
Standard Plumbing Fixtures 
Truscon Home Building Products 
Upson Processed Board 

Wall Paper Manufacturers’ Assn. 


CAMERAS & SUPPLIES 


Eastman Films 
aks 


CLOTHING & DRY GOODS 


B. V. D. Underwear 

Bon Ton Mysteria Rubber Re- 
ducing Corsets 

Bucilla Embroidery Cottons 

Carter's Knit Underwear 

Clark’s O-N-T Spool Cotton 

Delecr Patterns 

Denton’s Soft Knit Sleeping 
Garments 

Forest Mills Underwear 

Glover’s Brighton-Carlsbad 
Sleepingwear 

Gordon Hosiery 

Gossard Corsets 

Holeproof Hosiery 

Kotex 

Meadow Lane Cloth 

Modart Corsets 

Munsingwear Hosiery and 
Underwear 

Nashua Blankets 

Pamico Cloth 

Pepperell Sheets, Sheeting, 

illow Cases and Pillow 

Tubin 

Pequot t Sheets and Pillow Cases 

Pictorial Review Patterns 

P. N. Practical Front Corsets 

Renfrew Devonshire Cloth 

Royal Society Embroidery 

ackage Outfits 

Rubens Infant Shirts 

Scranton Laces 

Treo Elastic Girdle 

Utica Sheets and Pillow Cases 

Warner’s Corsets 

Yeoman Cloth 


CONFECTIONERY & 
SOFT DRINKS 
Clicquot Club Ginger Ale 
Coes a 


1. wing Gum 


DRUGS & TOILET GOODS 


Absorbine Jr. 
Aix Combs 
Albright Tooth Brush 
Allen's Foot-Ease 
Arden Venetian Toilet 
Preparations 
Armand Cold Cream Powder 
Blue-Jay Corn Plaster 
Boncilla Preparations 
Brownatone 
Cheramy’s Cappi and April 
Showers Perfumes 
Chesbrough Vaseline Products 
Colgate’: *s Ribbon Dental Cream 
Cutex Manicure Preparations 
Daggett & Ramsdell’s Perfect 
‘old Cream 
Del-A-Tone 


lo 
Eno’s Fruit Salts 
Fairy Soa 
Forhan’s For the Gums 
Frostilla Fragrant Lotion 
Glostora 
Glyco-Thymoline 
Goldman’s, Mary T., Hair Color 
Restorer 
Hopper, Edna Wallace, 
eauty Preparations 
Hygeia Nursing Bottle 
Ingram’s Milkweed Cream 
Ipana Tooth Paste 
Ivory Soap 
ergen’s Lotion 
ohnson’s Baby Powder 
leenex The Sanitary Cold 
Cream Remover 
Kolynos Dental Cream 
Lablache Face Powder 
Lifebuoy 
Liquid Arvon 
LHiitèrine 
Lysol Disinfectant 
ay Breath Tablets 
Mennen Borated Talcum Powder 
Mum Preparations 
Neet 
Nonspi Deodorant 
Norida Vanitie Case 
Nujol 
Odorono Preparations 
Packer's Liquid Tar Soap 
Shampoo 
Palmolive Soap 
Pepsodent Dentifrice 
Pinaud’s, Ed., Hair Tonic 
Pompeian Creams 
Ponds Creams 
Primrose House Preparations 
Princess Pat Preparations 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brush 


Resinol saap 

Roger & Gallet Products 
Squibb’s Products 
yanuna s Temple Incense 


Watkins Muls Mulsified Cocoanut 
Wildroot Cocoanait Oil Shampoo 
Wildroot Hair Tonic 
Woodbury’s Facial Preparations 
Yardley’s Old English Lavender 
oap 


FOODS & FOOD 
BEVERAGES 


Armour’s Star Products 

Beech-Nut Products 

Blue Label Tomato Ketchup 

B. & M. Fish Flakes 

Borden’s Eagle Brand Con- 
densed Milk 

Br’er Rabbit Molas«es 

Campbell's Soups 


Certo 

Cream of Wheat 
Crisco 

Del Monte Products 
Diamond Crystal Salt 
Dromedary Dates 


Eatmor Cranberries 

Ferry’s Purebred Seeds 

Fleischmann’s Yeast 

French’s Cream Salad Mustard 

French’s D. S. F. Mustard 

Gold Medal Flour 

Grape Nuts 

Hawaiian Pineapple 

Heinz 57 Varieties 

Igleheart’s Swans Down Cake 
Flour 

Jell-O 

Klim 

Knox Sparkling Gelatine 

Libby’s Products 

Maxwell House Coffee 

Mazola Salad and Cooking Oil 

Mellin’s Food 

Minute Tapioca 

Morton’s Salt 

None Such Mince Meat 

Nucoa 

Pillsbury Pancake Flour 

Post Toasties 

Postum 

Premier Salad Dressing 

Quaker Oats 

Quaker Puffed Rice 

Quaker Puffed Wheat 

Royal Baking Powder 


Snowdrift 

Sun-Maid Raisins 

Sunkist Oranges and Lemons 
Sunshine Biscuits 

Swift's Premium Brand Products 
Swift’s Silverleaf Brand Pure 


ard 
Towle’ s Log Cabin Syru 
Washington, G., Prepared Coffee 
esson 
Wheatena—The Whole Wheat 


Cereal 


FURNITURE & 
FURNISHINGS 
Armstrong’s Linoleum 
Bee-Vac Standard Electric 
Cleaner 
Berkey & Gay Furniture 
Bird’s Nèponset Rugs 
Bissell Carpet Sweeper 
Blabon Art Linoleum 
Chambers Fireless Gas Gange 
Davenport Bed 
Dupont Tontine 
Everhot Electric Cooker 
G. E. Electrical Supplies 
Genuine Thermos Vacuum 
ttle 
Gold Seal Congoleum Art-Rugs 
Griswold Kitchen Ware 
Hoosier Kitchen Cabinets 
Hoover Electric Suction 
Sweeper, The 
Hotpoint Electric Devices 
Imperial Tables 
Kiddie-Koop 
Kirsch Flat Curtain Rods 
Klearflax Linen Rugs and Car- 
peting 
Kroehler Living Room 
Furniture 
Leonard Cleanable Refrigerator 
Lloyd Loom Woven Baby Car- 
riage and Furniture 
Lorain Oven Heat Regulator 
Marsden Kold-or-Hot Utility 
Glass 
Masland Argonne Rugs 
Mirro Aluminum Ware 
Mohawk Rugs 
Nairn Inlaid Linoleum 
Niagara Refrigerator 
Orinoka Draperies and Uphol- 
steries 
Ozite Rug Cushion 
Premier Duplex Electric 
Vacuum Cleaner 
Standard Hood Seal 
Stevens Bed Spreads 
Universal Cutlery 
Whittall Rugs 


* JEWELRY & SILVERWARE 


area 4 Plate 
Heirloom Plate Silverware 
Holmes & Edwards Silver 
Sessions Clocks 

Seth Thomas Clocks 
Tudor Plate 

Wallace Silver 


MUSICAL 


Brunswick Phonographs— 
Records—Radiolas 

Music Master Radio Reproducer 

Victrola—Victor Records 


PAINTS & HARDWARE 


Acme Quality Paints 

Alabastine 

Kyanize Varnish Enamels 

Sherwin-Williams Paints and 
Varnishes 

Valentine’s Valspar Varnish 
and Enamel 


SHOES & SHOE 
FURNISHINGS 


2-in-1 Shoe Polish 

Arch Preserver Shoe, The 
Bixby’s Liquid Polish 
Cantilever Shoe 
Endicott-Johnson Shoes 

Jung’s, The Original Arch Braces 
Queen Quality Shoes 


SOAPS & HOUSE- 
KEEPERS’ SUPPLIES 
A. P. W. Toilet Papers 
Bon Ami 
Chipso 
Colgate’ s Fab 
Fairbank’s Gold Dust Washing 


Powder 
Fels-Naptha Soap 
Ivory Soap Flakes 


jonnen. s Liquid Wax 
a France for Washing 


ux 

O-Cedar Polish 

Old Dutch Cleanser 

Old English Wax 

P & G, The White Naphtha Soap 
inso 

Rit Fast Dyes and Tints 

Sani Flush 

Sapolio 


STATIONERY & BOOKS 


American Boy, The 
ennison Paper Novelties 

Eaton’s Highland Linen 
Statione: 

Le Page’s Glue 

Wahl Co. Products—Eversharp 
and Wahl Pen 

Waterman’s Ideal Fountain Pen 
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for any retail merchant” 
SAYS the D G. Stoughton Co. of Hartford 


MEMBER of the firm of the 

D. G. Stoughton Co., which 

conducts four highly success- 

ful neighborhood drug stores in Hart- 

ford, Conn., was recently running 

through a copy of the Woman’s 
Home Companion. 

Ashe turned the advertising pages, 
he found that the Stoughton Stores 
stocked more than forty products 
advertised in the Companion. 

“Say!” he finally exclaimed, “If 
every copy of this magazine that 
goes into the hundreds of homes in 
our neighborhoods could be stamped, 
Stoughton carries them, it would be a 
great ad for us, wouldn’t it?” 


A policy that builds business 


This merchant was speaking from 
experience. He knows the value of 
carrying and featuring nationally 
advertised products. The Stoughton 
Stores have built a remarkable vol- 
ume on this basis. 

They carry ample stocks; they 
make it a point to have what people 
ask for. 

They never attempt substitution 
of unknown brands for nationally 
advertised merchandise. 

They buy nationally advertised 
merchandise in ample lots—because 


they know this merchandise moves - 


quickly. 
They do not enter into cut-price 
competition with other stores. 


It works in all lines 


Successful merchants in all lines of 
business know that the Stoughton 
policy of featuring nationally adver- 
tised productsis sound and profitable. 


For instance, try this experiment 
youre Get a copy of the 


advertisements there are of products 
you stock. 


tisements are being read every month 


by scores of women in your neigh- 
borhood. 


If you could, as the Hartford Mer- 
chant said, stamp each Companion 
advertisement with your name, you 
would bring a great deal of additional 
trade to your store. It would be “a 
great ad for you.” 


You can’t do this, but you can do 
something almost as good. You can 
make Companion advertisements 
suggest your store to every woman 
in your neighborhood who reads 

em. You can make these adver- 
tisements bring you more customers, 
bigger volume, faster turnover, and 
more profits. It’s not hard. 


Manufacturers will help you 


Manufacturers of the goods you 
carry will help you do this. 


These manufacturers know that 
the Woman’s Home Companion goes 
into 2,000,000 of the best homes in 
America. That its readers are the 
buyers for above-average families— 
people whose incomes are above the 
average, who own their homes, who 
have families to clothe and feed. 

These people are the most valu- 
able customers you can have. Just a 
few more of them, added to your reg- 
ular trade, would make a big differ- 
ence in your net profits. 

That is why manufacturers adver- 
tise in the Woman’s Home Compan- 


oman’s - 
ome Companion and see how many _ 


ion—to bring these valuable custom- 
ers into your store. But they go 
farther than that. They help you to 
cash in on this advertising by sup- 


_ plying you with window displays, 
Then consider that these adver- ` 


counter trims, attractive packages, 
and other tie-up material. 


Are you using this opportunity? 


A great many of the most successful 
merchants in all lines of business are 
building bigger volume and more 
profits—simply by taking advantage 
1 the work manufacturers are doing 
or them. 


Here, in a word, is the whole story 
of how they do it. The same simple, 
easy method is open to you. The 
effort required is small—the rewards 
are large and sure. 


First: Carry the merchan- 
dise advertised in the Wom- 
an’s Home Companion. 


SECOND: Feature this mer- 
chandise—let people know 
that you carry these Com- 
panion-advertised products. 


Why not start now to make your 
store known as the place where these 
products can be bought? Begin this 
week to use more and more of the 
display material manufacturers have 
sent you, and to build up a clientele 
ofstead -buying, profitable Woman’s 
Home Companion customers. 

In the list of Companion-adver- 
tised products at the left check 
those you carry and start featuring 
them now. Also ask the salesmen 
and representatives of these lines for 
advertising and display suggestions. 
They will be glad to give them to you. 


WOMAN’S HOME 
COMPANION 


2,000,000 circulation 
THE CROWELL PUBLISHING CO., NEW YORK 
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Amazing Book 
Has Increased 
the Pay of 
Thousands 


W. Hartle of Chicago, Ill., had been for ten years in the 
railway mail service at a low salary. He sent for this book. 
Drag the last thirty days his earnings were more than 
1,000. 

O. Malfroot of Boston, Mass., has increased his earning 
power since receiving this book to $10,000 this year. 

Charles P. Berry of Winterset, lowa, had been a farm hand 
at $50 a month. Then he sent for the book above and shortly 
after he earned $1,000 a month. 


F. Wynn of Portland, Ore., is making money that he never 
dreamed of before he sent for this book. One weck 
earned $554.37 and the next week went over $400—total 
for two weeks, $954.37. 


UNDREDS of other cases are on record—stories of men 

who have suddenly stepped from uncongenial jobs and 

small pay to magnificent earnings. Today they are 
making five, ten and fifteen times as much money as ever before. 
And it all came about through reading a free Book, the same 
Book that is here offered to you absolutely free of cost. To 
thousands this Book has meant the turning point in life—the 
difference between commonplace work and careers of splendid 
success. It has brought amazing increases in earnings to men 
who had been plugging along for years in low-pay jobs with- 
out any prospects of advancement. 


The Secret of Making a Remark- 


able Salary Increase 


Yet this Book claims no magic power—it contains no get-rich- 
quick formula. Its secret is simply that it opens the eyes 
of men to the tremendous opportunities today in the most 
highly paid field of modern business—the great field of Sales- 
manship. It explains how anyone, no matter what he is 
doing now, can quickly learn the secrets of Master Sales- 
manship in his spare time at home by means of a remarkable 
system based upon the fundamental Principles of Selling. 

It tells of the wonderful work being carried on by a great 
organization of top-notch Salesmen and Sales Managers in 
fitting men for careers in Salesmanship and helping them to 
positions through its Free Employment Service. 


Whatever You Are Doing NOW 
You Should Read This Book 


Surely if it has brought such good fortune to so many others 
—without any previous experience—you should at least ex- 
amine the evidence. There is no cost or obligation whatever. 
Together with the Book you will receive the stories of men 
who tell in their own words of their amazing jumps to big 
earnings. 

Simply mail the coupon or write—it may mean the turning 
point in your life as it has to so many others. Address, National 
Salesmen’s Training Association, K-23 N. 8. T. A. Bldg., 
Chicago, Ill. 
eee eee es ee ee ee o 


National Salesmen’s Training Association 
K-23 N. S. T. A. Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 


Without any cost or obligation on my part, please send 
me your Free Book, “Modern Salesmanship.” 


Discarded 


(Continued from page 63) 


I won’t tell anybody. Dan’s no tattletale, 
and you may be pretty sure Thelma’ll 
keep shut up after she’s had a chance to 
think it over. Not that it’s of any con- 
sequence, only boys’ mischief. Probably 
by this time Thelma’s regretting she went 
off at half cock and told me.” 

“Thank you again, Mr. Ely,” Gertrude 
repeated, as she ushered him out. “I 
can’t be too grateful to you.” 

Gertrude dressed with care and pre- 
cision that afternoon. She put on the only 
evening gown she owned—black satin, 
sleeveless and square-necked. It brought 
out that napped whiteness of flesh in 
which Will Haviland had once taken such 
pride. For a moment she stood before her 
mirror wishing Will could see her. Then, 
with a deliberate effort, she banished him 
from her mind.. When the children re- 
turned—as usual anticipating the eve- 
ning meal by but a second—Fditha’s eyes 
opened wide, and she burst into admiring 
comment. 

Gertrude did not refer to the events of 
the afternoon. After dinner she said, 
“Editha, you and Nabby are to do the 
dishes to-night, because f: zant to have a 
little talk with Happy. Come into the 
living-room, Happy, where we can be 
perfectly quiet.” 

The door shut, Happy turned a mysti- 
fied, though not at Ai alarmed, face to- 
ward her. “What is it, Mother?” 

“Sit down, Happy,” Gertrude an- 
swered in a faltering voice, “I havea great 
many things to talk over with you. But 
first I want to say—Happy, you are old 
enough now to understand something of 
my situation, aren’t you? You know, 
don’t you, that I am a woman all alone; 
that I have no husband, father, or brother, 
no man friend to whom I can turn when 
I need advice, or if there is trouble of 
any kind. You understand that, don’t 
you! 

Happy shuffled and swallowed. Ob- 
viously, the situation puzzled him; but 
there was something in his look which 
apprised Gertrude that his infantile 
psychology had considered these things. 
“Yes, Mother,” he agreed in a low voice. 


“you are the man of the family now, 
Happy. I dread to have to say these 
words to you, because it seems to be put- 
ting so much responsibility on you when 

ou are so young. And yet it is true, 
Haney. You are the head of the house. 
Every year now I shall be depending on 
you more and more.” 

“Yes, Mother,” Happy said again. 
His words were perfunctory, but his man- 
ner showed a faint measure of suspense, 
as though subconsciously he anticipated 
trouble. 

“And so, Happy, you see there must 
never be any misunderstanding between 
you and me, because we two are running 
the family.- The only way we can make 
everything come out right is for us to be 
perfectly honest and straight with each 
other. I promise you, my son, that I shall 
always be honest and straight with you. 
That will be easy for me. But do you 


PEH 


think you can always be so with me? 


“Yes, Mother,” Happy answered. His 
words were still perfunctory, but his look 
continued to wait. 

Gertrude’s voice grew tremulous. “I 
am glad to hear you say that, Happy, for 
I’m going to put you to the test. Mr. 
Ely came to see me this afternoon on your 
account. He said that a complaint had 
been lodged against you by a young girl 
who lives here in Rock Harbor.” Ger- 
trude paused, fixing sick, reluctant eyes 
on her son’s face. She added firmly, 
“Thelma Baldwin.” 

A great surge of color swept Happy's 
look. His eyes dropped. Pis mouth 
writhed. 

“Miss Baldwin complained to Mr. 
Ely,” Gertrude continued steadily, “that 
you and three other boys had waylaid her 
when she was riding in a car with a young 
man. She said that you boys wore almost 
nothing but sheets, and that as you ran 
in front of the car you threw the sheets 
off. Is that true, Happy? Did you do 
that? If you did, tell me about it.” She 
watched the old sullenness reinforce 
Happy’s flush. Then she added plead- 
ingly, “Remember, Happy, you are the 
head of the house!” 


APPY did not speak for a moment; 

but it was apparent that his youthful 
soul was a battleground for conflicts in 
emotion. “I didn’t mean, Mother,” he 
faltered after a while—and with that 
falter in his voice the black sullenness 
disappeared—“I didn’t mean—when we 
started to throw the sheets of. That was 
an accident, Mother. I can’t tell you 
about it. I—I—I can’t give the other 
fellows away. But we didn’t mean—I 
know J didn’t mean—they didn’t mean— 
I don’t think they meant—” 

“My caller told me the boys’ names,” 
his mother eased him gently: “Sim Filer, 
Mel Murdock, and Boliver Eldridge. 
Wouldn’t it be easier for you if you told 
me the whole story?” 

Happy obviously considered ethics. He 
appeared to conclude finally that he 
could with honor answer his mother’s 
questions. “Well, Mother, it was this 
way: Sim thought of it. You see, Dan 
Farmer's got a crush on Thelma Baldwin. 
It’s awful silly to have a crush on a girl, 
don’t you think so, Mother?” 

A little nonplused, Gertrude answered, 
“No; it’s not silly. It only seems silly to 
little boys.” 

“Well, anyway, I think it’s silly, and 
Sim and Mel and Boliver all think it’s 
silly. We knew that Dan was taking 
Thelma Baldwin for a ride that night, 
and we tried to think of some joke we 
could play on them. What they wanted 
to do was to let out most of the gas from 
Dan’s old fliv, but they couldn’t do that 
because Dan was round all afternoon; 
and then Boliver thought of another plan. 
He thought it woald be great fun to 
frighten them when they came driving 
over the Old Road. So I got four sheets.” 

“Oh, they were my sheets,” his mother 
interrupted. 

“Yes,” Happy said, in a matter-of-fact 
voice. “The others couldn’t get any from 
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LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE 
and H.C.WITWER! 


Lance Farriess did not dare announce 
his engagement to Effie Meade—because of a 
the “other woman.” So Tabor Wynne was 
prevailed upon to smooth the way. But 
imagine Tabor’s surprise, on leaving the 
Hotel Winston, after an embarrassing inter- 
view, at seeing his wife and Fairless step off 
the elevator. 

This dramatic situation closes the first installment 
of Louis JosepH Vancer’s new novel “White Fire” in 
Couuer’s for Aucust 1st. Those who have read 
advance proofs say that‘ White Fire” is the most ab- 
sorbing novel Mr. Vance has written. So don’t missit. 


They were waiting for 
the end of the world— 


Turm ASCENSION robes were 
ready and Tillie and Betsey were 
tomeet Eleazaron Shankweiler’s 
Hill at midnight. Tillie had 
said good-bye to her chests and 
bureaus and spinning wheels, 
while Betsey was out, shovel 
in hand, clearing a path to the 
hill. “The End of the World” 
is a charming and sympathetic 
story of two spinster sisters — 
in the AvucusT Ist issue of 
CoLLIER’s. 


Fiction 

Elsie Singmaster 
Chester T. Crowell 
George Weston 
Ben Ames Williams 
Wallace Irwin 

' Albert Payson Terhune 
Albert Richard Wetjen 
Achmed Abdullah 
Gilbert K. Chesterton 
Helen R. Hull 
Konrad Bercovici 


By ELSIE SINGMASTER 


IS is just a foretaste of what readers of 
COLLIER’S may look for in the way of 
entertainment during the next few weeks. 
Stories you will enjoy reading, as much for 
the skill with which they are told, as for the 
characters and situations they present. For 
stories that appear in COLLIER’S are written 
by the leading fiction writers of the day — 
and they represent the best work of these 
writers. 
That is one reason, no doubt, why more than 
a million men and women read COLLIER’S 


regularly. 


C 


REMEMBER TUESDAY 


the day Cotuier’s appears on the newsstands, bringing 
to you the outstanding work of such writers as these: 


Courtney Ryley Cooper 


A mysterious and handsome new “school 
teacher,” a haunted house—and Bill Grimm, 
pilot of the only taxi in Fairfax Falls —these 
are the ingredients of “The Lady of Lyons, 
N.Y.”, the first story in H. C. Wirwer’s new 
series for CorLR’s. It comes out in the 
issue of Juty 18th—and the other stories 
in the series, under the general title of 
“Bill Grimm’s Progress”, will appear at in- 
tervals throughout the year. Read them 
—and you'll agree that they’re Wrrwer at 
his best. 


Some of the men of Ver- 
milion admired Mary 
Blaine secretly and some 
of them openly— 


THE women looked at her 
askance. She lost her position in 
the high school, the land on 
which her home stood was taken 
by the mining company and — 
but read “The Blonde”, a story 
of petty persecution in a min- 
ing town, in the Jury 25th issue 
of Coxtter’s, and see what hap- 
pened to Mary. 


Articles 
Frederick L. Collins 
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their mothers without their noticing. But 
I knew you wouldn’t notice if I took a 
dozen.” . 

Gertrude managed to hold a steady 
expression at this unconscious thrust. 
“Go on,” she urged. 

“So I climbed out the window after— 
after you’d gone to bed, and we fellows 
met at the big oak down in the Hollow. 
We took off part of our clothes in the 
bushes and wrapped the sheets round us, 
and when we heard the car coming, we 
just ran out in front on the road. Sim 
called to us to throw the sheets off and— 
and—and we all did. 

“Dan stopped the car and started to 
get out, and then we all ran, and Thelma 
screamed to Dan not to go away, and 
then Dan got back in the car and—” 

“But what was your idea in takin 
off some of your clothes?” Gertrude aske 
casually. 

“Well, Mother,” Happy explained, 
with a faint touch of impatience at her 
lack of perception, “we wanted to look 
like ghosts. n’t you see, we'd be so 
much more like ghosts if we weren’t all 
dressed.” 

“T see that,” Gertrude replied. Then, 
and still casually, “but why did Sim tell 
you to throw the sheets off?” 

“Well, I suppose he thought we’d be 
even more like ghosts,” Happy answered 
instantly. But again his eyes dropped, 
and his mouth convulsed: “I don’t think 
he meant—I never thought—they didn’t 
think, Mother. I didn’t really—” 

“T see.” Again Gertrude brought 
Happy’s flounderings to an end. “But 
now, Haopy, I’ve got to ask you to do 
something that you won’t like. You see, 
Miss Baldwin was awfully frightened and 
very angry, and I told Mr. Ely that I 
would send you over to Miss Baldwin’s 
house this evening to explain to her that 
you didn’t realize what you were doing 
when you threw the sheet off; that you 
meant only to look like a ghost. Will you 
do that?” - 

“Oh, Mother,” Happy said, in an 
appalled voice, “I couldn't! I couldn't!” 

ertrude did not urge him. For a mo- 
ment she remained silent. Her heart 
ounded, though. It seemed to gain a 
eat. “Happy,” she began finally, “I 
am going to tell you something very im- 
portant. Perhaps if we were back in May- 
wood I wouldn’t do this. But now I’m 
all alone; you’re the man of the family, 
and I must have somebody to help me 
through the next few months. Happy, 
after Chetas: time there is going to be 
another baby in this house. You are going 
to have a little brother or sister. . . .” 


Hé?Per did not speak. He stared at his 
mother. Gertrude studied him closely. 
What had contact with Morgan’s Hollow 
added to his infantile lore? But Happy’s 
eyes seemed to show only the complete 
candor of astonishment. 

Gertrude went on, ordering her state- 
ments carefully, and wording them with 
deliberation. ‘‘ There will be some months 
now in which I sha’n’t ‘perhaps be as well 
as usual.” She paused. A change came 
in Happy’s look; a film dropped over the 
founda candor of his eyes. “Before 
you and Editha and Mbe 
very well indeed.” That fil 
thicken. 

Gertrude’s heart gained another beat. 


came, Í felt 
m seemed to 


He did know.. .they had told him.... 
“I don’t know whether I shall have so 
easy a time now, because, my son, my 
separation from your father has caused 
me a great deal of unhappiness. Nabby 
is too young to understand, and Editha 
isn’t big enough to be of much use, but 
you will be ten years old before the baby 
is born. I shall need your help. You see, 
this baby won’t have any father, as you 
and Editha and Nabby had—it will have 
only a mother. So that it will particularly 
need a big brother, and I shall particularly 
need a big son. Do you think you can 
help us?” 

“Oh, Mother!” Happy exclaimed. 
His voice was strangely thin and strained, 
yet emotion had seeped into it. ‘ 
course I can!” He seemed to cast about 
for action into which to translate this 
new feeling. Then, “Mother,” he added 
eagerly, “I'll go straight up to Miss 
Baldwin’s now, and tell her I’m sorry for 
what I did.” He jumped from his seat as 
though he would rush from the room, but 
paused in mid-flight. “That’s nothing!” 

e exclaimed, as though he were reassur- 
ing himself. And then he added, still 
communing with that inner being, “Gee, 
Pd like to have a brother!” 

But he continued to stand in a self- 
arrested attitude; and it was presently 
obvious that it was not this aspect of the 
situation which engaged his thoughts. 
“Mother,” he demanded electrically, 
“how do you know we're going to have 
a baby? Where do babies come from? 
Now, Sim Filer says—” 

~ Happy,” Gertrude began; but her 
voice broke and the released tears poured 
down her face, “come over here and sit 
on my lap. I've something to tell you, 
my son... . : 


HE session with the two other children 

was brief. Nabby received the news of 
the prospective addition to the famil 
with a starry-eyed delight and a partod: 


‘lipped wonder. She asked no questions, 


accepting it as part of the fairy phenomena 
of a magic world. Editha was equally 
incurious in regard to the mechanism of 
this event. To Gertrude’s astonishment, 
however, she developed a social sensitive- 
ness. She burst into tears that threatened 
to become hysteria. 

“Im ashamed,” she sobbed. “I’m 
ashamed. We have no father, and so why 
should we have any more brothers and 
sisters?” Another aspect struck her. She 
wailed, “Were poor!” And then, as 
though this were the final infamy of her 
unfathered. situation, “We even haven’t 
any dining-room furniture!” 

‘But you see, Editha,” Gertrude ex- 
plained, “the baby won’t notice that. It 
will be so tiny that it won’t care whether 
there is any furniture in the house. All it 
will want is milk and sleep and people to 
love it. Don’t you think you could love a 
new baby? You'll have to help me take 
care of it.” 

Editha’s facile tears positively snapped 
dry at this aspect of the situation. Her 
eyes turned to brown diamonds. “Oh, 
Mother, will you have a baby carriage 
for it?” she demanded breathlessly. “ You 
don’t know how I wanted a baby in the 
family when Joyce Kilby used to wheel 
her brother in hes carriage every after- 
noon.” 

“The baby will certainly have a car- 


riage,” Gertrude promised her; “and you 
shall take it out every day.” 

In her bedroom that night, after the 
children had gone to sleep, Gertrude ex- 
amined her check book. Her weeks of 
stupor had produced but one happy re- 
sult: Living only from day to day, and 
without extra expenditure of any kind, 
she had made little proportional inroad 
into Will Haviland’s two monthly checks. 

Although life in Rock Harbor need 
never be so expensive as in Maywood, 
still this stringent economy could not 
keep up. For one thing, she would 
need help with the housework. Ah—that 
was simple; she would send for Maggie, one 
of the servants they had had in Maywood. 
Then, although the house would serve as 
it was during the summer, for winter liv- 
ing, especially with a new baby, there 
should be salient changes. A telephone 
she must have. More than anything she 
wanted a bathroom. But was not a fur- 
nace more necessary? She sat for a long 
time thinking these things over. Other 
considerations, esthetic mainly, advanced 
their claims: fresh paper on the dilapi- 
dated walls; new paint; new furniture; 
daintiness of various sorts. Through this 
tumult, Editha’s wailed comment ran a 
perturbing trail, “We even hayen’t any 
dining-room furniture!” 5 


WHEN Happy startedto leave the 
house after breakfast the next morn- 
ing, “Where are you going, son?” Ger- 
trude asked. 

“Oh, to see Sim—or some of the boys.” 

“Where does Sim Filer live?” 

“Morgan’s Hollow.” ag 

Morgan’s Hollow! A picture that had 
once hung in Gertrude’s mind suddenly 
flashed there again, clear as though trans- 
lated into the terms of the moving pic- 
ture: Ramshackle houses; sagging barns; 
ash piles; manure heaps; furtive faces at 
the windows; filthy children in the yards. 

“You play often in the Hollow, Happy, 
don’t you?’ 

“All the time,” Happy answered. 

“What is there about it that you like 
so much?” 

“Oh, there are so many things you can 
do. Old cars and wagons everywhere. 
There are a lot of fellers down there, too.” 
“Fellows,” Gertrude corrected mechan- 
ically, os nhs 
“Fellows,” Hzppy obediently echoed; 
“and lots of places you can go. Gee, it’s 
great for tag, and hide-and-go-seek.” 

“T see,” Gertrude said. And then, 
“What do you like about it so much, 
Editha?” , 

“Oh, I like Jess Farmer,” Editha de- 
clared instantly. ‘She has a trunk full of 
old clothes in her attic, and we dress up 
there every day.” 

“T see,” Gertrude said again. “But 
why do you always have to go there? Why 
don’t you invite the children here?” 

“Oh, there’s nothing we can do u 
here,” Happy declared disdainfully. And, 
“‘There’s nothing for Jess and me to play 
with here,” Editha reinforced him. 

“Children, you can’t go—” Gertrude 
was beginning. And then’ suddenly she 
stopped, quailing before the prospect of 
forbidding them to leave the place. After 
all, what-had she to offer in the way of 
amusement? In, an instant her mood 
of exaltation sagged, snapped. And as 
always, when melancholy came, May- 
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wood seemed to pass before her eyes in a 
series of loved pictures: The Leavitt's 
old garden . . . deep blue Canterbury 
. bells against wine-red hollyhocks . . . the 
golf course. . . a group of young matrons 
in their sports clothes drinking tea on the 
iazza of the clubhouse . . . Phoebe 
arburton’s tennis court. . . . 


ENNIS! Tennis. That was the solu- 
tion. A tennis court. But who could 
put it in? To whom could she turn? 

“Happy!” she said, “I want you to 
invite Sam Filer and Mel Murdock and 
Boliver Eldridge to supper to-night. I’m 

oing to do something on this place that 
f think will interest you boys more than 
anything you're doing now. Get down 
there at once and give them my invita- 
tion; and then come straight back again. 
I shall want your help to-day. And, 
Editha, you invite Jess to come up here 
to spend the day with us. I have a plan 
for you two girls, too.” 

“Oh, Mother, tell me!” Editha begged. 
And, “Won’t you let me guess, Mother?” 
Happy entreated. But Gertrude was ada- 
mant in her refusal, and the two children 
presently disappeared in the direction of 
the Hollow. 

Her spirits swinging back to the heights 
again, Gertrude wrote notes to the tele- 
phone company, and a long letter to Mag- 
gie, explaining her situation and enjoin- 
ing her to secrecy. Then she went from 
room to room, adding minor touches to 
her work of the day before. 

A big roll, still untouched from the 
unpacking of yesterday, turned out, to 
her disappointment, to be some of Will’s 
drawing paper, not the chintz she had 
mistakenly supposed that she had packed. 
She put the roll in her bureau drawer and 
continued her tour of the house. How 
dispiriting was the dingy wall paper! 

“Mother,” Nabby’s voice called, ‘‘ Mrs. 
Tront’s here.” 

“A tinted wash,” Gertrude decided as 
she descended the stairs. “I'll put it 
right over the paper!” 

“Good morning, Mrs. Haviland,” Mrs. 
Tront greeted her. “You remember that 
black walnut dining-room set you was so 
interested in at the Walker auction the 
other day? Well, my cousin, Tom Med- 
way, bought it. When he got it home, 
his wife didn’t like it at all. He called me 

_up this morning to ask me if Pd come 
over and tell you that if you want it you 
can have it for just what he paid for it. 
He says he can fetch it over this after- 
noon. 

“I scarcely think,” Gertrude was be- 
ginning. And then—oh, it was wonderful 
that that black fog was lifting from her 
mind—no dining-room furniture! But 
with the dining-room walls tinted a deep 
cream, and against it the black walnut set 
painted in blue and green; the carvings 
of grapes and grape leaves in the gayest 
and most futuristic combination of colors 
she could plan. “Tell your cousin that 
I'll be very glad to take the set off his 
hands. I’ll be here all the afternoon.” 

It was so early when Gertrude Havi- 
land came out of her house the next 
morning that the day light had not 
yet absorbed the dawn light. She was 
wearing a short skirt and a long cotton 
smock; thick gloves, the gauntlets of 
which covered the ends of her sleeves. 
She carried a pair of shears. She paused, 


and gazed appraisingly over her estate. 

About the Kitchen door there was a 
clearing from which a path emerged, ran 
around the house, and ended in another 
little clearing at the front door. From 
this second clearing emerged another 

ath, which stretched to the front gate. 

alf way to the road towered the pair of 
wineglass elms, traditionally placed in 
front of Colonial houses. About them 
and beyond heaved a sea of massed green. 
Near the path vegetation was lower and 
thinner, a later growth, presumably. Be- 
yond lay anarchy. 

At once Gertrude began to cut the 
vegetation at the point where the front 
path joined the front-door clearing. For 

alf an hour she worked, pulling, raking, 
cutting, chopping, and uprooting. At the 
end of that time she had cleared only two 
or three square yards. She was exhausted. 
Beyond lay a growth so tall and thick that 
it resisted all her tools. Panting, she sat 
down on a rock and considered the prob- 
lem. She became aware, after an inter- 
val, of movement at her side. Ira Forbes 
had entered the picture, a rake, a hoe, a 
crowbar, and an ax over one shoulder; a 
spade and a huge pair of clippers over the 
other. 

“Think they’d take me on as a model 
for a mail order house catalogue?” he 
asked, without greeting of any kind. 
“There’s only one set of instruments 
more futile than those you’re using, Mrs. 
Haviland, and that’s a manicure set. 
caught a glimpse of you from a window, 
so I brought you some real tools. Here” 
—he pulled a pair of gloves from his 
pocket— “‘here’s some deerskins Lydia 
sent. She says they’re the only sure pro- 
tection against thorns.” 


ERTRUDE occupied herself pulling 

off her gloves, drawing the new ones 
with meticulous care over her scratched 
hands. She had been dreading the next 
meeting with Ira Forbes. However, now 
that it had come everything was quite 
natural—commonplace_ even. ‘You're 
both so kind to me,” she murmured. 

As was customary with him, Ira ig- 
nored the expression of her gratitude. 
“What’s your idea?” he demanded; “are 
you ins to clear this place off entirely?” 

o tell you the truth,” Gertrude an- 
swered, “I don’t know exactly whatI want. 
It occurred to me that the children would 
be more likely to stay at home if there 
was some place here where they could 
play. Pd like to cut out enough of it so 
that we could walk about with comfort; 
and yet I’d like to leave the wild quality.” 

Ira swept a black, analytic eye over the 
jungle. “Well, how about this spot we’re 
standing on? What would you like to 
have cut down here?” 

“I had been looking it over before 
you came,” Gertrude answered instantly, 
“and I think I'd like to leave this boulder 
surrounded by this thick circle of wild 
roses. And beyond, way through, I think 
I can see a clump of white birches. Pd 
like to clean out between these two—the 
rock and the birches.” 

“Let me show you how to work, then,” 
Ira offered. He selected an ax from the 
tools he had brought with him and began 
to wield it vigorously. 

But the ringing of the breakfast bell 
interrupted the work. 

“Im awfully obliged to you, Mr. 


Forbes,” Gertrude said; “and thank you 
for the tools. I can go on beautifully 
now by myself.” 

He had made no reference, she reflected, 
on her way up to the house, to their ex- 
perience of three nights before. But this, 
she told herself, was exactly what she 
wanted. That night ride, with its welter 
of revelation on her part, seemed from the 
quieting distance of a little time like the 
impulse of mania. But apparently it had 
not impressed him that way. Apparently, 
it had not impressed him at all. Very 
likely he looked upon it as a normal, 
natural happening. 

After all, Gertrude summed up the 
situation, country life was very different 
from city life. There was a real neighbor- 
liness where neighbors were so few. Ira 
Forbes would never even suspect what 
it meant for a woman of her type to break 
away from a code-induced reticence. 


GHE had scarcely begun work the second 
morning when Ira appeared at her side. 
“I always get up early, Mrs. Haviland,” 
he said ina matter-of-fact voice, “although 
I have nothing to do. My conscience 
reproached me when I saw you working.” 

“But, Mr. Forbes,” Gertrude remon- 
strated, “you mustn’t feel that way about 
it. This is a work that I have set for my- 
self—deliberately. You see, I feel that 
there is no surer way of making this place 
seem like home than to do as much of the 
making over of it as I can. It really is not 
a burden. It’s a pleasure!” 

“T understand that!” Ira Forbes. said 
easily. ‘‘ But, as long as I’m here, I hope 
you won’t send me away.” 

Gertrude answered uncertainly, ‘I’m 
very glad of your help indeed, only please 
don’t think that you must give it.” 

To this Ira answered nothing. He only 
took up the ax. But presently fe recurred 
to Gertrude’s previous statement. “I un- 
derstand, as I said, how you feel about 
doing this work yourself. But do you 
think you ought to do it”—he paused for 
a perceptible interval, and then added— 
“now?” His emphasis set the word apart, 
but in addition he seemed to drop it as 
though it scorched. 

So it had not seemed unimportant to 
him. Unaccountably, Gertrude was glad. 
“I am a very strong woman,” she ex- 
plained, “and I happen not only to be very 
well at these times, but full of energy. Of 
course when it comes to the end, the last 
month— But, you see, I thought I would 
like to start something that I could do 
when the children were not about. Now, 
please don’t suggest knitting. I have 
altogether too much vitality to knit!”? 

Ira laughed and took up the ax again. 

She was glad that he had not forgotten. 
“Why?” she found herself wondering. 
But that pleasure was easy of explana- 
tion, she decided. It would help, as her 
way grew harder, to know that somebod 
was watching sympathetically. On a sud- 
den impulse she told him of her experience 
with David Ely. i 

“Oh, that’s why you’re putting in the 
tennis court.” 

“Yes! You see, I realized what I had 
done in letting the children get so out of 
hand. I decided that I’d got to set up 
some attraction at home that would rival 
Morgan’s Hollow.” 

“You’ve managed to keep them away 
from the Hollow?” 
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Longview has all the essen- 
tials to make a city, and its 
foremost asset is Transporta- 
tion—three trans-continental 
railways, the Northern Pacif- 
ic, the Union Pacific and the 
Great Northern; the Colum- 
bia River with its ocean-go- 
ing commerce to the leading 
ports of the world; two in- 
ternationally famous paved 
highways—the Columbia 
River Highway and the Pa- 
cific Highway—and a third, 
the Ocean Beach Highway, 
now being built. Longview 
is 50 miles northwest of Port- 
land, 50 miles east of the 
Pacific Ocean and 135 miles 
south of Seattle. 


A passenger station now being 
built at a cost of $75,000 


A public library now being built 
at a cost of $150,000 


A public hospital to cost $200,000, 
the first unit of which is 
now being built 
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This illustration, while typically representative of 
Present activities at the Longview docks, 
artist's conception of the scene and is not made 
from a photograph. 


Where Rail, Water 


and Highway Meet= 


LONGVI EW 


ashington 


Offers ten essentials of successful industry 


ONGVIEW, Washington, the new 
4 industrial city of the Pacific 
Northwest, has grown from nothing 
to a permanent, modern city of more 
than 7,000 population in less than 


two years’ time without the use of 


“boom methods!” From the begin- 
ning, those who founded the enter- 
prise asked nothing more of investors 
than that they make their own careful 
investigation—that they sift to the 
very bottom the facts as gathered bythe 
engineers employed by the founders: 


The results speak for themselves. In- 
vestigation of transportation facilities, 
markets and raw material, first led 
The Long-Bell Lumber Company to 


this broad valley at the confluence of 


the Columbia and the Cowlitz Rivers, 
halfway between Portland and the 
Pacific Ocean. A great lumber man- 
ufacturing plantwas erected, and now, 
ten months after the first log was 
sawed, a second large unit is being 
built. 


Other great industries and investors 
saw Longview begin to grow and sent 
their engineers and transportation 
experts to investigate. Hence, the 
recent announcement by the Weyer- 
haeuser Timber Company, largest 


MONTHLY PAYROLLS $800,000 
Longview's payrolls will aggregate 


$800,000 a month as early as July, 
it is conservatively estimated. 


1—Transportation by river, 
by sea, by rail and by 
highway. 


private timber holders in the United 
States, that it, too, has selected Long- 
view as the site for one of its great 
manufacturing plants. A statement 
by a Weyerhacuser executive says: 
“Longview affords economical water trans- 
portation as well as rail facilities not 
excelled by any other location in either 
Washington or Oregon.” ` 


2—Accessible markets, do- 
mestic and foreign. 


3—Expertly planned indus- 
trial districts. 


Now comes the Fleishhacker banking inter- 
ests of San Francisco and purchases the con- 
trol of the Longview National Bank founded 
in May, 1923, and today with resources of 
$932,000. Says a Fleishhacker representa- 
tive: “The purchase is a striking evidence 
of the impression Longview has made upon 
business and financial interests in other parts 
of the country.” 


4—Reasonable land prices. 


5—Raw materials. 


6—Fuel and power. 


7—Labor. 


Last summer Longview had, it is estimated, 
more than 200,000 visitors. This year the 
young city expects a larger number. 
There is more to see now—a bee-hive of city 
development and building involving millions 
of dollars—the dramatic spectacle of a city 
z built before your eyes. 


8—Unexcelled climate. 


9—A beautiful city with all 
modern conveniences. 


10—Community spirit. 
Summer railroad rates of approximately one- 
half fare for the round trip to Longview and 
other Pacific Nor est cities in effect May 15. 
Stop-over privileges are easily arranged by 
consulting ticket agents orrailway conductors. 
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“Only by bringing the‘Hollow to them,” 
Gertude admitted. “I invited his three 
special friends, Sim Filer, Mel Murdock, 
and Boliver Eldridge, to come and have a 
talk with me. I made a bargain with 
them that if they’d help Mr. Farmer on 
the tennis court, I’d buy them all rackets. 
So they work all day long here. -Tirat keeps 
them „under my eye, for the present at 


st. . 

“Filer!” Ira repeated meditatively. 
“I don’t recognize-that name. I know 
the Murdocks and.‘Eldridges. Do you 
think they’re going to give you trouble?” 

“I don't know. I have never seen such 
children in my life. I don’t know how to 
describe them. Boliver alone seems nor- 
mal. He’s a chubby, freckled-faced, 
dimple-chinned boy; full of fun and mis- 
chief. I say he seems normal. I’m not 
sure yet. Mel Murdock is one of those 
weedy, overgrown “lads without much 
stamina. He’s sly and furtive and under- 
hand, but not a leader. Sim Filer, on the 
other hand, though undersized, is a leader. 
He looks about nine, but he’s thirteen. 
He has in him the makings of a very suc- 
cessful criminal, I should say. I Rad it 
hard getting to know him. He's the most 
silent child Í ever saw in my life—and the 
most determined. Glever in a way, too.” 

“What about thegirl?” 

“Jess Farmer? Oh, she’s a horror! 
She’s a liar and a thief. She really doesn’t 
know what truth arid honesty are. Quite 
pretty, in a strange Way. Ihave a feeling, 
though, that I may be able to do some- 
thing with her.” 

“What holds het;here?” ` > 

“Knitting. I’ve:fpromised to provide 
her and my daughter with the wool for an 
indefinite nymber of sweaters. Her case 
doesn’t bother me really. It’s Sim Filer.” 


“WHAT do you have them about 
. for?” Ira deinanded. “Why don’t 
you clean them out? I don’t know any 
other woman who wouldn’t.” 

“I was tempted; I’ll admit,” Ger- 
trude answered; “‘but-somehow. it. didn’t 
seem exactly sporting. You see, durjng 
that period in which I wandered in ‘my 
valley of torment, I turned the childrén 
loose on Morgan’s Hollow. Now I feel— 
I can’t help feeling it—that I owe Mor- 
gan’s Hollow a debt. I’ve tried to reason 
myself to the point of getting rid of these 
four defectives, but somehow I can’t do it. 
I have made them my responsibility, and 
I intend to carry it.’ 

“TIl come over and teach the boys to 
play tennis when the court’s ready,” Ira 
declared. 

“I shall be grateful if you will.” Ger- 
trude’s voice was .absent; and presently 
she reverted to the episode of the sheets. 
“T can’t tell you, Mr. Forbes, how that 
worries me. You don’t think it indi- 
cates . . . anything . . . really”— 
her tongue refused to add the word. She 
eluded it, and ended—‘‘in Happy?” 

Ira laughed: “My dear Mrs. Haviland: 
that’s nonsense. Any man will tell you 
that a boy of that age is a savage. He has 


no honor, no delicacy, no refinement; only — 


mischief, appetite, and often a strange 
combination of- curiosity with cruelty. 
When I was a boy we went swimming in a 
branch of the Mamfret where it runs near 
the railroad track. The boys used to take 
the greatest delight in coming out of the 
water and dancing along the river bank 


lia se 


` “Miss Baldwin? Oh, yes! Tell 
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when the train went by. -It was only 
a wildness, an exuberance. You see, 
boys have no imagination. But they are 
full of impulses, mainly destructive. No 
one of them, for instance, ever visualized 
his sister sitting at the window of one of 
the cars of that train. They didn’t mean 
anything“ by “ies-really.. Ie -hasn’t hurt 
them. They’ve all grown up into fairly 
i r i j 

“But Happy, Happy’s mind is now 
such a strange jumble. es full of awful 
stuff that the Hollow boys have put into 
it. He asked me some questions. .. . 
But I couldn’t answer all of them, I 
couldn't. Oh, he needs a father so much 
at this moment. . . . It frightens me.” 

“Mrs. Haviland, let me take Happy for 
a walk,” Ira suggested. “I'll have a 
man-talk with him. I think I can put 
him right without his knowing it’s hap- 


pening.” 

“Ob, Mr. Forbes!” Gertrude ex- 
claimed, “would you? Will you?” And 
suddenly she burst into the tears of a 
desperate relief. 

And so, toiling side by side, the work 
went on every morning. 


NE afternoon, when Gertrude had 

bathed and dressed herself in a fresh 
gown—this was a part of every day’s 
program since Maggie’s coming had 
relieved her of the heavier work of the 
household—Maggie came up-stairs to say 
that a young lady was calling. “A Miss 
Baldwin, ma'am.” 

“Miss Baldwm?” Gertrude re atd, 
r 
come down instantly.” 

Follawing in a few secands on Maggie’s 
footsteps to the living-room, Gertrude 
came upon Thelma Baldwin gazing about 
her with an astounded look. Editha, all 


volubility, her eyes Dig with admiration,. 


was entertaining her. Miss Baldwin arose 
as Gertrude entered, and came forward, 
her hand outstretched. “I am so glad 
that you happen to be in, Mrs. Haviland,” 
she said, going, like a girl, straight to her 
subject; “I wanted to come up here the 
next day after Happy called on me, but 
I’ve been away.” 

“Please sit down,” Gertrude said. 
“And, Editha, do run out for a little 


»” 


- while. I want to talk with Miss Baldwin.” 


Thelma was the daugther of one of the 
oldest Rock Harbor families, and she was 
the prettiest girl in the town. “I do want 
to apologize to you, Mrs. Haviland,” 
she began hastily, “for going to Mr. Ely 
about that—that—that matter. If I had 
taken a moment to think I wouldn’t have 
done it. And when that adorable little 
Happy came over and apologized—well, 
it’s haunted me ever since.” 

“Did he apologize nicely?” Gertrude 
inquired. “I have never asked him any 
questions. ” 

“You haven’t!” 
“You havent!” 

.“No, I didn’t think that was quite my 
business.” 

“Why, that’s perfectly wonderful! 
I never heard of such a mother.” Fora 
moment Thelma looked at Gertrude, her 
eyes wide with wonder, and behind that 
wonder an expression which Gertrude 
could not fathom. ‘Generally, I’ve 
noticed mothers think everything’s their 
business! 

“He was sweet,” she answered Ger- 


Thelma exclaimed. 


trude’s question. “He stumbled and 
stuttered and looked everywhere but at 
me, but somehow he got it out. I 
instantly that he was only playing a boy's 
trick. I fell in love with Happy, 3 
Haviland. I've invited him to go canoe- 
ing with me just as soon as it is warm 

venough.- He said he’d-like it. I hope you 
don’t mind.” 

“No,” Gertrude said. She added, 
with a rueful smile, “Not much. Of 
course, it really frightens me to death. 
Y6u know what all mothers are like, Miss 
Baldwin. But he must get accustomed 
to the water—and the sooner the better.” 

“Pil teach him to paddle,” Thelma 
offered, “and later to swim.” 

“Oh, that would be nice of you,” 
Gertrude said gratefully.. “He floats a 
little now; but By the end of this summer 
he should be a real swimmer.” f 

“You are putting in a tennis court, I 


“Yes; I discovered the only way to 
know what my boy wag doing was to 
have him where I could keep an eye on 
him. Then I found out thpt the only way 
to keep him here was to kive him some- 


thing that would entertai$ him.” `, 
“Its a lovely place fon} tennis court”? 
Thelma’s eyes grew wistifil as she gaied~ 


out of the window a 
workers. Spite: 

Gertrude made a sna¥ translation of” 
that wistfulness. “I hope you'll come. 
to play on this court, ‘Miss Baldwin. | 
Mr. Farmer thinks it wil be finished in’ 
another week.” . : 

“Oh, that is so nice of you!” Thelgpa ` 
said joyfully. “I adore tennis; but we 
haven’t any court, and the only times I 


do play aie when } go ovetto North Rock. . 
M 


the group- of 


on’t go over there very often.: 
y mother—” She started to add some- 
ching, ahd then a sudden tightening of her 
soft Tips held the words back. 


“(COME any time you.can,” Gertrude 
es went on; “but I thijk you'll have “to 

ring. your own pasenes.-", be se 

“f was wondering if T could invite Dan - 
Farmeri” Thelma murmured in a casual 
voice. “He plays very well too. `= 
could I show him this lovely, lovely 
room?” 


“By all means invite him,” Gertrude 
urged. “I’m so glad you like the room. 
Invite anybody else you want. I shall be 
delighted to have anybody who cares to 
play here. Indeed,” she went on with a 
smile, “I now proclaim that this tennis 
court is open to the entire town!” 

“Oh, how wonderful of you!” Thelma 
gasped. “How perfectly wonderful! - I’m 
afraid you will Be overrun, though, Mrs. 
Haviland.” f 

“I hope so,” Gertrude said firmly. 
“Nothing would make me happier than 
to have people playing all the time!” 

Uncommanded, Maggie—it came over 
Gertrude. suddenly how she had let the 
amenities of life drop away from her— 
brought in tea. Thelma left soon after. 
Gertrude watched the delicate figure. 
swaying as a hollyhock, stop to survey 
the tennis court, and to hold a little con- 
gratulatory chat with Farmer, all the 
time one slim arm about Happy’s: shoul- 
ders. Gertrude’s heart sang a little. For 
the first time she felt that she had 
dropped a root into the life of the town. 

(To be continued) 
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YALE-HARVARD vs:OXFORD-CAMBRIDGE_ 
TRACK MEET: - - HARVARD STADIUM 


SUCH POPULARITY MUST BE DESERVED 
Records can't be broken, in sports or in sales, except by superlative’ perform 5 
ance ~~ Witness Chesterfield’s record-breaking popularity, made possible solely 
by exceptional quality of tobaccos and the originality of their blending. 


Brought 
Him $600 
A Year 


“INVESTING money 
by mail through S. W. 
STRAUS & CoO. is as con- 
venient, safe, and satisfac- 
tory as by personal inter- 
view,” writes one of our 
clients in a distant state. 


“When I first started do- 
ing business with you, I 
had a bequest of $10,000 
to invest. Seeing one of 
your advertisements, I 
answered it with a post- 
card. That card really 
broughtmein $600 a year, 
as that is the income I re- 


ceived when I invested the . 


$10,000 through you. 
Each year, $600 has been 


. paid me when due, with- 
out a day’s delay.” 


Thousands of others have 
found a letter or postcard 
inquiry to S. W. STRAUS 
_.& Co. to be the means 
of investing money safely, 
providing a growing fund 
to ensure success and pro- 
vide for “the rainy day”. 
We suggest that you write 
forliteratureshowing how 
to invest money safely— 
any amount, from $500 
upward—and gain the 
highest safe interest rate. 
. Ask for 


Circular H-1521 


S.W. STRAUS 
& CO. 


Established 1882 
Investment Bonds 


Incorporated 


STRAUS BUILDING 
S65 Fifth Avenue 
at goth &:. 
New York 


STRAUS BUILDING 
Michigan Ave. 
at Jackson Blvd. 
CHICAGO 


STRAUS BUILDING 
79 Pest Street, SAN FRANCISCO 


43 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS 
TO ANY INVESTOR 


© 1925—S. W. S. & Co., Inc. 
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THE FAMILY’S MONEY 


How We Lived in New York City on 
Twenty-five Dollars a Week 


WO years -ago we astonished and 

alarmed our parents when we an- 

nounced that we intended to be 
married, and live in New York City ona 
salary of twenty-five dollars a week. Since 
they had been responsible for our bills 
during four years of college, they declared 
that our proposal was an impossible one. 
At the present, however, they acknowledge 
that we have made a success of our 
venture. 

Although my husband’s salary has not 
been greatly increased, we have now 
reached a point where we can save four 
dollars a week, and enjoy a few of the 
luxuries which we formerly sacrificed; 
namely, the theatre, some good magazines, 
an occasional concert, and a few.week-end 
trips. 

At the time of our marriage we had one 
thousand dollars in the bank, six hundred 
of which we decided to use for our furni- 
ture. We tried to be guided by the idea 
that it would pay to Bay good pieces of 
the heavier furniture, and inexpensive 
stuff in the case of things that would soon 
need to be replaced. 

We chose a walnut dining-room set, 
unpolished, so that Í could use luncheon 


sets and avoid the cost and labor of- 


laundering tablecloths. For our bedroom, 
we bought a mahogany bed and chiffo- 
robe, to which we hope to add when space 
and income allow. i 

We decided upon a wicker settee and 
two chairs with cretonne cushions for the 
living-room. These could some day be 
used on a sun porch. In addition, we have 
a mahogany spinet desk, a small bookcase, 
and a dainty rocker. Our pictures were 
collected during our college years. - 

It was necessary to buy a small ice-box 
and a table for the kitchen. We purchased 
a cheap set of china as this will disappear 
in pieces, to be replaced by something 
better. We use rag rugs in the bedrooms, 
a small linoleum rug in the kitchen, an 
inexpensive blue matting in the dining- 
room, and two lovely Oriental rugs, 
wedding presents, in the living-room. 

. The four hundred dollars remaining in 
the bank after we had bought our furni- 
ture we determined not to touch except 
in case of sickness, which we have fortu- 
nately avoided. This amount of money 
gives us a feeling of safety out of pro- 
portion to its size. 


E WATCHED the advertisements 

and found a four-room apartment in 
Brooklyn at forty-five dollars a month. It 
does not have all the conveniences of the 
up-to-date apartment house, but it has 
many compensating features. The kitchen 
is large enough for four people to move 
around in comfortably.. There is sunshine 
all day long, and there are ibreezes in the 
summer. 

After we had found our apartment and 
furnished it, we made out a beget 
budget, to which we have carefully ad- 
hered. The first week proved an exception; 
but, after we had purchased all the 


necessary supplies which are required to 
begin housekeeping, we were able to live 
on twenty-five dollars a week for a period 
of seven months. Then my husband 
received a small raise, which we used to 
increase the amount of money devoted to 
clothes and miscellaneous expenses. 

We distributed the twenty-five dollars 
according to the following weekly budget: 


Rent and Insurance $12.50 50% 
Food 8.00 32% 
Lunches and car fare 1.85 7.46% 


Amusement | 50 2% 
Clothes and miscellaneous 2.15 8% 


I find chat eight dollars is an adequate 
amount to feed. us both according to 
correct dietetic standards. We have meat 
about four times a week and two quarts of 
milk almost every day. Even when we 
have extra people to dinner, my weekly 
expenditure for food does not exceed 
eight dolars. © 

Transportation from home to busi- 
ness costs ten cents a day. My husband 
lunches at the “automat” for twenty-five 
cents a day. : 

We found that fifty cents a week could 
provide us: with a surprising amount of 
amusement. Since I had never been in the 
city for any length of time before my 
marriage, there were plénty of free places 
that I wished to visit. We went to the 
museums, the Zoo, and the Aquarium, 
wandered around the East Side, the 
theatre district at night, window-shopped 
on Fifth Avenue, and laughed at the folks 
doing stunts at Coney Island. We buy 
one newspaper a day. We use the public 
library and attend many free lectures. ` 


THE clothes and miscellaneous fund 
was adequate for a few months. We 
increased it, however, as soon as we could. 
At the present time we allow five dollars 
a week for clothes. This we have made 
into a yearly budget of one hundred 
dollars for my husband and one hundred 
and sixty dollars for myself. We take 
much better care of our clothes, and we 
find that they last longer and look better. 

Of course the obvious flaw in our budget 
is the expenditure of one half of a month’s 
salary for rent. But, unfortunately, this 
state of affairs is not an unusual one in 
any large city. When there are no children 
in the family, I suggest that the wife help 
out by obtaining temporary or part-time 
work. Usually, she will find that the 
housework in a small apartment is not 
sufficient to occupy more than a third of 
her time. The extra money that she can 
earn in the other two thirds will allow for 
many little luxuries, such as an extra trip 
to the theatre, or maybe a much-coveted 
new blouse. 

Our experience demonstrates that it is 
possible to be married on twenty-five 
dollars a week and live in a large city; that 
is, if you are willing to forego some of the 
frills and furbelows of life. The main 
thing is to stick closely to your budget. 

MRS. G. F. F. 
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The COACH 


on the famous 
Super-Six Chassis 


Only Hudson Can Build This Value 


Throughout Hudson’s long-time policy of giving greatest value for the 
money, this is the lowest price, the finest Hudson, the greatest value 
Hudson ever offered. 


Only Hudson’s exclusive advantages of the famous patented Super-Six 
principle combined with the world’s largest production of 6-cylinder 
cars make it possible. By greater margins than ever before it is today the 


World’s Greatest Buy 
Hudson-Essex World’s Largest Selling 6-Cylinder Cars 


HUDSON SUPER-SIX BROUGHAM, $1595 HUDSON SUPER-SIX SEDAN, $1795 


All Prices Freight and Tax Extra 


176 The American Magazine 


pasa 


| E 
pdn 
Me 
= 
= 


a 


I 


CHOCOLATES 


IHOCOLATES, dainty and delightful, 

in summery mood for glorious open 
days—and in variety that makes each 
piece a gay adventure! ....Can you imag- 
ine a more acceptable week-end gift? 
It’s Johnston’s—of course. Candy that’s 
worthy of the sweetest lady in the world. 


You will find a special agency for Johnston’s 
Chocolates in one of the better class stores 
in your neighbourhood. 


Op ER T ADEI FO RHAN NS TO SN C OM RY ASN ow ae 


If about to build or remodel 
write for 64-page catalogue 
showing “Standard” Plumbing 
Fixtures including “yard stick 
high" kitchen sinks, 


Standard Sanitary Mfo. Co, 
Pittsburgh 
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HOCOLATES, dainty and delightful, 

in summery mood for glorious open 
days—and in variety that makes each 
piece a gay adventure! ....Can you imag- 
ine a more acceptable week-end gift? 
It’s Johnston’s—of course. Candy that’s 
worthy of the sweetest lady in the world. 


You will find a special agency for Johnston’s 
Chocolates in one of the better class stores 
in your neighbourhood. 
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If about to build or remodel 
write for 64-page catalogue 
showing “Standard” Plumbing 
Fixtures including ‘‘yard stick 
high" kitchen sinks, 
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Use Colgate’s— 


It removes causes of tooth decay 


OOD TEETH and good 

health are usually com- 
panions. Good looks, too, are 
dependent to a large extent on 
your teeth. 


Because of the importance of 
good teeth to your 
health and to your ap- 
pearance, the modern 
dentist is doing every- 
thing he can to keep 
teeth healthy. Prevent- 
ive dentistry—prevent- 
ing disease by prevent- 
ing tooth troubles—is the new 


Free—Generous trial tube 


COLGATE & CO., Dept. 510 M 
581 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Please send me, free, a trial tube of Ribbon Dental Cream. 


Use Colgate’s After 
Every Meal 


health move. Colgate’s Ribbon 
Dental Cream is closely allied 
with thisscientificadvancement. 


«“ Washes”,—does not Scour 


Colgate’s is a preventive dental 
cream. It removes causes of tooth 
decay by “washing” 
your teeth safely and 
thoroughly. Colgate’s 
contains no harsh grit, 
nodangerous drugs. Its 
principal ingredients 
are mild soap and fine 
chalk, the two substan- 
ces that authorities say are most 
essential in a tooth paste. Its 
function is not to cure, but to 
cleanse and protect. 


The taste of Colgate’s is deli- 
cious. And its price is as pleas- 
ant as its taste—only 25c for 
the large tube. 


A condition bad 
teeth may cause 


a E 
\ [Bad Teeth May Bring 
, Crippling Rheumatism 
\ Health and Happiness, 


Authorities Say, De- 
pend on Tooth Care 


The importance of preventive 
dentistry can’t be overstated. 
Perhaps it may seem absurd to 
attribute rheumatism or mel- 
ancholy to poor teeth. But science 
has proved the connection. 


If you doubt this, ask your den- 
tist. Let him tell you the serious 
consequences to which bad teeth 
may lead. He will tell you that 
many dread diseases are traced 
directly to bad teeth; that even 
life itself may be shortened by 
teeth that have become diseased. 


Many cities have undertaken 
preventive dentistry in schools. 
Philanthropic institutions, large 
business firms, churches and 
hospitals have taken hold. Many 
great newspapers are waging the 
good fight in their columns. 


A New York newspaper says: 
“The best results are obtained by 
giving the teeth the right care 
every day, supplemented fre- 
quently by a thorough treatment 
at the office of a dentist.” 

As knowledge of this great sub- 

ject increases, more and more 

forces are uniting against the 
common enemy—tooth decay, 

Conditions must be improved. 


Give yourself a chance! 

A hospital in New York main- 
tains this dental clinic to help 
boys and girls to health and 
happiness. 


Truth in Advertising Implies Honesty in Manufacture 
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HE CROWELL PUBLISHING COMPANY 
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By Clarence Budington Kelland , 
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Above is shown Rug No. 378 surrounded by Congoleum Rug-Border No. 150. 


Creating a charming room— 


Graceful lines and color harmony mean 
everything in home decorating. Too many 
straight lines give a prim, severe effect. In 
the room above, note how curving lines have 
been introduced by the clock on the book- 
case, the mirror of the chiffonier and the 
floral pattern of the Congoleum Art-Rug. 


Beautiful Patterns 


Congoleum Gold Seal Art-Rugs solve many 
a problem for a woman bent on creating 
a charming room. Such a wide variety of 
patterns from which to choose! One of 
them is sure to harmonize with any type of 
furnishing. 


But Congoleum Gold Seal Rugs are some- 
thing more than rugs—they are the most 


(GNGOLEUM 


“1 GOLD-SEAL 


_Art-RuGs 


SAS AAG 


modern form of floor-covering that science 
has devised. Just an occasional light 
mopping keeps them in “just-like-new” 
condition. 


They are made in one piece, which cannot 
curl up or wrinkle at the edges. 


Inexpensive and Durable 


Congoleum Rugs not only save time and 
work but money, too. For they cost so little 
and wear so long that they are the most 
economical floor-covering you can buy. They 
are made, of course, in all the popular sizes. 


Concoteum-Nairn INC. 


Philadelphia New York Boston Chicago Atlanta Kansas Cit 
San Francisco Cleveland Minneapolis Dallas Pittsburg 
New Orleans London Paris io de Janeiro 


In Canada — Congoleum Canada Limited, Montreal 
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Directory of Schools 


Schools and Colleges for Boys 


For Boys from 8 to 20 years of age. 

Member Assn. Military Colleges 

and Schools of the U. S. 
Affectionately known as M.M.A. Builds a 
clean mind in 


a sound body, and develops 
initiative and individualism. “Big Brother 
Plan“ of government gives close personal 
touch between cadets and instructors, en- 
couraging friendships. Privilege system insures con- 
tented student body and enthusiastic school spirit. 
R.O.T.C. unit with Army Paes. Directed Ath- 
letics, reaching every cadet. College Preparatory. 
Business and Music. Separate Lower School for young» 
er boys. Faculty and equipment exceptional. Capacity 
taxed annually. Early enrollment necessary. Catalog. 


Address: Col. E. Y. Burton, President, Box 122, Mexico, Missouri | 


An Endowed School for 
800 carefully selected boys 


Invites Your Personal Investigation 
of her claim to excellence in 


LOCATION EQUIPMENT 
INSTRUCTION SCHOOL SPIRIT 
ATHLETICS 
Separate Lower School 
For Catalog address 
JOHN C. SHARPE, LL.D., Headmaster 
Box F Blairstown, N. J. 


Columbia Military Academy 


Proparatory school with nation-wide patronago 
and refining influences. Half-million-dollar plant 
built by U. S. Government.  67-acre campus of 
Blue Grass on main line railway. All athletics. 
R. O. T. C. under army officers. Preparation for 
college. English-Business Course for boys not on- 
tering college. Junior school. Fixed charges $620. 
Catalog. Give boy's age and grade. 

COL. C. E. CROSLAND. President 
Box 403, Columbia, Tennessee 


NORTHWESTER 


70 miles from Chicago. 
School and Junior College. Its distinctive advantages 
and methods interest discriminating parents. 


Col. R. P. Davidson, Pre: Lake Geneva, Wis. 


SUFFIELD 


An endowed school for boys, rich in traditions, modern In 
methods. Complete individual development through class 
room, athletics, and school life. College preparatory, 
ness courses. Junior School. Booklet. REV. BROWNELL 
GAGE, Ph. D., Headmaster, 16 High Street, Sumeld, Conn, 


WENTWORTH 


MILITARY ACADEMY 
Lexinaton, Mo., 43 miles from Kansas City. 
High School, Junior College ant 
= Sevarate Grammar School. 
Oldest Military School 
Mississippi River. R.O.T 
\llathleties. Large gymnasium Saal 


} pool. Catalog. Col. S. Sellers, Supt., Box A, 
7 Lexington, Mo. 


V 


MILITARY AND 
NAVAL ACADEMY 


An endowed College Preparatory 


west of the 


ACADEMY 


In rugged mountain country that has 
schooled such national leaders as Presi- 
dent Coolidge in strength of character 
and clear thinking. A co-educational 
school with modern equipment and 
strong faculty providing for thorough 
academic training. 

Natural advantages of healthful loca- 
tion make winter sports, ski-jumping, 
tobogganing, etc., the popular athletic 
recreations The joy of working and 
living with a desire to succeed prevail 
at Vermont For catalog address Box 
A, Saxtons River, 


ptt Vermont. 


| Gaylord W. Douglass, Headmaster 


ERMONT 


| Schools and Colleges for Boys 


The HUN SCHOOL 
OF PRINCETON 


Formerly 


Princeton Tutoring School 
Prepares|! Thorough and Successful || Prepares 
|] for College Preparation jor 
| [Princeton|| Excellent Residence Accom- || Princeton 
modations and Recreational 
Harvard rtunities Yale 
Williams|| Superior type of instruction || Cornel 
D: for older boys preparing not 
arimouth only to pass entrance ex- Brown 
Univo/Pa. aminations but to carry Colgate 
college work with credit. 


SPECIAL SUMMER SESSION 
For Illustrated Catalog Address 
John G. Hun, Ph. D., 102 Stockton St., Princeton, N. J. 


ar Colle 


MILF ORD Preparati 


Years of Success in saving time for 
boys preparing for Yale, Harvard, 
Princeton and other Colleges. 


For new catalog and college entrance record address 
S. B. ROSENBAUM, BOX 101, MILFORD, CONNECTICUT 


REAL HOME LIFE 


The oldest and one of the leading schools for young 
boys in the West. Faculty of 20 for 100 boys. All 
athletics. Ages 6 to 16, Todd is unique. Investigate. 
Address_Noble Hill, Principal, Woodstock. Lllinoi 


78 Years of LEADERSHIP in the Young Boy field 
OLD DOMINION ACADEMY 


A school for real boys at famous health resort in West 
Virginia, 100 miles west from Washington, D.C. College 
Preparatory and Commercial courses. Part Military 
Extra care of young boys, 7 years up. Moderate rate. 
Catalog. R. E. Allen, Supt., Berkeley Springs, W. Va 


WILBRAHAM ACADEMY 


A College Preparatory School for Boys. Thorough work 
in fundamental subjects. 100 years’ experience in training 
for life, leadership and service. 


Wilbraham, Mass. 


Schools and Colleges for Boys 


| KI SKI A Good Place 


for Your Boy 


Kiskiminetas Springs School, affectionately 
known as Kiski, permits boys to grow up out- 
of-doors. 200 acres of wooded highland over- 
looking river. Teaches the boy how to study, 


to recognize and develop his own abilities. 


Special preparation for col- 
lege and technical schools. 
All sports. Gymnasium. 
| f Swimming pool. Excellent golf 
course. Bowling alleys. Rate 
$1000. For catalog, address Box 


Dr. A. W. Wilson, Jr., President 
Saltsburg, Pa. 


PEDDIE 


An endowed school for boys 


60th year. Emphasis on prepara- 
tion for College Entrance Board 
Examinations. Six Forms ineluding 
two grammar grades. Boys from 
30 states. Graduates in 26 colleges. 
60-acre campus. Athleties for every 
| boy. 15 buildings. Nine miles 
from Princeton. Catalog. 


Roger W. Swetland, LL.D., Headmaster 
Box 9 Y, Hightstown, N. J. 


d 


LAW SCHOOL °%f Gumbetiand 
University 
A one-year course, covering the entire field of American 
Law. Daily lessons assigned from Standard text-books. 
Not a lecture school. oot Court twice a week. More 
| than 5000 alumni, among whom are numbered two former 
Associate Justices of the Supreme Court of the United 
States, present or former Chief Justices and Associate 
Justices of many state covets, inetading cen tO Missouri. 


Kentucky, Tennessee, Alabama, Afr 
Montana, Oklahoma, North Carolina and ‘Teas OaS 
present Federal Judges in Tennessee, seven United States 


Senators, and scores of other jurists and representatives 
| in Congress. Seventy-ninth year, A> hga Monday in 
September, 1925. For catalogue, ad 
Lebanon, Tenn. 


LAW SCHOOL, Box 26 


HORPE for BOYS 


* ACCREDITED” ACADEMY, “Character Build- 
ing on Principle." On Lake—hour north of 
Chicago. Uniforms. Semi-Military. Athletics. Cata- 
log. THORPE ACDY., Box A, LAKE FOREST, ILL. 


BELLEFONTE ACADEMY 


120th ycar. Amidst hunting grounds and fishing strearms. 
hers for 100 select boys. Champion athletic teams. 
Tennis. ',-mile track. Golf links available. Conerete pool 
and skating pond. Catalog. 

Pa. 


KEMPER 


MILITARY SCHOOL 


Develops the boy and trains him for leadership 
by a comprehensive system of athletic, military 
[and general activities High school and junior 
college. Send for catalog. 


COL. T. A. JOHNSTON, Superintendent 
708 Third Street, Boonville, Missouri 


STAUNTON 


a Military Academy 


An ideal Home School tor „Manly Boys 


N kous 10 20 yen 


eparcd 
imant 


Col. Thos. H. Russell, B.S., Pros. 
Box A, Staunton, Va. 


JAMES A. HUGHES, A. M., Princeton "85, Headmaster, 


the year “round. Healthful and in- 
e. Our graduates accredited 
t Point and Annepos, Ath- 

Separate department 


s 7 to 14. Non-sectarian, 


GULF COAST MILITARY ACADEMY, R-1 
Gulfport Miss. 


EPISCOPAL THE AMERICAN RUGBY 


inswers the problem of training the 


hoy. Instructors have had experi- 
ence with hundreds of boys. The 
boy who puts himself in | d 
with the system they have devel- 
oped will be in the way of gaining 
a sound body, an alert and self- 
reliant mind, and the soul of a 
Man. Catalog. Address Box 18 J, 
Delafield, Waukesha Co., Wis. 
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What it is and how cai help yous it has helped me 
By Clarence Budlington Kelland 


VERY man, when he reaches a 

certain age and has attained to 

a certain eminence or has bogged 

down in failure, asks himself at 

least once what is the cause of 

his pleasant fortune or of his regrettable 
plight. 

I have reached that age. I have a few 
gray hairs, and do not wish them less. I 
am forty-four years old, and am so 
delighted with this age that I wish it 
might continue for thirty more years. 
Certainly I wish myself no younger. 

As is bat natural in a man of my busi- 
ness, I have watched closely such portions 
of the world as fell under my vision, and 
have tried to reason from what I have 
seen. I have seen friends and acquaint- 
ances climb and I have seen them descend, 
and it has been my trade to ask why. 
Because no man can write about human 
beings with any hope of convincing his 
readers of the reality of his characters if 
he has not watched Kis neighbors’ wheels 
go round. = : 

I have been infinitely curious about 
people, and their whys and wherefores. I 
have been at some pains to study and to 
analyze their careers. For years I have 
been at it, and I believe I have discovered 
the one great, moving, compelling force 
which makes every man what he becomes 
in the end. 

This, I believe, is the greatest force in 
the universe. 
are secondary to it. It is so powerful that 
the slightest human effort cannot be put 
forth until it has done its work; and if it 
should suddenly be annihilated from the 
world, all activity would come to a stand- 
still, and humanity would become a mass 
of automatons moving about sluggishly 
in meaningless circles. 

This force is not love; it is not religion; 
it is not virtue; it is not ambition—for 
none of these could exist an hour without 
it. . . . It is imagination. 

And there we are. Try it, and see. 
Test it out in your own experience. You 
are going to say right off that I am putting 
forward this absurd theory because Fam an 
author, and make my living by allowing my 
imagination to run riot. Of course I make 
my living with my imagination, and so do 
you. Perhaps my method makes it more 
apparent than yours, but that is all. You 
would be just as futile without it as I. 
Yes, sir, I will go almost to the extreme of 
saying that a person devoid of imagi- 
nation is on a plane with the imbecile. 


I believe all other causes ~ 


How does it work? How can you 
harness this power amt pùt it to work for 
you? I can tell yot kow I have made it 
work, and how others have made it work, 
and then, I am sure, you will see for 
yourselves. I can tell you about a saw- 
mill man with whom I sat oma pile of logs 
one night while every dollar he owned in 
the world was going up in smoke and 
flames before our. eyes. He was not 
watching the fire nor wringing his hands. 
He was very quiet, but not with the quiet 
of despair. His eyes were fixed on the 
distance, and now and then he would nod 
his head in the affirmative or shake it in 
the negative. I tried to be sympathetic, 
not understanding him then. 

“Tm imagining how the new mill will 
look,” he said. 

Imagining how the new mill would look! 
There it was. I knew his insurance was 
enough to pay his debts, and no more. I 
knew the morning would see him the 
awner of a mill site which was worth a 
scant thousand dollars. . . . But he was 

‘imagining the new plant which would 
arise on the ashes! He was able to paint 
for himself a mental picture of an efficient 
sawmill chewing up logs; inside and out 
he could see it, for presently he was 
talking to me about the new horizontal 

“resaw which was to effect certain savings, 

and the up-to-date chain conveyors which 
were to eliminate handling, and about 
this and that and the other. Not only was 
he able to imagine the sort of mill he 
wanted to erect, but he imagined himself 
erecting it. He imagined it so hard that 

to him it was an accomplished fact, a 

thing not only possible, but done. 


O NEXT day, with no security but his 

reputation for integrity, and with no 
asset but his imagination, he went to a 
bank. There, before its board of directors, 
he imagined his mill for them; he worked 
out in his imagination what it would do, 
and its profits and its possibilities. Be- 
cause he imagined it so well, he made 
those skeptical business men see it too, 
and he walked out of that meeting with a 
loan of ninety thousand dollars. 

When the mill was done he owed well 
in excess of a hundred and fifty thousand; 
but, so well had he imagined and so 
skillfully and so efficiently had he made 
material his imaginings, that, in three 

ears he was free from debt. That’s an 
instance. Nothing but imagination did it. 
He turned the spigot of his imagination 


and let it run, and because it was good, 
able-bodied, rational imagination it car- 
ried him to achievement. 

Every man knows more about himself 
than he does about anybody else. I know 
more about me than I do about my 
closest friend, and so it will be, or ought 
to be, more convincing to you if I use data 
out of my own life in support of my theory. 


HAVE enjoyed a modest but gratifying 
success. Not that I am satished with 
myself or with my work, but I have gone 
far beyond anything I hoped to reach 
twenty years ago. And I should like to 
point out to you some of the major steps 
in the progress. I have just said I have 
gone further than I hoped twenty years 
ago. That is because, twenty years ago, 
I could imagine myself going only to a 
certain point. My imagination held me 
up. Limited experience and limited 
knowledge of myself and my tools sat 
down on the tail of my imagination and 
prevented it from going ahead at full 
speed. But as I progressed I learned, and 
as I learned my imagination reached out 
further and further, picturing what I 
might possibly do with myself. 
Gradually T crept up on the first point 
and passed it. But I did not stop there, 
because my imagination had pictured 
something a ways beyond that I wanted 
to reach—and so on. As I outgrew my 
old imagination, my new one showed me 
what to aim for, and I aimed. I’m still 
aiming, and I hope that the day I am 
eighty—if I grow so old—I shall be able 
to imagine myself a hundred, and with 
something very desirable still to reach. 
Now let’s see: My first imagining came 
when I was about sixteen. I read a book 
called “The Honorable Peter Stirling”— 
and I still think that was a good book— 
which cast a glamour over the legal pro- 
fession. I began to imagine. I—with the 
sentimentality of boyhood—imagined my- 
self such a lawyer as Peter Stirling was. 
But I had no more chance of becoming a 
lawyer than I had of becoming a polar 
bear—not until imagination got in its 
work. I read that book again and again, 
and dreamed dreams, and made pictures. 
I was office boy in a chair factory, 
having gone to work two years before 
completing my high school course. So, 
you see, Far uneducated. This imagi- 
nation began driving me, so that I went 
down-town in Detroit and besieged law- 
yers’ offices, in the mistaken idea that one 
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vot a legal education in that way. Finally, 
Tconvineed Judge Van Zile that he ought 
to let me study in his office. So he lent me 
“ Anson on Contracts” and told me to go 
to it... . This was in the summer. He 
told me about a law school where I could 
go nights, and take my degree in three 
years. . . . I imagined myself into that 
school and was graduated, and became a 
member of the bar. 


UT, you are going to object, this fellow 

is an author and imagination is his stock 
in trade—it won’t work for me. Let’s see. 

There is a man named Henry Ford. 
Years ago he was a stationary engineer 
and a tinkerer. A tinkerer with imagina- 
tion. Now, the great thing Henry Ford 
imagined was not an automobile. Lots 
of mechanical-minded folks had imagined 
horseless carriages. Why Mr. Ford is 
great is that he was able to imagine what 
the horseless carriage would do to the 
world. This is a fact: Before the first 
wheel was turned on a city’s pavements, 
before the first motor propelled a gasolene 
vehicle, Henry Ford would sit and tell 
you of streets thronged and jammed with 
automobiles. I believe he could see Wood- 
ward Avenue, in Detroit, massed with 
automobiles. I am confident that his 
imagination showed him a picture of 
things pretty much as they exist to-day. 

Because he imagined this marvel, he 
was able to do with his car what nobody 
else has done; because he could imagine 
that almost every family in the United 
States would one day drive a car, he has 
been able to make himself a billionaire. 
Hundreds and thousands of other men 
saw money in motors; but only Henry 
Ford saw them as a universal need. His 
imagination compelled him to work to 
that end—to the end of supplying that 
need. 

Again you are going to ae But 
Mr. Ford is a genius, you will say. All 
right. I know another man in Detroit, 
still young. One day I walked with him 
out in the country along a broad country 
road. Here and there was the house of a 
venturesome suburbanite; but the city 
was far away. Of a sudden he stopped 
and looked around. ‘‘Bud,” he said, 
“take a look. Can’t you see it in a dozen 
vears? A car line will run along here. 
‘These farms will be cut up into streets. 
This country road will be a business 
artery. . . . Why, I can see how it’s 
going to look.” 

“Fine stuff,” said I; “but what of it?” 

“Let's dig up the money and buy every 
corner or possible corner we can get,” he 
said. 

The answer is that I, whose business is 
imagination, couldn’t imagine it. He, 
whose business then was working for a 
railroad, could imagine it. He mortgaged 
his little house and took his savings out of 
the bank, and borrowed every cent he 
could. With it he bought, making small 

ayments down; and the average cost to 
hin of his land was seven dollars a foot. 
; In five years he was offered seven- 
ty dollars. In ten years he sold a part for 
two hundred dollars a foot. To-day he is 
a wealthy man, a very wealthy man—and 
all because his imagination worked one 
Sunday morning. Now, object to that one, 
if you can. He was no author, he was no 
genius, he was just a plain, everyday 
clerk in a railroad office. 
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To get back to myself: I had got what 
I wanted, because imagination had done 
its job. But when I got it I found it wasn’t 
what I wanted, after all. The law as I 
imagined it and as it was were vastly dif- 
ferent. For a while [ was pretty discour- 
aged, and then imagination got to work 
again. [| imagined what my legal training 
would do for me in some other profession. 

So my imagination cast around to find 
where this asset would be of use, and 
fixed upon the newspaper. I pictured my- 
self as the sore of reporter who was sent 
to write about important trials, and chat 
seemed a very fine thing indeed. Such 
reporters —at least, in chat day —made 
more money than the average lawyer, and 
seemed to occupy more desirable positions. 

So Í cast around me, looking for a toe- 
hold, and again imagination did the trick. 
I didn’t go ask for a job; I imagined I was 
a reporter and went to a court-martial 
in the Michigan National Guard —some- 
thing the papers had little interest in— 
and wrote a piece about it as I saw it. I 
must have put imagination into the piece, 
because, when I took it to the city editor 
of the Detroit “News,” he brine it, and 
offered me a job. 

Not as a star reporter doing important 
trials, but as a leg man writing unim- 
portant obituaries and begging photo- 
graphs. But I was still imagining myself 
that other thing, and one day they 
sent me up—for news was dull—to write 
a little piece about the morning police 
court. ‘This is the court to which drunks 
and vagrants and petty offenders are 
brought. If it had amounted to anything 
I should not have been sent there. Bur I 
sat in that court, and imagination got to 
work. I imagined the judge was a feudal 
king and that the prisoners were being 
brought to him for justice, as they were in 
medieval days—and wrote about it that 
way. I tried to be funny. But most of all 
I tried to get into it the thing I imagined. 
I was astonished at the result. 

For months I was sent back daily to 
write that sort of thing; and, to my 
amazement, papers in other cities copied 
it, and my head began to emerge above 
the surface. Nothing but imagination. 


BUT to get away from us professional 
imaginers —I’m thinking about a boy 
in Vermont, a grocery clerk who also 
drove the delivery wagon. He was about 
twenty-two and earned some twelve 
dollars a week. The store he worked in 
was an old-fashioned, dingy, cluttered, 
confused country grocery. ... But he 
had imagination. He talked to me about 
it one day—as enthusiastic as your great- 
est genius could be at some great vision. 

“Look at the place!” he said. “Good 
stock, good location, pretty good trade— 
but just see what it could be.” 

s How?” I asked. ` 

“Shut your eyes, ” he said, “and imagine 
a store like this”—here he described his 
ideal store—“with windows you can see 
through, and have them—well—I can 
see how I’d fix’em up. And I can see the 
inside of her. Say, I bet that kind of 
store, run like I’d run her, would double 
and maybe triple the trade.” 

It became an obsession with him. Al- 
ways he was imagining this ideal store, 
until he wore down his boss and got 
concessions. Broad, clean windows came 
first, alterations inside, methods of dis- 


lay, treatment of customers. Little by 
ittle, he reconstructed the building, until 
it became the thing he had imagined. And 
trade not only doubled but tripled. The 
first I knew he was a partner, the next, 
he had dickered to buy out his old boss. 
To-day he owns half a dozen stores of the 
sort he imagined. . . . He imagined him- 
self into the ownership of them. Nothing 
marvelous or spectacular about that, eh? 
Just a plain kid who could make a mental 
picture of a grocery store. You can do 
that, can’t you? 

Now, every newspaper man, to return 
to my own experience again, wants to 
write for the magazines. I did. I wanted 
to be a real author or a magazine editor. 
So I tried writing fiction. It was pretty 
poor fiction, and nobody would buy it. 
Che reason was, of course, that I hadn’t 
learned to use my tools, the chief of which 
was this very imagination. But I did grow 
more proficient, and gradually began to 
sell a story now and then to the cheaper 
magazines. Maybe for twenty dollars. I 
was quite set up about it. 


TREN I wrote a story, a little fellow and 
in a humorous vein. This I sent to six- 
teen different cheap magazines, and each of 
them returned it. Up to now I had never 
been able to imagine myself in the big 
fellows—not in such magazines as this 
one—but one evening I sat down and 
thought it over, and got to imagining how 
good it would feel to be in select company. 
lt worked on me until I really could see 
myself there. So much so that I did a 
silly thing. I took that humorous little 
story which had been to sixteen magazines 
and sent it to “Harper’s.” We all stood 
in awe of that publication because of its 
dignity and the literary merit of its 
content. . . . Well, the imagination had 
the best of it, for Mr. Wells bought the 
story, and a number of others in quick 
succession. I had imagined myself into 
his table of contents. 

Editorship looked a long way off to me; 
but it so happened that a magazine was 
published in my own town. It was near 
enough, so I could imagine myself on its 
editorial staff, and I started in at that. 
Having imagined the possibility of it, I 
set to work to move toward it and, the 
first I knew, I was on the editorial staff, 
where I remained for eight years. 

During this time I continued to write; 
but I had never written anything but 
short stories. A novel looked so big and 
so intricate that I couldn’t imagine myself 
doing one of them. Then I got to imagin- 
ing what sort of novel I would write 17 I 
ever wrote one. My mind ran on the 
woods —because Í was a city man—and on 
the sort of people who lived and worked 
and fought and loved in the woods. So I 
would spend evenings imagining how I 
could write a novel, if only Í could live in 
the timber and get acquainted with it. 
Even then I had sense enough to know I 
couldn’t write about something I didn’t 
understand thoroughly. 

The result of it was that I imagined 
myself into the woods. I left a safe 
editorial job to take another job in a saw- 
mill and clothes-pin mill, at just half the 
salary—because I imagined I would be 
able to write a novel if I did. Well, I 
stuck to that, and watched the folks and 
their ways until I knew them pretty well— 
and went to work at my book. . .. [had 
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this book finished —all but a few touches— 
when the mill I worked in burned to the 
ground, and the manuscript with it. 

For a few days after that I was pretty 
low. At frst, i couldn’t imagine myself 
going through the drudgery of rewriting 
that novel from memory. But I set at it, 
just the same, and it turned out to be 
good fortune. Probably the first draft of 
that book was pretty rotten; but the 
second writing saved from the rubbish 
only what was worth saving, what clung 
to my memory; and I finished the job. 
Now here my imagination came a cropper. 
And luck stepped in for 
once. I said in the begin- 
ning that you have to 
imagine a thing before you 
can do it; but this time I 
imagined only half way, 
and that carried the whole 
distance. 


J COULD see myself the 
author of a novel in covers; 
but in my wildest flight of 
fancy I could not see my- 
self the author of a full 
serial in an important maga- 
zine. Right there I might 
have fallen down and real- 
ized only a tenth of the 
possibilities life had to offer 
me. But another fellow’s 
imagination and kindliness 
stepped in. //e—the pub- 
lisher to whom I sent the 
manuscript—imagined it as 
a serial, and sent it to what 
was regarded as the most 
difficult market in the coun- 
try. Iall but dropped dead 
to receive a letter from the 
editor of this magazine, 
buying the serial and en- 
closing the largest check I 
had ever seen. 

Right then and there I 
determined never to put a 
check rein on my imagina- 
tion. And I never have. 
I’ve imagined further and 
further, and always, up to 
now, I’ve caught up with 
my imagination, and had to 
send it further along. And 
I always shall do so. 

Now you will say this is 
only an author’s story. It 
is an imaginative man’s 
story of imagination, and therefore does 
not mean a thing. But I repeat what I 
said in the beginning: it is as true of you 
as of me. You cannot perform the mi- 
nutest action without imagining its per- 
formance before you move. There is no 
slight thing in the world which can be 
carried out until it has been imagined— 
and no great thing. 

In order to walk to the street car in the 
morning you must first imagine yourself 
walking to the street car. If you get into 
a fight with a man on the street you can- 
not hit him on the jaw unless you can 
imagine your fist traveling to its mark. 
You hit him in your mind before you hit 
him with your fist. If you are a grocer 
you can’t sell a can of salmon until 
imagination has functioned. Now that, 
you say, isnonsense. But let’s investigate: 
~ First, how did the can of salmon get on 
your shelves? 


1881. 


Clarence Budington Kelland, veteran newspa 


to 1915, editor of ‘‘The American Boy.” 
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His present home is in Port Washington, Long Island 


Why, you bought it from the whole- 
saler. 

But why did you buy it from the whole- 
saler? 

To sell to a customer. 

Now, go over that with your lead pencil, 
and see where it brings you up. You 
hadn’t sold it to the customer. The 
customer had not come in to ask you to 
zet him a can of salmon. No, indeed; you 
bought dozens of cans for sale to persons 


unknown. And why? Because, in your 


mind, you had imagined the completed 
transaction, and had even figured the 


> ve 
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profits on it. If you had not been able to 
imagine yourself making sales and deriv- 
ing profits, you never would have become 
a grocer. 


Wwiatr isa vast and complicated busi- 
ness deal but a masterpiece of im- 
agination? Your financier must be able to 
sit down and to imagine his way through an 
intricacy of detail and of possibility. He 
must be able to imagine what other folks 
will do at certain moments, and how he will 
counter. He must build up his plot as an 
author does. ‘There is no less imagination 
in business than in writing fiction. 

_ There is your painter or your sculptor. 
No artist can paint a picture until he 
imagines it, sees it complete in his mind’s 
eye. No sculptor can cut out a statue 
until he sees that statue in the block of 
marble. No editor can issue an edition of 
his magazine until he has first visualized 
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it and, by calling upon his imagination, 
planned it to its least detail. 

Everybody has imagination—in some 
degree. Some folks use it for amusement, 
some folks waste it on impractical visions, 
like Colonel Mulberry Sellers; some folks 
never use it at all—but others—and these 
are the successful folks in the world, 
harness it, and make it work for them. 

Bare imagination isn’t enough. No one 
element vill do it all for you. But the one 
indispensableelementis imagination. And, 
as I have said again and again, so easy to 
use, and so sure in its results—if you have 
the backbone to push your- 
self toward the thing you 
imagine. 

You can’t sit on the back 
stoop and imagine yourself 
a monarch of finance—and 


get there. Not by a jugful. 
You must first imagine it. 
You must be able to paint 
“= what you want. Then you 


must hang up the painting 
where you can see it every 
day, and work toward it. 
You must keep the imagi- 
nation working on ways and 
means. What is planning 
but the exercise of imagi- 
nation? 

We hear business men 
talking about sales plans. 
Well, what are sales plans? 
They are imaginary ways of 
getting customers to buy 
goods. The merchant im- 
agines a method of attract- 
ing. Nothing mysterious 
about it. He just sits down 
and asks himself how he 
can make folks buy his 
wares—and_ then imagi- 
nation tells him. 


ONLY last night I was 
talking to a man out 
Michigan way whose im- 
agination has heen carrying 
him upstairs with a steady 
lift. He had got a new dream 
some months before—a 
printer he is. Cheap little 
puzzle books was the dream. 
So he imagined how to 
manufacture them. Then 
he took a trip to New York 
to see the five and ten cent 
store magnates. They saw 
it, too. The result was that his presses had 
never been able to keep up with his orders. 
The books retailed for ten cents; his 
profit on each book was three cents—and 
he had made $30,000 the month before. 

“What next?” I asked him. 

“Listen,” he said, and then he un- 
folded a great plan for his future opera- 
tions. 

“Say, can’t you see it!” he exclaimed. 

“Yes,” I said. “But how much will 
all of this cost you?” 

“A few millions,” he said. 

“How much are you worth?” I asked. 

“Oh, maybe a hundred thousand to- 
day. . . . But don’t you worry. I’m on 
my way. I can see it as plain as day. 
Inside of ten years you'll see!” 

Now how’s that for imagination; and I’m 
here to bet any part of a dollar that he 
accomplishes exactly what he has imag- 
ined. (Continued on page 122) 


He Couldn't Get a Raise in Pay 
And So He Bought the Bank 


For thirty years Jim Paul was a timid bank clerk and minor official; -but 
suddenly he blew up and, smarting under the refusal of his employers to 
increase his salary, he went out and got control of the institu- 
tion — How he remade himself, his bank, and his town 


By Frank B. Copley 


FEW years ago, a play called 

ory 9 WA 
Its a Boy” ran for several 
months on Broadway. The 
opening scene of the play was 
laid in Carbondale, Pennsyl- 
vania, and one of the leading characters 
was represented as the cashier of a bank 
there, which was referred to as “Jim 
Paul’s bank.” Jim Paul himself did not 
appear in the play, but he was repeatedly 
spoken of as one of the shrewdert and 

most lovable of men. 

I dare say that many Broadway theatre- 
goers thought that Carbondale was a 
mythical place. Certainly few had any 
reason to believe that Jim Paul and his 
bank were anything but pure figments of 
the playwright’s imagination. Asa matter 
of fact, Carbondale is as real as the hard 
coal from which it gets its name; Jim 
Paul’s bank is as real as Carbondale; and 
the realest, livest thing of all is Jim Paul 
himself! : . 

Officially, the bank is called the Carbon- 
dale Miners and Mechanics Savings Bank, 
and the full name of its president is James 
H. Paul. 

I think you will agree that it isn’t 
every day anit a real, live bank president 
is put into a Broadway play. How come 
this one was? 

Well, the scene now shifts to Atlantic 
City. At one of the big hotels there, two 
men met and struck up a conversation. 
One was the playwright, William Anthony 
McGuire, who already had to his credit 
that very successful play, “Six-Cylinder 
Love.” Presently McGuire put the ques- 
tion which is always D when good 
fellows meet: “Where you from?” 

“Carbondale,” said the other man. 

“Carbondale? Where is that?” 

“Why, Carbondale is the leading city 
in northeastern Pennsylvania.” 

“I thought,” said McGuire suspiciously, 
“that Scranton was the leading place up 
that way.” 

“Oh, no!” exclaimed the other man, 
with a sparkle in his eye, “Scranton 
simply is a place seventeen miles south of 
Carbondale.” 

McGuire laughed. For the fact is that 
Carbondale is a borough with less than 
twenty thousand population, while Scran- 
ton is a city with over a hundred and 
thirty thousand. We all like a man who 
sticks up for himself, for his own people, 
for his own town. 

Of course, when he is simply an empty 
windjammer, he doesn’t get by with us; 
but i think Mr. McGuire found, as he 
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himself might put it, har site Paul had a 
regular six-cylinder love for Carbondale, 
and that he was hitting on all those 
cylinders in his ambition to make it a 
better, brighter, and happier place. 

I judge, furthermore, that Mr. McGuire, 
the playwright, found that Jim Paul him- 
self was a man; that his life in the town of 
Carbondale had been almost like a fairy 
tale in its range from  express-wagon 
driver to bank president. 

I judge that this is the way Mr. 
McGuire found Jim Paul; for that is the 
way I myself found him later on. 


EVERAL years have passed since Mc- 

Guire put Jim Paul into his play. And 
now Jim Paul, his bank, and his town have 
again broken loose in New York. Not in 
the theatrical district this time, but down 
in the financial district. It was a circular 
that did the trick—-a big, poster-like 
circular, twenty by fourteen inches, got 
up and judiciously distributed by Jim 
Paul himself. You will laugh when you 
hear about it. In this circular the Carbon- 
dale banker had the audacity, the cocki- 
ness, to compare his little Carbondale 
bank with the great First National Bank 
of New York! 

There are bigger banks than the First 
National. But I think every banking man 
in the country will agree that it is second 
to none in strength. And that is just why 
banking men generally found Jim Paul’s 
circular so amusing and yet so interest- 
ing. With his bank hopelessly outclassed 
as to size, it was only on the basis of 
strength that he could compare it to the 
First National of New York. 

The gist of his circular was this: The 
First National has surplus and undivided 
profits about six and one-half times its 
capital; the Carbondale bank’s surplus 
and undivided profits are ‘seven and one- 
half times its capital. The First National’s 
deposits are a trifle over thirty-one times 
its capital; the Carbondale bank’s are 
forty-seven times. The First National in 
1924 earned 142.41 per cent; the Carbon- 
dale bank earned 174.92 per cent. The 
book value of First National stock is 
$760 per $100 of par value; the Carbon- 
dale bank’s book value is $850. 

You do have to laugh when you see the 
little country bank standing right up to 
the big city bank, as if to say, “You 
ain’t so much!” But there is reason to 
believe that the fine, plucky spirit of it— 
as well as the solid business ability be- 
hind it—is nowhere better appreciated 


than in the First National Bank of New 
York itself. 

_ This is the way Mr. Paul himself puts 
It: 
“Things in this world are relative, and 
size by itself is never the great thing. The 
great thing always is, not how much 
capital have you, not how much brains 
have you, not how much of an oppor- 
tunity have you, but what are you doing. 
and how far are you getting with what 
you have? If this is true—and I believe it 
is —then, no matter how small your town 
or how limited your opportunity, it is 
within your power to do something which 
is at lease relate great.” 

Even before jim Paul ‘sent out his 
circular, news of the big things he was 
doing in his small town had become wide- 
spread. This is strikingly shown by the 
fact that when one of the most prominent 
financiers in this country planned to give 
his son good training in banking, he got a 
clerkship for him in Jim Paul’s bank in 
preference to any big city bank. 

Ie was this reputation Mr. Paul had 
acquired far from home that led me to 
journey out his way. To my surprise, I 
found that only seven years ago he was 
merely an assistant cashier in his bank at 
a salary of two hundred dollars a month. 
That is as far as he had been able to get. 
though he had been in the employ of the 
bank for over thirty years and had 
reached the age of forty-six! It was a 
double barreled surprise; first, that his 
reputation had been built up in the 
comparatively short period of seven years: 
second, that he had not got started until 
he had reached an age when the vast 
majority of us either have definitely 
arrived or haven’t, and won’t. Appar- 
ently, the swiftness of his advance after 
forty-six was equaled only by the slow- 
ness of his advance previously! 


PERHAPS you remember that the great 
charm fairy stories had for youasa child 
lay in their transformation scenes. The 
kitchen drudge is transformed into the 
belle of the bali; the ugly duckling becomes 
a stately swan; the head of the white cat 
is cut off, and lo, a prince appears! 

In one form or another, tales of sudden 
transformations continue to intrigue us. 
I think this is because such stories are 
written straight out of the dream life that 
goes on within practically all of us. In 
this inner life, we are in touch with a self 
abler and higher than any self we ever 
have been able to (Continued on page 156) 
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James H. Paul 


MR. PAUL is president of the Miners and Mechanics 
Savings Bank, of Carbondale, Pennsylvania, one of 
the most remarkable banks in the country. He was 
hired by this institution when he was sixteen, as 


m er and general handy boy. He moved up 
eadually until, at twenty-nine, he became assistant 


cashier. But there he stuck for seventeen years. 
Then came the great change in his life, which he tells 
about in the accompanying article. In seven years 
after he took over the running of the bank, the de- 
posits were more than doubled, and the annual divi- 
dends were increased from twenty to sixty per cent. 
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LOUIS H. TOLHURST, whose motion pic- 
tures, taken through a microscope, have made 
him famous. His “movies” of the lives of ants, 
bees, and butterflies have been shown all over 


the world. Mr. Tolhurst takes pictures at 
twice the speed required by ordinary motion 
picture photography. He was born in Los 
Angeles, thirty-seven years ago. 


(Above) A honey bee gathering pollen 
in a lily flower. When the bee has 
secured a load of this pollen, she returns 
to the hive, where she makes it into bee 
bread to feed baby bees. (Left) A 
flea hard at work supplying power to the 
tiny half-inch aluminum wheel of the 
“flea motor.” In one minute he can 
turn the wheel twenty-seven times, 
traveling thirty-two and a half inches. 


A Drop of Water 
Is His Movie Studio 


And a postage stamp provides a stage large enough for the most thrilling mob 
scene staged by Louis H. Tolhurst —Creatures so small that the human 
eye cannot see them are among his best actors, while the bee, the 
` ant, the spider, and other insects are his star performers 


By John Monk Saunders 


F YOU had the skill, the apparatus, 

and the patience, you could take 

the translucent cornea of a fly’s eye, 

place it under a microscope, and then 

use it as the medium for making some 
marvelous pictures. For instance, if you 
should decide to photograph a human 
hand working a pair of scissors, taking the 
picture through the fly’s eye, you would 
see not just one pair of scissors, but per- 
haps a thousand pairs. 

A fly’s eye is made up of thousands of 
miniature, hexagonal segments, each one 
a perfect lens. The fly sees in every 
direction at once, so you understand why 
it is so hard to slip up on him with the 
swatter. But it’s a whole lot harder to 
make pictures through a fly’s eye! In 
fact, this very feat was probably the 
hardest task that Louis Tolhurst ever 
tackled and conquered. And Tolhurst’s 
life is a succession of extraordinary 
achievements with the microscope and 
the camera. 

Tolhurst threw the result of his ex- 
periment on the screen, magnified millions 
of times, so that anyone who was in- 
terested could see, as he had seen, through 
the fly’s unlidded, always-open, all-seeing 
eye. Tolhurst will tell you that the feat 
was not wholly original—that a celebrated 
British scientist once photographed the 
Houses of Parliament throug the eye of 
the giant water beetle. 

This particular exploit of Tolhurst’s 
is but one of a series of amazing studies 
that include “The Ant,” “The Bee,” 
“The Butterfly,” “The Lady-Bird,” 
“The Spider,” “The Ant Lion,” “The 
Fly,” “In a Drop of Water,” “The 
Mosquito,” “Little People of the Gar- 
den,” “Little People of the Sea,” and 
“Our Six-Legged Friends’—one-reel pic- 
tures of microscopic life that have been 
shown practically all over the world. 

The queen bee ruling her colony of 
honey-bearers, housekeepers, workers, 
and drones; a lady spider spinning thread 
on a tiny spinning wheel at the rate of two 
hundred and eighty feet of unbroken silk 
strand a minute; a doodle-bug cunningly 
trapping an unwary ant with his spiked 
mandibles; a baby eyclops swimming 
around in the eye of a needle like a gold- 
fish in a bowl; a caterpillar transforming 
itself into a gorgeous butterfly; a troop 
of worker ants Building a road; the in- 
explicable return to life of the lady-bird 
after being drowned for thirty-six hours. 
These are some of the phases of life in an 
unknown world that Tolhurst has brought 


to the screen, so brilliantly illumined and 
so highly magnified that the tiny creatures 
stalk about before your eyes like pre- 
historic monsters. : 

At the New York dinner to Thomas 
Edison, the inventor of the modern mo- 
tion picture machine, examples of the 
most important work done in motion 
pictures since their beginning were thrown 
on the screen. Two of the pictures proved 
to be Tolhurst’s—one, the experiment 
described above; the other, a remarkable 

icturization of the blood stream of the 
rog. You may have seen either or 
both. 

Tolhurst’s pictures, moreover, fulfilled 
Edison’s purpose in perfecting cinematog- 
raphy; the’ great inventor believed that 
motion pictures were destined to inform 
and to educate people. 


Who is Tolhurst? And what is Tol- 
hurst? A scientist? A naturalist? A 
motion picture director? 

He is all—and none. To begin with, 
he is tall and good-looking and thirty- 
seven. While he has a quick and engag- 
ing smile and pleasant blue eyes, his 
features in repose are almost severe, and 
he has the shy manner of a man who has 
spent much of his time in close study. 

Tolhurst is a microscopist. You never 
heard of a microscopist? To be sure, 
there aren’t many of them in the world; 
microscopy is not one of the better-known 
professions, and the earnest few who have 
devoted their lives to it are hidden away 
in the quiet backwaters of science. William 
Beebe is one of. the outstanding micro- 
scopists of the day, and he has swum into 
the calcium light of popular attention 
largely through the spectacular aspects of 
his work in the South American jungle, 
in Galapagos, and the Sargasso Sea. 

Beebe has said that he finds the 
exploration of a drop of water more thrill- 
ing than reconnoitering a tropic jungle. 
Tolhurst says that the denizens of a drop 
of water, under a high-power microscope, 
are far more fleet, more fantastic, and 
more rapacious than any of the creatures 
of the jungle. 

Since all manner of things come under 
the lens of a microscope for inspection— 
insects, fluids, plant and animal organ- 
isms—microscopy, to be really first rate, 
demands a knowledge of chemistry, 
physics, biology, and natural history. 

erhaps that’s why there are so few 
microscopists: the field is too formidable. 

Tolhurst was a Los Angeles school- 


poy be was born in Los Angeles. How 
did he become a microscopist? The 
specific cause was a compound micro- 
scope given to him on his twelfth birthday 
by his father. (One look through that 
microscope precipitated young Louis’s 
scientific career.) 
_ “My father made a tactical mistake 
in giving me the microscope,” said Tol- 
hurst. “He hoped that I would become a 
lawyer, and he was educating me in that 
direction. It was like giving a violin to a 
boy gifted with music, and then trying 
to make a sea captain out of him.” 
Tolhurst had been summoned to New 
York by the great powers of the motion- 
picture industry to discuss terms for the 
release of his new picture “Evolution,” 
which had been sensationally received 
on the coast. 
“It’s different now,” he said, reflecting 
on the attention his pictures have begun 
to command. “Everybody is willing to 
get on and ride; ten years ago, people 
suspected me of being a kind of nut. 
“When I could get anyone to look at 
my pictures he would say, ‘Great stuff! 
Interested me—but I don’t think they’ll 
interest anybody else.’ 


“THAT is one of the unaccountable 
quirks of human nature,” said Tol- 
hurst, “‘ people think they know what other 
eople will like. When my pictures of the 
ee, the ant, and the spider were first 
shown in Los Angeles, cards were passed 
around inviting comment and criticism. 
Not one woman resented the spider, and 
only one man; and he didn’t object per- 
sonally, but he thought that women would! 
“Here is the real truth: nothing is 
loathsome under the microscope. 
“When I tried to explain my pictures 
to exhibitors, this is what usually hap- 


pened: 

“Bugs, huh? Lotta bugs. Well, the 
public ain’t interested in bugs. It wants 
entertainment.’ 

“On one point, the exhibitor was per- 
fectly right. People pay to be entertained, 
not educated. The ablic isn’t zealous to 
increase its stock ot knowledge, but it is 
eager to be amused. The minute a picture 
sets out to preach, it dies. 

“Consequently, I photographed the 
lives of the bee, the ant, the spider, and 
the butterfly, with the elements of drama 
foremost. You can educate a movie 
audience, but you mustn’t let folks sus- 
pect that they are learning anything. 

“ But to get (Continued on page 1r3) 


19 


I’d see her sewing out on her side porch . . . and I'd resist as long as I could, then 
Td give in and take over the peas I was shelling and sit on her steps and talk to her 


a 


Will Deals With The 
Trouble-Maker 


A Dot and Will story 


By Fannie Kilbourne 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY T. K. HANNA 


VERYBODY was sorry for Will 


and me when Jervie and Irma‘ 


moved out of the bungalow next 

door to us, and Miss Waters 

moved in. Miss Waters was the 
Montrose trouble-maker. Father said that 
every town he’d ever heard of had at 
least one. Will said it was too bad Miss 
Waters was born into a small place like 
Montrose, a woman with her talents. 
Just give her one or two capable assistants 
to direct, and she could supply plenty of 
trouble for Chicago. 

The queer part, of it was that Miss 
Waters didn’t seem to be really mean. It 
was just that she couldn’t mind her own 
business. And it is amazing how just as 
soon as anybody else takes to managing 
your business it doesn’t make any differ- 
ence whether they’re mean or not, they 
make trouble just the same. 

If Miss Waters had been rich, with lots 
of time on her hands, people would have 
said that was the trouble, that she didn’t 
have any business of her own to mind. 
But nobody could say that of Miss Waters. 
She is a dressmaker, and she keeps house 
for herself, and makes all the clothes for 
her sister’s children in Verblen for nothing. 
She is always busy. It seemed to me, till 
she moved next door, that I’d never seen 
her except with her mouth full of pins. 

When she took Jervie and Irma’s house, 
of course I was all forearmed. I knew how 
snoopy she was, and I wouldn’t make the 
mistake of giving her any chance. 


“THANK goodness,” I said to Dulcie, 
“our living-room and our room are on 
our side of our house, and I’m going to 
esp the other shades down tight, and 
never speak a word above a whisper on 
Miss Waters’s side.” 
Dulcie laughed. Before she was mar- 
ried, she aes to live next door to Miss 
Waters, herself. 


“You don’t know Nellie like I do, 
Said the bird on Nellie’s hat,” 


she sang. “A hot lot of good it will do 

ou to pull down your shades. Thurston 
basn’t anything on Miss Waters; she can 
see through seven thicknesses of heavy 
woolen cloth just as well as he can. And as 
for lowering your voice! Well, I never 
would have believed in mental telepathy 
if I hadnt known Miss Waters. She 
doesn’t need to hear anything. Actually, 
when I made up my mind to marry Roger, 
I’m sure she knew it before Roger did!’’ 

In spite of Dulcie’s rang so discourag- 
ing, however, we made all the prepara- 
tions we could, like a city getting ready 


for a siege. We had our telephone put on 
a private wire, because her house would 
be on our party line. It had never made 
any difference when Jervie and Irma lived 
there. Every once in a while, Irma and 
Ducie and Rosemary Merton and I would 
all get on together, and decide what to 
take to a picoi or something, but being 
on a party line with Miss Waters would be 
something else again, Mawruss! 


GHE moved in on a Tuesday, and the 
rest of the week I was inclined to think 
she had been slandered. I couldn’t see 
that she was so bad. I invited her in to 
supper the day she moved—even if a per- 
son is a trouble-maker, you’ve got to be 
halfway neighborly, and moving is a terri- 
ble mess. Even Will, who kept cautioning 
me not to get on clubby terms with her, 
went over home with her after supper and 
helped her put up her curtains. 
he was crazy about my cold baked 
‘ham—she’d never tasted it baked with 
two tablespoonfuls of chili sauce before— 
and complimented Will on having such a 
long reach with the curtains, and said he 
looked like Father Horton but was better- 
looking. Take it altogether, Will and I 
agreed that evening that she might have 
been made a victim of that give-a-dog-a- 
bad-name idea. We couldn’t see that she 
was so bad. 

I remembered how, when I was a little 
bit of a girl and she used to come to our 
house a week every fall and spring, I used 
to like her. She’d sometimes bring me a 
hard peppermint, and I liked the way her 
needle made a sharp singing noise against 
her thimble. When she Fegan making my 
dresses, I didn’t like her any more because 
I hated standing still to be fitted. Then 
Father put in a ready-made department in 
the store, and Mother and Kathie and I 
got our clothes there except those we made 
ourselves, so I hadn’t seen Miss Waters 
for ages. I hadn’t even heard of her. 
Most of the girls and the young married 
women get their clothes ready-made, so 
they didn’t see her. 

It was funny, though, how much Miss 
Waters knew about all those girls who 
didn’t see her from one year’s end to 
another—except maybe in church—and 
who never thought of her at all. It was 
more than funny; it was downright un- 
canny. A few of their mothers still went 
to her for their clothes, and I suppose 
they’d drop a word here and there about 
their daughters. I don’t suppose any of 
them figured they were dropping more 
than a word or so, and yet when they’d 
all got through, Miss Waters knew more 


about what their daughters were doing 
than they did! 

“Qh, I just put two and two together,” 
she’d say when anybody asked her how 
she knew about something she couldn’t 
possibly have heard about. 

She must have sat there, sewing on 
Mother Horton’s blue silk poplin or 
Dulcie’s mother’s flat crépe, and putting 
two and two together by the hour. Once 
in a great while, of course, she’d make 
three or five out of it, but mighty seldom. 
She usually got four all right. That was 
what made people so furious. You don’t 
mind having something that isn’t so told 
about you half as much, when you come 
right down to it, as having something that 
is true but that you wanted to keep dark. 
When it’s true, you simply haven’t any 
come-back. 

It wasn’t just our young married crowd 
or the Center Street Church crowd or any 
other one crowd that Miss Waters kept 
tabs on. It was all the crowds, from the 
swift new Harvester bunch to Mother’s 
and Mother Horton’s Ossili Club. There’s 
no use denying that it made her a fasci- 
nating person to talk to. In spite of all 
Will’s cautioning, and in spite of all Pd 
heard about her, myself, I'd find myself 
iptening to her in spite of my better judg- 
ment. Ít was twice as interesting as read- 
ing the society column of the Montrose 
“Monitor.” Miss Waters’s talk had, as 
Father put it, so much more scope. 


[P SEE her sewing out on her side porch 
of a nice afternoon and I’d resist as long 
as I could, then I’d give in and take over 
the peas I was shelling and sit on her steps 
and talk to her. I never went like that 
once that I didn’t come back with some- 
thing to pay me for my trouble. I’d kee 
Will entertained all through supper ech 
the racy bits I’d picked up: 

“Veda Knopf has broken off her en- 
gagement to Fred,” I’d tell him. “It 
seems that she’d made him stop sending 
her candy or taking her into the city to 
shows or doing anything else like that, so 
that he could save every penny toward 
getting furniture. And then she found 
that he’d met a girl in Chi, and was send- 
ing her flowers twice a week and spending 
the money Veda was helping him save, 
like a drunken sailor.” 

Will whistled through his teeth. 

“Where'd you hear that?” he asked. 

“Miss Waters told me,” I admitted. 
P “Good lord,” said Will, “I should 
think Miss Waters would have been the 
last person Veda would have told any- 
thing like that to.” 
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“Oh, Veda didn’t tell Miss Waters,” I 
corrected him hastily. “Miss Waters told 
Veda. About the Chicago girl.” 

“How the dickens did Miss Waters 
know about it?” Will demanded. “Surely 
Fred didn’t tell it.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

“I tried to find out,” I said, “but she 
just looked mysterious and said a little 

ird told her.” 

“Gosh,” said Will, “she must keep a 
flock of homing pigeons! I’d be careful 
about talking to he too much,” he cau- 
tioned me again. ‘People might pet the 
idea she peta es information through you.” 


HIS was good sense all right, but 
Will, himself, was the one who got 
caught first. About Mrs. Long’s well. 
“Mrs. Long isn’t going to have the well 
dug,” I told Will chattily one evening. 
“Miss Waters told her that they’re going 
to run the city water out past the Crossing 


Will went out of his way that eve- 


ning . . . to stroll over to Miss 
Waters’s side and tell her that she 
was mistaken. ...I could see 
what a satisfaction it was to him 
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in six months and that she'd better hold 
her horses.” 

“Well, Miss Waters is wrong for once 
in her life,” said Will. “I was at the spe- 
cial committee meeting in Father’s place 
last week, and they decided not to run the 
water out to the Crossing at all; the esti- 
mates were too high. That’s the danger of 
a woman like Miss Waters. Now Mrs. 
Long will worry along for a year or so 
without her well, and then have to have it 
put in just the same. I wish Miss Waters 
would mind her own business!” 

Will went out of his way that evenin 
when he was mowing our lawn to stroll 
over to Miss Waters’s side and tell her that 
she was mistaken about the water. 

“Oh, I think you'll find I’m right,” she 
said firmly. “They’ll have the city water 
out there inside of a year as sure as you're 
born. Don’t worry your head about Mrs. 

ng’s well, Willie.’ 

aT happened to be at the committee 


meeting which decided that the water was 
not to go out there,” Will said with ex- 
tremely crushing dignity. He’s fit to be 
tied when anybody calls him “Willie,” 
and I could see what a satisfaction it was 
to him to be in a position to put Miss 
Waters in her place for once. 

And then, three weeks later, a special 
meeting of the committee was called, and 
it was decided to recommend the council 
to accept Byer’s estimate and run the cit 
water out as far as the Crossing, after all. 
Will wasn’t at that meeting. Father Hor- 
ton had got over his cold. 

“Miss Waters couldn’t possibly have 
known about it when she told Mrs. Long,” 
he said at supper, so baffled he was mad 
clear through. “The very men who voted 
to do it were against it, until they heard 
that Verblen had designs on that tract out 


“by the Crossing and might offer to run 


their water out there and include it in 
Verblen.” 

But if Will was mad that night, he was 
about fifty times as mad the next, for his 
father gave him an awful calling down and 
said he’d never send him to another com- 
mittee meeting in his place. It seems Mrs. 
Long had told everybody out that way, 
and they had quietly got hold of a lot of 


property. 


“T)AD’S figured out that I must have 

blabbed something about the water 
to Miss Waters,” said Will, so mad at the 
injustice of it that he could hardly talk. 
uy asked him how I could have told her 
anything when the only meeting I went to 
decided against it. But you know how 
Dad is when he gets an idea in his head. 
He’s seen you and me talking to Miss 
Waters, and he’s made up his mind I must 
have dropped something. 

“‘Oh, I don’t say you did it on purpose,’ 
he said, ‘but you’re the only person who’s 
been at any of those committee meetings 
who isn’t old enough to know how to keep 
his mouth shut. I don’t say you did it on 
purpose, but you must have dropped some- 
thing. Where else could Miss Waters 
have got it?’ He kept saying, ‘I don’t say 
you did it on purpose’—as though that was 
all that I was objecting to. I’d rather be 
called a crook than a chump!” 

“Oh, well,” I said soothingly, “there’s 
no use getting so mad about it. You know 
how your father 1s when he gets an idea 
into his head, and there’s no point in let- 
ting yourself get all stirred up about it.” 

“It makes me so blame mad!” Will in- 
sisted. “When Pd finally got him to pay 
any attention to what I Sas saying, he 
said, ‘Well, probably Dot dropped it, then. 
She’s always talking to Miss Waters.’ ”’ 

“Well, of all things!” I gasped. “How 
in the world could I have told her? I 
didn’t know it, myself. And I never repeat 
anything about business that you tell me. 
The idea of your father laying it onto me! 
I never heard anything so downright un- 
fair in my life! PI—” 

“T thought you said there was no point 
in letting yourself get all stirred up about 
it,” Will said. 

“But this is different! It’s so unfair it’s 
simply ridiculous. How could I have told 
Miss Waters anything I didn’t know 
myself?” 

“How could I, either? That’s what 
I’ve been saying right along. That’s what 
happens when you get mixed up with any- 
body like Miss Waters. I told you you 
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were making a mistake having so much to 
do with her.” 

“That IJ was making a mistake,” I 
echoed angrily. “J wasn’t the one that 
told her to tell Mrs. Long to go ahead with 
the well. J wasn’t the one—” 

“You were the one she told about the 
well in the first place,” Will pointed out. 
“If you’d let her alone from the start it 
never would have come up at all.” 

“‘That’sjustlikeaman!’’ I said. “When 
anything goes wrong, he’s tickled to death 
if he can trace it back far enough to find a 
woman to lay it on. Pd like to know who 
it was that went over in the first place, 
and hung her curtains for her. I notice 
ibe were just as interested as I was in 

earing about Veda Knopf!” 

Talk about stirring up trouble! Before 
we got through, we 
were both mad at Fa- 
ther Horton and mad 
at each other. We 
talked so loud it woke 
up the twins, and when 
they began to howl I 
felt mad at them too. 
It seemed to me there 
wasn’t anybody I was 
not mad at. And all be- 
cause of Miss Waters. 


ILL and I made 

peace though, of 
course. When we got 
cooled down we could 
both see that it was 
really kind of funny, 
and I toJd Will maybe 
I wouldn’t put arsenic 
in his father’s coffee 
after all. But it had 
been an awful row all 
for nothing. We both 
decided that the less 
we saw of Miss Waters 
the better for all. 

I stuck to this pretty 
well, too, but it was 
really quite a strain. It 
is hard in a neighborly 
place like Montrose to 
keep from seeing any- 
thing of your next-door 
neighbor, especially in 
the summer, when 
har lea out in the 
yard most of the time, anyway. And 
there’s no denying that it was an awful 
temptation to talk to her. 

hen Veda Knopf and Fred made it 
up, and Veda came out with her diamond 
ring again, neither of them gave a word of 
explanation; just tried to pretend that 
nothing had happened. Naturally every- 
body discussed it, and I’ll say it took 
character to live as I did right next door 
to where I could get the low-down on it, 
and never find out. 

Once in a while, I wouldn’t be able to 
keep away from Miss Waters. I’d be in 
the kitchen and she’d call out of her win- 
dow and start talking to me. And the 
things I’d pick up in those brief chats! 
When Mr. Welkins decided to give up his 
church because the congregation was so 
reactionary, I knew it before any of the 
congregation did. On a Wednesday, Miss 
Waters told me that Roger was going to 

et a raise at the bank. By sheer force of 
character I kept from saying anything 
about it to Dulcie, and on Sunday Dulcie 


TRK- Hinna 
KA 


; “She was kind of half crying when I went in; . . . I guess she was about 
at the end of her rope anyway, and she just got desperate and told me” 


told me. Roger hadn’t known it, himself, 
she said, until Saturday! 

When the wife of the president of the 
Harvester gave a dance at the new 
country club, Miss Waters told me that the 
Bartells wouldn’t be asked. She didn’t 
know either the president’s wife or Betty 
Bartell so much as to speak to, but she was 
right. Nobody in town could figure why 
the Bartells were left out of the dance, but 
they were. 

When Dulcie gave a luncheon for Mari- 
anna Cox, she kept the menu a dead 
secret to have it a surprise. Even Ella 
Crowninshield, who came to help serve, 
didn’t know what she was going to serve 


till she got there. I had to leave early and 
all the rest of the girls were still there 
when I went into our house. But when I 
stopped a minute at our kitchen window, 
Miss Waters called over from her porch to 
ask if I had had a good time at the lunch- 
eon, and were the clover-leaf patties 
good? 

It was worse than snoopy, it was down- 
right spooky. 

She told the president from Roger’s 
bank. that she’d never trust that cashier 
if she had anything to do with the bank. 
The president just laughed, he was so sure 
everything was all right. But I suppose it 
made him a little (Continued on page 152) 


Why Captain Neatherry 


Is Never Lonely 


By James C. Derieux 


GROUP of men was sitting in the 
rooms of a fraternal organiza- 
tion listening to an old man 
talk. He was telling a story— 
his favorite story, and one that 

he had related scores of times. But it 
had lost nothing in its repeated tellings 
through the nearly forty years since the 
incident it concerned had taken place. 

“And, do you know,” concluded the 
speaker, “I have never been able to find 
a trace of that man. He was a Union 
captain, and I was a captain in the 
Confederate army. I took him prisoner 
near the close of the war in North Caro- 
lina, and promised him there on the field of 
battle that I would return his sword, if I 
ever saw him after peace had come.” 

Then the slender, erect man with long 
whiskers went on to tell his listeners who 
the “Yankee” captain was. Captain 
Reuben Waterman, he said, was his name, 
and he came from Connecticut. 

The story was finished, and the men sat 
silently, as men do after hearing a good 
yarn. Then a stranger in the lodge spoke 
up. He was a visitor there that night. 

“I have heard the other end of that 
incident,” said the stranger. “I know 
Captain Waterman!” 

“Then tell him where I am,” exclaimed 
the old Confederate, “and ask him to 
write to me.” 


THE visitor promised that he would, and 
so the group broke up. The man who 
had related the story was Captain James 
K. Polk Neatherry, a North Carolinian, 
who then was living in Columbia, South 
Carolina, where he ran a little printing 
shop. He had enlisted in the Confederate 
States Army when he was sixteen, and had 
become a captain. Before the war he had 
learned the printing trade, and after the 
war he went back to it. More than a war 
is necessary to keep a man who loves the 
smell of printer’s ink away from his type 
stands. 
The incident in the lodge-room took 
lace twenty-four years ago. The Civil 
ar had ended thirty-six years before. 
Still another twenty years went by, and 
then by chance I met Captain Neatherry, 
and heard from him the conclusion of his 
war romance. I was secretary to Governor 
R. A. Cooper, of South Carolina, and 
Captain Neatherry was a frequent and 
always welcome visitor to the governor’s 
office. Indeed, he was welcome anywhere, 
for he had long since won the affection 
of his fellow townsmen, and of hundreds 
of others who lived elsewhere. 


“The man I met in the Odd Fellows 


Lodge here C Iumbia,” Captain 
Neatherrv “was Mr. A. H. 
Osho: He went home 


ain Waterman 
his post of the 
ablic, and then 


an! 


that post invited me to come up and 
deliver the sword, which all these years I 
had kept hanging side by side with my old 
battered Confederate blade. But I wrote 
to the post commander and told him I 
couldn’t come. I was broke, you see, and 
Connecticut was too far for walking! I 
didn’t explain why I couldn’t come in 
person, but said I would send the sword by 
express. 

“This didn’t satisfy the post commander 
at all, so he wrote me a second and more 
urgent invitation. I had to decline again, 
for dollars were mighty scarce with me. 
Then one-day a telegram came from the 
Meriden, Connecticut, Post (that was 
where Captain Waterman lived), and it 
said ‘Come at our expense.’ They had 
guessed my trouble! Why didn’t you say 
that sooner!’ I wired back, and began 
packing to go. 


“WELL, sir,” the old captain went on, 
“you never saw such a party ’as 
those men gave me! There was a great 
meeting in the G. A. R. Post rooms, and 
in the presence of all those Northern 
veterans and their friends I delivered 
the sword to Captain Waterman. I was 
scared, a lot more scared than I ever was 
on a battlefield, for I didn’t know any- 
thing about making a speech. 

“But when I came into the big room, 
the band played ‘Dixie,’ and that cheered 
me up. Then Captain Waterman walked 
up to the platform, and the band played 
‘Yankee Doodle.’ As he and I Stood. there 
together, the tune changed into ‘The Blue 
and the Gray.’ By that time, I was crying. 

“‘I am the only Confederate here,’ I 
said to myself; ‘the honor of my army 
rests upon me. I’ve got to make a good 
apecch T told them that so far as I was 
concerned, the war was over, and that if 
the United States ever needed me to fight 
for it, I would go limping to arms. ‘I say 
limping,’ I explained, ‘because one of you 
boys nailed me in the leg back in the 
sixties, and I haven’t been able to run any 
foot races since.’ 

“When my speech was over there was 
such a cheering and yelling as I had never 
heard before. Then Captain Waterman 
came to me, and I had him raise his right 
hand and swear that he would never 
unsheath that sword again against the 
Southern states. He swore as I directed. 
Of course I did that in jest, but everybody 
cried and cheered again. 

“Te was a great night. The greatest in 
my life, I suppose. And after it came other 
great nights. I was entertained like a 
king. They put me up in fine hotels in 
Waterbury, New Haven,. Hartford, and 
goodness knows where else. I was the 
guest of the Union Veterans of Connecti- 
cut. The governor of the state told me to 
go as far as I liked. The mayors of the 
cities were wonderful to me. Everybody 


was cordial. They fell over each other 
doing things for me. They gave me fine 
presents and fine dinners. 

“One of the presents was a watch, made 
especially for me in Waterbury. Some- 
how, my friends there found out that I 
liked to play cards, though I never played 
for a cent in my life. Well, this watch was 
made with the faces of cards on the dial, 
instead of numbers. But there are thirteen 
cards in a suit, and there were only 
twelve numbers that belonged on the dial. 

“The watch was presented to me by a 
young woman one night after a big 
meeting. She made a pretty speech, an 
I couldn’t think of a thing to say in reply. 
I just stood there dumb, looking at the 
face of the watch. Then, for want of 
something else to say, I made a silly 
remark: 

“*Why, there isn’t any king on this 
watch,’ I said. 

““Of course not,’ the young woman 
answered, ‘the king is going to wear it!” 

“While I was in Connecticut, an in- 
surance company offered me the biggest 
salary I had ever heard of, to become an 
agent of theirs and live in the state. I 
refused. ‘I don’t know anything about 
insurance,’ I told the man who came to me 
with the offer. ‘You don’t have to know 
anything about it,’ he answered, ‘what we 
want is for you to go around representin 
us.’ But I refused again. It didn't snd 
right to pay a man for something he 
couldn’t do. 

“ After a while I began to get homesick. 
I said I was going back to South Carolina, 
but they wouldn't hear to it. I insisted; 
but they insisted, too. One day they 
drove me back to my hotel in a fine 
carriage, and left me there to dress for 
dinner. But I stole a march on them. I 
executed a flanking movement, like we 
used to do in the war. I was outnumbered 
again, you see! 

“I went to my room to dress, but in- 
stead of that I packed my grip, slipped 
out of that hotel and took a train south- 
ward bound. 

“T tell you,” the captain concluded, 
“those Yankees changed the opinion I had 
always had of them! Confederates them- 
selves couldn’t have becn better to a 
stranger. But I was homesick, and the 
high life was more than I could stand. So 
I came home. I wrote to my Yankee 
friends after that, and they wrote to me. 
They kept my watch repaired for me, and 
did a lot of other favors. It was a grand 
experience, that trip to Connecticut!” 


ANP this is the great story that Cap- 
tain Neatherry still loves to relate. 
He tells it whenever anyone sees the un- 
usual face of his watch, and asks him 
about it. He tells it sometimes when it 
is apropos of nothing at all. For it is a 
great story; but not so great as the story 
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of Captain Neatherry himself. I have 
known many remarkable men, many 
merry men, but not one who can surpass 
this old veteran in the bravery of his at- 
titude toward life. He is, I think, the 
merriest man I have ever known. 

For twelve years now, he has lived 
alone, doing his own cooking and house- 
keeping practically all of the time. He 
has no money, and has never had any. 
His son and his wife are both dead these 
many years. But his body is still erect, 
though tottering now; and his spirit is as 
bold and lovable as a spirit ever was. For 
five years or more I have known him 
intimately. Half a century separates us in 
age, but generally the captain is more 
eager for fun than I am. I have played 
cards with him at night until my eyes were 
dim, only to give up at last, while his 
bright blue eyes still sparkled. He has 
never worn glasses. 

All that ine captain has to live on is a 
union printer’s pension, and a little income 
from a small paper, the “South Carolina 
Odd Fellow,” which he conducts. His 
total income has not reached a thousand 
dollars a year ina long time. He can afford 
nothing beyond his two rooms and kitchen, 
which he rents in another’s house. 


Bu he is merry, and never lonely. 


When I first met him I was dmazed to - 


find that he dived alone. -He was always 
neat, generally dressed in a long Prince 
Albert coat, a soft felt hat, fe always 
there was a gay flower in his bitnoshole, 
~ On Sundays he wore a high silk hat, and 
was one of the first at his church. He was 
in good health, looked not only well- 
groomed, but well-fed. Certainly, I 
thought, he must have a devoted wife who 
looks after him. 

Then I began going to his rooms and 
sometimes playing cards there. I have 
never known anyone else to delight in 
“ set-back,” a simple card game, so much 
as he did. 

“Set-back and detective stories are my 
diversions,” he used to say; and then, as 
like as not, he would add some spicily 
flippant remark about himself. It was 
only after the lapse of many months that I 
began to learn his real story, and to 
appreciate his real character. Little b 
little the brave old man revealed himself 
to me. Little by little I learned why he is 
never lonely. Cards and detective stories 
have very little to do with it. Even 
friends do not explain his merriment, 
though he has friends by the score. And 
no wonder, for he is the finest of company 
—nearly everything is funny to him. 

One make hé had come to the Gover- 
nor’s Mansion to play cards. Governor 
Cooper, Colonel Sanders, superintendent of 
the State Penitentiary, Captain Neatherry 
and I made up the party. The captain 
had been havıng trouble with his teeth, 
or rather with his tooth, for he had only 
one visible. But he smoked a pipe nev- 
ertheless, and this night he was playing 
rather eagerly when, all of a sudden, his 
corncob pipe, full alight, turned turtle on 
that one tooth and the fire spilled out in 
his long white whiskers. The whiskers 
sputtered and began to burn. Now, all of 
my life I had wanted to see a man’s 
whiskers on fre, for it seemed to me that 
nothing could be funnier, provided the 
man himself escaped injury. 

The governor reached over the table as 
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Captain James K. Polk Neatherry, of Columbia, South Carolina, has lived alone for 
the past twelve years, and on the most meager income, at that. But he is one of the 
merriest and most popular men to be found anywhere. Captain Neatherry has been 
a printer for more than sixty years, and at various times has conducted small papers 
of his own. He was born in North Carolina eighty-one years ago, is a veteran of the 
Civil War, and the hero of a great celebration held many years after that war by the 
Union soldiers of a G. A. R. Post in Connecticut. The captain is the last of his family 


the captain’s whiskers began to smoke, 
grabbed a handful of them and shook the 
fire out. I leaned back and yelled in glee; 
just couldn’t help it, though I thought the 
captain’s feelings would surely be hurt. 
But he was laughing too. Whiskers were 

‘as funny to him as they were to me, and 
the picture that he presented was so 
comical, even to himself. that he laughed 
until the tears ran down his wrinkled 
face. 

“I’m going to get me a set of store 
teeth,” he said when he could speak, “and 
get a blacksmith to bolt them in through 
the top of my head. I’ve tried store teeth 
before, but they won’t stay in my mouth, 
and teeth in the pocket never seemed to 
me to bé much good!” 


NOTHER night when we were playing 

at the Mansion, Mrs. Cooper came 
into the room unexpectedly. The captain, 
always gallant, tried at once to rise, but 
his old “ Confederate leg” wouldn’t work. 
He seemed to get stiff after he had been 
sitting in one position for an hour or two. 


I saw the predicament he was in, and 
tried to hoist him up out of his chair. 
Tears were in his eyes, but they were tears 
of merriment. Again, the picture he pre- 
sented was too comical for him. His 
partner that night was a stout man, who 
also tried at the same time to stand; but 
he had gout, and couldn’t make it. The 
signe of the two men struggling in their 
efforts to get up was pitiful—or it would 
have been if Captain Neatherry had not 
laughed so hilariously. 

n still another occasion the captain 
was sick in bed. During a Friday night 
he had got up and started for the biccien 
to get a drink of water. He fell on the 
floor, and had to crawl back to his bed. 
All of Saturday he lay there, and all of 
Sunday. 

But the members of his little Epliphpal 
chapel missed him at service Sunday 
morning. Something is wrong when he 
does not go to church. In the afternoon 
two ladies of the church called at his rooms 
to see what the trouble was. They found 
him helpless. (Continued on page 120) 


ADIES and gentlemen—has any 

one of you a pocket knife? 

Thank you, sir. And now, 

ladies and gentlemen, I am 

about to cut this boy’s head off! 

I will begin by hypnotizing kin while I 

sharpen the knife. Boy, 4R-RE YOU 
R-R-R-READY?” 

The rosy-cheeked boy standing beside 
the man in the rear end of a touring car, 
drawn up between the Dairy Building and 
the Grange Building, grinned and nodded, 
a trifle embarrassed. 

Holding up one fat 
hand abowe the lad’s 
head while rubbing 
the knife along the 
leg of his trousers 
with the other, the 


fakir intoned sol- 
emnly: 
“Infelice, gyrometer, 
3. 


hokus pokus—” 

In front of him the 
rapidly growing crowd 
shook with delight. 
This was good to 
hear. After three days 
of clouds and heavy 
downpour, during 
which they had bat- 
tled bravely over inky 

ools from building to 
Pudding. the sun fell 
warm upon their 
backs, and the bun- 
kum of the fair fakir 
as he warmed to his 
task was rewarded by 
easy laughter. 

“He aint never 
goin’ to cut that boy’s 
head off,” decided a 
stout matron with a 
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“Walk 


waist line where they used to be. “I’m 
not goin’ to stop here. I want to see that 
milk Niagara.” 


“Go slang then,” advised her lank 
husband. “I was in there yesterday. Pil 
meet you—”” 


“You come with me,” snapped his wife. 
“Yesterday I hunted for you for four 
hours. This fair is as big as half a county!” 

And it surely was a big fair that was 
held at Syracuse, New York, in 1924. Lots 
of folks there told me that it was the 


A barker doing his level best to convince all within hearing that his 
show is positively and absolutely the most amazing thing in the 
world. The crowd doesn’t seem to be very much interested, but a 
little thing like that can’t dampen a barker’s spirit or soften his voice 


Right This 


Way, Ladies and 
Gentlemen!” 


The call of the “barker” is sure to greet 

you when you enter the fair grounds, and 

though you have heard it all your life you 

can’t help getting a little excited at its 

sound—A veteran in managing fairs tells 

why you attend them, and what you like 
after getting inside the fence 


By Helen Christine Bennett 


biggest in the country: ‘Two hundred 
and seventy thousand paid admissions in 
1923, and more this year if the rain only 
holds off two days now. ” 

I could believe it. While the rain 
poured steadily, twenty-five thousand 

eople had streamed through the gates. 

o-day, with the sun shining, the number 
would be three times that many, and for 
two days I had been on the trail of 
Commissioner Fred B. Parker. From 
building to building I had trailed the 
commissioner, always 
one lap behind. When 
I did catch up, he 
shook his head. 

“I can’t under- 
stand why you could 
not find me,” he said. 
“Tve been around all 
the time!” 

Wise in the ways of 
fairs is Mr. Parker. 
Forty-four years 
back, when he was 
but a stripling, he 
helped his father 
supervise the cattle in 
the home fair at 
Batavia, New York. 
And not a year since 
but has found him in 
some official capacity, 
at Batavia at first, 
and later at the bigger 
state fair in the 
neighboring city of 
Syracuse. 

For the past ten 
years he has been one 
of the commissioners 
for the New York 
State Fair, as well 
as the president of 
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secretary of his own home fair at Batavia. 

“ And I am a farmer,” he added, as he 
gave me this information, “‘and I live on 
a farm. Don’t get an idea that this fair 
is planned only for fun. We have lots of 
amusements; but the main purpose of the 
people who come here is to study. 

“Tf you doubt that, see how the exhibit 
buildings are filled with country people 
examining, criticizing, asking questions. 
I doubt if a farmer goes back any year 
from any fair without learning something 
he puts into practice when he gets home. 
We have a lot of old fellows too, and some 
of them haven’t had the advantages of a 
modern education—but they know soil, 
and stock. 


** (CYNE of these old-time farmers came 

across the cattle barn yesterday. He 

was looking for the show and the judging, 

which was being held in the next Building. 

He spoke to the state constable on duty. 

“**Say, young feller,’ he asked, ‘where 
is the collision?’ 

“<The collision?’ pondered the young 
officer. ‘I hadn’t heard of any.’ Then, 
as light broke on him, ‘Oh, you mean the 
Coliseum! Go right through that door.’ 

“That is the kind of story they like to 
tell on farmers. But at a fair ies this 
there are as many mistakes made by the 
city folks. 

“Yesterday, as I was passing along the 
aisles where they were grooming the cattle 
for the show ring, I stopped behind a 
party of smartly dressed folks who were 
watching. You know prize cattle are very 
well cared for, and these had been washed 
all over with soap and water, and dried, 
and brushed, and combed, and the men 
were just clipping the tails and polishing 
the horns. 

“**Good gracious!’ said one of the 
women. ‘See the gloss on those horns! 
Do you use varnish?’ 

“The farmer grinned. ‘Just plain 
powdered pumice stone,’ he answered with 
politeness, although his assistant let out a 
smothered, ‘haw-haw.’ This drew their 
attention to him. 

“*Oh, Dad!’ said 
the young flapper of 
the party, ‘he's using 
the electric clippers 
on that cow’s tail, 
just as they do on the 

ack of my bob!’ 

“Looks a good deal 
neater than your bob 
ever did,’ grumbled 
her father. ‘Wonder 
if that young man’d 
like to try his hand on 
you!’ 

“This was too much 
for the farm boy; he 
ducked under the cow. 

“They went on a 
reading the names of 
the prize stock— 
something which al- 
ways makes the city 
people laugh, because 
they don’t understand 
why cows and bulls 
should bear such a 
string of names. No 
prince of the blood 
ever had anything in 
names on a prize bull. 


One calf was called 


, 
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‘Sybil’s Oxford Pretty One.’ which is an 
awkward mouthful, but which means 
pedigree to anyone who knows. But there 
was one calf entered this year that drew 
laughs from city and country folks alike. 

Sarcastic Aggie’ i” 


UST then someone claimed Mr. Park- 
» : 
er’s attention, and as he turned away a 


She was called 


doleful voice rang out: 


“T tell you I wanna go ho-ome!”’ 
of twelve 
orse barn, her black 
eyes flashing even while they brimmed 

i. her a thin, acid-looking 
woman was explaining to the state con- 


A pretty little gir 
standing outside the 


with tears. 
stable: 


“Her mother 
woman said, “an 


ave her to me,” 
she don’t mind me at 


all, and I don’t know what to do. 


says she wants to go home; and I don’t 
go home, and I can’t find my 


want to 
husband.’ 


“She won't 


the place where they have all 
the milk, and she won’t—” 

Quietly the state constable 
listened, then led the dis- 
tracted woman to a telephone, 
from which she emerged trium- 


phant. 
(L3 CNE, 4 
Now your mother ain’t to 
home!” she announced. “‘But 


Mrs. Harris is; and she says to 
put you on the train, and if you 
ain’t in in an hour she’ll put 
the police on you.” 

The venom with which this 
was said should have made 
the girl shudder, but instead 


take me anywhere,” 
shrilled the girl. “She stays in one place 
all the time, and I only went on the 
and the Caterpillar, and I want to go into 


was 


the 


She 


'hip 


This 110-pound sweet-potato pumpkin, 
grown by Domenico Sebasto, of Princeton, 
New Jersey, and awarded first premium at 
the state fair at Trenton, weighs more 
than its attractive young custodian. It is 
estimated that from this pumpkin could 
be made 240 open-faced pumpkin pies 
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she turned a contemplative 
eye on the young policeman. 
After all, she was only twelve 

“All right,” she agreed, with a smile 
struggling through her tears, “PI go 
straight home. My mother’ll bring me 
maybe to-morrow!” And, led by the 


ears old. 


5 it 


e 


v; 3 


ij SB 


7 
> 


as 


Examining a yoke of Devon oxen. Comparatively few Devon cattle are seen 
at fairs outside New England, but in New England and eastern United 
States, in the days when oxen were extensively used, this breed was a 
favorite for intelligent and active draft service on the hill farms 


k 


ten 


vinegary-faced woman, the poor child 
left. 

“You were telling me,” I suggested, as 
Mr. Parker returned, “or you were going 
to, what amuses people at a fair.” 

His eyes twinkled, 
but he spread out his 
hands in dismay. 

“Tt takes every- 
thing any man can 
think of to keep 
the whole public 
amused,” he said. 
“ Have you seen those 
fellows pitch horse- 
shoes? Why, we've 
got a state champion- 
ship at that now; and 
you can find a big 
crowd any time over 
where they are play- 
ing. I’ve got a notion 
it is a coming sport, to 
be listed as the other 
sports before long. 

“Is a spelling bee 
an amusement, or an 
educational exhibit? 
You saw the crowd at 
the spelling bee at the 
Grange building? 
You'll always find 
one where young folks 
struggle with such 
trying words as ‘ema- 
nate’and ‘Rensselaer’ 
and ‘ineradicable’ 
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(Above) G. B. Tweede, cham- 
pion horseshoe pitcher of 
Delaware County, New 
York, photographed at the 
Syracuse fair. In this arti- 
cle Commissioner Fred B. 
Parker, who for forty years 
has taken part in fairs, says 
that people like fun, study, 
and apparent danger, and 
that a fair must provide 
all of this and more. (Right) 
Ponies are always favorite 
attractions for the children 


and ‘pseudonym.’ 

“You couldn’t get 
a grown man or wom- 
an to go through a 
spelling bee for any 
reward. But it gives 
them a kick to stand 
there condescending, 
while the thirteen- 
and fourteen-year- 
olds work with the 
same old snags which 
are the mysteries of 
the English language. 

‘Maybe a baby 
show is amusement; 
maybe it is a purely 
educational exhibit. I 


know its been no 
amusement for us. 
The one here was 


called off this year as 
there was some serious 
disease in one quarter 
of the city; but, hon- 
estly, I fight shy of 
the baby shows. We 
started with them in 
Batavia, and we got 
into an awful pickle. 


The American Magazine 


Nobody was satisfied with the judges’ 
decisions. 

“One mother, who saw the first prize 
awarded to a baby other than hers, 
looked the prize-winner over in scorn, 
and then said: 

“““Mine’s the prettiest baby of them 
all; but all them ribbons on that baby 
is why the judges gave the prize to 
him!’ 

“And it wasn’t only at the fair. All 
year long, after the fair was over, those 
mothers made it hot for fair officials, 
charging favoritism and discrimination, 
because they had found that the 
winning baby lived on the same street 
with one of the judges, or that he had a 
fifty-second cousin who had three ex- 
hibits, and, of course— And so on. It 
was too much for us at Batavia; we 
gave up. 

“Now, curiously enough, we can 
have a beauty contest, in which young 
women good to look at try for prizes. 
And although there is a lot of heart- 
burning and jealousy among the con- 
testants and their backers, we never get 
into trouble as we do over babies. 


“It’s great to sit on the grand stand 
when the prize beauty comes through, and 
hear how the women size her up. 

‘“*H’m, she’d never set the world afire,’ 
one worthy matron, who tips the scales at 
a good hundred and ninety, commented, 
as she looked down at the young sylph 
who won first. And her thin companion 
patted her dark hair and assented: 

“*Never did like those bobbed heads 
myself!’ 

“But if those girls don’t make a hit 
with all of the women, they look pretty 
good to the other sex. If any one of them 
isn’t attended by a sweetheart when she 
comes to the fair, she has her choice of a 
dozen before she leaves. Many a youn 
sprig hunts me up for an introduction, an 
makes me and the other old fellows recall 
the happy days of years ago when we had 
to find our pretty girls without the aid of 
the judges. 


bal i JERE is no attraction at the fairthat 

equals the races. Why folks want to 
see racing at a fair more than any other 
time, I don’t know. But we have harness 
races in Batavia in July with a fairly light 
attendance, although it is just as easy for 
people to come to see them in July as in 


Grooming the ostrich for a demonstration of his remarkable speed. 
For a short time the ostrich, making between fifty and sixty 


miles an hour, can outrun the swiftest horse. The full-grown 
bird stands about seven feet high and weighs over two hune- 
dred pounds. His head is kept covered until time for the race 


September, when we usually have our fair. 


“A fair without races has so 
small an attendance that hardly 
any place dares to have one, 
and yet, as I have watched the 
people on the grandstand for 
the forty-odd years of my 
association with fairs, I am 
convinced that ninety per 
cent of them don’t know 
whether it is the 2.05 pace that 
is being run, or the 2.30 trot. 

“They don’t know all the 
details, but they get a place 
to sit down and visit with 
their neighbors, and they can 
understand that a row of 
horses start and some one of 
them comes home in the lead. 
They get a thrill out of the 
‘Go’, and the finish— 
and, best of all, they are 
one with a big crowd. 

“As in all human 
fashions, the fact that 
there is a crowd and a 
grandstand prepared for 
a crowd draws a crowd. 
And the crowds become 
bigger and bigger as 
people follow each other, 
much as a flock of sheep 
do. 

The auto races are 
always the great day ata 
fair. At Syracuse, this 
last year, there were 
seventy thousand people 
on the grounds on Satur- 
day, the day of the auto 
races, as against fifty- 
four thousand, the big- 
gest number, on any 
other day. 

“This interest is legiti- 
mate. There isn’t a 
farmer, or a farmer’s 
boy, on the grandstand 
who doesn’t run a car. 
And he wants to know 
what a car can do, just 
(Continued on page 170) 


Did You Ewer Send a Letter 
And Wish You Had It Back? . 


If so, here are some personal experiences which will show you that you are not 
the only one who has done it!—Out of my own bitter mistakes, I 
have hit upon some rules that safeguard me, and that may 

you against impulsive letter-writing 


safeguard 


UR business long since passed 
beyond the “one-man stage,” 
but I still like to dip into the 
details often enough to know 
what’s going on. 

One of my plans is to have a bundle 
of correspondence pulled out of the files 
every once in so often and 
laid on my desk. No one 
except my personal assistant 
knows when or where the 
pus bundle is to be 
ifted. A month may go by 
without my asking for any 
letters at all; then et dip 
into the sales department, 
or the accounting depart- 
ment, or the auditor’s office, 
or the factory. x 

It is all done in a kindl 
and helpful spirit; at bati 
try to find more to commend 
than to rebuke. But the 
knowledge that I may de- 
scend at any point, at any 
hour, tends to keep the 
correspondence of the com- 
pany from lapsing into 
carelessness. 

One afternoon last sum- 
mer my assistant brought 
in a thick package of letters 
and carbons from the credit 
department. After dinner 
that evening, I returned to 
the office, lit a cigar, and 
began to run through them. 
Now, the world’s literature 
has many more thrilling 
departments than the rou- 
tine correspondence of a 
credit manager. Presently 
I found myself nodding, 
and was about to put on my 
hat and wander over to the 
club for the evening when 
a paragraph in one of the 
letters rose up and smote me squarely 
between the eyes. It was as follows: 


The matter has apparently settled down to 


a question of the veracity of our shipping 
department or your receiving department. To 
put it bluntly, somebody is a liar. Needless to 


say, we have complete confidence in our ship- 
ping department. 

The letter was signed, “Foster Turn- 
bull, Assistant Manager, Credit Depart- 
ment,” and—horrible thought—was ad- 
dressed to our biggest customer in 
Detroit. 

With a sinking sensation I turned over 
the letters that had preceded. The first 
was a brief note from the customer stating 
that his shipment was short in respect to 
certain packages of oatmeal, having a 


wholesale value of about eighteen dollars. 
When such a letter reaches our credit 
manager he settles the thing instantly by 
mailing a credit slip; but he had Been 
sick for several weeks, and young Turn- 
bull felt it incumbent upon himself to 
battle in defense of the company’s inter- 


I Never Read or Answer Letters 
in the Morning 


re NE of the commonest mistakes that busi- 
ness men make,” says the author of this 
article, “is in opening and reading their mail the 
first thing in the morning. I am speaking of 
executives, of course, and not of those whose 
main job is to attend to the mail, and get the 
routine started. 

“When you first come to your office in the 
morning your mind is fresh. You are at your best, 
and that’s the time you ought to give to thinking 
of the biggest problems that are before you.. 
That’s the time to figure out how to expand your 
business, and diminish its costs. But instead of 
giving the best hour in the day to the most im- 
portant matters, the average executive wears off 
the keen edge of his energy and mental alertness 
by reading and dictating a lot of letters that are 
not important. 

“Another good thing abovt leaving your mail 
until afternoon is this: Business callers never 
come before ten in the morning. They leave you 
that first hour free to ‘go over your mail.’ So, 
with no interruptions from callers, you have a 
chance for a quiet concentration that will not 
come at any other time of the day.” 


ests. He wrote rather stiffly, asking for 
further details, to which some stalwart 
young man in the customer’s office 
replied in formal fashion. 

Altogether about thirty cents’ worth 
of stamps had been wasted in building a 
trivial difference up into a first-class row. 
Turnbull dictated a well-phrased letter 
and, technically, he seemed to have right 
on his side. He had defended our honor 
and saved us eighteen dollars, but he was 
on the point of killing off a customer 
whose business is worth several thousands 
net profit every year. 

I penciled this little note on the folder 
containing the correspondence: 

Kindly go to the public library the first 
thing to-morrow morning and read Hapgood’s 


“Abraham Lincoln, the Man of the People,” 
page 215. Bring the volume to my office not 
later than nine-thirty. And bring your travel- 
ing bag; you are going on a trip. 

I left the note and the letters on 
Turnbull’s desk and went home to bed. 

Next morning he showed up on the dot. 

e is the kind of lad that 
you just can’t help liking— 
six feet tall, and broad 
across the shoulders, with 
a jaw that has just about 
as much softness in it as 
the prow of a battleship. 

“Good morning,” he said, 
a bit stiffy. “I found your 
note.” He had the Lincoln 
book in one hand and his 
bag in the other. 

“Did you read Mr. Lin- 
coln’s letter?” I asked. 


He nodded. 


H ERE is the passage that 
I had indicated for him 
to read: 


A young officer had quar- 
reled with an associate over a 
trivial matter, and was up for 
reprimand. Lincoln wrote to 
him, the advice of a father to 
his son—“ Beware of entrance 
to a quarrel; but, being in it, 
bear ’t that the opposed may 
beware of thee”—is good, but 
not the best. Quarrel not at all. 
No man, resolved to make the 
most of himself, can spare time 
for personal contention. Still 
less can he afford to take the 
consequences, including the 
vitiation of his temper and the 
loss of self-control. Yield 
larger things to which you show 
no more than equal right; and 
yield lesser things, though 
clearly your own. Better give 
your path toa dog than be bitten 
by y himin contesting forthe right. 
Even killing the dog would not cure the bite. 

“Mr. Lincoln was a great master of hu- 
man nature; don’t you think so, Foster?” 

‘I suppose so; but if you will pardon 
the inquiry, what has this to do with—” 

“Just a minute,” I interrupted. “If 
there had been time I would like to have 
had you read the whole life of Lincoln 
eek through. Every credit manager 
should read it, and every sales manager 
too. Mr. Lincoln occupied the highest 
office in the world; he had a dignity to 
maintain, and rights to be defended. Many 
oe thought him too easy-going, too 
acking in a proper sense of his own im- 

ortance. That may have been true; 

ut, somehow or other, as time passes, he 
seems to be (Continued on page 80) 
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Something Diff’rent 


The story of a girl who chased a will-o’-the-wisp, and caught it 


By Blanche Brace 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY NORMAN PRICE 


HE last 
notes of 
“Not Yet, 
Suzette,” 


crashed to a 
vigorous end. Hallie 
surreptitiously 
flexed hier slim, ach- 
ing fingers, rubbed 
one tired hand over the other, then bent 
to her task again. At this time of the 
afternoon she couldn’t stop. Already a 
simpering, spinsterish person was coyly 
demanding, “Take Those Lips Away,” 
and a flapper—no younger than Hallie 
and not nearly so pretty—was calling for 
“Me an’ My Boy Friend.” 

“Mush!” she whispered, with a cun- 
ning little grimace of distaste, into the ear 
of her friend Julia Simms, who sold the 
music that Hallie played. “‘Wouldn’t you 
think they would get so they’d gag on it, 
Jule?” 

“What’s the matter with mush?” de- 
manded Julia. “Me, I like it. You and 
Joe had a fight?” 

“Oh, Joe!” Hallie’s intonation and the 
petulant shrug of her childish shoulders 
put Joe in his place. She slapped her 
fingers down on the keys. 

All day long Hallie beat jazz out of the 
tinny piano in the basement of Grogan’s 
ten-cent store. It was her job to sell sheet 
music by sheer noise and vigor to those 
who hadn’t known they wanted it until 
Hallie’s flexible fingers told them so. And 
she did her duty with such energy and vim 
that there were calluses on the insides of 
her pink finger tips. 

“Tf another old maid asks for ‘My 
Snugglin’ Baby’ to-day Ill heave the 
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piano at her!” she threatened, as Julia 
approached. 

‘‘Where’d you get the fine, large hate 
on love?” asked Julia, with concern. “It’s 
not natural in a kid that looks like you!” 

That was true enough. Hallie, drooping 
slim shoulders over the piano, with a face 
of wistful youth, lit by smoky gray eyes, 
and framed by short yellow hair, looked 
like the essence of all the love songs in the 
world. It was her face, quite as much as 
the magic of her flying fingers, that made 
middle-aged matrons in dowdy hats and 
skirts beginning to fray a little at the hem 
squander, on the saccharine bits of sweet- 
ness that Hallie played, dimes that should 
have gone into pot roasts. For the moment, 
she gave them back the lost glamour that 
life had once held for them. So it was just 
as well that they couldn’t hear her un- 
compromising verdict, delivered to Julia. 

“Tm sick of all this stuff about love!” 

“Mean to say you don’t believe in it?” 
Julia’s tone was shocked and indignant. 

“What do you think, yourself?” in- 
quired Hallie, pertly. “I ask you, Jule— 
with most folks isn’t it just a few weeks of 
moon and spoon, kiss and bliss, the way 
these darn songs say, then years and years 
of soapsuds, and stews, and squabbling 
about bills? I notice they don’t make up 
any songs about that! I won’t throw away 
life that way! I want something diffrent!” 


A LITTLE abashed by her own earnest- 
ness, she laughed, and again drooped 
her yellow head over the piano. The press of 
the music-wanting public about her had di- 
minished by now. Housewives were hur- 
rying homeward to prepare dinner; even 
the giggling high-school girls had gone. 


Of their own accord Hallie’s fingers began 
to pick out the notes of a song that had 
somehow got in among the glaringly new 
ones. There had these hede demand for it 
at Grogan’s; but to her the odd, lilting 
tune and the wind-tossed words were 
touched with enchantment. She hummed 
the words softly over in her fresh little 
voice as she played: 


“Over the world, and under the world, 
And back, at the last, to you!” 


Over the world and back again! Hallie 
let her dreaming gaze stray out of the 
basement windows—for it was possible to 
see out of the rear windows in the base- 
ment at Grogan’s. This was due to the 
obliging topography of the Western city, 
the principal streets of which were laid in 
layers, on a graduated series of hills. From 
where Hallie sat at her piano, she could 
see a bit of gray, wind-swept water, a 
section of a big dock, the blunt nose of 
some great, seagoing ship. Into her little, 
tinkling notes cut the throaty whistle of a 
departing steamer. For San Francisco? 
for Alaska? for the Orient? Hallie didn’t 
know. All she knew was that she longed 
to be on it. The wide world invited her. 
And here she sat, chained to a tinny piano! 

Once, Hallie and Norah, her elder sister, 
had spent joyous hours in wonderful plans 
of how they would sometime see the world. 
There were ways of doing it, even for 
those who hadn’t any money. Norah 
knew shorthand and typewriting; and per- 
haps she could find a place as public 
stenographer on some ship, with Hallie 
playing the piano. You never could tell 
what might turn up, if only you didn’t tie 
yourself down. 


Something Diffrent, by BLANCHE BRACE 


In spite of all this excellent talk, ve 
shortly after Norah had met broad-shoul- 
dered young Newt Garrison, she had tied 
keri down with the unwieldy rope of 
domestic life. There were two chubb 
babies now, and Norah—worn out wit 
their care and the work of the household— 
had already lost much of the fragile pret- 
tiness and the gay spirit of her girlhood 
days. She was frequently quick-tempered, 
and Newt, who worked hard as a mechan- 
ic, seemed to have forgotten the language 
of his love-making, and to have lapsed 

ermanently into a self-protective silence. 

ot that they didn’t still care for each 
other. Hallie, who boarded with them in 
the little frame house at Three Tree Point, 
had overheard prosy sentences voicing the 
apologia of married life: 


“Newt, I didn’t mean to snap your 
head off like that, honey. But now that 
Newty’s running around underfoot and 
Sister’s teething, by night I’m that tired 
half the time I don’t know what I say.” 

“T know, old girl. You’ve got your 
hands full. Next year, I hope you can 
have someone in to do the washing. . But 
x ht now, getting the shop started, and 
all— 

“I know. Never mind, dear.” 

“T know.” There was something so 
warm and tender and understanding about 
the homely words that Hallie, overhear- 
ing, now and then felt vaguely lonely and 
wistful. But was it worth while exchang- 
ing the dreams of life for its drudgery just 
to hear one other person say, and mean it, 


“T know”? Hallie should say not! Lucky 


s. 


“Say, sister, those are the songs Noah used in the Ark to sing the baby 
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for her she had an awful example like 
Newt and Norah right under her nose. 
Catch her letting herself in for anything 
like that! 


“Over the world, and under the world, 
And back, at the last, to you!” 


“TISTEN, sister, where’d you get that 
old-timer? It had dust on it when 
King Tut was a lad!” 

Hallie started. Men didn’t often come 
to the music counter. The few who did 
come were apt to be harassed husbands, 
very different from this debonair youth, 
in his immaculately pressed gray suit, 
with matching heather-tinted tie and hose. 
Hallie, inwardly applauding his appear- 
ance, felt that she ought to resent the 
obvious admiration in his eyes. 


hyena to sleep—and the hyena laughed at ’em, because they were so old!” , 
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“Listen, sister—” 

“Im not your sister,” stated Hallie 
coldly. ‘‘Do you want something?” 

Just my hard luck you’re not. Sure. 
I want a lot of things! But what I come in 
to ask for was ‘Ticklin’ Toes.’ Got it?” 

Hallie shook her head reluctantly. 

“T don’t think—” 

“Tt goes like this:”—lithely poised on 
the balls of his feet, he struck an attitude 
—one hand in his pocket, the other ex- 
tended in a nA j esture—as he half- 
sang, half-talked the chorus, with exagger- 
ated emphasis, in a metallic but pleasing 


voice— 


“Let’s go! Go! I say go! 
Go? Where? Anywhere! 
Away from here to there! 

Who cares where he goes 
When he’s got ticklin’ toes? 


Some style, eh?” he finished in frank self- 
appreciation. f l 

‘Very nice, Mr. Caruso!” said Hallie 
demurely. 

“Say, Caruso wouldn’t stand a show on 
the same bill with me!” the young man in 
the gray suit assured her. “So you 
haven’t got it? That’s the way with these 
hick towns! Say, siste if you’d like to 
come over to the Palace some night this 
week—” 

+ “Will you 
for me, miss?’ 

It was the inevitable spinster, arrived 
at the moment when her absence would 
have been most welcome. Hallie dashed 
through the requested song in record time, 
but before be kid finished the young man 
in the gray suit had gone. He had the air 
of one accustomed to having women wait 
for him, rather than of waiting for them. 

“Twenty minutes after!” caroled Julia 
Simms. No need to name the hour. 


ALLIE wanted no second hint. All the 
girls at Grogan’s counted upon spend- 
ingthelast ten minutesof their working day 
in preparations for departure. The wants 
of dilatory customers were attended to 
hastily and grudgingly. Putting away 
wares, covering the counters with elon- 
gated strips of protective denim, removing 
paper cuffs, openly aan 3 noses and 
penciling pretty lips, patting bobbed hair 
into fresh flufiness—such was the real 
business of the ten minutes that imme- 
diately preceded the closing bell. 
“Riding out with Joe?” queried Julia 


play ‘My Snugglin’ Baby’ 


_ Simms. 
“Yes. It saves time.” Hallie sounded 
apologetic. 


The bell rang, and she slipped with 
expert swiftness into her small red hat and 
the smart tweed sports coat that cool 
winds and sudden showers still made 
necessary in gune: Less than half a 
minute after the closing signal, she was 
hurrying through the employees’ entrance 
into the street. Once outside, she went 
more slowly, affecting the gait of a young 
woman of leisure, and regarding the dis- 
plays in other store windows with the 
tolerant gaze of one who has no intimate 
knowledge of what goes on behind count- 
ers. Hallie was playing her favorite game 
with herself. She was a young woman of 
the fashionable world, on her way to meet 
not veryday Joe but the story- 

ro. 
the game seemed even 
usual to her. There was 
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something challenging and sweet about 
the fresh winds that bias into her small, 
wistful face from who knew what far-off 
lands; about the blurred rose and violet 
and green of the sunset in the western 
clouds; about the frail silver slit of new 
moon, like a pallid ghost in the spring sky. 
People on the street didn’t look tired and 
bored and laggingly sure that nothing 
beautiful could ever take place, as they 
sometimes did. To-night they looked 
eager and expectant to Hallie, and their 
steps were quickened, as if to keep tryst 
with some secret joy. 

“I feel as if something would happen,” 
she thought, thrilled. 

Around the corner waited Joe. Broad 
shoulders, a face tanned by wind and sun, 
a grave, clean gaze, 
eyes frankly worship- 
ful when they rested 
upon Hallie’s small 
self. He grinned de- 
lightedly, and Hallie, 


“Tired?” shouted Joe above the roar of 
the truck, as he manipulated it through a 
cleft in the traffic. 

“A little,” Hallie admitted. 

Quite suddenly she was—tired of the 
truck, of Joe, much as she liked him, of 
the insistent commonplaceness of life. The 
noisy engine jeered at Hallie, mocked her 
thoughts of travel, her dreams of gran- 
deur; the only good thing about it was the 
fact that it made it almost impossible for 
them to talk. Of late, Hallie had been 
more than a little afraid of what Joe 
might be going to say. When he did say 
it, she would have to tell him how she 
felt about being tied down, and Joe would 
be hurt, of course, and angry, and she’d 
have to give up seeing him so much. 


She had already become an accepted part of the chance-assembled, 


open-hearted family behind the scenes. . 


. . Only the sullen-faced girl 


who played the accompaniments for America’s favorite still held aloof 


after a furtive glance about her to see if 
she was observed, permitted him to help 
her into his truck, the shiny new truck 
which Joe so proudly called the old boat. 
Hallie hoped that they wouldn’t pass any- 
one she knew, as she sat, humiliatedly 
still, next the neat blue-serge shoulders of 
the truck’s driver and owner. She had not 
the slightest suspicion that Joe wore the 
blue-serge coat—his best one—only while 
she was with him, replacing it with a 
jumper when she had gone. 


Hallie didn’t want to give up seeing Joe. 

“Be out on the beach after dinner?” 
His tone was pleading as he helped Hallie 
out of the truck in the driveway between 
his own little summer shack and the 
Garrison bungalow next door. 

“Maybe.” Hallie was noncommittal. 

As she paused in the tiny square box of 
a hall to take off her hat and her coat, she 
heard her sister’s tired, irritated voice in 
the breakfast nook that was the only din- 
ing-room the bungalow afforded. 


Something Diffrent, by BLANCHE BRACE 


“See anyone I know to-day, Newt?” 

“No.” The brief negative of a hungry 
man disinclined for conversation at the 
expense of his appetite. 

‘Do anything out of the usual?” Norah 
was always starved for news. 

oe No. ” 

“Well, my word! Didn’t anything hap- 
pen at all?” 


o. 

“No! No! No!” mimicked Norah, 
angrily. ‘‘You’re as full of chatter as a 
clam, aren’t you?” 

“Sorry, honey,” apologized Newt Gar- 
rison, good-naturedly. “When I’m eating 
one of your fine dinners I’m not very 
good company, I guess.” 

“Good company!” jeered Norah. “Say, 
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compared with you, the wooden Indian 
outside a cigar store is a cut-up! Hello, 
Hallie. Thank goodness, you've got a 
tongue in your head! 

n shovldi't have sung out that way 
at Newt!” she admitted remorsefully, 
as she and Hallie did the dishes together. 
*t Newtť’s tired and hungry when he gets 
home. Going out on the beach?” 

“Joe wanted me to,” said Hallie, un- 
certainly. 

“You go,” advised Norah. “Joe’s a 
good boy—a good, steady boy.” 

“PIl say he is!” There was the light 
lash of scorn in Hallie’s voice. ‘‘Steady’s 
the word!” 

“A pretty good word, too, let me tell 
ou that, miss!” scolded Norah vigorous- 
y- “Joe’s got a head on hin, saving up 

and getting the land next door, and set- 


tling his dad’s debts, and getting the truck 
paid for, and all.. You don’t deserve a 
grand, sensible lad like Joe!” 

“But, Sis!” There was appeal in Hal- 
lie’s voice. “‘ You used to want something 
diff’rent, too! Have you forgotten how 
we planned to travel, and all? Don’t you 
ever wish—” 

“Ssh!” Norah listened, intently. “It’s 
Sister again. She’s got another one almost 
through, poor little kid.” 


(THERE didn’t seem to be anything else 
to do but to go out on the beach, after 
all. Hallie caught up a fuzzy white sweater 
and went slowly forth to where Joe had 
been patiently waiting for her for the 
last half-hour. They took their usual 


places on their especial confab drift-log. 
“Nifty nihe commented Joe. 


It was. The little, silvery new moon 
hovered shyly over an immensity of water, 
wraith-like in the dimness. Behind the 
small lighted bungalows, like dolls’ houses 
on the beach: loomed the blackness of the 
woods. Spring smells blew softly out to 
their salty haven—the delicate odor of 
lingering dogwood in some shady spot, 
the languorous scent of syringa, the hum- 
bler sweetness of the rambler rose. 

“Tide’s coming in.” Hallie tucked her 
small feet, in their pretty, foolish shoes, 
snugly under her. “Always coming or 
going, the sea! Wouldn’t you like to go 
along with it, jo and see the things it 
sees—desert islands and cities ’way the 
other side of the world, and all?” 

“Tt suits me pretty well right here,” 
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declared Joe contentedly; “I like this.” 

“Well, I’m not going to stay here in a 
rut all my days!” vowed Hallie fiercely. 
“Some day I’m going to travel and see 
the world!” 

“You couldn’t go knocking around all 
alone, a little thing like you.” Joe was 
tenderly protective. “And you'd never 
find any place prettier than this, no matter 
where you went. Hallie, Iwas thinking 
that by fall PII maybe have enough money 
to build the kind of bungalow you like— 
with a fireplace and built-in bookshelves, 
right here, next your sister... and I 
could get a piano for you to play . . . I’m 
not saying it right... . Oh, Halliei” 

But she drew her slim fingers back from 
the dumb appeal of the big, seeking 
hand. 

“I couldn’t, Joe!” she faltered. “I 
want—I don’t know exactly what, but, 
anyhow, something diffrent from just 
settling down and keeping house! I—I 
like you, Joe, but I couldn’t! You'll find 
some other girl—”’ 

“I don’t want any other girl, thank you 
very much!” Joe was just a little ridicu- 
lous in his hurt defiance. Without apology 


or farewell, he got off the log, turned his 
back on Hallie, and stalked away. 

Hallie told herself that it wasn’t her 
fault if he had to go and act’like a spoiled 
child just because she wouldn’t marry 
him; but she awoke the next morning to a 
vague premonition of disaster. Lying 
there, half awake, in her little room, in- 
sensibly saddened by the lonely washing 
of the tide, she meditated on what a dif- 
ference it would make in her life not to see 
Joe any more. Maybe, if it hadn’t been 
for the young man in the gray suit— Of 
course, she would never see him again! 


rE WAS just before noon, and Hal- 
lie’s fingers were flying, her far-away 
thoughts Ang faster, when a remembered 
voice brought a flush to her cheek. 

“Say, sister, (Continued on page 182) 


Why I Am Not Afraid to Die 


By Irving Bacheller 


USED to wonder a little at the 


serene faith of the old; at the cheer- 

fulness and courage of those who 

were standing in the very edge of the 

shadow of death, under sentence, as 
it were, with the day of doom so near that 
they could hear the cocks crowing for its 
dawn. Still, they were unafraid. They 
were just common, everyday folk—good 
men and women but not saints. 

Now as I travel rather lonely—for the 
thought of those who fared along with me 
through the morning and the heat of the 
day and who have left me and the road— 
I wonder no more. I can see that the day 
is far spent, and I begin to feel that 
serenity of faith which had excited my 
wonder. I feel, more and more, like one 
going home. Going home is a good part 
of the occupation of every living thing. 
Home is the pole-star of life on this 

lanet. Jt is a universal, ever-present 
orce. Therein, I think, is a great truth. 

About the middle of the past century 
the crew of an English vessel captured a 

iant tortoise on the coast of St. Helena. 

ts size was so unusual that the captain 
decided to transport it to England as a 

ift to the London Aquarium. Accord- 
ingly the creature was hoisted to the ship’s 
deck and removed some five thousand 
miles from its native island. The shi 
encountered a storm in the English 
Channel. The captive went overboard in 
the sea wash. A tag had been attached to 
its shell. A year or so later, the great tor- 
toise was discovered again on his native 
beach. 

The habits of the salmon, for which I 
go a-fishing every summer, have been 
carefully studied oy the scientists. The 
catch and tag them, and give them bac 
to the sea and its tributaries. It has been 
found that a salmon makes long journeys 
in the ocean and, unless he is caught, 
returns once a year to his home river—the 
one in which he spent his childhood and 
youth. He never makes a mistake about 
that. The tagged fish from the rivers of 
eastern Canada have been caught off the 
coast of Norway. More than once I have 
killed salmon with “seal marks” on them 
—made when they escaped from the jaws 
of those furry bandits of the sea. 

It would appear that everything which 
swims or goes on wing or foot has a 
hidden compass that guides it unerringly 
to its home. This homing instinct would 
seem to be as reliable as the law of gravi- 
tation, and as universal and mysterious. 

Now, the desire for unending life is a 
deep-planted, imperishable thing in the 
gal UE the normal man. In time, if all 
goes well with him, it becomes a kind of 
instinct, calming his fears and guiding 
him toward his heavenly home. In his 
silent thought it whispers to him—a word 
now and a word then—that all is well. 
He gets the faith and confidence of the 
dumb beast in its “compass” which never 
leads it astray. A man is a pilgrim for- 
ever breaking camp. His home is not long 
where he was born. It is where his dearest 
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friends are. When they are mostly be- 
yond the grave, and he becomes aware of 
the fact, his home is there. Ever after, he 
is like a stranger in a far land turning 
homeward. 

This much one may learn from the 
“pinheads” of creation, so to speak— 
those whose habits are governed by the 
mysterious power known as instinct. We 
find, too, that the still more commanding 
and mysterious thing called the human 
intellect is, and has ever been, pointing 
out the way to the heavenly home. It has 
done that as persistently as the needle of 
the compass points toward the North Star. 

The most respectable object in this 
world of ours is the human intellect. If 
one is to take off his hat and bow his head 
to anything on this planet, that thing is 
the mind of man. 

I once knew an old fellow who had no 
respect for his neighbors. They were good 
people—much better than he was. Let us 
call him Mr. Self. I wondered about it, 
until I learned that the man had so 
much faith in his own greatness and that 
of his family that he had none for other 
folks. There was nothing before or behind 
him but Selfs. Every event in history 
worth while had been accomplished by the 
Selfs, it would seem. They had even 
rushed to the front and won the Civil 
War. ' 

There are many Mr. Selfs of varying 
capacity in life and history. Some of them 
are exceedingly clever men. One of them 
was Voltaire. 


FTER much observation I seem to 

have learned that humility is the be- 

ginning of wisdom, and conceit the cause 
of spiritual infidelity. 

Some men have no capacity for dis- 
trusting their own judgments. They elect 
themselves to the office of Supreme Jus- 
tice of the Universe. Their conceit reaches 
out through infinitudes of time and space 
and law, and renders its decision. It is, in 
effect, that the rest of mankind, even the 
wisest, have been fools. 

What an amount of respect for his own 
judgment must one have who puts it above 
that of the innumerable dead, many of 
whom have won immortal fame! If you 
rebuke him, he will appoint himself an- 
otler Galileo. Is he not like the young 
sophomore in college who tries God in the 
court of his youthful intellect, and con- 
demns Him to insignificance and oblivion? 

Every one of the great intellects of the 
past, so far as I can learn, from Homer to 
Abraham Lincoln, had a common faith in 
the soul of man and in its existence after 
death. 

If we try to find exceptions to this rule, 
the names of Voltaire and Paine will occur 
to us. Yet their contention was mainly 
against orthodoxy. Their attitude would 
seem to be that of the Pagan deists. So 
their authority, rather questionable at 
best, falls within the limit I have named. 
Milton expresses well the view of a com- 
manding intellect as to the origin of all 


t accomplishment. He has written of 
is noblest creation these words: 


A work not to be raised from the heat of 
youth or the vapors of wine; nor to be obtained 
of Memory and her siren daughters, but by 
devout prayer to the Etemal Spirit, who can 
enrich with all utterance and knowledge, and 
who sends out His seraphim with the hallowed 
fires of His altar to touch and purify the lips of 
whom He will. 


I cannot believe that such men were 
fools, the sport and plaything of some 
power which delights in filling the mind of 
man with false hanes and cheering him 
with deception. I cannot help thinking 
that the common conviction of the best 
intellects of all time must be founded 
upon the truth. So, unless I am prepared 
to acknowledge that I have a vast conceit 
of myself, I must believe that there is a 
God, and a soul in man destined to live 
after the event we call death, if it be 
worth saving. 

Many a man have I seen nearing death; 
but never have I seen one who betrayed 
the least fear of it. The memory of these 
brave ones suggested to me the closing 
lines in Eben Holden. An unconscious, 
even an unbidden, faith seems to come to 
those who need it. I suppose there are 
some who have sold or slain their own 
souls so that they have nothing to be 
saved, but I do not believe there will be 
anything like the amount of damnation in 
the world to come which many of us 
expect. 

enjamin Franklin wrote: “I believe 
that the great multitude at the Day of 
Judgment who are expecting to see their 
neighbors damned will have to rest con- 
tent with their own salvation.” 

The truth is our judgments are likely 
to be much at fault. 

I remember returning to my home once 
in my boyhood after a day of sinful self- 
indulgence. I had a heavy sense of guilt, 
increased by two or three cheerful lies. 
Suddenly I discovered that I was not fool- 
ing my father. In an hour of suffering and 
repentance I began to know how much my 
father loved me. The whole incident has 
been a great help to me. If he had turned 
me away from his home and heart forever, 
what would I think of him now? If this 
world has learned anything, is it not that 
love and mercy are the greatest things we 
know? Shall we not believe that our 
Heavenly Father has them and is most 
generous with them? 


ONE evening, some twen 
I met the reverend and 
Minot J. Savage. He had read a 
mine which interested him. 

“I wish that we could sit down together 
some day for a long talk,” he said. 

“Come out to my place for a night, 
and we'll have a talking match,” I an- 
swered. 

“Td love that, but I haven’t time now 
for such a pleasure.” He went on, “It 
reminds me of a story: Edward Everett 
Hale and I had (Continued on page 165) 


r years ago, 
istinguished 
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SINCE his first book, “The Master of Silence,” was 
published, in 1890, Mr. Bacheller has written twent 

novels, among the best known being “Eben Holden,” 
“D’ri and I,” “Darrel of the Blessed Isles,” “A Man 


for the Ages,” and “In the Days of Poor Richard.” 
Hundreds of thousands of copies of the last two, one 
of which deals with the life of Lincoln, and the other 


Irving Bacheller 


with Benjamin Franklin, have been sold. Mr. Bach- 
eller was born at Pierpont, New York, September 
26th, 1859. He was for years a newspaper man in 
New York City, serving from 1898 to 1900 as one of 
the editors of the New York “World.” His latest 
book, “Father Abraham,” is a story of the Civil 
War. His present home is in Riverside, Connecticut, 
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BLANK & STOLLER 


Rose Falls Bres 


MRS. BRES, who is president of the National 
Women Lawyers’ Association, was a pioneer among 
women lawyers south of the Mason and Dixon Line. 
When she was barely out of her teens, she passed the 
bar examinations in Louisiana, her native state, and 
hung out her shingle in New Orleans. At first, many 


{oke But as time went on, her ability came to be 
ooked upon with decided respect. All this happened 


some twenty-five years ago. Since that time, Mrs. 
Bres has practiced in several Southern states, even- 
tually settling in New York City, where she now hasa 
large clientele: She has always devoted herself prin- 
cipally to the problems of women. 


iit lawyers were inclined to take her practice as a 


aa 


I Learned About Women 
" From Law | 


In my twenty-five years as a practicing attorney I have discovered that women 
generally are more mercenary than men, more mysterious, and fre- 
quently more lawless — Some other discoveries I have made 
about my own sex, and how I explain them 


EEN without their wrappings of 
artifice and their trappings of 
uile, stripped of all thet small 
eminine foibles and pretenses, 
what kind of creatures are women, 
anyhow? What are some of the basic 
characteristics shared by the sex? In what 
essential particulars do they differ from 
men? 
_ I have spent the greater part of my life 
in the study of my sex; but I frankly admit 
that the question is a poser. For the past 
twenty-three of my twenty-five years’ 
pencrice of the law, I have studied women. 
have seldom felt entirely at ease, entirely 
sure of myself and my case, entirely 
convinced that something new and damag- 
ing to the issue at stake might not be 
exploded like a bomb, when J had a woman 
on the stand. Nobody can ever make me 
believe that my own is not a surprising 


This does not mean that my opinion of 
womankind is a derogatory one. I am 
trying to give an unbiased analysis of 
women as clients, based upon my knowl- 
edge of them in this capacity for the past 
quarter of a century. 

Thousands of women have brought 
their problems to me. I can safely say 
that I have specialized in womankind 
since the day when I was the first woman 
admitted to the bar south of the Mason 
and Dixon’s line. It is for this reason that 
I must emphasize now that my opinion of 
women, surmounting all the inevitable 
disillusionment of this twenty-five years, 
remains a high one. The human race does 
not offer us a very wide choice of sexes; 
but I am strongly for my own! 

‘Trying to define women in general is 
altogether too much like trying to define 
weather. Variable—that’s the word for 
both. You would get one definition of 
woman from King Henry the Eighth, who 
found the sex something to coddle briefly 
before beheading; a quite different one 
from Dante, seeking his lost Beatrice in 
the Inferno; a third from Paris, who 
learned about women from the peerless 
Helen, and another yet from Socrates, 
who found the cup of hemlock less bitter 
than the tongue of that scold, Xanthippe, 
his wife. But I feel sure that if Solomon 
had ever been asked to define women he 
would have preserved a bland and colossal 
silence. 

I do not consider, by any means, that I 
know all there is to be said on the subject 

of womankind. I shall merely set down 
the six outstanding characteristics that I 


By Rose Falls Bres 


have found in the majority of the women 
who have been my clients. I do not main- 
tain that all women have the qualities 
that I shall mention here, of course; 
though I think that a large percentage of 
the sex shares them in some degree. 

The first and one of the most important 
characteristics of womankind, from the 
viewpoint of a lawyer, is the one to which 
I have already referred—women are the 
mysterious sex. They are incalculable. 
They never lay all their cards on the table. 
To put the matter into a slangy nutshell, 
it is far harder to know where you're at 
with a woman than with a man. It is a 
fairly safe guess that the average woman 
client is keeping something back. It may 
be a small and unimportant thing, but it 
is as likely to be something of intrinsic 
importance to the case. 

“Now, how am I going to get the truth, 
the whole truth, and nothing but the 
truth out of her?” is the first question that 
I ask myself concerning every woman 
client—not at all because women are 
deceitful, but only because it is in the 
nature of a woman to keep something 
more than her arm up her sleeve. We are 
the circuitous sex. 


[E WAS very early in my career as a 
lawyer that this truth was brought home 
to mein a way that might easily have been 
disastrous. I was sitting alone in my little 
office in New Orleans one afternoon, ready 
to hide the bit of embroidery I was doing 
behind the volume on Torts, in case a 
client entered (it took time for a woman 
lawyer to get well embarked upon her 
calling in those days in the South!), when 
an extremely pretty girl came into the 
room, limping a little as she walked. She 
told me that her name was Miss Willie 
May Stone (of course I am using fictitious 
names here, and disguising details enough 
to preserve inviolate the identity of my 
clients), and that she believed she had a 
case against the owners of the building in 
which she worked. 

“ But how old are you?” I asked. 

“Over twenty-one,” said Miss Willie 
May Stone, rather hastily, and proceeded 
to give me the details of the case. 

he worked in a building insured against 
accidents, which meant that if an accident 
took place within it, the owners were 
liable to the victim of the mischance. 

As she was going up to work one morn- 
ing, the elevator dropped several stories 
with a terrific jar, breaking her ankle and 
severely shocking her. She had been out 


of work for weeks, her system would not 
recover from the shock for a long time, 
and it was doubtful whether she would 
ever be entirely free from the slight limp 
which the broken ankle had left. 

I undertook the case in her behalf 
against the owners of the building, and in 
the following weeks Miss Willie May 
Stone frequently visited my office, usually 
with a good-looking young man in tow, 
whom she introduced as a doctor of the 
neighborhood. 

he girl was very sweet and guileless, 
and I would have sworn—this was early 
in my practice, remember!—that she was 
incapable of the smallest deceit. I felt 
triumphantly sure of my case, for there 
was no slightest doubt of the injury that 
had been inflicted upon her, or of the re- 
sponsibility of the owners of the building. 

Only three days before the date set for 
the hearing of the case, the attorney for 
the defense, who was a good friend of 
mine, dropped into my office, obviously 
very much amused. It wasn’t good busi- 
ness for him to give the joke away but he 
imply couldn’t keep it to himself. 

“You're going to go out of court in a 
hurry!” he mocked. “Next time you take 
a case, better find out if you’ve got 
a case! Just like a woman, I must say!” 

“What do you mean?” I demanded, my 
heart sinking. 

“The girl’s a minor!” he said. “We've 
been in touch with her father up-state, 
and he has promised to give a full acquit- 
tal for fifty dollars. Ha, ha, Miss Falls; 
where’s your case now?” 

He chortled himself out of my office, 
leaving me to face the blackest half-hour 
of my life up to that time. I saw myself 
laughed out of court, heard the sneering 
remarks that would be made, felt the 
injury that would be done to the cause 
of woman lawyers. “Poor things, the 
didn’t even know when they had a case!” 
men would say. : 


[DESPERATELY I sought a loophole 
from the predicament. In Louisiana 
there are just two ways to emancipate a 
minor—by a suit in a court of law, and by 
marriage. There was no time now to bring 
suit for the emancipation of Miss Willie 
May Stone, so that she could legally brin 
suit against the owners of her building. 
sudden cheering thought came to me. I 
telephoned Miss Stone to come at once to 
my office. 

“Why didn’t you tell me that you were 
under twenty-one?” (Cont'd on page 192) 
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NE day, a few years ago, a 
violent storm was raging along 
the coast of Maine. Even in 
the harbor the waves were 
rolling so high that spray was 

dashed to the tops of pine trees standing 
on the shore. Ships lying at the wharf 
were in serious danger. 

In a rough building on the beach an 
anxious-faced man stood by an air com- 
pressor running at full speed. His eyes 
traveled from the storm-lashed water out- 
side his window to an air gauge, attached 
to the machine before him. When the 
needle reached a certain mark he opened 
a valve. The result was magical. 

In a few minutes the waves in the har- 
bor began to subside, although the storm 
still howled with unabated fury. In a 
quarter of an hour the surface of the 
water in the harbor had become so smooth 
that a canoe could have been paddled 
about it without danger. At a line across 
the harbor mouth the giant waves were 
calmed and their force dissipated. What 
had tamed the raging sea? Little bubbles 
of air! 

It was F. W. O’Neil, chief engineer of 
the Ingersoll-Rand Company, who told me 
the story. His corporation manufactures 
machines for compressing air, and tools 
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The Wonders of 
Compressed Aur 


It puts the brakes on trains; it mines coal and iron, 

and quarries stone; it cleans your fur coat and your 

watch and does hundreds of other things that make 

life easier —It has in it the strength of the tornado; 

but that strength has been tamed and put to work 
by engineers 


By Harold Howland 


Chis quiet-voiced, 
man probabli 
about compre ssed ait 


for using it. 
scholarly-looking 
knows more 
thi an any other scientist in America. 

“How in the world,” I asked him, 
“could air bubbles cause the waves of the 
ocean to lose their fury?” 

He smiled. “Let me tell you the rest of 
the story,” he replied. “That will answer 
your question. Some years before the 
occurrence of the incident in Maine which 
I have just related, Philip Brasher, an 
engineer, saw a forty-thousand-dollar 
breakwater which he had built at Brighton 
Beach, New York, smashed to pieces in a 
few moments of raging storm. He set 
himself to solve the problem of controlling 
the sea by some method other than by 
costly erections of steel and concrete, 
which, however strong they were, might 
be overthrown by a storm still stronger. 

“He knew, as you probably do, that 
the dangerous waves are the ‘breakers.’ 
As a wave travels forward, if, for any 
reason, its crest goes faster than its foot, 
the top curls forward; it ‘breaks’ and the 
full weight of the tons of water contained 
in it are discharged upon whatever is 
before it. 

“ Any obstruction in comparatively shal- 
low water will cause a wave to break. 


(At top of page) View taken during the 
construction of the vehicular tunnel 
under the Hudson River between New 
York and New Jersey, showing the soil 
which comes back through the shield 
into the tunnel during the ‘‘shove.”’ 
(Below) Workmen with pneumatic pav- 
ing-breakers demolishing a reinforced 
concrete vault at Cleveland, Ohio 


It may be a reef, a bar, or a sand beach. 
The wave is tripped, as it were, like a 
football runner who is seized by the legs 
and thrown down. Brasher’s problem 
was to trip the wave, and cause it to 
break at a safe distance from shore. Then, 
once having lost its destructive force, it 
would enter the harbor in the form of a 
harmless ripple. 

“He solved this problem by using 
compressed air. He stretched a line of 
perforated pipe along the ocean bottom 
at some distance in front of the harbor he 
wanted to protect. Then, when the storm 
came, air under pressure was sent 
bubbling through the perforated pipes. 
The continuously rising multitude of 
bubbles jerked the feet from under the 


—————erd 
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incoming waves, and they expended their 
force harmessly outside the harbor. ; 

“The compressed-air breakwater did 
effective ‘service in protecting a great pier 
extending nearly a mile out into the sea 
at El Segundo, California.: At this point 
on the coast were rich oil fields; but there 
was no good harbor, and no water near 
shore deep enough for anchoring vessels. 
So the pier was Built from which to load 
oil into the tankers. Two storms which 
swept in from the Pacific told the story. 
The first tempest, launching a terrific 
attack upon the unprotected pier, tore 
away half its length. 

“ Before the second great storm came, 
the comipressed-air breakwater was in- 
stalled. For twenty-three hours the winds 
blew and the waves surged and thundered. 
But inside the line of quietly ascending 
bubbles from the compressed-air pipes, 
vessels tranquilly continued their task of 
loading oil. Although the storm was one 
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of the greatest in years, not only was work 
uninterrupted but no damage whatever 
was done either to the pier or the ships.” 


ELL, it seemed marvelous to me. To 

think of little air bubbles taming the 
‘Titanic rage of the ocean! Just air—the 
poet’s synonym for whatever is weak, 
unstable, and fickle. “Trifles light as 
air,” we say whenever we want to express 
the utmost fragility. 

But as I learned more about the won- 
ders of compressed air, I began to get an 
idea of the gigantic power of this element 
when it is driven in man’s service—and a 
new comparison occurred to me. 

There is nothing weak about the 
tornado, is there? Probably there is no 
force so vicious and destructive as the 
unchained whirlwind, which casts down 
forests like ripe wheat before the sickle, 
and shatters the habitations of men as 
though they were built of cardboard. 
Well, compressed air is the tornado tamed 
and put to work! 

As we sat in his office in a building over- 
looking the wide harbor of New York, 
Mr. O'Neil told me of some of the things 
done with compressed air. 


“ Almost everything that you see-here,” 


_ he said, as-we looked*out over the water 


with its multitude of ships, ferryboats 
and busy little tugs, “from the-vessels -in 
the water to the buildings around us, owe 
their existence in.some way to the agency 
of compressed air. 

- “It helps to bore tunnels under rivers 
and mountains; it quarries the stone of 
which these buildings: are constructed, 
mines the ore from which steel is made, 
and then rivets it into the framework of 
the skyscraper. All of our trains, both 
steam and seers are controlled by com- 
pressed air brakes. Compressed air saves 
wrecked vessels, protects dams from 
driving ice, cleans watches and fur coats, 
transports mail, mines coal, stone, iron, 
and aluminum. The gold in your watch 
was drilled out of the earth with com- 
pressed air, as well as the diamond in your 
ring. These are only a few of the thou- 
sands of uses made of compressed air.” 


, Ok and 
Another view during the construction of the vehicular tunnel under the 


-“ You say it is used in mining,” I asked. 
“How is it uséd?” * 
* Mr. O’Neil got up out of his chair. 
“Maybe I can show you in‘our labora- 
tory,” he suggested. = sit 


p THE long, wide room, filled with 
machinery and scientific instruments, 1 
was shown a block of granite. This stone, 
as you no doubt know, is the hardest 
employed in building. Bestriding the 
block i saw a squat mechanism consisting 
of a sort of cylinder on three legs. Pro- 
jecting downward from the’ cylinder 
toward the granite was a steel rod. 

“That,” said Mr. O’Neil, with a smile, 
“is a compressed air drill. Now, how far 
do you think we can sink the drill into the 
stone in one minute—sixty seconds?” 

I said, rather vaguely, that maybe it 
would go in half an inch. Privately, I 
thought this a generous estimate. I 
remembered once, when I was a boy, 
trying to etch my initials on a granite 
foundation stone, with a ten-penny nail 


(At left) Pneumatic drills biting into 
the rocky bank of the Hudson River dur- 
ing the construction of the roadway ap- 
proaching the Bear Mountain Bridge, 
Peekskill, New York. The holes being 
drilled here are 20 feet deep, and are to 
be used for blasting. Approximately 
200,000 cubic yards of stone were removed 
at this point. Under normal conditions 
one man, operating a drill of this type, 
can bore from 150 to 200 feet in eight 
hours. By the old hand method, one 
man could drill from three to four and 
a half feet a day, and two men from nine 
to twelve feet. The pneumatic drills 
shown here weigh 55 pounds. The fre- 
quency with which the drills are changed 
varies, with the hardness of the rack, 
from a change with every foot of drilling 
to a change with every eighteen inches 
or two feet. The main tracks of the 
New York Central Railroad may be seen 
at the water's edge 


Hudson River, looking away from the shield and toward the bulkhead 
through which workmen enter, and through which cars of soil are taken 
out to be hoisted to the surface of the ground. This picture shows the 
massive circular steel plates which, bolted together, form the wall of the 
tunnel. The platform and stairway lead to the ‘‘man locks,” in which the 
men are made accustomed to the air pressure under which they must work 
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for a chisel and a pebble for a hammer. 
When I wearied, the nail was blunted and 
bent but the granite was unscratched. 

**Let’s see,” said the engineer. 

Watch in hand, he turned a lever and 
admitted air to the machine through a 
long, steel-bound hose. Instantly, the 
raucous clamor of steel on granite filled 
the room. The movement of the polished 
steel drill was so rapid that my eye could 
not follow it; but it did seem to be sink- 
ing into the granite. At the end of the 
minute the lever was turned again, and 
the drill came suddenly to rest. The 
silence, after the deafening row the ma- 
chine had made, was startling. 

The steel was lifted from the hole and a 
measuring rod thrust in. I could hardly 
believe my eyes. The hole was eighteen 
inches deep! 

“Just a foot and a half,” said the 
engineer calmly, “in one min- 
ute. You could hardly push a 
sharp stick into a soft bank of 
clay faster than that, could 
you? 

“Of course, the rate of 
speed you have seen here in 
the laboratory can’t be kept 
up in actual practice,” he con- 
tinued, as I shook my head. “In 
a mine or quarry, the steel must 
be changed when it gets dull, 
and the position of the drill 
must be shifted as each hole is 
completed. But where two 
men with sledgehammers and a 
hand drill could sink six feet of 
hole in a day, the compressed- 
air drill, operated by only one 
man, can do one hundred and 
fifty feet in the same length of 
time.” 


HE three-legged, noisy mon- 
ster wasn’t pretty to look at, 
and it certainly made an awful 
noise, but, just the same, much 
of our boasted civilization is 
made possible by its use. 
“Tell me some more uses of 
compressed air,” I asked, when 
we were again back in the office 
overlooking the harbor. For a 
moment the engineer pondered; 
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then he pointed out of the office window. 

“Do you remember,” he asked, “the 
time when the water main to Staten 
Island was broken?” 


DID remember it. Staten Island, one 

of the boroughs of New York City, liesin 
New York Harbor. It has a population of 
about one hundred and thirty thousand. 
‘The water used by these folks comes from 
the Catskill Mountains, where Rip Van 
Winkle had his famous adventure, and is 
carried to the island through a great pipe 
of iron laid on the bottom of the harbor. 

One day a dredge dropped a heavy 
anchor on this water main and broke one 
of the sections. Instantly a great geyser 
of fresh water shot up through the harbor 
surface and, warned of the damage that 
had been done, the gates on either shore 
were promptly closed, and the entire 


Mining coal with a pneumatic drill in the mines of the 

Leggitt’s Creek Anthracite Company, Scranton, Pennsyl- 

vania. It is estimated that with such a drill one miner can 

do from twenty-five to thirty-five times as much work ina 

day as he could with a hand pick. The compressed air, 

escaping after it has given its impulse to the drill, adds 
to the supply of air which the miner can breathe 


water supply of the island was cut off. 
With its large population, this was serious. 
Something had to be done instantly to 
repair the break and restore the wate 
supply. : 

“Compressed air came to the rescue,” 
continued Mr. O’Neil. “First, the mud 
and salt water, with which the main had 
become filled, were blown through the 
break by means of powerful compressors. 
The bubbles, rising to the surface of the 
water, showed precisely where the break 
was, and guided divers to their task. 

“Then the divers in their rubber suits, 
supplied with compressed air to breathe, 
went down. If you had been in a diving 
suit beneath the waters of New York Har- 
bor that day you would have seen an 
astounding sight. 

“A great cast-iron pipe, a yard in diam- 
eter, with a jagged break in it lay on the 
harbor bottom. Standing be- 
side the fractured pipe, with a 
strange instrument in his hands, 
was the uncouth globe-headed 
figure of the diver. At the end 
of the instrument flared a 
dazzling white flame, naked to 
the water, but burning as 
hercely as though it were in 
open air. Jules Verne in his 
wildest imaginings never 
dreamed of anything half so 
startling as this under-water 
torch. 


“(NE COURSE you have 
heard of the electric arc, 

and how it can cut steel as eas- 
ily as a knife slices through but- 
ter. To repair the pipe, it was 
necessary to cut out the broken 
section; but the arc, unassisted, 
won’t burn under water. So 
this torch, burning a mixture 
of acetylene gas and oxygen, is 
brought into play. The intense 
heat of the flame, coupled with 
the expansion of the burning 
gases, ae the effect of pushing 
the water away from the burn- 
er, so that surrounding the 
¢ flame of the torch is a sort of 
bubble, or bell, through which 
the (Continued on page 108) 
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Before George Westinghouse, an American engineer, invented the air brake, in 1869, freight trains were limited 
to fifteen cars weighing four and a half tons each and carrying a load of seven tons. This photograph 
shows a modern coal train of over 75 steel cars, each weighing 43,200 pounds and carrying 50 tons of coal 


What Your Finger Nails Tell 
The Manicure Girl. 


Red nails usually indicate a hair-trigger disposition, while pale ones are a sign 
of melancholy — Short, narrow nails on a man may mean a grouchy 
nature; on a woman, a tendency to gossip— People with very 
broad nails are likely to be gentle and considerate 


NE afternoon recently, I sat 

opposite Catherine Noble ata 

small white-topped table in a 

manicure shop in New York 

City. She polished energeti- 

cally with the buffer as she told me what 

she has learned from finger tips about 
human nature. 

“Finger nails are a good index to 

character and habits,” she said, reaching 


for the orangewood stick. “And a mani- 


curist can tell you a lot about the state of 
your health, too.” 

During the past twelve years, Cather- 
ine Noble has filed and polished half a 
million finger nails. For no fewer than 
twenty-two persons sit down at her table 


during the course of a busy day. She has . 


manicured famous men and women from 


all over the world. Including tips, her. 


yearly income is over five thousand 
dollars. She is a quiet, courteous, well- 
poised young woman. 

Never during all her experience as a 
manicurist has she been located more 
than a stone’s throw away from the 
corners of Times Square, one of the 
busiest spots in the world. As a very 
young girl, she obtained her first job at 
the old Claridge Hotel. The second: took 
her to the Longacre Building. There she 
remained for seven years. Three winters 
ago she moved across the street to the 

nickerbocker shop, which is the largest 
of its kind in existence. 

With her many opportunities for 
observing all sorts of men and women, 
Catherine Noble has become a keen 
student of human nature. 

“How long does it take to get a line on 
the character and daily routine of folks?” 
I asked. 

“ Well,” she answered, as she picked up 
an emery board, “almost any observant 
manicurist can tell you a lot about the 
tastes, habits, and disposition of a cus- 
tomer after he has paid the second or 


third check. Likely as not, she will know 


whether he lives in the city or in the 
country, drives his own car, and has 
played tennis or bridge over the week-end. 
* Sometimes, too, a manicurist can dis- 
cover as much as a detective about a man’s 
criminal tendencies, just by studying 
him while he is at her table. Even a man 
who has a firm handshake and a direct 
glance cannot always be trusted. Crooks 
duplicate the manners of honest men as 
carefully as a counterfeiter copies coins. 
“But finger nails cannot be faked. 
Like the color of the eyes, they are un- 


-actually seemed .to~feel better. 


By Susie Sexton 


changing. So they are more reliable 
signposts to character than handshakes. 

“A certain type of nail often means a 
definite type of person,” she went on. 
“Long, pink, oval nails indicate intellect, 
refinement, patience. Often, too, they 
indicate blue blood and distinguished 
ancestors. 

“Sometimes short, narrow nails, partic- 
ularly in men, denote a grouchy nature. 
The. person who has them may be con- 
ceited, obstinate, and wrapped up in 
himself. 

“Women with short nails frequently 
like to gossip. In the country they hang 
over the back fence. But in the city they 
have to be satisfied with the dumb-waiter. 
And they may be jealous, also. ` 

:“ Unusually red nails mean a hair- 
trigger disposition. Timid and bashful 
people may have very broad nails. They 
are`the most gentle, and considerate of 


`- customers. Quarrelsomeness is a marked 


trait of some people with unusually long, 
narrow nails. They will find fault on the 
slightest provocation, or none at all! 

“Every manicurist knows that nails 
which grow into the flesh at the points 
and sides are characteristic of the epicure. 
A man with nails like this would rather 
be photographed in the Rogues’ Gallery 
than be seen coming out of the automat. 
Nothing is too good for him, in his own 
opinion. And if he can afford it, he gets 
the best in food and entertainment. 


“PALE. nails are a sign of melancholy. 
Some years ago a man began coming 
to my table regularly fora manicure. His 
nails were completely lacking in color, 
almost leaden. I noticed that he was 
always depressed and blue. 

“One day he said he did not like the 
color of his nails. 

“*So long as you are sad,’ I replied, 
‘you will never have pink nails.’ 

“That seemed to surprise him. Then I 
explained that leaden nails are usually 
associated with a disposition to grieve. 
Pink ones belong to cheery hearts. 

“You look as if you had not smiled for 
ten years,’ I told him. . 

“tI have not really smiled for twenty 
years,’ he answered. 

“Then I told-him to stop worrying and 
cultivate a more cheerful attitude. He 
came in 


he left with a faint smile. One day some- 
one told me that a tragedy of his early 
life had broken his heart. His wife and 


frequently after that, and he’ 
Often . 


his best friend had gone away together. 

“All this helped me to understand 
what the trouble was when he became 
downhearted again. He got deeper and 
deeper in the dumps. Finally, nothing 
would cheer him up. Then he grew 
reckless. I suppose it was loneliness and 
sorrow. One day I heard that he had 
been mixed up in some trouble. He was 
sent to Blackwell’s Island. The day 
after he was released he committed 
suicide. 


" THE finger nails reveal occupations as 

well as dispositions. For instance, I 

can tell a dentist the minute I look at his 

hands. That is because I have been mani- 

curing one dentist regularly for eight 

ears. His nails are always eaten away 
y acids in a peculiar manner. 

“Furriers have a discoloration of the 
nails that is characteristic of their busi- 
ness. This comes from constantly han- 
dling skins and tar. 

“Gamblers and men who play bridge 
constantly have the best nails in the 
world. They are more concerned about 
the appearance of their hands than 
actresses or prima donnas. And they 
give the most amazing tips. 

“Traveling men, too, are fastidious 
about their nails. So are bankers, 
brokers, lawyers, physicians, and mu- 
Sicians. 

“The worst nails belong to machin- 
ists, and men who drive their own cars. 
On Monday morning I can usually tell 
whether a man has been playing golf over 
the week-end or fixing the engine of his 
car. If he has been driving, his nails are 
likely to be badly broken. It is almost 
impossible to remove grease and machine 
oil that have got under the nails. 

“One of the most unassuming men I 
ever meet over the manicure table 
produces Broadway’s costliest musical 
comedies. He is an international au- 
thority on beautiful women. He has a 
manicure once a week. His clothes are 
always immaculate. But he never talks. 
In fact, he goes in and out so quietly that 
you hardly know he has passed. 

“ During conventions, the manicurist 


- has an opportunity to learn a lot about 


men while she is filing their nails. When 
the bankers met recently they preached 
thrift. They practiced 1t,” too! Only a 
few of them gave tips. And those who 
did were economical. 

“Automobile salesmen, on the con- 
trary, are generous (Continued on page 173) 
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He did not answer at once—he stared at her in horrible embarrass- 
ment, wondering if she could really mean this marvelous thing 


The Boy Who Jumped the Fence 


A love story 


By Florence Bingham Livingston 


ILLUSTRATIONS. BY HANSON BOOTH 


ISS NORTON hovered anx- 

iously over the range, ready 

to take up the dinner as soon 

as she heard her nephew’s 

- step'on the side path. From 

time to time she glanced through the 

kitchen window: Fallon always swung 

past the yellow jasmine, wiped the dust 

from his shoes on the mat at the foot of 

the back steps, and entered his own house 

by the kitchen door. But to-night he 
was late. 

She jerked up her head with a violent 
start. The front door had banged. Noisy 
thumps indicated that someone was 
going up the front stairs, two steps at a 
time. : 

“My land!” ‘she gasped, and stood 
rigid, her ears cocked for further sounds. 
They came directly overhead—many of 
them. Fallon had gone into his own 
room, and was prancing rapidly about, 
shoving things, yanking out dresser 
drawers so powerfully that the rusty 
casters raked over the bare floor. She 
heard him tramp into the hall. His foot- 
steps receded; then came nearer again. 
She went to the back stairway and 
called: 

“Fallon, what’s the matter?” 

“Moving,” he explained briefly. “Be 
down in a jiffy.” 

“Moving?” she shrieked at him. 
“Where? What?” 

“Front room. Tired of this one. Be 
down in a jiffy.” 

She flus ed with anger. It was his 
house; but hadn’t she run it for him ever 
since he was a baby, when he had been 
left, an orphan, to her care? _He had 
always occupied the kitchen bedroom. 
She had taken the other rear room for 
herself. The two front bedrooms had 
been exhibits of housekeeping, saved 
theoretically fori guests who never came. 

“I swept the blue room to-day,” she 
wailed. “I don’t want you traipsing in 
there”, . -i5 

No answer. Taa 

A muffled, rolling noise from the blue 
room—the bed being swung around to a 
new position! Then Fallon rushed out, 
dived into his old room again. —  . 

Miss Norton picked up her skirts and 
started. But Fallon, now striding throughe 
the hall, leaned over the upper railing 
with an electric lamp in one hand and a 
small bookshelf in the other. . 

“Yow aren’t needed up here, Aunt 
Selma. PIÍ be ready for dinner in five 
minutes. I’m starved.” He dashed away, 
dragging the bookshelf sharply along the 
railing. . 

Miss Norton wavered. She lifted one 
foot upward; then put it down where it 
had been before. Limply she went back 
to the kitchen, shaking her head. 

“My land!” [she murmured lugubri- 
ously. “And up to now he’s always 


, 


been such a perfectly obedient boy!” 
allon was twenty-four, and he was 
Selma Norton’s life work. She was one of 
those women ‘who like the inferiorit 
complex in somebody near at hand. 
Therefore, from the time Fallon was old 
enough to listen, she had told him that 
he was a worm and a grain of mustard 
seed, and that he mustn’t expect much, 
because heaven never shelled out except 
according to one’s deserts. Not having 
ay ideas of his own at this early age, 
Fallon accepted hers; and by the time his 
mental manufactory was ready to open, 
his aunt Selma’s dicta had rested so long 
on his gray matter and oozed so deeply 
down into it that he couldn’t get them out. 
It had been a terrible thing for the boy. 
He hadn’t been able to hake off the 
conviction that he was less than the 
ple around him; and this conviction 
ad become a tight, hard case that held 
him in, practically concealing him from 
notice. Somehow, the case had always 
been visible; but to-night Selma Norton 
feared that it was cracked, and that the 
young man’s personality was bulging 
through it. That was what worried her, 
for she had hoped to rule indefinitely. - 
With her mind elsewhere, she mashed 
the potatoes and seasoned them. She 
had sapa them into the serving dish 
and was finishing the creamy mass with a 
pleasing sprinkle of black pepper when 
she heard Fallon coming down the back 
stairs. He came very strangely, with 
slumping bumps of his feet on the treads, 
and occasionally some heavy object 
jabbed violently into the plastering at the 
side. Miss Norton’s heart pounded with 
fearful anticipation. ; 


ALLON’S burden tipped into the stair- 
way door while he twisted at.the knob. 
The latter gave precipitately, and he 
lunged into the kitchen, clutching at a 
Pig clothes hamper. Miss Norton’s eyes 
widened behind her bifocals as she took 
in this amazing sight. 
“What have you got there?’ she de- 


manded. 

“Truck. Shelf in clothes press chiefy. 
Say, you’re over-doing those potatoes, 
Aunt Selma!” oe 

.Horrified at the result of her own 
abstraction, she set down the pepper 
box. The smooth surface of her master- 


piece was indeed black with pepper, as. 


was a portion of the atmosphere near by. 

“You upset me,” -she mourned. “Ee- 
chew! What—ee-chew!—are you going 
to do?’ 

*Burn—ee-chew!—burn it,” returned 
Fallon. 

“Wait! Wait!” gasped Miss Norton, 
sneezing and halfeblinded with tears. 
“Let me see what you’ve got.” She 
aa into the hamper. “My land, 

allon, are you crazy?” 


“Aw, get away! It’s my stuf. Sha’n’t 
need it any more. I’m beginning over.” 

“‘Beginning—over?” gulped Miss Nor- 
ton, who had dug the rut and taken 
pn to keep him in it. “Oh, Fallon! 

h, dear, you must be crazy. Why, my 
land, there’s that good green necktie— 
and two white ones. A pair of shoes—all 
they need is half-soles! Books—two 
books! Let me see what books those are. 
And—now stop. You let me poke in here 
if I want to. Why, it’s a nel 
- “You bet it is,” growled Fallon 
savagely. “Stuck my bare feet out on it 
every morning since I can remember. No 
more! I’m in a hurry. Let me go. 
Ee-chew!” 


g AIT?” She strained thin knuckles 

on the hamper. “I want to see what 
you’ve got. It’s wasteful. Ee-chew!” she 
unexpectedly concluded, with a simul- 
taneous weakening of muscles that gave 
Fallon his chance. 

He snatched the hamper away and 
went down into the basement with it. 

Angry and frightened, Miss Norton 
washed her hands carefully and resumed 
her work. She could not imagine what 
terrible upheaval had caught ker placid 
nephew. Was it possible that she had 
lost her hold over him? With a spoon 
that trembled, she scraped off heavy 
layers of pepper and resurfaced the 
mashed potatoes. She heard Fallon sneeze 
down-stairs. He opened the furnace door 
with a bang of iron on iron, dropped the 
chain, rattled the dampers. . .. Presently 
he came back. By the time they sat down 
to dinner, Miss Norton had decided to be 
very calm and auntlike, and thereby find 
out everything. 

“Are you going to sleep in the blue 
room?” she asked with spurious mildness. 
“Um-h’m.” Fallon broke a cracker. 

“What’s the matter with your old 
bedroom?” 

“Tired of it. I’m sick of everything I 
ever did or had. It’s going to be different 
from now on.” 

“What has struck you?” was on the 
tip of Miss Norton’s tongue, but she had 
just sense enough to know that it’s the 
larcest question that gets the smallest 
answer, so she said nothing, merely 
staring at him in a cataclysm of bewilder- 
ment. Something had happened to him. 
She recognized it as a threat against her 
authority; but she waited till after he had 
found how excellent the roast lamb was. 
Then she sprang the test: 

“Mrs. Brigham telephoned from the 
Falls to-day to invite us both down to her 
house Friday evening. We’ll have an 
early dinner, and—” 

“You'll have to get somebody else to 
take you, Aunt Selma,” he interrupted. 
“I have an engagement.” 

“You have—an engagement?” 
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If he had said he had a circus she would 
not have been more astounded. He went 
out very little, and she had never heard 
him speak of an engagement with quite 
this air of satisfaction. Socially, he didn’t 
exist. He had always been so self-effacing 
that nobody knew whether he was present 
or not. There was nothing arresting in his 
appearance. He had the gray-blue eyes 
and the medium brown hair that are not 
so much an individual possession as an 
outfit endlessly duplicated. He had a 
well-cut chin.and a generous nose; but 
these items of possible force had been 
contradicted by his retiring manner. 

“Where are you going Friday evening?” 
she inquired, for of course she still treated 
him as a child. 

“To the Lawton party.” 


EVER, in the twenty-two years and 
ten months that he had been talking, 
had she heard him use that tone. - 

“What? You—you are going?” 

“Why not?” 

“Because, I—I thought the girls were— 
Í thought it was ladies’ choice.” 

“Well?” His new assurance was stag- 
tering. 

“ But no girl— Did a girl invite you?” 

“Of course,” stiffly. 

Her upper eyelids seemed to jump to 
the top of her rimless bifocals. ‘For 
mercy sakes! Who?” 

He hesitated.a moment for her to 
realize the enormity of her implication; 
then prolonged her agony by calmly 
helping himself to currant jelly. After 
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this, he tapped the lightning with his 
little kite. é 

“Gene Farley.” 

“Gene Farley?” Miss Norton dropped 
her fork to her plate and her hands to her 
lap. “Gene Farley!” she repeated, still 
not believing it. 

“Yes. hy not?” Fallon put down 
his own fork, but not limply as Miss 
Norton had, and fixed his aunt with a 
steady look that had a new challenge in it. 
“Why not?” he said again, more loftily. 

““Why—but Gene Farley,” mumbled 
Miss Norton. “She could get anybody.” 

“She preferred me.” 

“But how could she?” Miss Norton 
was stepping wildly now, trying to 
flounder through this incredible morass. 
“What makes you think she preferred 
you?” 

“She invited me.” 

“Oh, dear,” she exclaimed tragically, 
“Tm afraid she’s playing a joke on you. 
Pd hate to have you embarrassed. Are— 
are a good many boys out of town?” 

“Al here, as far as I know,” returned 
Fallon. ‘‘ But she preferred me, I tell you. 
Will you have some more lamb?” 

“No, thank you; I’m not hungry. I 
can’t believe that Gene Farley— What 
makes you keep saying that she pre- 
ferred you?” 

“That’s what she told me. She said 
she’d rather go with me than with any- 
body else in town.” . 

Inwardly Miss Norton groaned, and 
inwardly Fallon exulted. But although 
they were both excited about the Law- 


He bought a dog, a smart little setter, 
. and took long walks at sunrise 


ton party, neither of them foresaw that 
it would be a significant milestone in 
Fallon’s life and would furnish Emmet- 
ville with conversation for months to 
come. 


S FALLON went about his affairs in 
the next few days—he had inherited a 
third interest in the Emmetville Mercan- 
tile Company—he was conscious of a fever- 
ish exhilaration. His real personality was 
released. He felt free, and he was de- 
termined that he would never be bound 
again. He would erase the old Fallon 
Hurd from the minds of Emmetville and 
give them a new one—as if he had never 
lived there before. That meant that he 
must do everything differently. He had 
begun by changing his room, discarding 
part of his possessions, assuming a more 
independent attitude with Aunt Selma. 
Longings that had stirred inchoately, 
emerged on the surface now, and were 
fulfilled. He bought a dog, a smart little 
setter, and gave him the run of all the 
yard and half the house. He had wanted 
a dog ever since he could remember, 
but Miss Norton hadn’t, and she didn’t 
want onenow. Got one, however. Fallon 
took long walks at sunrise, but balked 
about going across the street for the 
morning milk, which he had been doing 
almost since his romper days. Let people 
who sold milk deliver it; he was willing 
to pay more. He bought a smoking stand 
and a luxurious chair, and desecrated the 
blue room with comfort. 

After his first fling he went back to 

liteness with Aunt Selma; 

ut he made it clear to her 
that she had abdicated, 
never again to ascend the 
throne. Instead of taking 
his usual short cut through 
side streets, with a final 
dash into the business cen- 
ter, he now made a right- 
angled detour that too! 
him half the length of the 
main street. 

There was a second rea- 
son why he liked to do this: 
It took him past the library, 
and it was in front of the 

library that the 
magicsentence had 
been spoken which 
had shattered his 
inhibition and set 
him free. He would 
never forget Gene 
Farley as she had 
come hurrying 
down the library 
walk toward him, 
the dappled shad- 
ows of the syca- 
mores playing over 
her white gown 
‘There was a prett 
color in her cheeks 
and she carried a 
parasol of rose silk 
tilted behind her 
dark head. 

She had caught 
her breath as she 
spoke to him, giv- 
ing the delightful 
impression that 
she found it diff- 
cult to ask so great 
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Miss Norton’s eyes widened as she took in the amazing sight. ‘‘What have you got 
there?” she demanded. ‘‘Truck! . .. Sha’n’t need it any more. I'm beginning over” 


a favor as his taking her to the Lawton 
party. That had helped him tremen- 
dously, and it still helped as he looked 
back upon it. But at the time he had not 
answered at once. He had stared at her 
in a horrible embarrassment, wondering 
if she could really mean this marvelous 
thing. 


T WAS then that she had dazzled him 
with two dimples, and beseeched him 
fascinatingly: 

“Don’t say you won’t, because I—I’d 
rather you’d take me than any other boy 
in town.” 

He had lived on those words ever since. 
He knew only too clearly that she was 
stepping outside her usual circle to evade 
some issue; but that didn’t alter the fact 
that she had selected him. So he treasured 
those words, and allowed them to buoy 


him through the days. One can nibble a. 


long time at heavy frosting without in- 
quiring whether there is really any cake 
underneath. í 

It is probable that Gene Farley after- 
ward thought very little about the inter- 
view. Certainly she had no idea what 
her impulsive invitation had done to a 
fellow citizen. She would have been 
amazed to know that she had started 
something which not even she herself 
could stop. It would not have been so, 
of course, if Fallon had been the negative 
quantity that Emmetville had considered 
him; but beneath the imposed reserves 
he had been dynamically alive, his forces 


accumulating till they were ready for the 
first outlet. 

Possibly no other girl could have 
tapped thee, though. He had always 
admired Gene Farley. They had gone 
through school together, and once, when 
they were children, he had timidly tried 
to show her his favor. Laboriously he 
had lined a little basket with maple 
leaves woven together with their own 
stems, and had filled it with strawberries 
that had ripened on a sunny slope of his 
own discovery—a full week earlier than 
in the meadows around the village. But 
Gene had accepted this with the casual 
thanks of one who is surfeited with gifts, 
and the incident had sent the boy scur- 
rying back into his repression. 

As they grew older, Gene’s admirers 
extended well over the town. A few 
weeks before, Halsey Trask had become 
noticeably assiduous in his attentions, 
and Fallon suspected that there had been 
some trifling coolness, and that Gene 
wished neither to invite Halsey nor co 
offend him. With painful candor Fallon 
admitted to himself. that he ranked so 
unimportantly as té-have. been selected 
by this unflattering process. 

Whenever, he met any of the young 
people he was made to feel their secret 
amusement, their utter disbelief that the 
invitation had any sincerity behind it. 
Nevertheless, under his new régime he 
took pains to meet them oftener than 
usual. Because of his marked aptitude, 
he had become buyer for the Mercantile 


Company, and this had kept him some- 
what withdrawn from his townspeople. 
Now he strolled oftener through the 
store, and greeted customers as they 
came in. Boldly he went for the mail 
when the post office was half filled with 
men, waiting till the last letters and 
newspapers should be thumped into the 
boxes. A little titter greeted’ him, and 
Henry Gates, the drug clerk, called out: 

“Hi, there, Lothario! How’d you fix 
it up with Minnie?” 

“Minnie?” Fallon frowned and the 
color crept slowly into his face. He had 
expected some guying and had steeled 
himself to meet it, but this mention of 
Minnie meant nothing to him. It was 
Minnie Thurlow, of course, who lived on a 
farm at the extreme end of the lake. He 
had seen her in school, where she had 
made as inchless an impression as he had. 
She was the quiet sort, too, inclined to be 
plump, with placid brown eyes and full, 
placid cheeks. She had the appearance of 
staring pleasantly, as if she never winked, 
and her conversation was made up largely 
of monosyllables. 


ENRY chuckled delightedly, and 

nudged his neighbor. ‘AWhadda you 
know? Didn’t I tell you there was some- 
thing behind this? He’s in cahoots with 
Minnie.” 

“What are you talking about?” Fallon 
was too much puzzled to let the matter 
drop. 

“Say, gosh!” (Continued on page 74) 
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Going Fast Does Not Always 
Mean Going Far 


This is the biggest thing that Lewis E. Myers has learned from more than forty 
years of strenuous business experience— And Mr. Myers ought to know, 
for he is president of fifteen companies and a director in twenty- 
eight others —“Never use your borrowing power,” he says, 

“to push your business faster than its normal gait” 


HE clock struck half-past four, 
and a sleepy boy crawled to a 
sitting posture on the edge of his 
bed. He yawned, stretched, and 
stared out of the window at a 
sky just beginning to pale with dawn. 

Then, suddenly reflect- 
ing that minutes were pre- 
cious and that the early 
train had a way of leaving, 
whether or not he was 
there to board it, he rushed 
into his clothes, snatched a 
hasty breakfast, and hur- 
ried to the station with the 
few other early-morning 
shadows. 

Most people could sleep 
undisturbed for another 
hour or so; but not young 
Myers! He was one of the 
toilers—a lowly one, to be 
sure—and he had to be on 
the job at the stock yards 
by six each morning. The 
stock yards were twelve 
miles from the Myers home. 

It was in the year 1880 
that the boy, Lewis E. 
Myers, made this heroic 
early-morning scene part 
of his daily program. His 
job was to drive cattle from 
one pen to another, and to 
run errands that older legs 
did not want to bother 
with. There was always 
something for ‘‘the boy” 
to do. He was on his toes 
until five in the afternoon, 
when he set out on the long 
trip home. He never reached the supper 
table before seven. ara 

A full day, to be sure; and tiring, too. 
But the boy’s pay envelope, at the end of 
each month, contained ten dollars. 

It would be appropriate, as a sequel, 
to picture L. E. Myers in the president’s 
office at these same stock yards, after 
having won his way to the top. But this 
story does not run that way. Myers be- 
came a president, but not there. He was 
independent in his thinking, even as a 
youngster. 

“This must be a poor business for me,” 
he reasoned, “‘if it’s necessary to work all 
dav and half the night to make a living.” 

"e changed jobs! ‘ 
nath from humble to high places is 
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undertake much. 


By Neil M. Clark 


never smooth. Myers did not find it 
smooth. To-day he is at the head of his 
own company, which finances, constructs, 
and operates public utility properties on a 
broad scale. Furthermore, he is president 
of fifteen companies, and a director in 


Ambition and Credit Make 
Poor Traveling Companions 


“d NNE of my favorite remarks is this: ‘ The 
fatal combination isambition and credit, 
says. Mr. Myers. 
“I have nothing to say against. either 
ambition or credit, alone. It is their unwise 
combination that is so often fatal. If a man 
_ has ambition and no credit, he can get only as 
far as his resources and ability will take him. | 
If he has credit and no ambition he will not 
But if he has both ambi- 
tion and credit, his ambition is very likely 
to make him undertake more than his ability 
and experience fit him to tackle, simply be- 
cause he can finance it. 
“He over-expands. He blows up his am- 
bition into a tight little balloon. Sooner or 
later, the lance of circumstances punctures 


twenty-eight more. In a striking way his 
career proves that the man who goes 
furthest is not necessarily the man who 
tries to go fastest. 

I was sitting recently in Mr. Myers’s 
office in Chicago. Speaking deliberately, 
as he habitually does, he told me about 
himself. 

“When I quit the stock yards, I got a 

lace as stock boy in a dry-goods store in 
Picsburehi? he said. “That was a big 
advance for me. The new job paid me 
three dollars a week! 

“I was sixteen years old when I 
started at the stock yards, and a year or 
two older when I got the job in the dry- 
goods store. Before that, I had finished 
common school and two years in a 


-cided not to open the offic 


university. I quit school because I was 
eager to get into business.” 

Anathe job or two followed after the 

ry-goods store. It took time and a 
variety of experiences before Myers got 
his feet planted on the proper ground. 

“It seems to me,” he 
continued, commenting on 
this fact, “that many young 
men forget nowadays that 
they can’t have what they 
want—all that they want— 
right away. It wasn’t until 
was twenty-two that 
another fellow and I went 
artners in the electrical 
usiness, and I first began 
to get a little start in the 
line I have followed since. 
We set out as representa- 
tives of the Edison Com- 
pany in Pittsburgh. 

“In those days the elec- 
trical business wasn’t what 
it is to-day. It was a new 
industry. The gas com- 
panies fought it bitterly 
at every turn, and there was 
only a limited market for 
electrical goods. Still, we 
made progress, and when 
they needed a salesman in 
the Philadelphia office I was 
given the job. 


“T HAD been at this three 
or four years when I re- 
ceived an offer from a com- 
pany in the Middle West. 
“his company asked me to 
aria take charge of an office 
which it intended to open in Chicago, and 
I accepted the job at a salary of twenty- 
five hundred dollars a year. I was told to 
go at once to Chicago and stop at the 
Grand Pacific Hotel, where I would find 
a letter of instructions. 

“I remember I had to leave the train 
at Pittsburgh and borrow twenty-five 
dollars from my mother, in order to pay 
my fare to Chicago. When I reached the 
hotel it was Sunday. I had just eight 
dollars and fifty cents, and that, with 
my personal belongings, was all of my 
capital. 

‘The promised letter was waiting for 
me. But instead{of containing instructions, 
it informed me that the company mad de- 

e. y serv- 
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ices, I was told, would not be required! 

“That was a tough blow. I fingered my 
spare change, and reflected that I could 
not stay at the hotel, so I consulted the 
clerk to learn where I could find cheaper 

uarters. Then I set to work scanning the 
Sunday papers for some kind—any kind— 
of job. 

“I landed one by Tuesday of that week. 
A man had dumped a lot of stove parts 
into a warehouse on the north side. He 
wanted these parts bolted together. That 
was the job I got. He paid me two dollars 
and a half a day, and it kept 
me going. 

“In the meantime I kept 
on writing to Detroit. Several 
months passed before I got 
the news that the company 
had reconsidered and was 
going to open a Chicago 
office after all. One of the 
officers told me to come to 
Detroit and talk things over. 
I had very little money, for 
out of fifteen dollars a week 
I had been paying nine 
for room and board; but I 
managed to scrape enough 
together for railroad fare. 


“FRHEY told me, when I 
arrived, that they would 
not pay me twenty-five hun- 
dred dollars a year, as they 
had agreed at first, but eight- 
een hundred dollars, and a 
commission on sales. 

“Up to that time they had 
never had a salesman who 
sold more than fifty thou- 
sand dollars’ worth of their 
goods in a year. So they 
offered me a commission of 
two and one-half per cent on 
the first fifty thousand dol- 
lars of my sales; three and 
one-half per cent on all sales 
between fifty thousand and 
one hundred thousand; and 
five per cent on every- wiLLIAM LOUIS 
thing above one hundred 
thousand dollars. It 
sounded pretty big, and 
no doubt they thought 
it a perfectly safe ar- 
rangement. If I worked 
real hard, they figured 
I might make as much as 
three thousand dollars. 

“ All through our dis- 
cussion I knew I did not 
have enough money left : 
to pay my hotel bill and buy my ticket 
back to Chicago. Of course I was loath 
to announce the fact, so I said I thought 
it would be a good plan for me to remain 
in Detroit a few days and study the plant 
and the product. They agreed that this 
was a splendid idea. 

“I did study the plant, but I spent 
about an equal amount of time studying 
the Scotchman who had charge of the 
money bags. Finally I screwed up my 
courage. 

““*Now, you folks want me to open an 
office in Chicago,’ I said. ‘There will be 
furniture to buy, and space to rent, and 
other expenses. I am a stranger there and 
without credit. Don’t you think I ought 
to have some money to pay for these 
necessities?’ 


Lewis E. My 


a number of positions. 


“*That’s so,’ he replied. ‘How much 
do you think you ought to have?’ 

“I was afraid to set any figure, so I 
said I didn’t know. 

“How would two hundred and fifty 
dollars do?’ he asked. 

“That would be fine!’ I replied. 

“It had been a long time since I had 
had two hundred and fifty dollars. I 
don’t know that I had ever had that 
much atone time before. I paid. my hotel 
bill out of it, bought my ticket to Chi- 
cago, rented and opened the new office. 


ers, head of the Chicago company that bears his name, 
is an outstanding business figure in the Middle West, where he finances 
constructs, and operates public utility properties on a large scale. 
Mr. Myers was born sixty-one years ago in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 
At the age of sixteen he quit college to take a job as errand boy in the 
stock yards twelve miles from his home. For the next five years he held 


“For the first few months I was lost in 
the work. I had been busy while I was in 
Chicago bolting stove parts together, and 
I did not know anybody in the electrical 
trade, nor what the conditions were. So 
at first I spent my time getting my bear- 
ings, and I didn’t sell much. My em- 
ployers failed to give me credit for what I 
was doing. They wanted immediate results. 


“TN APRIL, I think it was, I got a let- 

ter from headquarters. They said they 
were paying me a substantial salary, and 
I was doing very little. 

““Tf there isn’t a turn for the better 
very soon,’ they wrote, ‘we'll have to 
worry along without your services.’ 

“Well, the tide turned. I began to sell. 
Before the year was out, I had sold more 


When he was twenty-two he entered the field “ 
with which he has since been identified, by becoming a Pittsburgh 
representative of the Edison Electric Company. 
an electrical firm in Detroit. 


Later, he went with 
After this company failed, he organ- 
ized the L. E. Myers Company, of which he has been president since 1902 
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than two hundred and sixty thousand 
dollars’ worth of goods. I made between 
thirteen and fourteen thousand dollars 
that year; that is, I earned that much by 
the terms of the contract. 

“At the end of the year I was ordered 
to come to Detroit. 

“There will be no more commissions!’ 
they told me. ‘We will pay you a straight 
salary from now on.’ 

«How much?’ I inquired. 

“* Five thousand dollars.’ 

*“*No,’ I said, ‘not five thousand dollars’ 

“**How much do you want?” 

“*Ten thousand.’ 

““Why, Myers, ten thou- 
sand is more than I’m getting 
myself? said one of the 
officials. 

“T told him that I was 
worth more to the company 
than he was! 

“We finally compromised 
on seven thousand dollars a 
year. That was for selling. 
In addition, they were to al- 
low me to install the appa- 
ratus I sold, and I was to 
make what profit I could out 
of such contracts. You see, 
I was to be partly ona salary, 
and partly in business for 
myself. 


“MHIS arrangement ap- 
peared to me to be all 
right, and I went back to Chi- 
cago and started in. But a 
couple of months later the 
company failed—and it owed 
me a considerable part of the 
commissions that I had 
earned the year before. 

“I never did get that back 
pay. All I had was about 
eight hundred dollars which 
I had managed to save out of 
what they had paid me dur- 
ing the year. It was then that 
I organized my own company 

for the purpose of tak- 
ing contracts for electri- 
cal installations. From 
that start the business 
gradually grew, and ex- 
panded to its present 
size. 
Not without set- 
backs, however. ‘The be- 
ginning was very, very 
small. At first, my capital 
stock amounted to onl 
twenty-five hundred dol. 
lars. After I got a little business to do, I 
hired a man to help me. He assisted with 
the books and correspondence, and I 
thought he was a pretty good man. But, 
as it turned out, he was too eager to get 
ahead. He couldn’t wait to climb; he had 
to jump. And while he was jumping, he 
fell. Here is what ha pened: 

“Wishing to give ed and one other 
man whom I had hired, a personal inter- 
est in the business, I presented each of 
them, on two successive Christmases, with 
two shares of stock apiece. That made 
eight shares between them, while I held 
seventeen. As we grew, I increased our 
capital stock to twenty-five thousand dol- 
lars, and the three of us continued to hold 
our proportionate interests in the busi- 
ness. (Continued on page 133) 
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i ‘Captains Courageous” 


Daniel MacDonald, for forty-one years a deep-sea fisherman, tells of the perils that 
he and his comrades have faced in their constant battle against man’s 
old foe, the Sea — The story of a schooner that sank beneath him, 
and his experiences when his small dory was lost for 
two days in a furious wind and snow storm 


N a Monday. morning in late 
January a trim white fishing 
schooner, the “Elizabeth 
Howard,” nosed out from the 
harbor of Gloucester, Massa- 

chusetts, and turned her bobbed bow- 
sprit east to the open sea. She carried a 
crew of twenty-two men, Captain Daniel 
MacDonald, master, and was bound for 
deep-sea fishing off Sable Island. 

Sable Island is a twenty-mile stretch of 
sand that sticks up in the North Atlan- 
tic ninety miles out from Nova Scotia. 
Seamen call its waters the graveyard of 
the Atlantic. 

Not only are fogs prevalent and gales 
violent and the hidden sandbars and 
shifting shores treacherous, but the waters 
are much frequented and collisions have 
been numerous. Hundreds of vessels— 
incomplete records show over three 
hundred—have been wrecked off Sable 
Island. But in spite of its toll of life, Sable 
Island remains a favorite fishing place, 
because all around it the choice white 
halibut feeds and grows fat, and is easily 
hooked—if anything so dangerous as deep- 
sea fishing may ever be called easy. 

It had snowed that January morning 

when the schooner put out. Many a 

cl was frozen up at the wharves, and 


there was ice in the rigging of the 
“Howard.” But a favorable breeze was 
blowing, and down below in the cabin 
everything was snug and shipshape: 
plenty of coal for the galley stove, and in 
the lockers plenty of things to cook on the 
stove. And what are snow and ice to a 
Glo’sterman when the wind 'i = right and 
the fishing banks are waiting! 

The “Elizabeth Howard” was a stanch 
craft. She measured one hundred and forty 
feet over all, a two-masted schooner, built 
in 1916 in Boothbay, Maine. She was 

retty to look at, and speedy. In 1922 she 
nished second in the American elimi- 
nation contest for the International Fish- 
ing Schooner Races, beaten by a scant 
fifty seconds. The racing fishermen had 
nicknamed her the “White Ghost,” and 
in the snow that quiet Monday she looked 
like some mysterious apparition of the sea 
as she glided out of the harbor and dis- 
appeared into the mists of Massachusetts 
ay. 

The crew counted themselves fortunate 
to be in so swift and dependable a vessel, 
with such prospects of fair fishing. They 
had already been halibutting one voyage 
that winter, and had brought back a good 
catch. Naturally, they expected to do as 
well this time. 


By George W. Gray 


But more than two months later, ona 
Sunday in April, the “Howard” came 
limping home, a cruelly beaten bird of the 
sea. Her white hull had turned gray from 
the battering of the arctic ice, her rigging 
was in tatters from wrestling with the 
hurricane, her decks had been swept by 
waves forty feet high. Her colors were 
at half-mast—that dread sign that the 
women and children of Gloucester know 
so well. Four of the crew had been lost 
to the sea. 

And to. compensate for eight weeks of 
agonized fighting against Heating ice, 
Sable Island fogs and shoals, and a 
combined blizzard and hurricane the like 
of which had not swept the Atlantic for 
twenty years, they brought in the hold a 
paltry 9,000 pounds of fish. 

Nine thousand pounds in a vessel made 
to carry 200,000 pounds—9g,ooo pounds 
of fresh halibut to sell at thirty cents a 
pound—that is what eight weeks’ struggle 
and four human lives bought in aa: 
venture! 

But this is a story old in Gloucester, so 
old, so oft repeated, thatit. is pretty much 
taken for granted there. For three hun- 
dred years, fishing has been its chief 
industry, and there has not been a year in 
all that time when the sea has not claimed 
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its toll of vessels and men in 
return for the harvest it has given. 

The fishing plateaus of the dee 
sea, or banks, as they are ‘alee 
are strewn with the wrecks of 
Gloucester ships. And though 
Gloucester has not gone in much 
for written history, its mariners 
can tell true stories that make 
fiction sound tame. Fortunes have 
been made in one year’s fishing 
and lost in the next, for who can 
count on the steady friendship of 
the sea? 

“Not friendship,” said Captain 
MacDonald, who is’ known to 
allthe fishing tribe from Nantucket 
to the Grand Banks, a veteran 
Glo’sterman and halibutter. “ Bet- 
ter not call it friendship,” he went 
on; “but the sea does give us a 
chance, and that’s all a fisherman 
asks. It’s give and take, and I 
guess the count comes out pretty 
near even in the end. 

“And then, friendly or not, the 
sea’s got a pull to it. Mighty 
strong, too. A fisherman just can’t 
keep off salt water. There’s men 
seventy years old fishing out of 
this port, and good, spry fishermen 
too. Pve been at it since I was 
fifteen, and I’m fifty-six now, and 


I count on fishing a good many years yet.’ 

I asked Captain MacDonald about that 
perilous trip of the ‘Elizabeth Howard,” 
and he told me the story—a plain tale of 


the Gloucester fisheries. 


“TY IIS was in 1923,” he said. “We sailed 
January 29th for Sable Island, about 
five hundred miles from Gloucester—three 
or four days’ sailing, depending on the wind. 
Everything went well till February Ist, 
when we ran into ice. Some of the vessels 
carry a gasolene engine, but the ‘Howard’ 
had only her sails, and i it was a job keeping 
out of the heavy ice jams that could have 


crushed us like a soda cracker. 


“We drifted around for three weeks. 
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The “Orether Spinney,” a fishing schooner, entering Boston har- 
bor in January, 1924, with a cargo of fish, and wearing a coat 
of ice that made living on the boat almost beyond endurance 


LEVICK, N, Y. 


Schooner ‘*“‘Bluenose” heeled 
over in a stiff breeze. (Right) 
Captain Daniel MacDonald, 
veteran skipper, who has 
been a deep-sea fisherman 
since he was fifteen years 
old. He is now fifty-six and 
lives in Gloucester, Massa- 
chusetts. Captain M 
Donald tells in this article 
some of the hazards under 
which the Gloucester fleet 
lands its share of the hali- 
but caught on the Atlantic 
coast. Gloucester has been 
famous as a fishing port 
since the days of the 
first settlement of America 


Couldn’t fish, couldn’t even drop 
anchor and start to fish. Ask any 
sailor, and he'll tell you that 1923 was 
exceptional for the ice that floated 
down from Bafhn Bay and covered 
all the fishing grounds, even as far 
south as Brown’s Bank, way into the 
summer. The whole North Atlantic, 
for hundreds of miles out to sea, was 
afloat with sheet ice. And the ‘Eliz- 
abeth Howard’ got right into the 
thic k of it. 

‘After three weeks our coal got 
low. We put in at Shelburne, Nova 
Scotia, stocked up again, and Febru- 
ary 28th sailed back to Sable Island. 
Nosed around there trying to find 
open water. Slab ice was making as 
fast as the oldice drifted to sea, and in 
siab ice a schooner can go only with 
the wind. Of course if the wind is 
very strong, then you might possibly 

tack a little, but not at any time can 
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Lowering sail preparatory to drop- 
ping the dories. (Right) A pen of big 
halibut. Halibut sometimes weigh 
as much as 300 pounds, but for mar- 
ket purposes, as the meat of the very 
large fish is likely to be coarse, those 
weighing under 100 pounds are most 
desirable. The small halibut, weigh- 
ing around 100 pounds, puts up the 
most vigorous fight when caught 


you work a sailing vessel to win’ard. 
“We found a lake of clear water March 
sth. Dropped a line, but it wasn’t fishing 
panes so we sailed east toward Sable 
sland. Next day the ice was pounding us 
worse and worse, and we turned westward. 
Wind blew up in a gale in the night, and 
we had some ticklish sailing, following 
along the Sable 
Island nor’west bar 
to get clear of the 
thick ice that was 
drifting back with 
the so’east wind. 
“This was the 
seventh of March, a 
Wednesday. Sable 
Island, you under- 
stand, has these 
sandbars stretching 
out to sea. They 
change shape from 
month to month. 
Sometimes a bar ’Il 
be seventeen miles 
long. Next time you 
sound it may be 
shorter and deeper. 
You never can be 
sure. It shifts more 
or less with the 
weather and the sea. 
“Well, at four 
o’clock of that 
Wednesday after- 
noon we had to heave 
to in a gale. The 
wind was something 
terrible to hear, 
whistling and howl- 
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are taken down. 
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ing like a pack of devils. Although onl 
four o’clock in the day, it was almost black 
as night. Great soupy clouds filled the 
sky, racing, it seemed, with the sea, which 
was lashing in foaming combers. Shifting 
back to the so’west meant keeping the 
schooner on the port tack, and here was 
strong danger that we might run aground 


Schooner ‘Elizabeth Howard” in summer rigging. Im winter the topmasts 


A fishing schooner usually carries from eighteen to 
twenty-six men, and in halibut fishing will stay out for a month or six weeks 


' we isk 


on the nor’west bar; so for five and a half 
hours we were carried before the gale 
toward Sable Island. 

“At ten o'clock the gale blew into a 
hurricane. Now we had to get the 
schooner going the other way, or she’d 
smash sure bang into the island. We took 
in the double-reef fo's’l. The ‘Howard’ 
was bobbing now like a cork on the 
waters. One second we'd be on the tip of 
a mountain of water, the next we’d drop 
down into a deep valley. A screeching 
wind was blowing ninety miles an hour. 

Every now and then there was a crash 
as a sea broke over our deck. Rigging was 
frozen stiff, and the schooner groaned and 
creaked so you could hear her noises above 
the fury of the wind. We were drifting 
before the hurricane under bare poles. 

“Just after eleven o'clock a wave 
lashed into the furled frozen fo’s’l and 
swept her adrift. I called all hands on 
deck and set ‘em to work securing the 
fo’s’'l. They were lashing the fore fo’boom 
when, all at once, 
the vessel rose on a 
mountainous wave 
and fell off into the 
valley of the sea. 

“The schooner 
just tumbled, turn- 
ing sideways near 
onto her beam ends, 
spars almost touch- 
ing water, and every 
man on deck was 
pitched into the sea 
—everybody but 
me. The thing that 
saved me was the 
wheel. I was at the- 
wheel when she tum- 
bled, and I hung on. Then the schooner 
righted herself with a wash of return 
water that brought back on deck some of 
the men who had just been thrown over- 
board. 

“But I knew they were not all back. 
That would be too lucky. We could hear 
men yelling above the noise of the storm, 
: but there wasn’t a 
thing we could do in 
that wind and sea. | 
ordered all hands 
below, lashed the 
wheel, and went 
down myself. We 


counted up and 
found four men 
missing. 


“ After that it was 
stay below as much 
as possible. Big 
waves were breaking 
and washing over 
us, and it was worth 
a man’s life almost 
to risk the icy deck. 
Every time a wave 
hit us the schooner 
seemed to sort of 
stumble, and a shud- 
der went through 
her. She groaned 
like somebody in a 
misery. 

“I went up onl 
to chuck the lead, 
for we were in danger 
of running aground 
on a bar. It was so 
rough we had to haul 
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the sounding line down into the cabin, four 
men pulling it hand over hand through 
the companionway. The schooner had 
shipped some water when she tumbled, 
adara wave that crashed over her deck 
sent spray below. We were a mixed-up 
mess down there, coal spilled over the 
floor, and clothes and grub floating about 
in the icy water. 

“We drifted till four in the morning, 
sounding every twenty minutes, wallowing 
along in fourteen fathoms (eighty-four 
feet), very dangerous. The wind gradually 
shifted around to the nor’west, cutting the 
vessel to the south of the island, and just 
clearing the danger zone. 

“By daylight the wind had quieted 
enough for us to hoist a sail. All Ihurs- 
day we rode under double-reefed fo’s’l, 
and got into deep water south of the 
island. Friday was calmer; we laid to all 
day, and started fishing. 


“TAY EIGHT of Saturday, March roth, 

we sighted a fishing schooner show- 
ing signals of distress. We worked up to 
win’ard and found it was the ‘Helen M. 
Coolen.’ She was almost a total wreck— 
masts gone; seams had worked open in the 
gale; deck planking was sprung, and she 
was taking water faster’n the crew could 
pump it out. ‘Two of her men had been 
washed overboard during the hurricane. 
Sixteen were left. There wasn’t many 
inches of the hull above water. 

“We signaled that we’d pick ’em up, 
and they launched their dories and rowed 
for us. None too soon, neither, for just a 
few minutes after they rowed clear of the 
‘Coolen, her hull bobbed, she upturned 
her stern, and with a swish and a gurgling 
went down. 

“We landed the shipwrecks at Halifax, 
took on more supplies, shipped one man, 
and turned back for Sable Inland. Struck 
more rough weather; but got a few days’ 
fishing. Finally, we saw it was no use; we 
couldn’t count on getting a good trip. 
We'd been out two months nearly, and 
had lost four men. 
“Tolose a manalways 
has a depressing 
effect. 

“Even as it was, 
trouble wasn’t fin- 
ished with us. On 
the way home, just 
off Brown’s Bank, 
we got a deck swept 
from stem to stern 
and lost all our 
dories. I found one 
of my men stuck up 
in the rigging. The 
wave just lifted him 
from the deck with 
an upward swoop. 
Lucky for him it 
carried him close 

enough to the rig- 
ging for him to grab 
hold. We landed 
back in Gloucester 
around April ist.” 

I asked the cap- 
tain how it felt to be 
hanging onto the =f 
wheel with his vessel % 
almost on beam ' 
ends. He made a 
wry smile and his 

face went grim. 
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Dories being towed behind the schooner preparatory to setting trawls. The round 


objects are flags called *‘black balls,” or ‘‘high flyers,” used to mark the buoys 
that indicate the placing of the trawling gear. In halibut fishing, two men go in 
each dory, dividing the work of rigging the trawls. Besides the hooks and lines 
there are two trawl anchors, and two buoy kegs and their respective buoy lines. 
Each dory is equipped with a ‘“‘gurdy winch, or portable windlass, used to heave 


in the trawl anchors and the trawl itself. 


Among other equipment are halibut 


gaffs, or stout steel hand hooks similar to a longshoreman’s cargo hook, water 
jar, knife, short clubs called ‘‘killers’’ for stunning the fish,oars, sail, and compass 


“J felt bad. It seemed we were done 
for. I could see my men just pitched off 
their feet into the sea, and the trough of 
it was so deep that the whole schooner 
might have dropped in and been lost 
sight of. And then, there was the calling 
of my men as they hit the icy water.” 

“How did the men act when they were 
tossed back on deck? Did anybody break 
down and cry?” 

“No, none of that. Fishermen are 
hardened that way. Of course they acted 


The harbor, Gloucester, Massachusetts. Gloucester is the seat of the largest 
fishery interests in the United States, and is also prominent in shipbuilding. Its 
permanent settlement dates from about 1633. The town charter was granted 1642 


quiet below, thinking of their lost com- 
rades, and of what might happen again 
any moment. But dying is so nigh to a 
fisherman all the time he’s at sea that he 
just don’t worry about it. 

“Irs my notion that there’s a time set 
for each of us to die, and when that time 
comes nothing can save us. I’ve seen a man 
overboard, and a rope was tossed to him 
and he pushed it away and went down.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Did 
you think that he wanted to die?” 

“Well, his time 
had come,” an- 
swered the captain, 
“and he had to go. 
Pve seen other men 
in calm water, a 
dory pulling right 
up to them. You'd 
think surely they’d 
be picked up. But, 
no, they went down. 
I’ve seen other cases 
where a man seemed 
just done for—he 
wassweptoverboard 
in a hurricane, or 
went down with a 
sinking ship, and 
everybody gave him 
up for lost. But his 
time had not yet 
come, and here he 
would bob up and 
be rescued. Res a 
mighty comfortable 
thing to believe, be- 
cause then you don’t 
have to worry about 
dying. You know 
it’s all arranged, and 
you can’t go acci- 
dentally.” 

(Cont'd on page 125) 


If Signs Meant Anything 
I Wouldn’t Be Writing This Now! 


I have in my palm what is called the most unlucky line in the world—I 
have attended dinners where there were thirteen guests, and have done 
most of the other things that are supposed to be omens of ill 
fortune—But I consider myself very fortunate—How 
- “bad-luck” signs have always kicked me upstairs 


O YOU believe in  bad-luck 
signs? 
if you break a mirror, or 
find that you are sitting thir- 
teen at the table, or realize that 
three cigars or cigarettes have just been 
lighted from one match, or that you have 
inadvertently walked under a ladder, do 
you, like most people, have a little shiver 
of apprehension, even if you are ashamed 
to admit it? Or are you one of those who 
boldly disclaim any taint of superstition? 
I ask these questions because I claim 
to be an authority on bad luck and most 
of the signs thereof. I’ve had the luck, 
and I’ve experimented with the signs. 
Looking back, I can put my finger on a 
lot of experiences in which it seemed that 
fate had hit me undeserved and over- 
whelming wallops. But, as I follow each 
incident through, I find that, in the 
sequel, practically every knock proved to 
be a boost. Bad luck is often only good 
luck in disguise, and when it doesn't start 
out to be that you can usually make it so. 


As the sign and seal of my authority : 


to write upon this subject, I may mention 
that I have in my right hand what certain 
oracles on the subject of palmistry call 
the most unlucky line in the world. It 
occurs, so I have bech told, in the hand of 
about one person out of two million. One 
man I have heard of killed himself be- 
cause he had this line in his hand. It was 
while reading about this tragedy that I 
found the dread line in my own palm! 

It is now twenty-five years since I 
discovered I had it. Has that line, you 
naturally ask, ever had any influence on 
my life—any influence that I can prove? 
It has! 

I was winnowing my mind and note- 
books, one day, for plot and situations 
to use in a new serial story of mystery 
and adventure. Chancing to look into 
my hand, I saw that earliest birthday 
nike, which, in addition to its alleged un- 
luckiness, has been called by some palmist 
“the murderer’s line”—cheerful thought! 

An idea leaped into my brain. I laid 
aside the other plots that I had been 
considering, and promptly evolved a new 
one, in which that line in the hand of a 
bold, bad villain was the central point 
around which the entire novel moved. 
The check for that magazine serial— 
which was three thousand dollars—may 
ne been luck, but it wasn’t exactly bad 


By J. Frank Davis 


How do we know that what seems to be 
bad luck isn’t really the first act in a 
drama of good luck? Out of my own 
experience I can prove that it usually is. 

lost a job, once—the best job I ever 
had up to that time—because of circum- 
stances over which I had no control. I 
was a minor executive in the commerical 
field force of a big correspondence school. 
My record depended wholly upon what 
the men under me did. The policy of the 
management in dealing with its business 
representatives was based upon the hard- 
boiled sentiment expressed in a one-time 
popular song which ran, “It isn’t what 
ou used to be, it’s what you are to-day.” 
rilliant work for six successive months, 
and you got paid for it. A bad slump in 
business for the next two months, and 
you were an ex-member of the outfit. 

I was working for a certain promotion 
in which the duties would not be executive. 
If I had a notably successful summer, I 
might perhaps win it. Instead I fell 


down, and I fell hard: ` > 


I couldn’t help it—which properly puts 
the blame on “luck.” The weather was 
so hot in my territory that nobody wanted 
even to talk about mail education, much 
less buy it. General business was bad, 
some important manufacturing establish- 
ments shut down, and my best two as- 
sistant superintendents were taken ill. 
By August 1st, all hope of promotion 
had vanished. The best I could look 
forward to as that month sweltered 
toward its close was hanging on, by the 
skin of my teeth, to the position I already 
had. With September morn, however, 
came a neat little four-line letter from 
the president of the company informing 
me that my resignation was accepted. 


HAVING. then, no more job than a 
rabbit has a home, I grabbed the hand 
rail of a Pullman sleeper on the first train 
headed toward the home office, and 
jarred the president into shocked language 

y applying for one of the positions that I 
might have won if my summer had been 
spectacularly successful. I argued, with 
logic and reason, that, as the new job 
wasn’t an executive one, my recent record, 
for which I made no hard-luck excuses, 
had no bearing on whether or not Í 
could fill it. What really ought to count, 
I pointed out, was my field record before 
I bossed other men. I told the presi- 
dent I wasn’t asking for promotion—how 


could I, being now a rank outsider —but 
for a new place that he needed me in. 

He gasped, sputtered, barked, made 
picturesque comment on the subject of 
young men with outrageous nerve—and 
gave me the job. 

Hard luck had casually but definitely 
kicked me up-stairs. 


ACOUPLE of years later I had an ex- 
perience with a very great politician. 
Some people called him a statesman. 
What some others felt justified in calling 
him you may judge for yourself—and 
you'll be right. 

He and some business and political 
associates were being severely harassed 
by the sole newspaper in an important 
city in his state, not always fairly. They 
decided to buy that newspaper or, if they 
couldn’t, to start one in opposition. He 
offered me the managing editorship of the 
paper—old or new, as the case might be. 

e aered without much difficulty on 
terms. I told him I wanted to throw up 
my present position and take a rest before 
undertaking the new duties. He definitely 
engaged me to enter his employ at the 
end of my vacation, on a certain date, 
by which time they either would have 
come into possession of the existing 
journal or would want me to begin the 
organteation of a staff for the new one. 

reported to my new employer on the 
appointed day. He greeted me amiably, 
and said, “We haven’t been able to buy. 
The other side won’t sell at any reasonable 
price.” 

“Then we start in immediately with 
the new paper,” I said. 

It was a mere statement of understood 
fact, not a question. The matter had 
been settled and all the details worked 
out. 

“Er—I hardly think so,” he told me 
pleasantly. “Other things have arisen to 
tie up my friends’ capital. So we have 
abandoned the idea for the present. Thank 
you for all the trouble you have taken.” 

“But your agreement with me was 
definite. I have resigned my position, and 
it has already been filled— : 

“Too bad,” he said. “Don’t you sup- 

se you could get it back? I hope so, 

*m sure. If you'll excuse me now—I’m 
ua busy this morning—” 

he agreement had been hard and fast, 
but I didn’t have a word of it in writing. 
I succeeded in retiring from his presence 
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politely. Trying to tell him what I 
thought about it would have been of no 
use. My language would have been 
wholly inadequate, anyway; only a long- 
shoreman, or perhaps an old top-ser- 
geant of marines, could possibly have 
done the situation justice. And my 
emotions didn’t become any less acute 
when I learned, not long afterward, that 
he and his friends had secured control of 
the existing newspaper. 
They had calmly thrown 
me down in favor of other 
arrangements which they 
thought would be better 
politics. 

There I was again, free 
as air from any gainful 
occupation through `sheer 


hard luck. 


PP His time, I tackled the 
really big newspaper 
game. I had never previously 
worked in that business in 
any city of over two hun- 
dred thousand population, 
and I had to break in 
at the foot of the ladder. 
My provincial experience 
counted for precisely noth- 
ing with the brusque met- 
ropolitan city editor who 
started me at twenty dol- 
lars a week as a “‘leg man,” 
than whom there is no 
creature on all the staff— 
bar office boys—of more 
complete unimportance. He 
said he would raise me to 
twenty-five in two weeks if 
I lasted that long, which I 
probably wouldn't. 

In four years I was boss- 
ing my own big staff in the 
editorial room of one of the 
largest papers in that city 
—and crisply telling up- 
starts from the country 
that I would raise them if 
they survived a fortnight, 
which I didn’t expect. 

There isn’t a chance all 
this, or any of it, could have 
happened if my statesman 
friend hadn’t handed me 
that artistic double-cross. 
I really owed him a letter of 
thanks; but he died before 
I ever got around to the 
point of sending it to him. 

I had a winter vacation coming—and 
my wife and I decided on Jamaica. Sunlit 
seas. Tropic palms. West Indian skies. 
All that sort of thing. Never before—nor 
since—had we looked forward with hap- 
pier anticipation to a trip. 

We had our boat tickets, our stateroom, 
and our hotel reservation in Kingston. 
And then, at the very last minute, some- 
thing came up that we couldn’t possibly 
have guarded against. The result was 
we had to forego the whole experience 
and not take any vacation that winter 
at all. 

That was a bit of hard luck that we 
felt pretty badly about. We sold our 
tickets and reservation to a couple of 
friends, and bade them au revoir with 
envious regret. 

The Kingston earthquake, which killed 
fourteen hundred people, destroyed the 
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hotel that we would have been in. Our 
friends occupied the same room that we 
would have had. They escaped uninjured, 
but with a shock to their nerves from 
which neither of them ever recovered. 
Years passed, and a desperate con- 
dition of health overtook me. There was 
a ray of hope in an extensive surgical 
operation—provided it could be per- 
formed by the best man in his line in the 


J. Frank Davis, newspaper man and fiction writer, has kept tab 
for twenty years on his luck, and in the accompanying article 
he tells you why he has concluded that bad-luck signs, while 
interesting, don’t mean anything. Mr. Davis was born in New 
Bedford, Massachusetts, fifty-five years ago. 
responsible positions with several of the largest papers in the 
East, has written scores of short stories and numerous 
His home is now in San Antonio, Texas 


world, the man who had devised it. Now, 


surgical accidents can happen under the 


hands of the best men. I was about the 
hundred and fortieth person who had 
undergone an operation by this famous 
surgeon. Up to that day, no accident had 
ever happened. But one happened to me. 
Not so good! 


Bur because of this mishap, the surgeon 
made me undergo a longer period on my 
back than he had ever thought necessary 
with his other. patients. Probably due to 
this extra rest, I made a better recovery 
than he had ever hoped for in his most 
optimistic moments, accident or no acci- 
dent. Two continents have heard him 
boast about me as one of his star cases. 
Not so bad! 

That whole illness seemed to be pretty 
hard luck. It not only wiped out the 
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humble bank account, but it left me 
physically unable ever to return to my 
old. active manner of earning a living. 
But was it hard luck? If it hadn’t been 
for that health breakdown, with middle 
age approaching, I would never have 
gone into a new occupation. As it is, I am 
more contented than in anything I ever 
before did, to say nothing of having very 
comfortably increased my income. 

I have experimented with 
some “‘bad signs,” and I 
have had unpremeditated 
experience with others. 
Thirteen at the dinner 
table; Friday the thirteenth, 
Skidoo Day the twenty- 
third, and a black cat across 
the path—which presently, 
to make the portent more 
binding, became a deceased 
black cat—and a~-smashed 
mirror. Also ladders, and 
two-dollar bills, and new 
moons over the left shoulder, 
and peacocks. They have 
all come into my life! 


p? you ever sit down 
with thirteen at the 
table, and wonder whoof the 
company would die within 
a year? The first time that 
happened to me the cir- 
cumstances were such that 
I couldn’t help feeling that 
I would probably be Fate’s 
shining mark. 

In my early twenties I 
was leaving the town in 
which I had worked for 
three years, to go to a 
better job in a bigger place. 
Eighteen friends tendered 
me a farewell dinner. It 
rained in torrents on the 
night set. Several members 
of the party were middle- 
aged, elderly, or not in the 
best of health, and six 
failed to show up. When 
we discovered our number 
to be thirteen, I remarked 
—a little shakily, perhaps 
—that I would chance it if 
they would. 

I couldn’t help thinking, 
as the meal passed on 
toward its speech-making 
end, that even if none of us 
slipped life’s cable during 
the coming twelve months the unhappy 
number didn’t presage good luck for me 
in my new home. 

The first man of those thirteen to die 
was gathered to his fathers more than 
five years later, and he was of middle 
age and already suffering from an incur- 
able malady at the time of the dinner! 

In my new field of work I made good. 
Before very long, I was advanced to the 
highest possible position on the paper | 
was connected with, and when I left of 
my own accord, after nearly seven years, 
it was distinctly to better myself. Also, 
in that town, I met the partner who ever 
since has shared my luck for better or 
worse. We have been married more 
than twenty-five years now, with never a 
day of it all, when, if it were conceivable 
that we could find ourselves both living 
and single, we (Continued on page 162) 


All his weight behind his bat, Eddie 
Bryant crashed into the ball with 
the pent-up frenzy of a madman 


The Water Bucket Baby 


A baseball romance 


By Jonathan Brooks 


STRANG 


IL 


T IS at once their work and their 
play. Small wonder that baseball 
gives its players supreme, two- 
edged super-thrills, day in and day 
out, over long periods of time. If, as 
usually is the case, their loves, their very 
lives, beco enwrapped by the arms of 
the game, their absorption is complete. 

If Eddie Bryant had thought of these 
things, he might the sooner have attained 
the heights; or, at the very least, avoided 
the depths. 

But if he had thought more he would 
nct have been Eddie Bryant. For Eddie, 

||-built youngster of twenty-three, 
ed, played, and worked by in- 
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stinct rather than by process of thought. 

“A natural-born ball player, if I ever 
saw one,” was what Watkins, boss of the 
Big Green, said, watching the boy on the 
diamond. ‘‘He can write his own ticket 
for first base. Sweet swinging! Watch 
him step into ’at old ball.” 

“Found him out in the Three-Eye, 
just before it blew for the summer,” re- 
ported the scout responsible for the boy’s 
major league trial. “He come there outa 
college, havin’ quit because all he could 
make at college was his livin’ expenses, 
playin’ football and baseball. Hadda 
make some dough, because he’d fell for a 
skirt. That is, ‘him and the daughter of 


one of them moth-eaten professors was 
awful thick. Old man give him the gate. 
‘No rough-neck athaletes for my fambly,’ 
he tells the kid. So the kid goes out to 
show ’em he can make good at his game, 


even if it’ s nothin’ better’n baseball. Burt, 
man, ain’t he sweet?” 
“If he just keeps that way,’ said 


Watkins, “we have only two other holes 
left in our old ball club. 

“Lissen, kid,” he said to Eddie Bryant 
the first day. “You take the bag, and 
play it, see? I’m watchin’ yuh; but I’m 
tellin’ yuh nothin’, get me? Later on, 
we'll take y’r game apart, and PI tell yuh 
what’s the matter with, it. Next spring, 
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if yuh make the grade this fall, we'll see 
if we can make a first sacker outa yuh f’r 
the Big Time. Whaddayuh say?” 

“Yes, sir,—that is, all right,” said 
Eddie Bryant. ‘I'll give you all I’ve got, 
all the time. If that’s not good enough, 
you're the doctor.” 

“Fair enough,” said Watkins, 

Whereupon the tall, yellow-haired 
youngster went out and played first base 
with all the confidence in the world, 

layed it as nobody had played_it for the 
3ig Green since old Boze Tider went to 
pieces. He was modest even to the point 
of bashfulness, on and off the field. But 
he went into each game to his utmost 
limit, playing out the string of every play 
to the end. 

The resources of the club and the craft 
of Watkins combined in an effort to pro- 
duce a flag contender. Half a dozen 
potential sluggers were dug up in the 
minors, and Watkins put out feelers for a 
good pitcher. Everything moved with 
the smoothness and cool calculation of a 
great business enterprise. 

The Big Green was girding itself tightly 
for a tilt at the glory and gold of the 
world series. 


Btt this is Eddie Bryant’s story. Al- 
most unnoticed by critics busy writing 
world series forecasts, and managers 
thinking anxiously of the next year, Eddie 
played out the season. And then, when 
other players were hurrying homeward or 
lanning to attend the annual inter-league 
attle, he sought out Watkins in the club 
office. 
“Mr. Watkins,” he said, “how about 
next year?” i 
“Oh, we'll try you out,” Watkins re- 
plied carelessly. “Pll send you a con- 
tract, and let you know when to report for 
spring training.” 
“Don’t want any more tryouts,” said 


Eddie Bryant quietly.§ “Had one this fall. 
What I’d like to find out is whether you 
want me to play first base for you next 
year; and, if you do, how much you'll pay 
me for it.” 

Watkins sat up from the desk 
over which he had been slouch- 
ing, and eyed the boy coldly. Could 
this be the same careless, 
apparently care-free 
youngster he had been 
watching from the cor- 
ner n S eye? ‘ 

“T thought you might 
be a ball player,” he 
said slowly; “but you 
act like a hold-up man. 
How do I know you can 
play first for me?” 

“Well, you saw me 

lay twenty-six games,” 
“ddie replied, sitting 
down on the arm of a 
chair. -“I made only 
three’ errors in thosé 
ames.” _ : 

“Yeah?” drawled 
Watkins. “ But yuh play 
the bag awful deep, and 
awful wide. Sometime— 

“Sometime you'll get 
a right-fielder who can 
come in for a fly ball or 
grounder without falling 
on his face,” Eddie inter- 
rupted. ‘And some- 
time, perhaps, this second baseman will 
learn to cover a little ground to his left. 
Then I'll play the bag closer, if you like.” 

Watkins took a long breath and looked 
out the window. The boy had put his 
finger on two sore spots, analyzing the 
team’s weaknesses as keenly as the oldest 
diamond general. And all the time Wat- 
kins had thought of him as a sort of play- 
ful Newfoundland pup, galloping around 
the infield without any thoughtful notion 
of what the game was about! 

“ And besides that,” said Watkins, after 
a time, ‘‘there’s the hitting. How do I 
know yuh can hit big league pitching?” 

“Tve seen most of the good pitchers in 
this league,” Eddie replied. “And I’ve 
hit them for an average of .347.” 

“But next spring they'll eve had a 
chance to look you over.” 

“ And PII have had the same chance to 
look at them,” Eddie persisted. ‘‘ Listen, 
Mr. Watkins, I’m not trying to hold you 
up. All I want to know is whether you 
can pay me enough for playing bascball to 
make it worth while?” 

“Well, don’t worry about that,” Wat- 
kins drawled, lighting a cigarette. “Pll 
send you a contract. And yeu can hold 
the speed you’ve shown so far, mebbe we 
can make a first sacker outa yuh.” 

“Let’s not kid each other, Mr. Wat- 
kins,” said Eddie Bryant slowly. “Either 

ou want me to play the bag, or you don’t. 
If you do, how much am I worth? If you 
don’t, my feelings are not hurt.” 

“I sh’d worry about y'r feelings,” 
Watkins retorted. “Other things to think 
about. IIl send yuh the regular first-year 
contract, for a three-year period, and 
you'll make more dough, if yuh make good, 
than y’ ever saw before.” 

“Can’t afford to play ball on those 
terms,” replied Eddie. And he rose from 
the arm of the chair, and put on his cap. 

“Wait a minute,” exclaimed Watkins, 
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as the boy headed for the door. “‘Sit 
down, and we'll talk it out. If you don’t 
like my proposition, what’s yours?” 

“A one-year contract, and double the 
salary you’ve paid me this fall,” Eddie 
replied, sitting down again on the arm of 
the chair. 

“Hey, what tha— Who d’ yuh think 
4 are—George Sisler?” demanded Wat- 

ins. “‘Nothin’ doin’. Be y’rself, not 
Rockefeller!” 
` “Allright,” and Eddie Bryant grinned 
mischievously. “Pm me, Mr. Watkins, 
p only first baseman who can play the 

ag better than a worn-out catcher and 
hit over three hundred. I’m worth what I 
ask, to me. Am I worth it to you?” 

Still protesting, Watkins agreed to pay 
the bo win > n, 

“Why d’ yuh say alla time yuh gotta 
have this dough?” he demanded early, 

“Because I’m going to study medicine, 
which takes money,” :said Eddie Bryant. 
“And I’m going to get married, which, so 
I’ve heard, also takes dough.” 

“PIL tella pop-eyed pocketbook!” ex- 
claimed Watkins sourly. “ But say, young 
fella, yuh didn’t say anything about gettin’ 
tied up. Wait till y’ve played out a season, 
and made good, see? Pye saw many’s the 
promisin’ young felluh—” 

“All set to go, Mr. Watkins,” Eddie 

rinned. “That is, if the girl sticks with me. 
nd she will. She’s that kind of a kid.” 

“All I gotta say is, there goes another 

romisin’ ball player,” groaned Watkins. 
‘Just when I onek we'd have a chance 
at the flag next year. What’s the use? 


. After I’ve let yuh hold me up, too.” 


“Tl earn that money, Mr. Watkins,” 
said Eddie. 

“All right, kid,” Watkins relaxed, shak- 
ing hands: “Luck to yuh. But if y'r 
wife don’t have any better luck managin’ 

uh than I have, Pll say she’s a bust. So 
ong. 

Watkins went in to the head of the club 
and reported that he had signed the best 
first baseman in the majors. 


AFRIENDLY smile lighting his boyish 
face, Eddie Bryant reported late in 
March at the training camp in Texas. 
Watkins received him in surly fashion. 

“Well, if I didn’t know yuh was a 
bridegroom, I’d say yuh was actin’ like 
an old-time holdout,” he growled. “Why 
so late? Other guys been here ten days.” 

“Tm ready to go.” Eddie grinned good- 
humoredly. 

“Married? Couldn’t leave y’r blushing 
bride, hey?” 

“Well, it was tough to leave her,” said 
Eddie, flushing. “But she agreed I’d have 
all I could think about, making good on 
this job. She stayed home.” 

“ How’d her old man take it—y’r gettin’ 
tied up, I mean?” 

“He fell on my neck when I told him 
how much I’m going to earn,” Eddie 
replied, grinning again in recollection. 
“Said he’d been working thirty years as a 

rofessor, and had only got up to about 

alf of that. He’s for me, especially since 
I told him I’d have time to go on with my 
medical work.” 

“We get in this old flag chase, like we 
look to, and y’ll f’rget about y’r medicine,” 
said Watkins testily. 

The Big Green warmed to work under 
the Texas sun, and when the trip north- 
ward began it acted like a real pennant- 
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Tearing open the envelope, he read the message quickly. 
Then he reread it, and swore softly under his breath 


contending baseball team. One Scroggins, 
a lanky Oregonian, landed as a regular 
outfielder, and took his place in right field 
by virtue of hitting ahlie. Mason, a 
MeGeniale cast-off, promised well in the 
box. But it was the play of Eddie Bryant, 
around first base and at the bat, which, 
more than anything else, made the Big 
Green formidable. 

In his graceful, quiet way, the boy 
covered a world of ground. His fielding 
gave the other infielders confidence they 
had lacked while Watkins was experi- 
menting with shortcomers at first. Before 
the first game of the major league season, 
the Green infield rated among the best in 
either circuit. At the bat, the boy proved 
a power. 

He crowded the plate, but not in a 
tense, strained stance. Rather, his bat 
held lightly at the end of the handle, he 
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seemed to rest at ease, 


standing almost upright. 
But once the pres 
windup sent the ball up, 


Eddie Bryant was all nerves 
set to slash into the leather 
with all his muscles work- 
ing as a unit. He drove 
with all his force, from his 
toes up, and he rode the ball 
on a line. He met it square- 
ly, and, when he hit at all, 
crashed out grounders or 
liners. He rarely fouled, or 
hit fly balls. 

“A sweet, natural hitter, 
or I never saw one,” was the 
comment Watkins made 
repeatedly. ‘And since he’s 
fast, he hits in third place. 
ll drop this Scroggins in 
behind the clean-up, and 
if my first six men don’t hit 
over three hundred I never 
scored a three-bagger.”” 


DDIE BRYANT had 
one lamentable weak- 
ness: He did not fraternize. 
Card gameson the trains be- 
tween cities and series knew 
him not. Picture 
shows in company 
with his fellows of the 
Big Green were stran- 
gers to him. 
“Always writin’ 
letters,” complained 
Watkins to the boy. 
“Or readin’. Can’t 
yuh take a little time 
and give it to these 
other guys, kid?” 
“Well, yuh see, I 
got to study on the 
side,” Eddie replied. 
“And being awa 
from the a: cll, 
it’s a tough life, is all 
I’ve got to say.” 
“Sure, but listen, 
kid, don’t let any of 
these things get in the 
ra, of y’r ball play- 


mean’ t afford to do 
that,” Eddie grinned. 
“Tve got to make 
good. And I’m doing 


“All except fittin’ 
into this ball club, like the rest of the 
boys,” insisted Watkins. “Yuh oughta 
pick out at least one guy f’r a friend.” 

The boy, somewhat abashed, did cast 
about among the Big Green, and finally 
found a kindred spirit in the awkward, 
lanky Scroggins, recruit outhelder. The 
Oregonian, he found, was the son of a 
pioneer family doctor of the Northwest. 


AFTER opening the season with a long 
series at home, the Big Green took the 
road, and Watkins, glad to notice Eddie 
had found a friend, paired them as room- 
mates. The arrangement proved a good 
one. The two youngsters vied with each 
other in their hitting and in their general 
play. The Big Green—after winning a 
majority of the home games—held its own 
on the road. June first found it in fourth 
place, improving day by day. 


On June fifteenth, unheralded by any 
long winning streak, the club went into 
third place. Eddie Bryant, swinging with 
that easy, careless grace, was up among 
the league leaders in hitting, and Scroggins 
followed him closely. Other members of 
the club batted better than they had in 
yeas, And on July first, almost without 

eing noticed by the other clubs, the Big 
Green eased into second place. 

“We're after the big rag, boss,” said 
Watkins confidently to his employer. 
“But from here on in, the goin’ gets 
tougher. All the other guys are watchin’ 
us now. They’ll be layin’ for us, and 
playin’ us out to the limit.” 

“Well, it’s about time we got some- 
where,” was the owner’s rejoinder. 

“Unless I’m mistaken, y’r gonna get 
it,” said Watkins. “All I ask is that 
nothin’ happens to my two kids—Bry ant 
and this long drink of water playin’ the 
outheld. Man, how those babies tie into 
“at old ball!” 

By the end of July, the whole league, 
and all the baseball world, saw that the 

ennant race was a struggle between 

McGonigle and the Big Green. Watkins 
and his club were in the enviable position 
of being paced. They followed along 
behind the leaders, strengthening and 
improving day by day, with the leaders 
doing all the worrying about first place. 
Increasing confidence, due to his success- 
ful hitting against all kinds of pitching, 
made Eddie Bryant a natural team leader, 
although he still rather kept to himself in 
the of hours, chumming only with the 
awkward Oregonian. 

Baseball fans of four states followed the 
fortunes of the Big Green. The whole 
baseball world, it seemed, favored any- 
body to win over McGonigle. Watkins 
had a young and coming club, popular 
because it had never mingled with the 
leaders for long, and naturally the world 
centered on the Big Green. The Big Green 
centered on Eddie Bryant and his easy, 
graceful swing. 

“By August twentieth,” vouchsafed 
Watkins to his employer, the last week in 
July, “we'll make our bid for the lead, to 
coast on in from there.” 


ND then came the break for the Big 

Green, and, most of all, for Eddie 
Bryant. The first week in August, the team 
returned home from a road trip to settle 
down for the long series on which Wat- 
kins counted so heavily. The whole club 
was working well, the pitchers steady, 
and the hitters, led by Eddie and Scrog- 
gins, demolishing one pitching staff after 
another: Two clubs came and went, and 
the Big Green edged closer to the lead. 
Then came McGonigle and his front-run- 
ning crew—a swaggering, cocksure, un- 
scrupulous outht—for what appeared to 
be the crucial series of the season. 

The whole club on its toes, taut and 
tense, the Big Green went out to do battle. 
McGonigle’ s cast-off essayed to pitch 
against Dozer Canavan, a burly, rough-and- 
ready athlete of the type common in the 
older days of baseball. McGonigle’s men 
went out one, two, three in the first half 
of the first inning. A great Green crowd 
welcomed the Watkins men to the attack. 

Canavan yielded a hit to the Green 
lead-off man. After two pitch-outs to 
prevent a steal, he grooved one for the 
sacrifice hitter, who bunted, and then 
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beat Canavan’s throw to first after Cana- 
van wasted time looking at second base. 
Up came care-free young Eddie Bryant, 
amid a roar from the tremendous crowd. 

“Smart kid,” growled Canavan, stung 
by his showing against the first two hitters. 
Sa et this guy.” 

Eddie Bryant, his bat on his shoulder, 
rested in the batter’s box, standing care- 
lessly with his toes on the chalk line be- 
side the plate. He had hit against Cana- 
van before, and felt 
no twinge of nervous- 
ness. 

**Crowdin’ th’ plate 
on me,” muttered 
Canavan. “Pll chase 
him back.” 

With a preliminary 

lance at the bases, 
Cpnavan stepped in- 
to the box, gripped 
the ball, took the 
shortest of windups, 
and then whipped the 


**Te’s going to be a boy, Eddie, and he's going 
to grow up like you, tall, straight and six feet” 


ball up with all his speed. It came high 
and fast. Eddie, suddenly alert, gripped 
his bat and prepared to swing if the pall 
should curve over the plate. 

But in the split second in which he had 
to decide whether to hit or wait, he real- 
ized all too late what was coming. Cana- 
van had thrown a straight ball, directly 
at his head. Eddie waited the merest 
trifle too long. Instinct told him to duck, 
but he dropped too late. 

The ball, coming with the 
speed of a bullet, caught him 
just above and slightly back 
of the temple. There was a 
sharp crack, and the runners, 
thinking Eddie had hit with 
his bat, started down the base 
line. But Eddie Bryant dropped 

as if shot, falling 
limp and uncon- 
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scious in a huddle over the plate. The 

crowd groaned, horrified, and then cried 

out in resentment. The Big Green, headed 

by Watkins, swarmed out to the plate to 

pek up the boy. A trainer ministered to 
im as best he could. 


| D perpen CANAVAN, feigning sorrow, 
and complaining that he never could 
control ’at old fast ball, hung about the 
group, while the crowd vowed vengeance 
upon him. Green players carried Eddie to 
the bench, first, and then to the clubhouse. 
Watkins, shaking his head in pity and 
dismay, sent a substitute to run for the 
boy. Then he turned the direction of the 
team over to another, and went to the 
clubhouse. He did not see what happened. 

The clean-up hitter forced a runner at 
the plate. And then the long, lean Scrog- 
gins ambled out (Continued on page 137) 


Dickey Made His Money > 
Out of Mud 


When Walter S. Dickey was twenty-seven, he borrowed five thousand dollars and 
took a five-year lease on an unsuccessful clay plant valued at one hundred 
thousand dollars; in five years he paid for the plant out of its earnings. 

By spotting “little leaks,” and using common-sense methods, he 
put several other plants on their feet, and to-day he operates 
one of the biggest industries of its kind in the world: 


By Harry A. Stewart 


E WERE walking along 
a street far out near the 
southern limits of Kansas 
City, Missouri. In one 
place, some dirt had been 


“And,” my companion went on, “you 
think that sewer pipe has nothing to do 
with romance? Well, let me tell you 
something: 

“When the Indian Territory was 


the line and rushed into the promised land. 

“That morning, Guthrie, Oklahoma, 
was a piece of prairie land. By nightfall, 
it was a city of ten thousand souls. The 
man I am telling you about had wagon- 


washed down from the hill- 
side by a recent rain and 
lay across the road. The 
man I was with picked up a 
handful of it. 

“One of the most promi- 
nent men in this communit 
made a fortune out of that,” 
he remarked. 

I took the bit of moist 
clay in my own hand. It 
was just the sort we used to 
make mud pies, when we 
were children. 

“Made a fortune out of 
mud?” I asked incredu- 
lously. 

‘The man with me laughed. 

“When I tell you about 
it,” he retorted, “you won’t 
see anything wonderful in it 
atall. Yes, hetook that stuff, 
made it into sewer pipe, and 
sold it. That’s how he built 
up one of the largest for- 
tunes in the Middle West.” 

Sewer pipe! I had a quick 
mental vision of a series of 
brown cylinders lying be- 
side a freshly dug trench. 
I had to confess to myself 
that there was nothing 
romantic about sewer pipe. 

“I knew you would be 
disappointed,” remarked 
my companion, watching 
my face closely. “You ex- 
pected something marvel- 
ous, didn’t you? Well, this 
man’s career has been mar- 
velous in the very magni- 
tude of what he has done 
with this most common- 
place of materials. He is 
now the sole owner of nine- 
teen plants scattered over 
the country. 1 


Why Dickey Doesn’t Use 
Snap Judgment 


HE only time I ever followed ‘snap 
judgment’ in a business deal,” says 
Mr. Dickey, “I lost a bunch of 


‘money, and I deserved just what I got. 


“This had to do with a plant down South. 
It was in a good town, well located so far as 
clay, fuel, labor, and transportation were 
concerned, and it was a modern, up-to-date 
establishment. It was offered to me as a 
quick cash buy. 

“* Hurry up? the owners said to me, ‘or 
somebody else will snap up this bargain on 
you! 

“Well, I ‘bit? After the money was paid 
over, I discovered that the plant had one 
fatal drawback which the owners forgot to 
mention. Every year the river came up and 
flooded the place out! 

“It’s standing there now, idle—never 
turned a wheel after I got it, and it is my 
landmark. When anybody tries to hurry me 
now, I sort of gaze down South, and I seem 
to catch a glimpse of those tall stacks with 
no smoke coming out of them. Then I say 
to myself: 

“*Whoa, now! Who-o-ah! Slow and easy 
does it?” 


are required to handle his product, which settlers were lined up on the border wait- the 
is valued at ten million dollars a year. ing for the signal to cross. Precisely at socks, and they wrinkle. Talking with 
Think of it! Ten million dollars’ worth of noon on April 22d, a bugle sounded, a him, you get the impression of a short. 


loads of sewer pipe on the 
line. When the bugle blew, 
he rushed his pipe, pound- 
ing and swaying, across the 
prairie. Even before per- 
manent buildings were 
erected in the new towns, 
he was laying sewers. As 
a result of his business enter- 
prise, those new communi- 
ties were able to start with 
good sanitation. No one 
can estimate its value in 
building up that part of the 
Middle West. 

“And now,” my friend 
concluded, “‘just let me tell 
you one more wonderful 
thing about this man. 
Every one of those big 
plants of his was a failure 
until he took hold of it!” 

“How does he do it?” I 
was moved to ask. 

“Suppose you ask him,” 
was the reply. “His name 
is Walter S. Dickey.” 


N THE oak-paneled li- 

brary of his home, in front 
of a lofty fireplace of Caen 
marble, Dickey told me 
some of the details of his 
career. He is now sixty-two 
years old. In figure he is 
short and somewhat stout. 
His hair and mustache are 
white. His movements are 
abrupt, almost explosive, 
and his utterance is rapid 
and forceful. 

I was very strongly im- 
pressed with Dickey’s sim- 
plicity. There is nothing 
stilted, or “‘dressed-up,” 
about him. He is the kind 


Thousands of freight cars opened to settlement, back in 1889, the of man whose clothes always look as if 
didn’t quite fit. He wears white 


mud every year! That makes him the wild yell answered, a cloud of dust filled 


largest individual producer of clay prod- 
ucts in the world. 
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the air, and an army of men on foot, on 
horseback, and in wagons, pushed over 


powerful, restless figure, with unlimited 


nergy. 
“ People tell me,” I commenced, “that 
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when you were twenty-seven years old, 
with almost no money, you persuaded the 
owners of a hundred-thousand-dollar clay 
plant to let you have it, and that you 
turned it from a money loser into a money 
maker. How did you do it?” 

Dickey reached for a cigar, bit the end 
off with an energetic snap, and settled 
himself in his big chair. “‘That was in 
1889,” he said. “Let me tell 
you a little family history first, 
so that you will understand the 
situation. 

“My father, Nathaniel 
Dickey, was a manufacturer of 
railroad equipment in Toronto, 
Canada, where I was born. 
The panic of 1873 not only 
shut down his business, but 
also precipitated a series of 
lawsuits that lasted for eleven 
years, and reduced his fortune 
to a fraction of its former bulk. 

“In 1884 he came to Kan- 
sas City to make a new start, 
and in December of that year 
he wired for me to join him. I 
was then working as an ac- 
countant with a wholesale 
jewelry firm in Toronto. 


“WHEN I got here, I found 
that Father had invested 
all the money he had left in a 
clay business. After some diff- 
culties, due tolack of capital, we 
got the new enterprise started 
and I was made secretary. I 
also bought five thousand 
dollars’ worth of the stock, 
which was to be paid for out of 
my salary. 

“Then Father sold out and 
tied up his money in real 
estate. The stock of the Kan- 
sas City Sewer Pipe Company 
—which was the name of the 
business—passed through 
several hands. By 1889, all the 
stock except my five thousand 
dollars’ worth was owned by 
two men, who not only knew 
nothing about the business but 
who were unfriendly to me. I 
could see plainly that within a 
very short time I was going to be 
frozen out. 

“In the early spring of 1889 I was in a 
serious fix. The company had had but 
one good year; as a consequence, my 
stock was practically worthless. I had 
purchased one or two vacant lots, but 
the real estate boom had burst and they 
weren’t worth much. I had only a few 
hundred dollars in cash. More serious 
still, I knew that within a short time I 
was going to be out of a job. 

“While I was still wondering what to 
do, a chance remark of one of the other 
stockholders showed me an opportunity. 
He said, ‘Well, we’re not the only ones 
who are losing money. I hear that the 
clay plant at Deeprun, Missouri, went 
in the hole last year too.’ 

“That set me thinking. I had never 
visited this plant, but I knew that it was 
much more favorably situated than ours, 
We had to haul our clay and coal more 
than a hundred miles; they had their raw 
material and fuel right thereon the ground. 

“When I once get an idea I never fool 
around and give it a chance to go sour on 


me. I hopped on the train and went to 
Deepwater. An inspection of the plant 
told me what I wanted to know, and I 
returned to Kansas City. 

“That same night I went to see John 
Perry, an elderly man of Welsh descent 
who had made a large fortune in coal 
mining. 

“When I knocked at the door the old 


Walter S. Dickey, of Kansas City, is oneof the largest manu- 
facturers of clay products in the world. He is president of 
the Walter S. Dickey Clay Products Company, which owns 
nineteen plants scattered over the country, and uses 
thousands of freight cars to handle its annual output of 
$10,000,000 worth of goods. Mr. Dickey also runs the Kansas 


City “Journal,” which he bought some years ago. 
was born in Toronto, Canada, and is sixty-two years old 


man himself opened it. Right there on 
the porch, I plunged into business. 

“*Mr. Perry,’ I said, ‘I want to lease 
that clay plant of yours at Deepwater.’ 

“The old man was astonished. 

“*You want to rent a hundred-thou- 
sand-dollar going business?’ he said. 
‘Why, I never heard of such a thing!’ 

“He took me into the house, and I 
talked to him quite a while; but I couldn’t 
get him to see the proposition. 

“*We might sell ıt to you,’ he said once. 

“T had to tell him that in no possible 
way could I raise the money. 


“LTE FINALLY sent me home without 

holding out oneray of hope. The next 
day, however, he had a talk with some of 
his associates. They were a trifle less con- 
servative. The plant had been a good deal 
of a white elephant, and they were tired of 
feeding it money by the bale. They were 
inclined to give me a chance, figuring that 
whatever I was able to scrape up and pay 
them in the way of rent would be just so 
much to the good. You see, they would 
be relieved of operating losses. 
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“I got an option for ten days, and went 
down and looked over the plant again. 
This confirmed my first idea. The plant 
could be made to pay, and pay big, if it 
was handled right. I went back, and they 
made out a lease for five years. The day 
after it was signed I took the plant over. 
When the five yer were up I bought the 
plant out of the money it had earned.” 

“You had to advance some 
money, of course, to get the 
lease?” I queried. 

He nodded. 

“Five thousand dollars. 
That paid half a year’s rent. 
They took my notes at six, 
nine, twelve, and eighteen 
months for the stock of pipe 
already manufactured and on 
hand.’ 

“Where did you get the 
money?” 

“Went to a banker, ex- 
plained the situation, put up 
everything I had for collateral, 
and borrowed it. Right at the 
start, you see, I didn’t need as 
much cash as if I had been 
organizing a new business. 
They already had everything, 
down to lead pencils and 
blotters. There was nothing 
to buy—my task was to sell 
that stock of pipe.” 


“HOW did you know,” | 
interrupted him, ‘that 
you could make that plant pay, 
when other people had been 
losing money there for years?” 

Dickey smiled. 

“T knew what it ought to 
cost to make pipe,” he replied. 
“I knew what it ought to sell 
for. The Deepwater plant was 
so favorably situated as to clay 
and fuel that I knew it ought to 
make a profit. If it failed to do 
so, there was a leak somewhere. 
Well, I spotted the big leak on 
my first visit.” 

Dickey chuckled and flipped 
the end of his cigar into the 
fireplace. 

“You think it was some- 
thing spectacular, don’t you?” he asked. 
“Well, it was nothing of the kind. It was 
just that they lacked system. Sewer pipe,” 
he explained, ‘‘is molded in a press, dried, 
burned in a kiln, and then piled out in a 
yard ready to be loaded into freight cars 
and shipped. With each size pipe go the 
pos ‘fittings’ —elbows, tees, and the 

ike. z 


He 


“When I went to Deepwater, I found 
all this stuff piled haphazard over the 
poa Sizes were mixed up. Instead of 

eing concentrated in the neighborhood of 
the size pipe to which they belonged, 
fittings were scattered about. Pipes were 
piled higher than a man’s head, so that 
the labor of putting them up and taking 
them down was slow and costly. Breakage 
was frequent. 

“Al T did was to straighten out this 
yard, grade the sizes, assemble the fittings 
properly, and make everything get-at- 
able with the least trouble; and that is 
the same as saying, with the least cost. 
Nothing extraordinary about that, is 
there? And yet the lack of plain, prosaic 
system is at the (Continued on page 178) 


Puzzle: Pick the gentleman who has taken up the wrong fork 


Are You the Master of Your Forks, 
The Captain of Your Spoons? 


I’m not, but I don’t worry about it, because it seems to me that etiquette is used 
too little for comfort and too much for display — You don’t find much eti- 
quette in revolving doors, crowded trains, street cars, or subways, 
and the only rule the umbrella raisers know is “Don’t 
poke until you see the whites of their eyes” 


TIQUETTE is the art of know- 
ing how to walk, talk, dance, 
and eat one’s way through the 
best circles without upsetting 
anything. 

It is the science of feeling perfectly at 
ease in the presence of three or more forks. 

It is the Great Divide between ‘the 
guests who get frequent invitations and 
those who never make but one visit. 

It is a system of being uncomfortable 
for the sake of general appearances. 

Etiquette means ‘‘perfect control” 
when entirely surrounded by food, curi- 
ously designed silverware, trick dishes, 
small talk, potted plants, pretty girls, and 
miscellaneous emergencies. 

It is to society what “form” is to golf. 

It is the stuff that reveals whether you 
had a good bringing-up, or whether there 
is ground for suspicion your father kept 
his hat on at the dinner table. 

Some people are born with etiquette, 
some people achieve etiquette, and some 
people go on eating with a knife all their 
lives. 

Etiquette is one of the oldest forms of 
human endeavor. Even the prehistoric 
man had his rules of correct conduct. 
These rules were few and the circulating 
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libraries did not carry them in bound 
form; but he had them nevertheless. 
Probably the Cave Man always kept to 
the right while dragging a fair lady to his 
lair, and never clubbed a new love over the 
head without first removing his hat, if any. 

Just as the modern man knows he may 
attain a fairly ripe old age with distinc- 
tion, honor, and general acclaim, and 
suddenly lose all by his manner of taking 
an olive, so man through the ages has 
been held in restraint by similar under- 
standings. 


RIGINALLY the rules were limited, 
and could be easily retained by the 
dullest intellect. The leopard, bear, or deer 
skin was a one-piece garment required by 
convention to be tied in one knot over the 
shoulder, and worn for all occasions. The 
same grunts did for the formal and infor- 
mal invitation. It was permissible to 
reach for the coconuts. No six-to-twelve- 
course dinners required proper approach 
and peerless technique. Possibly the 
Early Man stood up when a lady entered 
the cave, but only to take the cord of 
wood off her head and order her out for 
another load. 
Life was simple, and while there was 


etiquette of its kind no man felt equal to 
cutting socially another man who carried 
his own bow and arrow to every party, no 
matter how he handled his bowl of 
Purée of Mastodon. 

But life has become more intricate 
though the ages, and the rules have been 
changed, added to and reévoked, until 
to-day the complete rules of etiquette will 
hardly find elbow room on a five-foot 
bookshelf. In the United States, a point 
has been reached where a Book of Eti- 
quette takes a place among the best 
sellers, indicating, no doubt, that there is 
a greater yearning among the rank and 
file of inhabitants to do the right thing at 
the right time than at any other time in 
the nation’s history. 

Some years ago it was the inclination 
of the masses to pooh-pooh this etiquette 
business. It* was considered a little 
effeminate to cultivate a high polish. 
Many a man who was by instinct and 
breeding the soul of graciousness put in a 
lot of time studying how best to appear 
like a rough diamond, it being an axiom 
among politicians in the sixties that a man 
who ate with his knife and wore his nap- 
kin in his collar would be respected and 
looked up to by the majority of voters, 
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“Nice people” were respected 
in the rough-and-ready era, but 
they were not vote-getters. There 
is still in many portions of the 
country a distrust of a man who 
never injured either eye by drink- 
ing coffee without removing the 
spoon from the cup. 

The first book of etiquette in my 
memory—and it was something of 
a childhood treasure—was a huge 
yellow volume with the imposing 
title ‘ Hill’s Manual of Social and 
Business Forms, a Guide to Ap- 
proved Methods of Writing, 
Speaking, and Acting in ‘the 
Various Relations of Life.” It 
was the work of Thomas Edie 
Hill, published by W. B. Conkey 
Company, of Chictes. and the 
mention of it will recall it to many 
a man and woman. 

It was a highly informatory 
volume, in which you could find 
nearly everything, from pudding 
recipes to parliamentary forms. 

It embraced the populations of 
cities, heights of mountains, les- 
sons in pen flourishing, selections 
from the famous poets, a digest of 
important laws, and instructions 
in arithmetic. But I remember it 
chiefly for its instructions in eti- 
quette, and never hear of a new 
book of etiquette that I don’t think of 
this one. After an extensive search, I 
found a copy of the old volume a few days 
ago and, looking over the rules and forms 
of that day, was surprised to find how 
times had changed. 

The ‘Form of Letter Urging Payment 
of a Debt” seemed particularly interest- 
ing in the light of changed values: 


“CoLumBus, Outo, 


“March 11th, 188-. 
“Mr. D. P. Hoyt. 


“Dear Sir: I have waited patiently for 
your convenience in the payment of the 
rent for the home which you are at present 
occupying. As, however, you have now 
been my tenant for four months without 
meeting any of the payments, which were 
to be made monthly, I feel obliged to re- 
mind you of the fact there are $80 due me. 

“Trusting that you will give the sub- 
ject your immediate attention, I am, 

“Yours truly, WEBSTER GREEN.” 


`, 


preRING CAVE BEARS 
zinE T 15 THAT 
y CALL A LOAD ? 
w You MUSH RIGHT 

owe AN FETCH IN A REAL 


ONE — HEAR ME? 


Wor- 


Probably the cave man stood up in the presence of a lady 


Rents, you will note, were somewhat 
cheaper in those days. Can you imagine 
a modern landlord as considerate as 
Webster Green? 

Interesting, too, as showing a more 
settled and contented civilization is the 
following “Answer to an Advertisement 
for a Cook”: 


“Dear Mapam: I have been with my 
resent employer five years, and am only 
eaving because she has sold her home!” 


A letter-form in “Hill’s Manual” that 
I often read as a boy, studying it in all 
seriousness, reflects the simple virtues of 
the day: 


“ADVICE TO A GENTLEMAN ON THE 
Susject oF HEALTH 


“ Boston, Mass., May 6th. 

“My Dear Friend: Yours of the 22d 
inst. is before me. I am pleased with the 
prospect you report in business; but I 


Etiquette as it is expected on the broad highway 


regret that you should be discouraged 
about your health. You ask me what you 
had better do; I will answer. 

“The first great secret of good health 
is good habits; and the next is regularity. 
They are briefly summed up in the 
following rules: i 

“1. SLEEP—Give yourself the neces- 
sary amount of sleep. Avoid feather beds. 
Sleep in a garment not worn during the 
day, and to maintain robust health sleep 
with a person as healthy as yourself, or 
no one. 

“2. Dress—In cold weather dress 
warmly with underclothing. Wash the 
feet in warm water two or three times a 
week. 

“3. CLEANLINESS—Have always a pint 
or quart of water in the sleeping-room. 
In the morning, after washing and wiping 
the hands and face, wet with the hands 
every part of the body. Cold water will 
not be disagreeable when applying it with 
bare hands. Rub the body brak y. 

“4. INFLATION OF LuNcs— 
Five minutes spent in the open 
air, after dressing, inflating the 
lungs and pounding the breast 
during inflation will enlarge the 


chest, strengthen the lung 
power, and ward off consump- 
tion. 


“sg. Diet—Avoid mince pie, 
sausage, and other highly sea- 
soned food. Thorou hiy mas- 
ticate the food. Tell your 
funniest stories while at the 
table and for an hour after- 
ward. Do not engage in severe 
mental labor after eating. 

“Hoping to hear o 
continued prosperity an 
covery of health, I am, 

“ Your very sincere friend, 

“SIBLEY Jonnson, M. D.” 


your 
Te- 


In those days I took it all 
very (Continued on page 90) 


The children stood around the table until bedtime, watching as she ruled the paper off into 


tin 
. .. Little the absorbed innocents guessed . . . that their whole future was bound up with eatin 
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Synopsis of Previous Instalments 


Ce HAVILAND had been married ten years when Will Haviland, her husband, 
-N confessed to her.that he loved Alicia Bushnell, and asked her to get a divorce. He would 
stay away, so that it might be on the ground of desertion, and he would make financial provision 
for her and their three children. Gertrude knew she was a “ good mother,” and she was stunned 
by the knowledge that she was not also a successful wife. She refused Will’s offer to leave the 
house in Maywood to her during the three years necessary to get the divorce, and left at once 
with the children and her personal belongings for the little village of Rock Harbor. Will was an 
architect, and they had bought an old house there to remodel, which he had deeded to her. 

Gertrude was so wretchéd and so shocked that she hardly noticed the discomfort of the 
shabbily furnished old house. She had told no one where she was going: she had cut off all 
communication from Maywood, except through her lawyer, “Uncle Bart” Chase, who forwarded 
an occasional letter from Emily Ellis, a girlhood friend; and she repulsed all attempts of her 
new neighbors to be friendly—even Mrs. Tront, who had prepared the house for her arrival. 

But there were two who would not be repulsed—a charming woman named Lydia Maine, 
and her brother, Ira Forbes. They introduced her to Mrs. Newnham and to other people; they 
showed her the town, from the houses of the wealthy summer residents to the slum section 
known as Morgan’s Hollow—and she learned that Rock Harbor was as dead as her own spirit. 
But she did not care: the children ran wild, while she brooded over her troubles. 

‘This for a month; then she asked Ira Forbes one night to take her in his car to the doctor's. 
She came out of the doctor's office transformed, and on the ride home she told Ira the reason: 
She was going to have another child, and Will, who had failed his other children, should have no 
share in this one. It would be her child, and Rock Harbor should be her town—she would make 
it a fit place for her child to grow up in. 

This began a new life for Gertrude. She planned renovations for the house, she sent for 
Maggie (an old servant of the Maywood days), and she told the children what was to happen. 
She was shocked to find how neglected they were, and that they had been spending all their time 
in Morgan’s Hollow, with the children of the Hollow—so she started a tennis court, and in- 
vited all the town young people to play on it. ‘Then, with Ira Forbes’s help, she set about the 


reclamation of the grounds about her house. 


O LOOK at this!” Gertrude 
called one morning to Ira 

Forbes, in the midst of their 

work in the garden. 

Ira, a little ahead, dropped 
his ax and returned to her side. On her 
hands and knees Gertrude had been clear- 
ing away underbrush from the huge blue- 
berry bush. It stood on a mound of moss 
so green and smooth and symmetrical 
that it was like a velvet cushion. “How 
does this moss happen to be here? We 
haven’t come across any before.” 

“To think that I had forgotten!” Ira 
Forbes exclaimed. ‘There’s a little pond 
here, Mrs. Haviland. Well come across 
it presently.” 

“A pond!’ Gertrude exclaimed. “How 
lovely! How big is it?” 

“Not much bigger than a dinner plate. 
It’s pretty, though.” ` 

“How long before we'll come to it, do 
you suppose?” l i 

“Oh, in an hour or two.” 

Gertrude worked with a constantly 
growing excitement that morning. Ira 
kept dropping bits of historic lore: “My 
father always called it the cow well. When 
I was a kid I used to skate on it. It was 
much bigger after the autumn rains, of 
course.” ae ; 

Presently Gertrude caught a faint 
glimmer ihe ugh the bushes, and in a 
few minutes Ira had opened a view of the 
water. It was indeed tiny. Blueberries, 
dewberries, elderberries, and wild roses 
made an interminable tangle about it. 

“I can’t tell you how much more of an 


estate I seem to have,” Gertrude said, 
“now that I have a pond. I am very, 
very grateful to you.” 

Ira made no reply. But, “Oh, by the 
way,” he announced in an offhand way, 
“Tve decided to stay in Rock Harbor, 
and edit the ‘Roll Call,’ instead of going 
to New York.” 

The “Roll Call!’ Yes, she had heard 
that name. Yet— For an instant Gertrude 
cast about her. Then the memory came. 
It was the name of the paper Ira had 
recently inherited. He had been talking 
about it with his sister and Mrs. Newn- 
ham on that first ride in the station 
wagon. 

“Oh, have you?” she said with interest. 

“Yes, it’s all settled. I take it over at 
the beginning of next month. You are 
responsible for that decision.” 

“TP? Gertrude exclaimed. “How?” 

“T can’t say exactly. But after the 
night that we rode together, I waked up 
to find that my mind seemed to have 
made itself up during my sleep. I don’t 
know how it happened, or why it happened. 
I can’t account for it in any way except 
on the basis of that talk we had . . . and 
your decision to go on and help make 
something out of this town. Not that I 
give a hang about the town. ... But 
somehow, there it was. I wanted to do 
the job. I wrote them, and now I’m 
committed to it.” 


, 


BAP weather came; came on a ferocious 
? northeaster; filled the sky with rods of 
rain, which drove across the landscape 


as though fired from a battery of acrial 
guns. Its fury shook houses, uprooted 
trees, lopped branches. For a week the 
world shivered in water. The work on 
the tennis court stopped automatically. 
It was equally impossible, of course, to 
penetrate farther into the jungle. 
Gertrude would have found this a dull 
interval, if other activities had not im- 
mediately absorbed her. The plumber 
and the carpenter had begun their work. 
This gave the children an interest which 
lasted the entire first day. But on the 
second day, both the older children were 
bored, began to complain, clamored for 
permission to go to the Hollow. - 
Gertrude was determined not to lose 
her new-formed authority; but, on the 
other hand, she was nonplused. She had 
never had to entertain her children before. 
The nursery in the Maywood house and 
the nurseries of their friends had always 
afforded a multitude of delights. All tiie 
second day she cast about despairingly, 
seeking diversion. The third morning 
inspiration came. i 
“Children,” she said at breakfast, “just 
as soon as the bathroom is put in and 
the carpentering and painting done, I’m 
going to have all our rooms tinted.” 
“Why don’t we have the house papered ?” 
Editha asked, with her instant and dis- 
approving perception of economy. 
“Because the kind of paper I would want 
to get would cost more than I can afford. 
You see, dear, it doesn’t pay to'buy cheap 
paper—you have to renew it so soon.” 
“I don’t see why we are so poor,” 
Editha lamented. “If you would only 
write to my father and tease him for some 
money!” 
“Editha—” Gertrude began peremp- 
torily. But Happy took up her case. 


“TYON’T you mention Father’s name 
again, Editha Haviland,” he ordered, 
with a flash of that black rage which he 
could in an instant develop. “We don’t 
want any more of his old money. If you 
ever speak of him again, PI—VIl—” He 
choked, and did not finish his sentence. 

“Happy is right,” Gertrude said quiet- 
ly, “except that he should not get so 
angry. We have quite enough moncy. 
Let us forget all about it. We have so 
many happy things to think of now. Let 
me tell you what my plan is: The house 
ought, of course, to be perfectly clean 
before the tinting begins. How would 
you like to help me put the attic in order 
this morning?” 

“The most beautifulest part of this 
whole house,” Nabby, still faithful to her 
conviction, declared, “is the attic! The 
attic is simpaly beautiful.” 

“T’mwildtoclean the attic up, Mother,” 
Happy exclaimed eagerly. “We don’t 
know what we might ħnd up there. May- 
be treasure.” 
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“Treasure” Editha exclaimed elec- 
trically. “Oh, Mother, do you think we 
would come across any diamonds or 
rubies or pearls?” 

“I don’t think we’re likely to find any 
treasure of that sort,” Gertrude warned 
them. “And yet,” she lightened their dis- 
appointment, “we might find things that 
would seem like treasure—to us, I mean.” 

Soon after breakfast the ‘‘wrecking 
crew,” as Maggie called them, started 
for the garret. As they hurried up the 
steep steps, Gertrude suddenly recalled 
the day of their arrival; and her sense of 
sick reaction as, from the top of the stairs, 
she gazed intoits complication of confusion, 
cobwebs, and dust. But now she thrilled 
to the prospect—even to the hard work. 

It did not prove so difficult as she 
expected. The children, in order to 
make farther penetration easy, were eager 
to carry the litter down-stairs. In the 
end, Gertrude found herself seated in a 
half-broken chair, merely direct- 


ing. 
Moz of what they excavated 
went straight to the wood-pile. 
No treasure, certainly, in the 
way of diamonds and rubies and 
earls emerged from the depths; 
oe on the other hand, flotsam 
of an unexpected nature was 
always appearing at the surface. 
Concealed behind a heap of 
broken chairs, a table came to 
light. Broad and long, with an 
admirable center stretcher, it 
was the exact duplicate of the 
tavern table which Gertrude had 
admired at the auction. It was 
painted a dull, uninteresting 
drab. 
“This will make a lovely read- 
ing table for the living-room,” 
she said to the children. “Some 
day I’ll scrape it and find out 
what wood it’s made of. It’s too 
heavy for you children to carry. 
When the men have finished 
their work to-night [ll ask them 
to bring it down-stairs for us.” 
The exploration went on into 
dark crannies and unlighted 
corners. Not, indeed, until they 
had examined every detail! of the garret 
litter did they stop. Most of it had to be 
thrown away—but the treasure about 
which Gertrude had been dubious really 
manifested itself—a_bright-colo.ed, half- 
finished bedquilt for Editha; an old lap 
desk for Happy; a box of century-old 
dolls for Nabby. 


MONG a scattering of things that Ger- 

trude had taken from the attic was an 
old book bound in a worn brown leather, 
which proved to be a history of Rock 
Harbor. That evening she looked it over. 
It was a tedious volume, printed in the old 
style with the long s’s. However, there 
was a map. Gertrude’s uncle had been a 
collector of maps. He had made a con- 
noisseur of Gertrude. She examined this 
one with interest. 

Where did one get county maps. Some 
governmental bureau, of course. She must 
ask Ira Forbes. Particularly, she wanted 
a map of the township. Why not make 
her own? Suddenly she remembered the 
roll of Will’s drawing paper that she had 
inadvertently packed. 

“Children,” she called to the little 
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group playing a game about the new liv- 
ing-room table, “do you know what I’m 
oing to do? I’m going to make a map of 
ock Harbor—a map big enough to hang 
on „the wall. Would you like to help 
me? 

“Mother,” Editha exclaimed, “I never 
saw anything like 
you! You think of 
a new thing to do 
every minute!” 


For some Occ ult 


reason that remark 
pleased Gertrude 
strangely. It 
started a warm 
glow in her heart. 

But immedi- 
ately Happy add- 
ed something that 
pleased her more: 
“Yes; I like Rock Harbor better than 
Maywood!” 

The glow fanned itself to happy flame. 
“Oh, do you, Happy? I am so glad, be- 
cause I am growing to love Rock Har- 
bor, too. This is going to be,” Gertrude 
went on, “a map of the Rock Harbor we 
know. It will have every church and 
every store and every house and every 
important building in the township 
drawn on it. We’ll write on the margin 
the names of the people who live in those 
houses. You see, it will be our private 
directory.” 

“When are you going to begin?” Happy 
demanded impatiently. 

“Now!” Gertrude answered with em- 
phasis. She sent Happy up-stairs for the 
roll of paper, Editha to her writing table 


for pencil and paper, Nabby to the living- 
room mantel for thumb tacks. She spread 
the paper on the big table which the men 
had brought down from the attic, and 
thumb-tacked it down. She placed the 
old book, open at the map, beside it. 

The children stood around the table 
until bedtime, watching as she ruled the 
paper off into tiny squares. Little the 
absorbed innocents guessed, Gertrude 
reflected, that their whole future was 
bound up with that map. 

The week’s storm ended finally, and 
the weather cleared to a magic lucidity 
and luminosity. Ed Farmer, growling 
over the ravages which the storm had 
effected, made careful repairs on the sur- 
face of the court, and finished his work. 
A tennis net, rackets, and balls came in 
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shelves covered the walls at both ends 
of the living-room. 

Casting up her accounts, Gertrude 
discovered to her astonishment—she had 
somehow continued to calculate in May- 
wood prices—that it had not cost her as 


much as she had expected. She found 
that she could buy on the instalment 
plan the one more extravagance for which 
she yearned—a cheap automobile. She 
ordered one instantly. It was delivered 


These days Gertrude was very little alone. The news had at last perco- 
lated through the town that anybody was welcome to play on the 
tennis court of the woman who had taken the old Mowbray house 


due time from Boston. Ira Forbes spent 
a morning teaching the boys the rules and 
ethics of the game. Gertrude wrote 
Thelma Baldwin a little note telling her 
that the court was ready, reminding her 
that it was open to her and her friends. 

Thelma appeared the next day with 
Dan Farmer. They played three sets of 
expert tennis, while the boys stood about 
in absorbed admiration. Afterward they 
played mixed doubles until each of the 
quartet had had one set with a grown-up 
partner. Gertrude served them her sim- 
ple tea—tea with cinnamon-toast—before 
they left. 

In the meantime she continued her 
early morning work, and Ira continued 
zo help her. The storm seemed to have 
made a difference in their relation. It 
was as though, housed so long, they both 
yearned for companionship; they talked 
without cessation. Ira was a storehouse 
of Rock Harbor history; and Gertrude 
an entranced listener. 

The work was drawing to a conclusion. 
The dining-room black walnut—now a 
gay combination of green, blue, yellow, 
lavender and pink—was dry. The tinting 
was done. The telephone was installed, 
the bathroom finished. The stove had 
been established in the upper hall. Book- 


within a week. Ira taught her to drive in 
three lessons. 

“Now,” she thought, “there’s nothing 
before me but quiet sailing.” 


UT that quiet sailing came only after a 
brief, rough period. One Ey akaka 
Gertrude drove to the village to do some 
errands, taking Editha with her. Stop- 
ping at the post office, she sent Editha 
for the mail, which had just arrived. Real- 
izing that Editha would have to wait her 
turn in the distribution, Gertrude moved 
out of the sunny front seat of the car to 
the back, leanėd against the side, dozed. 
Presently she became dimly conscious 
that another car had come to a quiet stop 
just back of hers. From it familiar accents 
floated to her ears—Ira Forbes and Malo 
Newnham. 

“No, I wont. I won't, Ira,” Mrs. 
Newnham said. “I called once, and I 
never got such a frost in my life. I sha’n’t 
do anything more for her.” 

“But she wasn’t normal.” 
were quite clear. 

“J don’t care whether she was normal 
or not. Nothing justifies such rudeness. 
Besides, she bores me. She’s as dull as 
dishwater—a great big lump of a woman, 
with nothing on her but flesh!” 


Ira’s tones 
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The door to the automobile clicked 
open, then slammed shut. Ira and Mrs. 

ewnham passed Gertrude on their way 
up the street. Editha emerged from the 
post office, and Gertrude resumed her 
seat at the wheel. The episode drifted 
out of her mind. But half way home it 
drifted back. Whom were they discussing, 
she wondered. 

Suddenly—a red-hot wire seemed to 
thrust through Gertrude’s thoughts. Con- 
viction came. It was she of whom they 
were talking. It was she who bored Malo 
Newnham. It was she who was the “great 
big lump of a woman with—” What was 
it Malo Newnham had said? “with noth- 
ing on her but flesh.” Gertrude felt as 
though an ic 
blanket had sud- 
denly encompassed 
her. 

She went out in- 
to the grape arbor 
and sat down. 
The feelings with 
which she fancied 
she had parted for- 
ever resumed their 
sway. Wounded 
pride deepened to 
despair; rage to 
hatred. Sometimes 
these emotions, 
flooding from dif- 
ferent parts of her 
soul, met—and 
that boiling con- 
fluence threatened 
madness. For the 
first time, she re- 
verted utterly to 
the distraught 
creature who had 
left Maywood. All the recent quiet 
seemed to wash out of her soul. The 
thin, wan afternoon shadows came, am- 
plified, darkened, merged, encompassed 
the world—and she did not move. Stars 
pricked the amber trail of the sun with 
their faint silver—and still she sat there. 

Suddenly within her, incredibly far 
away, monstrously near, her child stirred, 
calling for life. The memory of her great 
resolution broke like a flare over murk 
waters. “I «will not let anything stop me,” 
she said to herself. “I will not!” 

She struggled toward that light—like 
the castaway who suddenly glimpses the 
rescuing boat—breasting mountain-high 
waves. “I will not!’ she repeated. “I will 
not! I will not!’ Gradually, as though 
the metronomic quality of her words 
brought calm, her thoughts steadied. Pres- 
ently the dinner bell rang, and she went 
into the house. 


THE next afternoon she drove to Malo 
Newnham’s house. Mrs. Newnham’s 
maid opened the door. Mrs. Newnhani, 
who was half way up the stairs, flashed 
an astounded look over her shoulder. 
She turned and descended, however, 
changing that look to pleased surprise. 
Gertrude did not stay long. As she 
arose she said, “I am so ashamed, Mrs. 
Newnham,”—and she looked her hostess 
with a particular pertinacity straight in 
the eye—‘“that I paiet returned your 
call long before this. But, you see, 
found myself in such a disturbed mental 
state when I first came to Rock Harbor 
that the thought (Continued on page 101) 


How Wild Animals Act 
In Tight Places 


I once saw a three-legged raccoon baffle a fine setter, and.on another occasion a wild- 
cat completely outwitted my brother and me—The story of a herd of 
deer that dodged the dangers of a terrific storm, and other 
tales of sagacity that I have noticed in my lifetime 
of observing the dwellers in the woodlands `. 


By Archibald Rutled ge 


SHALL never forget seeing an old 

three-legged raccoon play a comical 

trick on one of my proud setter dogs. 

It happened down on Cedar Island, 

at the mouth of the Santee, in South 
Carolina. I had been after wild ducks, 
and had with me a good setter. 

Early one morning we were going down 
an animal path through the marsh. The 
dog was in the lead. Suddenly he gave a 
yelp and stepped on the gas. Just ahead, 
the path dchouehed upon a sandy flat, 
beyond which was a shallow pond, a half- 
acre in extent. Running forward, I saw 
my dog trying to raise a small sand storm 
as he chased a raccoon across the sand 
spit. The gait of the raccoon, always 
peculiar, had in this case its oddness 
emphasized by the fact that this individ- 
ual had but one hind leg. 

A raccoon, being a genial philosopher, 


generally paces thoughtfully, nosing his 
way silently and seriously through life. 
He is a gentle, contemplative, harmless 
soul; and it bores him immeasurably to 
run. In this instance, however, to run was 
the discreet thing to do. 

By the time the sand storm had sub- 
sided; I saw the raccoon swimming, with 

setter in eager and confident pursuit. 
Al out half way across the pond the some- 
what pathetic fugitive came to a halt. 
The water must have been three feet 
deep; but the raccoon brought up against 
a submerged stump or log, and upon this 
he now climbed with wary caution, turn- 
ing the meanwhile to face his menacing 
follower. 

The expression on that astute creature’s 
face was worth a trip to see. It was exceed- 
ingly tolerant, somewhat condescending, 
very anciently wise; yet a mellow wisdom, 


rather than a sharp craftiness. With per- 
fect serenity he awaited the approach of 
the setter. 

When the dog came within reach, the 
raccoon gently and with utter deftness 
reached out his delicate black hands, 
made them rest with nice adjustment on 
the head of the dog, and then thrust the 
setter’s head firmly downward’ beneath 
the water, holding it there for a moment. 

Wildly waved the dog’s tail and hind 
feet in the air, signaling me for help. Then 
he came up, spluttering and- coughing, 
and very much amazed. He decided to 
come ashore for a conference with me. 
Right swiftly he swam back toward the 
place where I was standing. As he came 
out of the water, he barked somewhat 
frantically, whined, turned to look toward 
the ’coon, gazed beseechingly at me. 

I suppose he was asking me who had 
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thrown the brick, what had torpedoed 
him, and whether I had not better do 
something about it. To hide his con- 
fusion, he appeared to be trying to sug- 
gest to me that he had been tempted to 
touch forbidden fruit; and that he was 
really very repentant about it. 


TOR some time I stood and- watched the 
raccoon sitting sedately and with infi- 
nite patience and tolerance on the sub- 
merged stump. He had showed self-pos- 
session of a sort worthy of record; and 
now he was calmly awaiting his chance 
to quit the pond unmolested. I left him 
there, knowing well that he could take 
care of himself. 
My setter, when he turned away, gave 
a few farewell barks, chill and foolish; but 
clearly he was immensely relieved that 


we had decided to abandon the pursuit of 


what he deemed sorudeacreature. Accord- 
ing to my dog’s code of etiquette, for a 
victim to duck his tormentor is decidedly 
bad taste. 

Such an incident illustrates a matter 
that has always had for me a profound 
interest; and always in my woodland 
wanderings I have tried to observe with 
what accuracy I could the behavior of 
wild creatures in very tight places. 

Since I was a very small boy I have been 
studying wild creatures. I grew up in an 
ideal place for this fascinating and helpful 


vocation, for on my home plantation in 
South Carolina there is an abundance of 
game—deer, foxes, raccoons, and many 
other animals, as well as numerous kinds 


of wild fowl. The intelligence of nature’s 
children is usually of a high order. Seldom 
is it disappointing to one who loves to see 
resourcefulness. Often is it disappointing 
to one who wishes them ill. 

What a man will do in a crisis depends 
less perhaps upon his education, and even 
upon his character, than upon a certain 

native strain of circumvention, almost 
wild in its intuitive power, a strain that 
centuries of civilization have not been 
able to eradicate. 

Swift and discerning precision of judg- 

ment, in times of peril, or what we call 


The puma, known in 
different parts of the 
United States as pan- 
ther, mountain lion, or 
cougar, isa great climb- 
er, but is not often 
photographed so nearly 
in the open as in this 
picture. It will seldom 
attack man, but stalks 
deer, young elk, calves, 
sheep, and pigs, de- 
pending for success on 
its remarkable leap. On 
a level the puma can 
spring 20 feet easily, 
and in a downward leap 
it can cover 60 feet. It is 
about six and a haif 
feet long, weighs from 
150 to 200 pounds, and 
is of a uniform light, 
tawny color. The puma 
can live in all climates, 
but is now chiefly 
found in the South and 
Southwest. (Below) 
Wild turkey gobbler, 
alert, photographed in 
an enclosure. The wild 
turkey is one of the 
most prized of all 
American game birds 


presence of mind, is, I think, a far more 
common trait in wild creatures than in 
man. There are at least two reasons for 
this fact: The senses of a wild creature are 
infinitely more subtle and fine than those 
of a human being; and then, a wild thing’s 
life depends, or may well depend, almost 
constantly on its artful alertness. 

A certain swift, dexterous, and firm 
sagacity is the best life insurance policy 
that a wild thing can have. The wild 
thing that is cornered is often the wild 
thing that gets away. 

In watching animals for the resource- 
fulness they show there is endless amuse- 
ment, endless instruction. Perhaps that 
is because, after all, we delight in primi- 
tive powers. We like elemental things, 
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simplicity—even in brain work. In going 
back to nature we can discover not only 
an ancient sort of wisdom that is a long 
inheritance of the wild brotherhood, but 
can be entertained by acrobatic per- 
formances, vanishing acts, daredevil stunts, 
hairbreadth nerve, smashing courage, 
iron resolve, breathless maneuvers, razor- 
sharp tricks of escape, almost fabulous 
finesse. 


JERHAPS the most amazing evidence 
of extraordinary wariness in a wild crea- 
ture I ever saw was on a lonely mountain 
ridge of southern Pennsylvania. This old 
gobbler was not exactly in a tight place 
(at least he did not know that he was), but 
any wild turkey’s game eternal is to see 
that he does not get into one. And a wild 
turkey is of such a temperament that he 
considers himself always in a tight place. 
Some people are like that. You will agree 
with me that this one was trying right 
valiantly and vigilantly to n any 
perilous corner. 

I had been sitting on an old chestnut 
log overlooking a deep wooded ravine. 
It was early in November. Poignant 
scents were in the air: dewy, hale aromas 
from damp leaves, from ripened misty 
wild grapes, from the tangy mountain 
pines. The ruinous woodland was still 
hung with the tattered gold of yet un- 
fallen leaves. It was a warm, still morn- 
ing. I could hear distinctly a squirrel 
drop a chestnut fifty yards away. Daip 
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atmosphere is a good carrier of 
sound. 

After a while I heard some- 
thing rustling the leaves just 
over the crest of the ridge on 
one side of which I was sta- 
tioned. As I knew this might 
be a wild turkey, the natural 
behavior of which I was eager 
to study, I began to work my way 
up the hill as noiselessly as pos- 
sible. On the very crest was a 
smother of grapevines, with many 
big leaves still hanging idly, 
forming an arras fit to veil a wild- 
wood mystery. Into the privacy 
of this sweet-smelling canopy I 
crawled; and through it I peered 
cautiously down the side of the 
slope beyond. 

Not thirty yards away, glim- 
mering in the sheen of his regal 
plumage, stood a magnificent 
wild gobbler. There is, there can 
be, no finer bird. 

He must have heard me; for he 
was standing erect, rather slim, 
graceful as a lance in rest. I could 
see his beady black eye fathom 
the forest, search the world, for 
an enemy. Ilay still, trying not 
to let the slightest movement of 
mine make the vines tremble. 
Count on a wild turkey to hear 
any noise, to see any motion. 
After a few minutes he went back 
to the task that he had been per- 
forming; he began to rake in the 
leaves for chestnuts, for acorns, 
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(Left) Bay lynx, often 
called wildcat, treed. The 
chief difference between 
the bay lynx and its Can- 
ada cousin is the smaller 
size of the former, and the 
absence of the pointed ear 
tufts that mark theCanada 
lynx. Like all lynxes, the 
bay lynx has four toes on 
the hind feet and five on 
the front feet, and a 
tongue covered with sharp 
backward-pointed prick- 
les with which it licks the 
skin from its prey. It is 
found in the wilder parts 
of southern and central 
United States, but rarely 
in large enough numbers 
to cause trouble. It eats 
chiefly small mammals 
and game birds. No Amer- 
ican lynx will attack man 
unless cornered. (Center) 
Young raccoon, unable 
even in flight to suppress 
his interest in the camera. 
In his curiosity as well as 
his peculiar ambling gait, 
the raccoon closely resem- 
bles the bear 


for anything that would do for breakfast. 

Now, scratching, as we generally call 
this process of a bird’s searching in trash 
for food, is usually a very energetic 
affair; there is an element of hefty vigor 
and haste about it. The first thing | 
noticed about my superb wild friend was 
that he was extremely deliberate. Indeed, 
it is no exaggeration to say that the slow 
moving pictures thrown on the«screen to 
show every motion of rapid action was 
here displayed in reality. Cautiously I 
palmed my watch to time the gobbler’s 
scratching. In a full minute he had raked 
the leaves back only four times! I began 
to feel that I had never before fully 
comprehended the meaning of the word 
caution, 

Solomon, I think, advises the slug- 
gard to consider the ways of the ant, 
and be wise. I have never yet seen a wild 
creature from which even a casual human 
observer might not learn wisdom. 

This gobbler’s feet were of a size calling 
for number eleven shoes. When he raked 
leaves, there was something doing. And 
now I saw him execute a maneuver that, 
for wariness, would be difficult to match. 
With his right foot he had slowly raked 
back a big fistful of damp leaves. These 
he intended to kick away from him by 
the straightening of his leg backward. 
But ın the very pitch of the motion 
he thought he heard something. His 
nerves and muscles tightened. And 
there he stood on one foot, with the 
other, crammed full of leaves, ex- 
tended behind him and well off the 
ground. Seldom have I seen any- 
thing in wild life so very odd yet so 
interesting. For a full half-minute 
thus he stood, a wonder of wariness. 
The first sign of relaxation came in 
that extended foot, from the grasp of 
which certain bright leaves were 
permitted sedulously to fall. 


N ANOTHER occasion my 
brother and I were hunting a pred- 
atory wildcat, and we thought we 
had him cornered. To begin with, the 
joyous yowling of our hounds had 
assured us that this bay lynx, after a 


A flock of wild turkeys feeding, photographed by Mr. W. L. Wright, in a game refuge in 
Westmoreland County, Pennsylvania. No more cunning, suspicious, wary bird lives 
than the wild turkey. Only by absolute silence, and by exceedingly skillful work in 
hiding both the camera and himself, can the photographer get sucha picture as this 
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Deer in the Kaibab National For- 
est, northwestern Arizona. In the 
accompanying article Mr. Rutledge 
describes the extraordinary shrewd- 
ness shown by deer in recognizing 
their enemies, as well as their wisdom 
in choice of cover and in measures 
for self-preservation 


long run down the river bank, had at 
last taken to a tree. That it was a lynx 
we were as certain as the frantic 
sprawled footprints that he had left 
could tell us. Moreover, he had run 
down on a narrow spit of land jutting 
out into the river. 

He could not return by the same 
route by which he had fled. He dared 
not swim. Cats don’t like water. 
He couldn’t vanish. Therefore, we 
reasoned, he had climbed a tree; and 
from this we could promptly dis- 
lodge him. We had rather sinister 
designs on this old brigand of the 
river swamps, for he could easily 
qualify for every medal to which a 
wild animal marauder is eligible. 

“He can’t get back this way,” 
brother told me. i 

“He won’t swim,” I said. 

“Weve got him at last,” we agreed. 

Down on the tiny peninsula we went 
on a run, down toward the clamoring 
dogs. They were baying at the foot of a 
huge water oak, which in the South does 
not shed its leaves in winter; or sheds 
them so late that it is almost an evergreen. 
Somewhere in the whispering tower of 
orgeous foliage was our grim fugitive. 
Ve should soon see him, we believed, 
crouched in a crotch, or lying flattened 
on a limb. But somehow, look as we 
might, we could not manage to discern this 
tawny fugitive. 


EYOND the water oak and near the 

river was a large sweet bay tree. I saw 
a limb of this quiver. Brother and I 
moved down toward it. Ere we reached 
it, a lithe and powerful body shot far from 
it over the whispering fringe of river 
marsh. We heard the body of the wildcat 
strike the water resoundingly. The dogs, 
unaware of what had happened, were still 
baying the oak tree with intense loyalty. 


my 


Brother and I climbed to the low limbs 


of the bay so that we could see over the 
marsh. Far out in the river was the wily 
lynx, swimming for dear life. Indeed, he 
had already put so much distance between 
us that he was safe. 

That wildcat swam because he had to. 
He figured all the chances, and only one 
seemed to offer escape. He took it, after 

rudent, deft, penetrant consideration. 

rust a member of the cat family to 
emerge safely, with all nine lives intact, 
from almost any kind of apparent 
impasse. 

‘I thought you said he wouldn’t swim,” 
my brother said, by way of amiable 
rebuke. 

“I guess he couldn’t think of any other 
sensible thing to do,” I rejoined. “He 
must have known that he was cornered, 
and he did the only thing possible.” 

“He probably crept out of the oak and 
into the bay to execute this very maneu- 
ver,” my brother said. “The dogs might 
have bayed here all day—with the cat on 
the other side of the river.” 

If we watch these wild things carefully, 
we shall discover no cause for exag- 


69 


Fawn in Cochetopa National Forest, 
Colorado, with the ‘‘star spots” still 
showing. It would be difficult to 
conceive a figure of more gentle and 
appealing charm, as with mingled 
interest, timidity, and trust it 
pauses to examine the intruder 
upon its solitude 


gerating their wisdom in order to 
make it seem interesting; for, truly, 
“fiction lags after truth, invention 
is unfruitful, and imagination cold 
and barren.” When I read of some of 
the imaginary deeds of super-animals, 
so unlike the wise and simple crea- 
tures with which I am familiar, I 
cannot avoid a suspicion that the 
tellers of sueh tales are striking a 
pose, in imitation of that famous 
little statue in the Metropolitan 
Museum in New York City, a 
statue called “Hercules Throwing 
the Bull.” 

Of the more impressive examples 
of the resourcefulness of these wild 
brothers of ours, none ever affected me 
more than a scene I witnessed one after- 
noon in the wild pinelands of the Carolina 
coastal country. There was a certain 
primeval sorcery about this business that 
stirred me deeply; and I shall try to give 
it to you as accurately as possible. 


BOUT three miles from home there is 2 
solitary swamp, vast in extent, almost 
impenetrable to man, and even to dogs. 
But it is the greatest deer sanctuary of my 
knowledge. Into the fastness of this 
strange refuge all the harried and the 
hunted seem to come; and here they are 
safe. 
Long ago I discovered that if I took up 
a atch on the silent fringes of this secret 
place, a watch beginning late in the after- 
noon and extending as long as there was 
light, I could see many beautiful fugitives 
trooping forth, delicately to wander the 
dim country of the night. Some of the 
best hours in my life have been spent on 
the mystic borders of this lonely, visionary 
place, and never without reward. But 
the time when I was most highly recom- 
pensed was at high noon, in broad day- 
light, when I had (Continued on page 144) 
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He Can Play 5,000 Tunes on His Chimes 


RNEST NEWTON BAGG is the 

official chime ringer of Spring- 

field, Massachusetts. His office 

is higher than that of the mayor 

—221 feet higher, to be exact, 
for his music-room is away up in the top 
of the 300-foot tower of the Municipal 
Group buildings. The bells themselves 
hang fifteen feet above the music-room, 
in an open belfry. 

When Mr. Bagg makes his bells sing, 
the whole busy city of Springfield seems 
almost to catch its breath at the sheer 
beauty of the music. Strangers hearing 
the bells for the first time are surprised 
and delighted, while the people to whom 
the unusual music has become familiar 
would be lost without the 
semi-weekly concerts. 

Scattered about Court 
Square, close under the 
tower, you may always see 
eager heads turning up- 
ward as the sweet, clear 
tones of the bells ring 
forth. Often, too, you see 
heads quickly bowed as 
though there were unshed 
tears to hide. Perhaps it 
is the notes of a half-for- 
gotten hymn, or a bit of 
melody from an old 
mother’s favorite song; 
perhaps it is just the pure 
quality of the music, but 
something seems to stir 
the listeners, to awaken 
memories, and maybe to 
prod sleeping ambitions. 

Up in his tower, Mr. 
Bagg is mindful of the 
things his music may say. 
Indeed, he puts his whole 
soul into his playing, in 
the hope that it may 
carry comfort where com- 
fort is needed, and per- 
haps renew dimming faith 
and courage. He knows 
that there are many shut- 
ins, invalids, and hospital 
patients who have learned 
to look forward to his 
playing. He receives 
many requests from these 
people for their favorite 
selections, and he is al- 
ways glad to play these 
numbers. 

In the twelve years 
since the bells were cast 
and installed Mr. Bagg 
has played more than 
2,400 concerts, an average 
of 200 a year. He can 
play 5,000 different tunes 
upon the chime, yet there are but twelve 
bells. The smallest bell weighs 225 
pounds, and the largest one, which Mr. 
Bagg calls the keynote bell, weighs 3,200 


pounds. Their total weight 1s 13,000 
pounds. i 
These are no “curfew-shall-not-ring- 
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to-night” bells, with the bell ringer bend- 
ing and tugging on hand-cutting ropes. 
Instead, there is a chime case in the 
musical aerie high above the city, and by 
deft manipulation of levers, the bell man 
is ab le to se nd the cle ar, maje stic tones of 
the bells far up and down the river valley. 
At that, his job is no ladylike one. It 
takes a strong wrist, and a strong, sure 
touch, to push each lever down about 
fourteen inches, hold it the proper length 
of time, and then let it up quickly, snap- 
ping back the hand to avoid getting it 
crushed between the levers. Sometimes 
Mr. Bagg plays three-note chords; then 
he must use a foot lever as well as the 
hand levers. It is pretty good exercise. 


Ernest Newton Bagg, official chime ringer of Springfield, 
chusetts, manipulating the levers by means of which he brings a 
whole city to attention. The chimes consist of twelve bells, and their 
total weight is 13,000 pounds. Mr. Bagg gives two concerts a week, fre- 
quently playing ‘‘request’’ numbers. Usually he plays without notes 


The bell man says he doesn’t need to take 
any other kind. 

The chime case itself is connected by 
special mechanism with the bells above, 
and it is part of the bell ringer’s duties to 
keep the whole apparatus properly ad- 
justed. This is not dificult around the case 


The top of the 300-foot tow- 
er in which the chimes are 
located 


itself, but when he has to 
climb up a steep iron ladder 
into the open belfry above, 
the task becomes more haz- 
ardous, especially in winter. 

Mr. Bagg possesses the 
prime essential for a chime 
ringer—a good ear for music. 
Unless a selection is already 
in the key of E flat, or A flat, 
he must mentally transpose 
it to that key, and he generally 
plays without music before 
him. He is a church organist 
of note, and a student of folk- 
music in particular. This is 
one reason why he does not 
ħnd it such a hard task to 
recognize and play many an 
odd tune that is requested of 
him. Sometimes the pieces 
asked for are old, old tunes; 
sometimes they are the music 
of a foreign country. When- 
ever there is a celebration 
of the foreign-born citizens 
of Springfeld—Scots, Poles, 
Jews, Italians, or any other 
nationality—Mr. Bagg makes 
it a point to play the music of 
that particular nation. He 
has even sent to Greece for representative 
music of that country. 

Among Mr. Bagg’s treasures are bun- 
dles of letters received from those who 
have especially appreciated his playing. 
Many of them are from local people, 
and many more are from famous visitors 


Massa- 


for whom he has played favorite selections. 
He has played for Commander Evangeline 
Booth, President Faunce, of Brown Uni- 
versity, President Ferrand, of Cornell, 
Madame Sembrich, dts McCormack, 
and many other well-known folk. 

Mr. Bagg is a writer and a musical 
reviewer as well as‘a musician. 

“Chime playing,” says Mr. Bagg, “is 
supposed to have originated in some of 
the early German monasteries. At any 
rate, in the fifteenth century the ringing 
of church chimes had become very com- 
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mon in northern Germany, Holland, and 
Belgium. The little country of Belgium 
was especially famed for its bell-ringing, 
and it retained this prestige for three 
succeeding centuries. 

The more elaborate chimes are some- 
times called carillons. The famous one 
at Ghent has forty-eight bells. Probably 
the oldest chimes in the United States 
are those of Christ Church, Philadelphia; 
Christ Church, Boston, and Trinity 
Church, New York City. The chimes of 
old Christ Church, Philadelphia, were sent 
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from England in Colonial days, as a pres- 
ent from Queen Anne. During the Revo- 
lution, they were taken down and sunk in 
the Delaware River, as it was feared the 
British might take them. At the close of 
the war, they were rehung in the belfry. 

“Recently,” finished Mr. Bagg, “there 
has been a decided growth in the popu- 
larity of chimes in this country. Many of 
the churches in small cities and towns are 
putting them in. This speaks volurhes for 
the fine spirit of America.” 

EVA JOY BETTERLEY 


She Finds Homeless Babies for Babyless Homes 


HE bread-and-butter vocation 

of Mrs. R. C. Talbot-Perkins, of 
Brooklyn, New York, is a thriv- 

ing real estate business. But the 

job from which she derives her 

greatest satisfaction and happiness is 
something she stumbled into about two 
ears ago. It is the business of finding 
babies to put into childless homes. 

This is the way it 
began: Mrs. Perkins 
had a friend who pos- 
sesses a beautiful home 
and a big heart, but 
who had no child to help 
fill either. This friend 
begged Mrs. Perkins to 
find her a baby for 
adoption. 

“You can do any- 
thing you undertake,” 
urged the friend. 
** Please help me find a 
child.” 

Mrs. Perkins agreed 
to try, and a few days 
later the following ad- 
vertisement appeared 
in the personal column 
of a Brooklyn paper: 


Wanted, a baby. Boy or 
girl, preferably under one 
year. Legal adoption by 
worthy couple. Reply X- 
423. 


This step taken, X- 
423 sat down at her 
desk and waited for the 
answers to come in. 
She expected to be 
deluged with replies, but she 
received only three! And these 
were from unfortunate young 
mothers whose babies were, in 
the eyes of the world, areproach 
and a disgrace. There followed 
much correspondence and, as a 
result of it all, three appoint- 
ments were made with promises 
of deepest secrecy from X-423. Even- 
tually, three young women, each carrying 
a tiny bundle, appeared at the office of 
X-423. Presently they left, minus the 
bundles. The three unwanted bits of 
humanity had been turned over to the 
capable custody of Mrs. Talbot-Perkins. 

ut Mrs. Perkins had advertised for 
only one baby. She had two extra ones on 
her hands. Kot for long, however. No 
sooner had the word gone out that she had 
two babies for adoption than a dozen 
lonely women who had long been hunger- 
ing for children called up to beg for one of 


Mrs. Perkins’s tiny charges for herself. 

From that time on, requests for babies 
poured in thick and fast. Mrs. Perkins 
advertised for more children. But she was 
never able to keep up with the demand. 
Before many months, the responsibility of 
placing the babies for adoption became so 
great that she felt she could not swing it 
alone. Mrs. Perkins is chairman of the 


Mrs. R. C. Talbot-Perkins, chairman of the Aliance of 
Women’s Clubs, of Brooklyn, New York, takes time from 
her thriving real estate business to find babies for. many 
childless homes in her city. ‘‘We have had three times as 
many requests as we could fill,” says Mrs. Talbot-Per- 
kins. ‘There simply aren’t enough babies to go around” 


Alliance of Women’s Clubs, of Brooklyn, 
and she promptly asked the club women 
of her city to take over the project she 
had started. They did; but, needless to 
add, Mrs. Perkins is at the head of the 
adoption committee. 

“Tn less than two years we have,placed 
thirty-five babies in homes for legal adop- 
tion,” she explained; “and we have had 
requests for three times that many. In 
spite of all the talk of the over-population 
of the world, there simply aren’t enough 
babies to go around!” 

And she pointed to two pigconholes of 


her desk, bulging with letters, each of 
which is a variation of the following: “I 
hear you find babies for people. I want a 
little girl not more than three years old. 
Can you find me one before Christmas?” 

“Many of our clients,” Mrs. Perkins 
went on, “begin by announcing that they 
are going to be very hard to please. The 
child must be of good stock, of a certain 
age, sex, and so on. 
But one look at the 
baby, blond or brunet, 
boy or girl, is usually 
enough, especially if it 
is attractive. The pro- 
spective foster mothers 
say they don’t care 
where, or what, it came 
from; they just hug it 
up tight and run off 
with it. 

“Most of the chil- 
dren brought to me are 
illegitimate. They seem 
to be the only un- 
wanted babies in the 
world. In cases of this 
kind, the mother is not 
only willing to part 
with her child, she is 
often deeply relieved. 
This is because she 
gives it away before 
she has had time to 
grow attached to it, and 
while it is still in her 
eyes merely a disgrace 
and a financial burden. 

“Any other babies 
are very hard to find. 
There are, of course, 
the destitute orphans; but if 
either parent is living, no mat- 
ter how great the poverty, it 
is well-nigh posie to per- 
suade him or her to part with 
a child. The policy seems to 
be, ‘Anything to hold the 
family together.’ 
` “One woman, who was the 
mother of eight and desperately poor, 
promised me that when number nme— 
already on the way—arrived, I might 
have it. I had a young married couple 
all ready for it. They had chosen two 
names—one for a boy and one for a girl. 
They had even prepared the layette, and 
were anticipating baby’s arrival almost 
as if it were their own. 

But when he came, the real mother 
took one look at him, then folded him 
in her arms and shook her head. The 
would-be foster parents are still on my 
waiting list.” 


As a rule, Mrs. Talbot-Perkins ex- 
plained, the foster mother and the real 
mother never meet. The real mother 
surrenders her legal right to the child 
before the court, and 1s not told what 
becomes of it. 

In this way, she cannot disturb its fu- 
ture welfare by claims of sentimentality. 
She gives it up once and for all, and that 
is the end of it. 

Usually, the foster mother does not care 
to meet the real mother. She says, ‘If I 
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saw her, I would feel sorry for her.’ 

“T am continually tempted to pick the 
prettiest baby and keep him for myself,” 
said Mrs. Perkins with a touch of wistful- 
ness. ‘‘But always there is someone else 
clamoring for him, someone who, it seems, 
could give him far greater advantages 
than could my husband and I. Often 
those who apply to me for children are 
people with beautiful homes and great 
wealth. 

“You see, I am a busy business woman 


with many claims on my time, and I feel 
that I have not very much to give to a 
child. 

“Years ago we took a little girl into our 
home to educate; she is now in college, 
but the claims of relatives made it 
impossible for us to adopt her. 

“But, at any rate, it is good to know 
that I am helping others find some of 
the happiness that our foster daughter has 
brought into our lives!” 

MARGARET NORRIS 


This Man Has 225 Flower Gardens 


EAVING intricate designs 
out of a quarter of a 
million plants in 225 
flower beds in r10 differ- 
ent towns scattered 
through three states is the unusual job of 
Franz Kotrba, railroad landscape artist 
extraordinary. For the past fifteen years, 
he has been in the employ of the Reading 
Railway System, beautifying its 
station grounds and its right of 
way with flowers, shrubbery, and 
hedges. His work is known from 
one end of the line to the other, 
and the letters of appreciation 
in his office give evidence of the 
delight which his handiwork has 
brought to hundreds of travelers 
from all parts of the country. 
Franz, as he is known to évery- 
body on the Reading System, 
owes his job to the ainbition of 
railroad officials to’ stimulate 
commuter. trafic; by. making 
suburban ‘fe as attractive as 
possible. They reasoned that if 
they made their suburban station 
grounds -madels of floral design, 
people seeking hemes: would: be 
attracted to. these «places, and 
the company;s commuter busi- 
ness would show asharpincrease> 
With -this end in ‘view, the 
company -made its, plans: It 
built.,its own -greenhouses atv. 
Wayne .Junction,- Philadelphia, ` 
established a nursery for hedges 
and shrubbery at Trenton Junc- 
tion, and employed an experi- 
enced landscape artist to work 
out its ideas. 
Franz was born forty years 
ane. : 
ago in Koslov, Bohemia, where 
his parents still live. At the age 
of fifteen, he went to Vienna to 
learn the art of landscape garden- 
ing, getting the practical work 
by day and acquiring the theory 
at night. Three years later, he 
went to Baden, and at the age of 
twenty-one was drafted into the 
Austrian Army. After complet- 
ing his military service, he set out to 


make his way in the New World. and, at. 


the age of twenty-five, he trod down the 
gangplank to the shores of America. -For 


a short time he worked at his trade, in.. 


South Orange, New Jersey, and in the fall 
of 1910 he entered the service of the 
railway. Shortly after his arrival in 
America his childhood sweetheart came 
over from the Old World to join him. 


Sey were married, and with their four’ 


n live but a short. distance from 
vne Junction greenhouses. 


The first step in Franz’s work is to lay 
out the designs for the two hundred and 
twenty-five flower beds. They vary all 
the way from very simple arrangements, 
which require but a few plants of one 
species, to elaborate carpet beds, like the 
one at Reading, Pennsylvania, containing 
twenty thousand plants of fifty varieties 
and of almost as many tints and hues, 


Franz Kotrba, landscape gardener, in one of the green- ` 
houses of’ the Reading Railway, at Wayne Junction, 
Pennsylvania. Here Franz and his four assistants raise 
annually a quarter’of a million plants, which they later 
‘arrange in artistic béds’‘at one hundred and ten selected 
stations ‘on ‘the Reading system. Franz is forty years 
old; he was born in Bohemia. He came to this country 
fifteen -years ago, and ‘almost- immediately entered 
the employ of the company which he now serves 


woven into patterns of infinite beauty and 
complexity.. To insure the perfection of 
the designs in these beds, Franz indicates 
on charts he keeps.in his office just what 
kinds of plants and what colors are. to 
occupy each’ square inch of space. ‘These 
charts are kept. strictly up to-date, not 
only for Franz’s own -information, but 
also to satisfy the curiosity of travelers, 
who write him every day asking for the 
names of flowers which they admire from 
the car windows. 

- Having completed his charts, the next 


step in Franz’s work is to carry out his 
ideas in actual flower beds at the different 
locations. He must ascertain the number 
of plants of each kind and of each color 
necessary for the different beds, so that 
he will have the proper material to work 
with. Then he must grow the plants. 
They are all raised in the three green- 
houses and the eight roo-foot outdoor 
frames at Wayne Junction, by 
Franz and his four assistants. 
From there they are shipped to 
the 110 selected points on the 
Reading System. Plants are set 
out each year, and the designs 
of the beds are changed annually. 
The beds must be weeded con- 
stantly, and when a plant dies 
or a flower is broken off it must 
be replaced. Dead or broken 
plants, or weeds pushing up in 
the midst of a beautiful flower 
bed, are things which you never 
see along the Reading. 

In the selection of the plants 
for the 225 beds Franz has to 
select only those which grow 
well in any one locality. Not only 
must a plant do well in the soil 
and airof the seashore resorts, it 
must also be able to thrive under 
the » conditions of: earth and 
weather found at-Wilhamsport, 
ins the mountains of . Perinsyl- 
vania, Franz :must-- also -select 
and keep in-mind those‘ lowers 
which, his letters show, are most 
appreciated by the traveling pub= 
lic and the commuters.“ _> = = 

From the point ‚of view -of 
numbers, the coleus probably 
stands first among Franz’s 
quarter of a million plants. Next 
comes the geranium, followed by 
the canna. Then comes, the 
alternanthera, which in its colors 
of red, yellow, and dark brown 
is used for the carpet bedding 
in his most elaborate designs. 
The hardy azalea also ranks high. 

The largest number of letters 
received by Franz come from 
women. ‘They admire especially the deli- 
cate tints and the intricate designs of the 
more elaborate beds. The men like the 
cannas and. other large plants. 

Franz .also has many thousands of 
shrubs, and miles of hedge, growing along 
the company’s right of way. These are 
utilitarian as well as decorative, since they 
act as breaks to prevent snow from 
drifting over the tracks in deep cuts and 
also, because of the grip the roots take on 
the soil, prevent the earth from slipping 
down on the rails. JOHN A. KUDER 
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The Boy Who Jumped the Fence 


returned Henry delightedly. “How’d 
vou get so behind on your own history? 

hy, when you cut Halsey out, you gave 
Minnie her chance. Maud Muller got 
right out with her little rake and gathered 
him in. She was the first one there when 
Gene went back on him. Can't tell kose 
much nerve a girl’s got till she wants 
something pretty bad,” 

There was no particular barb in this. 
The town took its amusement out of 
small things, because there were few big 
ones going on. It was only one of 
many encounters; and although each one 
dragged Fallon into self-distrust while it 
lasted, the minute it was over he stiffened 
with fiercer determination than ever. He 
was to be Gene Farley’s escort. Nothing 
could alter that. 

Ladies’ Choice was limited to the 
selection of escorts, the Lawton function 
in all other respects being conducted on 
the usual lines. Therefore, on Friday 
evening it was Fallon’s duty, privilege, 
burden, and delight to call or Gene 
Farley and walk with her the half-dozen 
blocks to the Lawtons’. Never had a 
damsel’s doorbell been rung by a more 
perturbed ringer. 

What he said to Gene when she came 
into the hall, he never knew. She wore a 
heavy gray cape, and as she walked it 
flew back from her dancing frock of pale 
green. There was a huge, daring flower 
of coral silk at her belt, and Fallon’s eyes 
fixed themselves miserably upon it as 
she came toward him. It was so gay, so 
foolish, epitomizing the good times which 
were part of Gene’s routine, but for which 
he had never had the courage! 

The girl’s composure was as complete 
as his embarrassment. A frightened 
young man was nothing in her life. She 
was prepared for this one, and she ex- 
pected to tuck him into a corner some- 
where, and manage the evening herself. 
Her dark eyes were merry, and she smiled 
at him graciously, but this was only her 
usual manner. Her unaffected geniality 
was her greatest charm, and the chief 
factor in her popularity. 

She chatted amiably as they started 
off, apparently not noticing his awkward 
silence, which at first he could not break. 
Then he reminded himself savagely that 
this was to be Ais evening, and that he 
was going to prove to everybody his 
forcefulness and possession of ideas. Gene 
` having mentioned the projected opera 
house, for which this evenings affair was 
a benefit, he launched into the first thing 
that came to, him—other and more 
effective ways of raising money. 


HE SPOKE hurriedly and somewhat 


wildly, not pausing for breath lest he | 
lose his courage. It was his idea, he said, ` 


that, evenif Emmetville was only a village, 
it might adopt city enterprise.. Benefits 
were silly. There were better ways. Now, 
you take a person who went to the city 
twice a year as he did, buying for the 
Mercantile Company, and he was bound 
to notice that Emmetville wasn’t taking 
the best course. He may not have said 
anything, but— 


(Continued from page 45) l 


Here Gene interjected her amazement. 
“Do you go to the city twice a year? 
Why, yes, of course. I’ve read it in the 

aper, and I kaew you did the buying. 
3ue I never heard anything about the 
trips.” 
f might have been Emmetville speak- 
ing. 

“I suppose not,” he said sadly. “I’ve 
kept things to myself, but I’m not going 
to any more. IT sha’n’t begin by criticizing 
these benefits, though. They're all right; 
only inadequate. I’m for ’em, of course.” 

“Are you? Then you're going to the 
benefit dance next week?” 

This gave him pause. In the last few 
minutes he had embarked in large terms 
on civic and social plans; but to be con- 
fronted with a definite occasion was a 
different matter. There would be no 
ladies’ choice about the benefit dance. 
If he were to act the part of public- 
spirited citizen that he had just claimed 
for himself, he would naturally do as the 
others did—invite some Emmetville girl 
to go with him. But what girl? No girl 
in the village thought of him except as a 
figurehead. And now that he had allowed 
that impression to grow, it would take 
the courage called nerve to assert his 
new rôle. 

“I don’t know,” he said finally; and 
left it there. He couldn't decide about a 
second function until he had got through 
this one. 


THE Lawtons lived at the edge of town, 
and their large grounds extended to the 
upper end of the lake. All the boats in 
town had been engaged for the evening, 
and these were turned over to the guests 
for an hour of rowing before the dancing 
should begin. The small pier was gayly 
decorated with Japanese lanterns, and 
strings of lanterns had been swung in the 
trees around the upper section of the 
lake, to which the boats were to confine 
themselves. Since the affair was a benefit, 
there were rules to be observed, and for- 
feits were imposed for their infraction. 
A time-keeper was stationed on the pier; 
and when he blew his whistle, all the 


boats were to put off together. Ten ` 


minutes later his whistle was to sound 
again -in warning, and at the end of fifteen 
minutes the boats were supposed to have 
pulled back for a change of partners. Any 
man keeping his lady out beyond this 
time was to be fined liberally, in the in- 
terests of the opera house, and fined still 
more heavily if he-were caught by a 
searching party. 

Fallon was an expert oarsman, and 
when he pushed off for the initial trip, 
with Gene sitting opposite him, he felt 
wholly aE ie the first time 
that evening. The easy play of the oars 
in his accustomed hands sent his blood 
coursing normally. He was master of 
his muscles, so why shouldn’t he be 
master of his faculties? He would be. 
He was. 

So much so that, before Gene realized 
what he was doing, he was guiding the 
small boat beyond the faal string of 
lanterns. 


“Oh, you must turn,” she said quickly. 
“We must be back when the whistle 
blows.” 

“Why must we?” 

“Because that’s the plan. Besides, I 
promised Halsey Trask I’d be back.” 

Fallon’s stroke paused for the briefest 
moment; then it continued smoothly. 
“I'm sorry you did that,” he said simply. 
“ But it really doesn’t matter now. We've 
already gone too far to get back on time.” 

“Why did you do it?” Her voice 
was warmly indignant. ‘Where are you 
going?” 

“To Bandy’s Inlet.” he returned 
calmly. “There’s a wind coming up, but 
it will be quiet in there. They won't find 
us right off, in the shadow of the trees 
along the edge.” 

“Fallon Hurd, what are you trying to 
do?” 

“Why, just play the game.” The more 
the angry note crept into her voice. the 
more his own assurance grew. “There 
won't be any fun in the searching parties 
unless they have somebody to search for. 
We'll give them a little excitement while 
we're getting acquainted. We don’t know 
each other at all, do we?” 

“I don't know,” she said doubtfully. 
“T thought I knew you, but—” 

“But what?” he prodded. 

“Why, you’ve always been so quiet!” 
she floundered. 

“T’ve been made to keep quiet,” he 
corrected. “You see, it—it’s hard for 
me now. I don’t feel inside the way I act.” 


E THE moonlight he could see her dark 
eyes fixed upon him with a newcuriosity. 
“Don’t you?” she asked slowly. “I 

never thought of that. I act everything 

that I feel-—or else I feel everything that 

Tact. I’m sure I do.” 

He sighed. “Then you’re lucky. Aunt 
Selma would have taken that out of you.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why, she would have varnished you 
on the outside. I don’t know why, but 
that’s what she did to me. It:was her 
idéa of making me behave.- She was 
always forcing me to keep still, and I got 
the habit. But I don’t feel still.” 

“How do you feel?” She was becoming 
interested in the catechism, having found 
a new specimen unexpectedly. But he 
shied away from the direct challenge with 
masculine sensitiveness. 

“Different,” he answered evasively. 
“I’m going to break through the varnish. 
It seems as if I’d broken through now. 
But I wasn’t going to talk about myself. 
I thought maybe you’d enjoy it up here. 
Don’t you think this is better than all 
those silly lanterns? I like it quiet and 
sort of mysterious. Do you notice how 
the moon and the wind shift the shadows 
from one spot to another?” 

He had drawn into the quieter water of 
Bandy’s Inlet and shipped his oars. In 
spite of the rising wind, the boat rocked 
but gently in this protected place. A 
storm was slowly gathering; but the moon 
was not yet obscured, and its light picked 
out the black shadows of the trees on 
the surface of the water, shadows that 
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jiggled grotesquely when the branches 
were lifted and swung by the wind. 

“It’s pretty,” Gene acknowledged hur- 
riedly. This mention of their surround- 
ings had brought back her impatience. 
“But we mustn’t stay. We must turn 
around.” 

“ Don’t you think it’s pleasanter here?” 
he urged wistfully. ` 

“I think this isn’t the party,” she 
countered with some heat. “This is a 
strange way for you to treat me. Do you 
think I invited you to keep me away from 
the fun?” 

“No,” and he laughed rather bitterly. 
“No, I don’t. I know perfectly well why 
you invited me.” 

“You do?” Sheer astonishment de- 
flected her again from her purpose. “PH 
warrant you don’t know at all.” 

“Vil warrant I do.” His tone was dry 
and hard. Years of suffering lay just 
beneath it. “It was because you thought 
I didn’t count. You didn’t want to invite 
anybody, and that’s what made you think 
of me, because I’ve always been a nobody 
to you. You invited me because you 
thought you could tie me toa tree some- 
where, and be free to have your own sort 
of good time.” 

This was so exact a summary of Miss 
Farley’s mental estimate that she was 
speechless. It is always a shock when the 
inexpressive express themselves. 

There had been no rancor in his words, 
but rather that shrugging amusement 
with which one reviews painful experi- 
ences that have been left behind. 

“Didn’t you?” he asked lightly. 

“T— I—” She stammered, finding it 
impossible to admit, and, being honest, 
still more impossible to deny. “I had a 
quarrel with Halsey,” she flashed out, 
unexpectedly to herself, in her frantic 
effort to avoid hurting Fallon. Then, 
having gone further than she had in- 
tended, she was angry with herself and 
consequently angry with Fallon. 

“Take me back,” she said imperiously. 

“Oh, not yet,” he protested. “I want 
to talk with you. I don’t know when I 
shall have another chance.” 

“You're abominably rude,” she told 
him furiously. “Are you trying to keep 
me out here against my will?” 

“Why, no,” he said surprisedly. “I 
was only hoping your will would coincide 
with mine.” 

“Well, it doesn’t! P want to go back. 
What will everybody say? There, I hear 
a boat,” she added triumphantly. “It’s 
Halsey. I know it is. And I shall go back 
with him.” 

` He picked up his oars. 


SHE leaned forward, rigid with anger. 
r2“ Stop! What are you going todo? Don’t 
you dare run away from Halsey!” 

“Tm not running away,” he said with 
cold dignity. “I’m going to draw in to 
the bank. It will be easier for you to 
change boats.” 

She dropped back into her seat so 
suddenly that the boat shivered. 

“My gracious!” she marveled in a 
panting voice. “Are you going to help 
me go back with Halsey?” 

“Certainly, if you, prefer it.” 

“But why?” she persisted. “I don’t 
believe I would if 1 were in your place. 
And I know Halsey wouldn’t. That’s 
practically the point we quar— I mean, 


when he gets an idea he goes through 
with it anyhow.” 

“Im not giving in to Halsey Trask,” 
Fallon reminded her. “I’m giving in to 
you. I figure you ought to have whatever 
you like best.” 

She said nothing to this, but under the 
moonlight her amazement was evident, 
She stared across at Fallon as if indeed 
she had not known him before. With the 
boat drawn up to the bank, they sat in 
silence until the other boat had paddled 
near. 

“Hello, there!” called Halsey Trask. 
‘Lose an oar or something?” His voice 
was genial, too genial. It was clear that 
he rated Fallon too low to think of him 
with the slightest tinge of jealousy. 

“We've been having a good time,” 
Gene said indifferently, not vet taking 
Halsey back to the old status. “ But we'll 
return pretty soon.” 

“Come along now,” urged Halsey. 
“Time you changed partners, you know. 
I'll row you back. Fallen won’t mind. 
He’s had an expensive téte-a-téte.” 

“This is a good boat,” Gene countered, 
“and Fallon will row me back very soon.” 

“All right. I'll tell them you're com- 
ing.” Halsey dipped his oars briskly, 
not taking the tranblé even now to attach 
any significance to Gene’s refusal. Girls 
were capricious, and he had no inkling 
that Fallon had just offered Gene Farley 
that pleasant bit of homage which every 
woman wants, and which he, Halsev,, 
had recently denied her. 


NY triumph that Fallon might have 

felt was completely nullihed by his 
knowledge of the disagreement which 
Gene had had with Halsey. She had 
merely not taken Halsey into favor again. 
That was all this episode indicated, 
Fallon understood. But at least she had 
not humiliated him. 

They talked of impersonal matters, as 
they slid out of the quiet inlet and buf- 
feted through the rising waves to the pier. 

“Dollar fine!” the time-keeper called 
jovially, as they approached. 

Fallon chuckled. “Worth it!” he said, 
as he dropped his dollar into the box. 
“Worth more,” he added on a sudden 
impulse, and dropped in the second 
dollar, warmly grateful to Gene Farley 
because she had not deserted him in the 
inlet. f 

Everybody looked at him with new 
eyes. Hadn’t Gene Farley, one of the 
most popular girls in town, stayed con- 
tentedly on the lake with him during 
three rowing intervals? Halsey, under 
the impression that the statement was 
absurd and therefore mirth-raising, had 
repeated Gene’s declaration that she had 
had a good time; but instead of being 
taken as a joke, this had been accepted as 
literally true. And when Fallon deliber- 
ately doubled his forfeit, the statement 
was enormously bulwarked, and he was 
immediately invested with a new interest. 
Had Gene Farley discovered something 
that the other girls had overlooked? They 
were eager to find out. 

Fallon was met everywhere with such 
cordiality as would have melted his old 
shyness if it had still been troubling him. 
But for the time being it wasn’t. He 
had penetration enough not to push his 
advantage by monopolizing Gene Farley, 
but he did not allow himself to slink into 


a corner, lest the stiff case of reserve 
should fasten down on him again. He 
danced with one girl after another, to 
whom he was as much a novelty as though 
he had just arrived in their midst. They 
had known him always as “‘that quiet 
boy,” and had ignored him in conse- 
quence. But he had not begun this eve- 
ning as “that quiet boy”—and certainly 
he was not to finish it so. 


DERING the last dance before supper 
he drifted away for a cigarette on the 
porch. While he stood there, planning 
what he could say to Gene during supper 
that would further demonstrate his 
forcefulness. he was startled by the sound 
of rushing footsteps on the gravel path. 
A girl had dashed around the corner of the 
house, running madly, headed toward the 
lake. There was something so frenzied 
in her flight that it suggested distress. 
On impulse, Fallon threw aside his ciga- 
rette and leaped down the steps after her. 
Her flying feet sounded on the planks ot 
the pier ahead of him; and before he could 
overtake her she had jumped into a boat. 
Under the pier lights he saw then that 
it was Minnie Thurlow. The tears were 
rolling down her cheeks unheeded. She 
was reaching blindly to untie the rope. 
The boat bobbed up and down, from the 
violence of her spring and from the wind. 
which was still high. 
“What are you doing? Where are you 
oing?” cried Fallon, grasping the rope 
bevond the knot, with the notion that if 
she succeeded in untying it he might hold 
the boat until he found out what this 
desolated young lady intended. 
“oy . ” “oc 
I’m going home,” she gasped. “Let 


” 

me go. 
“But the party isn’t over,” he pro- 
tested. “Were going to have supper 


right away.” He offered this important 
item as he might to a child, but Minnie 
was beyond its lure. 

“I won’t stay to su-su-supper,” she 
sobbed, her voice bumping uncontrollably. 
“Im going home. It’s my boat. Oh. 
I never was so mor-morti-fied.” Her 
fingers fought desperately against his to 
untie the knot. But he had been able to 
brace against a pile, and he held doggedly 
to the rope. 

“You can’t go like this,” he told her 
firmly. “The wind is getting dangerous. 
There’s a storm coming up.” 

“I don’t care. I will go home. I won't 
stay. Let me go!” She snapped off these 
sentences between her sobs, while the 
tears poured steadily down her plump 
white cheeks. 

“What happened? Tell me that,” he 
commanded, realizing that the only hope 
was to remove the cause. 

“Oh, he—he—” Miss Thurlow choked. 
and her neck worked convulsively. “I 
was a fool to ask him; but I don’t go 
anywhere. Folks forget me. I guess 
it’s because I’m not a talker, like some. 
But I thought I’d. go for: once, and 
so—I asked him.” 

“Halsey Trask, you mean? Well, that 
was all right.” 

“No, it wasn’t.. He was awfully polite. 
and I thought at first he meant it. But 
he didn’t. I had a good time till a few 
minutes ago. Then I was on the upper 
front porch, and I heard him talking down 
below to a lot of boys—a lot of em. That 
made it worse. And he said—" 
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GENTLEMEN 

Palmolive Shaving Cream is today a 
leader in its field. 

Yet we urge men not to buy it befe. hey 
try it. 

Our whole case rests on a 10-day tube 
that we send, free, for a test. 


On that basis we have won the world 
to this new creation. 


Men by the millions are flocking to it. 
Irs success is a business sensation. 


Give us ONE chance 


We realize you are probably wedded to 
another shaving cream. 


But, as expert soap-makers (we make 
Palmolive Soap, you know, one of the 


PALMOLIVE 


world’s leading toilet soaps), we know a fair 

comparison 8o times in 100 will win you. 
Palmolive Shaving Cream is a unique 

creation. There is no other like it. 
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1000 men expressed as their supreme desires 
in a shaving cream—plus a fifth, strong 
bubbles, the most important of all. 
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behind it. 
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before the right one came. 

10 days of its delights, we believe, will 
win you to our side. 
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5 Palm and olive oils bring one fine 
after-effects. 

To add the final touch to shaving lux- 
ury, we have created Palmolive After 
Shaving Talc—especially for men. Doesn't 
show. Leaves the skin smooth and fresh, 


and gives that well-groomed look. Try the 
sample we are sending free with the tube 
of Shaving Cream. 
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mail to Dept. B-1056, The Palmolive Company 
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Minnie so far had told her tale with 
comparative calmness, but as she ap- 

roached the awful climax her voice 
broke again in tremolos of misery. “He 
said, ‘I tell you, fellows, I got a raw deal 
to-night. In a few minutes I’ve got to go 
in and drag that cow-ow-ow-faced ra-ag 
doll to the eats.’” 

“Gosh!” sympathized Faljon. “I could 
wallop him.’ 

“And that wasn’t all.” Minnie dis- 
solved further. “He said he bet I ate 
ha-a-ay at home. I can’t ever forget they 
all laughed, and I can’t ever forget he 
called me a cow-ow-ow—” 

“Minnie,” interrupted Fallon sternly, 
“get out of that boat this instant. Take 
my hand. I’m going to pull you up, and 
you jump.” 

“I ca-an’t. I’m going home.” ; 

“You are not. You won’t get over this 
as long as you live if you go home. You 
come right back, and Pi fix it for you. I 
know how it is—having folks forget 
you're there because you don’t make 
noise enough. I'll fix it for you.” 

“ But how could you?” Amazement and 
a pitiful hope checked her tears. 

“TIl make him take it back,” Fallon 
promised vaguely, but with so much 
conviction that Minnie allowed herself 
to be helped out of the boat, and in a 
wondering silence climbed the hill with 
him back to the house. 


VERYBODY was at supper, and the 

-fear that had been behind Fallon’s 
thoughts had materialized. Gene and Hal- 
sey were sitting together at a corner table. 
Gene no doubt believed he had deserted her, 
and Minnie’s absence had freed Halsey. 

Minnie balked violently against enter- 
ing the room filled with young people 
before whom she felt kumliated; but 
Fallon put a firm hand on her arm and 
guided her somewhat forcibly to the table 
where Gene and Halsey sat. He seemed 
oblivious to the sudden hush and the 
questioning glances that greeted the 
entrance of the tear-drenched Minnie. 

“Will you let Minnie sit here, Gene?” 
he asked, in a tone that practically com- 
manded. “And, Halsey, I want to see 
you outside. There’s a matter to be 
settled before anybody leaves.” 

Halsey’s surface good nature held ad- 
mirably. “It can wait,” he said easily. 
‘‘Couldn’t find you anywhere, Minnie. 
Sit down, Fallon. You’ve missed—” 

“Come outside at once,” Fallon re- 
peated inexorably. 

And Halsey, evidently convinced that 
it would happen here if it didn’t there, 
went. The heads that had craned 
slowly toward Gene’s table a moment 
before now slowly turned on their axes 
with the exit of Fallon and Halsey. Im- 
mediately one boy after another found 
urgent excuse to follow; but for the most 
part the girls remained seated, held by 
the fact that they were in a private house, 
and that somebody should preserve a 
remnant of the conventions. 

To have an audience was better luck 
than Fallon had expected. Since the 
offense had been more or less public, he 
os that the retraction should be public 
also. 

“I’m going to lick you,” he told Halsey 
when they faced each other at the foot of 
the steps. “No man in Emmetville can 


accept a girl’s invitation, and then call 
her a cow-faced rag doll. At least, that’s 
the way I look at it. Are you ready?” 

Halsey wasn’t, but there were reasons 
why he didn’t care to admit it. The fight 
that followed was not a fight by rules, but 
chiefly a lively succession of dodges and 
punches, weird and fantastic in the black 
shadows and uncertain light. About half 
the time the contestants were on the 

round. Halsey delivered a cut on the jaw; 

Fallon sprawled backward on the grass, 
doubled himself forward, and sprang at 
Halsey with a powerful blow. There- 
upon, Halsey sprawled backward as Fal- 
lon had done, doubled himself forward, 
and came at it again. Back and forth 
they rocked in this elastic-rubber alter- 
nation, neither gaining an advantage. 

But Fallon had never been so happy in 
his life. For the first time he felt natural 
and codrdinated, mind and body. Here 
was a job that he felt equal to, and he 
was doing it before an audience, without 
the slightest self-consciousness. 

But at the end of several minutes of 
fairly even give-and-take, he became 
frenzied with the thought of possible 
failure; and under the stinging fear his 
muscles quickened. He speeded up; and 
before Halsey had reacted to the change 
he delivered two blows almost simul- 
taneously. One caught Halsey under the 
jaw, grazed upward along his nose, and 
came to rest momentarily in his left eye; 
the other knocked his breath out. 

It gave Fallon victory of a sort. Halsey 
was winded for the time being, and wild 
horses could not have forced him back 
into the supper-room while his nose was 
bleeding and his left eye rapidly swelling. 

And then Fallon suddenly realized that 
he himself had something almost as 
difficult to face. His mind had been 
wholly occupied with Minnie’s troubles— 
and undoubtedly he had avenged her; 
for in the coming days no Emmetville 
citizen would meet her without recalling 
that two men had fought over her at the 
Lawton party. She would not be un- 
noticed hereafter. 

But Fallon had rushed into this little 
adjustment without following it out in 
all its bearings. Now the stark fact con- 
fronted him that he had accepted a girl’s 
invitation this evening, and had made 
use of the occasion to thrash one of her 
lovers. Just what status that left him in, 
he shivered to contemplate. 


Bur he was reckoning without Minnie, 

who, while he was helping her, had 
unintentionally been helping him. She 
had confided to Gene Farley the complete 
story of her troubles, and thereby had 
confirmed the distrust which Halsey had 
already awakened and which had been 
responsible for Gene’s holding him at a 
distance. 

When Fallon came drooping back to 
her table—not with the feeling of a con- 
queror, but with trepidation over what 
she might think of his action—she made 
no reference to it, although everybody in 
the room knew all the details by this 
time. Instead, she said calmly: 

“You have two girls to escort now, 
Fallon. I’m going to take Minnie home 
with me. She can telephone her mother. 
The wind is too high for her to row back.” 

They all went into the hall, and 


t t t t.t 


Fallon’s heart was low in his breast. He 
had done a terrible thing, he thought, 
and Gene was punishing him. He would 
not see her alone. He would have no 
chance to apologize, to palliate— But, 
after all, he and Gene went up the stairs 
together toward their respective dressing- 
rooms because Minnie already had her 
wraps, and waited in the hall. Fallon 
floundered desperately for words that 
might lessen his offense, but Gene’s 
aloofness stunned him beyond speech. 


TH EN, without warning, she whirled on 
the landing and looked at him with an 
expressian he could not fathom. It was 
inscrutable from the mingling of many 
emotions. 

“V’msorry,” hestammered, and stopped. 

“It had to be done,” she said simply. 
“Im not sorry. It—it has helped. d 
you won’t let it spoil parties for you, 
will you? You'll go to the benefit dance 
just the same, won’t you?” 

He shook his head. Benefit dances were 
not high in attraction at the moment. 

“‘Aren’t you going?” There was the 
lightest possible sound, as of a slippered 
foot tapping the landing. 

: “No. No more parties! Why should 
go! 

“Why, because you could ask some girl, 
and it would make one more couple.” 

He gave a wry smile, and shook his 
head again. 

She drew a long breath, capable of 
floating a heavy sentence. “Haven’t 
you had a good time to-night?” 

“Why of course, until just now.” 

“ Did—did you enjoy bringing me?” 

“Yes, of course. Why, yes, of course, 
but—” 

“But what?” 

“But that’s all over!” 

“You mean to-night is over?” 

oe Yes.” 

“Well, what of it?” she cried, ex- 
asperated. “Oh, my-goodness, I don’t 
know but you are a fool, after all!” She 
looked at him searchingly, and this time 
there was no doubt about the slippered 
tapping. It was a quick staccato. ‘‘Can’r 
you— Why, hurry!” 

He looked around wildly. There was 
no one coming. “Hurry? What?” 

“Hurry and ask me, you goose! If you 
expect me to hold up two invitations 
much longer—waiting to see if you’d ask 
me— 

His eyelids slowly lifted and dropped, 
and lifted again. An entirely new light 
came into his face. 

“Do you mean you'd go with me?” he 
asked, dazed. 

“My heavens!” she exclaimed. “How’d 
you ever guess it?” 

“Well, how could I guess it?” he said 
helplessly. “That’s too wonderful. Gee, 
do you know what I think? If you’d go 
with me every time, I’d be in favor of 
building that whole opera house by 
benefit dances!” 

“Tt would be slow work,” she com- 
mented; “but I’m afraid you’re a slow 
worker. . . . Why, here! What are you 
trying to do?” 

“Im afraid I’m going to kiss you,” he 
gurgled happily. “I’ve got to do some- 
thing! Yes, that’s what—” 

““Somebody’s coming,” she laughed. 
“Race you to the top!” 
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HIS is our 17th year 

building good, sub- 
stantial motor cars. We 
started with less than 
$100,000—in an old drug 
factory.. In our first year 
we built 302 cars. 

“SAVE AND PROGRESS” 
Today our assets exceed 
$17,500,000 — all of it 
saved up from earnings 
and put back into the 
business. 


The old drug factory. 


was long ago abandoned, 
and our new plants, con- 
sisting of sixteen modern 
buildings with more than 
a million square feet of 
floor space —with their 
machinery and equip- 
ment represent an invest- 


ment of $6,000,000. 


Each year our equipment 
has been improved and 
our methods perfected. 
Our manufacturing organ- 
ization has gained steadily 
in experience and skill. 
Always with the idea 
in mind—‘‘ How can we 
make them better?” 


BACH YEAR BETTER 


And each year we have 
made them better. Not al- 
ways with flashy newness 
that catches your eye. But 
by deep-down, inside re- 
finements that give longer, 
keener satisfaction. 

Work like that always 
tells in the end. It has 
steadily built our business 
these seventeen years— 
about 50,000 cars will be 
this year’s sales. 


It is this public appre- 
ciation which we have 
planned for, worked for, 
these 17 years. And it is 
a fine satisfying feeling, 
to see our dreams com- 
ing true. 


WHY LOOK FURTHER? 


To you this steady prog- 
ress of ours is a guidepost 
to safe buying. You can 
find in Paige or Jewett a 
car that fits the size of your 
needs and purse. 

Yes, a smooth-perform- 
ing six-cylinder car that 
will do all you ask—and 
keep on doing it. Because 
it was built by men whose 
17-year thought has been 
—‘*How can we make them 


BETTER?” 
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Did You Ever Send a Letter and Wish - 


-© You 


getting bigger every day. When you get 
back, Foster, you must read that book.” 

“When I get back?” he repeated in 
rather dazed tones. “Why, I thought—” 

“‘Come,.come,” I said. * Don’t tell me 
that you thought I was going to send you 
away for good. Can you imagine that 1 
would fire you for being too loyal in the 
firm’s interest?” 

A quick look of relief flashed into his 
eyes. He straightened his shoulders. 

“ Nosir, I cannot,” he exclaimed. “But, 
by George, I was right! Somebody either 
lost that oatmeal or stole it. Somebody 
was lying—” 

“Of course somebody lied,” I agreed. 
“And on the Judgment Day we will 
discover who it was, and will doubtless 
get a refund on thateighteen dollars’ worth 
of oatmeal. In the meantime, let us 
remember that we are not agents of Divine 
punishment; we are wholesale grocers.” 

He laughed. (There is nothing better 
for a business than a serious-minded 
young man, provided, of course, that he 
can laugh.) 

“I get the point,” he said. “But I’m 
crazy about this business, and when I 
see somebody trying to get away with 
something—well, I'd just like to knock 


his block off.” 


“KEEP that fighting spirit, and you'll 
help double the business before 
you’re throu h,” I told him. “But knock- 
ing blocks off is a very expensive pastime. 
For one thing, when you meet the man 
with whom you have been corresponding, 
you may discover that he is a very decent 
fellow, and just as loyal to his concern as 
you are to yours.” 

“I don’t believe it,” he bristled; “I 
don’t think I ever want to meet him.” 

“Oh, but you are going to meet him.” 

“When?” 

“To-morrow. You are taking the night 
train for Detroit. And if you’re as clever 
as I think you are, you are going to come 
back here with the eternal friendship of 
everybody out there; and a good big order 
besides.” 

Turnbull is a good soldier; he picked 
up his bag and started out. At the door 
I stopped him for a minute. 

“This is a very valuable chapter in 
your business training, Foster,” I said. 
* And when you get back I am going to 
complete it by telling you a story.” 

“A story? 

“Yes; the story of why I get so many 
more letters than I write.” 

“I have noticed that your outgoing 
mail is light,” he said. “But I thought 
you were too busy.” 

“Too busy and too wise,” I answered. 
“You'll be back Thursday morning. 
Meet me at the club Thursday evening 
at six-thirty for dinner.” 

So he did, and I told him my story: 


Father died when I was a sophomore in 
college. My elder brothers were alia 
at work, and I hit for Kansas City, whic 


(Continued from page 29) 


was the great metropolis of our world, 
and found a job in a grocery house. 

My first boss, and the only one I ever 
had up to the time when I bought out his 
Chicago branch and went in business for 
myself, was a stiff-whiskered merchant 
of the old school. His business philosophy 
would make a story by itself. ‘I’ve read 
quite a lot of history, and listened to 
considerable political oratory,” he used 
to say, “‘and it seems like the country is 
always on the verge of a great crisis. But 
I guess we'll keep right on taking down 
the shutters at seven-thirty as usual.” 


NDER his tutelage I learned to be 

prompt and towork long hours, and to 
chase an order until its tongue hung out 
and it begged for mercy. Also, I learned 
that a quarter of a cent on a can of peas 
can run into a good many dollars when 
you are selling a lot of cans. From a 
high stool and a set of books I was pro- 
moted to a job on the road, and after four 
years I came back into the office in charge 
of city sales. 

It was a pretty good job for a youngster, 
and the rapid promotions turned my 
head. I began to see myself in the rôle of 
general manager, and to discover certain 
aspects of the business that struck me as 
needing a change. . It was the policy of 
the old man—though I did not know it 
at the time—to play us youngsters off 
against one another. 

The thing that I did must scem to the 
reader utterly unpardonable. It was un- 
pardonable, except for my inexperience, 
and the too-serious mental outlook which 
had resulted from my bringing up. I 
wrote the old man a fourteen-page letter. 
It was a masterpiece of critical analysis 
and fatherly rebuke. I expatiated on his 
old-fashioned methods, on the counter 
influences that were at work in the office, 
on the need for better teamwork and real 
leadership. i 

I was careful not to involve any of my 


-associates by name, but the inferences 


were clear; and I wound up with the Aa 
gestion that somebody ought to be made 


-general manager, and that the writer, 


while not seeking.the place, would not 
refuse any responsibility «that might be 
for the good of the business. 

I had the letter carefully typewritten 
by a hotel stenographer and laid it on his 
desk one Saturday morning. All day 
Sunday I could hardly eat. I was alter- 
nately on the heights and in the depths— 
one minute picturing -my suggestions 
accepted and myself in the front office, 
the next imagining that the old man must 
be spending the day in drafting a violent 
answer to my presumptuous epistle. 

Monday morning I was at my desk a 
half-hour before the office opened; but the 
day passed and nothing happened. He had 
some out-of-town customers in his office 


and seemed oblivious of my presence. 
; yP 


Tuesday would tell the story, I said to my- 
self; but Tuesday passed without devel- 
opments. 


Had It Back? 


By this time, my first enthusiasm had 
entirely faded; I ceased to expect the 
general managership but, sure that the 
old man must be framing a vitriolic reply, 
] busied myself with notes for my answer. 

Wednesday morning I found on my 
desk an envelope addressed in his well- 
known hand. I tore it open eagerly, my 
heart beating so loud that it seemed as if 
the men at the adjoining desks must hear 
it. The envelope contained a half-sheet of 
letter paper folded in the middle: “Your 
resignation is accepted,” it said; “effec- 
tive at once.” 

I crumpled the paper in my hand and 
started unsteadily toward his office. At 
the door his assistant headed me off. The 
boss was away for a week, he said. I made 
my way back to my desk, gathered some 
papers together, and wrote one or two per- 
sonal letters. The assistant cashier came 
along with my pay envelope. I jammed 
it into my coat pocket, and with no heart 
for farewells went out the front door. 

I thought I had prepared for every possi- 
ble outcome. Either the boss would pro- 
mote me, as a reward for my keen observa- 
tion and courageous speaking, or he would 
reply with a long argument, and I would 
answer back. But the thing which actually 
had happened struck me all in a heap. 
To throw me out without a word, without 
giving me even the satisfaction of a good 
set-to—this was too cruel. The more I 
thought about it, the more savage I got. 
All the afternoon I walked in the park 
meditating a new letter, and the next day 
I wrote it and mailed it. 

I counted the days until he should be 
back, and then counted five more, expect- 
ing at every hour to have some word from 
him. None came, and so I wrote a third 
letter. This was shorter than the other 
two, for I had about exhausted my story; 
but it was vigorously insolent. “If he’s 
got any fight in him, he’ll reply to that,” 
l said to myself; and again I watched for 
the postman. But more days passed in 
silence. 


THE strain was telling on me. I began in 
half-hearted fashion to look for another 
job. All my egotism had evaporated. I 
was no longer the embryo general mana- 
ger; I was just a kid who had acted 
like a fool, and had lost a grand chance as 
the penalty. Nobody will ever say as 
harsh things to me as I said to myself 
during the week that I spent looking for a 
job. At the end of the week I decided to 
pull out and go to Omaha, or St. Louis— 
anywhere, to be away. 

n this better frame of mind I was 
packing my trunk, when the doorbell 
rang and my landlady came up with a 
card. I glanced at it and could hardly 
believe my eyes. My caller was the old 
man himself. 

“Tell him I don’t want to see him,” I 
said; but I might as well have saved my 
breath. With characteristic decisiveness, 
he had followed her up, and was already 
in the doorway. 
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Sweets after Sports 


Concentrated energy in chocolates 
exactly answers the call of that “empty 
feeling” that follows a round of golf, a 
morning in the surf, or a battle royal at 
tennis. 

People eat far more of Whitman’s 
Chocolates in summer than they did for- 
merly, and for three reasons:— 


They have discovered that chocolates 
give “pep.” 

Whitman’s Chocolates are carefully 
packed and protected against summer’s 
heat. 

The exclusive plan of Whitman 
distribution, direct to exclusive sales 
agencies, even in the most remote sum- 
mer resorts, assures fresh chocolates in 
good condition, and guaranteed. 


Whenever you see the sign you know 
that the dealer’s stock comes, not from a 
jobber, but direct from Whitman’s. For 


your guests out-of-doors, supply Say 
a 


ae ie 


SALMAGUNDI 


Ideal companion for “rough- 
ing it” out-of-doors. The 
handsome metal box gives 
protection to this popular 
assortment of Whitman’s. 


id Thirsty Fibre 
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50 towels in a dust-proof car- 
X 3 ur 


dealer, or send us 


your order. 

Scott PAPER COMPANY 
bester, Pa. 

Also makers oj 


Waldorf 


ScotTissue and 
oile Papers 


on BL 


The Health Towe 


of a hundred uses ! 


Millions of thirsty fibres in every 
ScotTissue Towel distinguish it from every 
other similar product and impart to it 
that quick-drying, clean, soft quality you 
find so desirable in a towel. 


Bathroom Automobile 


| 


irsty Fibre 
a Realh DRIES 


{ Thirsh Fibre "N {i Th 


Really DRIES 


| laugh. 


He motioned her out of the room, and, 


| settling himself in my only ‘armchair, he 


lit one of his awful stogies, and beamed 
on me benignly. i 

“Dave, my lad, I came to get you,” he 
said. “You've done your talking, now 
I’m going to domine.” 

And he did—for hours, while the 
shadows grew longer in the streets and 
the lights went on. We went over to his 
club for dinner, and he was still talking. 
We sat in the window afterward, and 
finally, at eleven o’clock, he took me 
back to my room. 

He had given me the most extraor- 
dinary course of study in modern busi- 
ness that any young man ever received 
in all the world. He told me how he had 
started as a chore boy on a farm, how he 
made his way to the city, and fought 
through, in spite of everything; and what 
he had learned about men and women in 
his long exciting years. He told me that 
he had had me watched ever since I left 
the office, that he knew where I had been 
and what I had done, and could guess 
pretty shrewdly what I had been thinking. 

“You expected me to answer some of 
them long letters of yours, didn’t you, 
Davey?” 


I nodded, and he let forth a mighty 


“POHERE ain’t no answer so completely 


terrible as silence,” he confided. ‘I 
learnéd that long ago. Somebody writes 


you a letter calling you a horse thief and a 


counterfeiter. He can hardly wait to see 
what yov’ll say, because he’s already 
framed up in his mind what he’ll say back. 
So he watches out the window for the 
postman, and the longer he waits, the 
hotter he gets. He thinks of more and 
more cutting remarks to make to you, and 
they just revolve in his mind and scar 
it up something frightful. But your mind 
ain’t getting scarred none. You just 
glanced at his letter and burned it up, 
and that was that. He punished himself 
ten times worse than any words from you 
possibly could. I learned that a long 
time ago, and you'll learn it sometime 
too, Davey.” ; 

“I think I have learned it already,” I 
said. 

“Shouldn’t wonder a bit. I just 
thought I’d give you time to do a lot o’ 
rumblin’ about in your own mind. It’s 
the only way to improve. You can’t get 
so Sni out of books, or by listening to 
us old fellows that have been over the 

ath before. You have to bump your 
head, and then sit down and rub it and 
say, ‘Now, why the deuce did I do that? 
That’s the way business is learnt, at least 
accordin’ to my notion. 

“Of course I didn’t have no idea of 
lettin’ you get away. You're too smart 
and too useful to lose; and some of the 
ideas in your letters were right cute, and 
I’m going to adopt ’em. But the tech- 
nique was wrong, Davey. I couldn’t bear 
to see you become one of these letter- 
writin’ bivinéss men. Sooner or later they 
always write one letter too many.” 

“None of the boys know anything 
about what’s happened,” he concluded. 
“They think you’ve been out on a trip, 
and I don’t like to lie to ’em, so I guess 
you just better pack your bag and make 
a trip. Run up to see your mother for a 
couple of days, and drop in on Water 


Touring Car Phadton C Coach, 
Roadster, Sedan, Roya 
Coupe, Brougham, Imperial 
and Crown-Imperial—attrac- 
tively priced from $1395 to 
$2195, f.o. b. Detroit subject 
to current Federal excise tax. 


sler Four— Touring Car, 
ey Coupe, Coach and Sedan 
—attractively priced from 
$895to $1095, f.o. b. Detroit 
subject to current Federal 
excise 


sbr E isher on all Ch 
ler en enclosed models. All 
modela dae equipped with bal- 
oon ti: 


ler dealers 
and superior rysler ser- 
vice everywhere. All dealers 
are in position to extend 
the convenience of time- 
pean Ask about Chrys- 
ler’s attractive plan. 
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A Thrilling Car That Drives With 
A Heretofore Unknown Ease 


To America the Chrysler Six brings 
a new air of verve and exclusiveness 
—the outward expression of revolu- 
tionary engineering and brilliant, 
dashing performance. 


Your own eyes will recognize why it 
has completely captivated every city 
and town in America. 


Never did a car appeal so strongly to 
those whose pride is smartness, 
beauty and alertness—never was a 
car so nearly effortless in handling. 


For the Chrysler Six responds to your 
will as if it were a part of you. It 
inspires even the most timid with 
assurance that brings a novel delight 
to driving. 


It spurts smoothly and easily ahead, 
it turns, it slows or stops, even as you 
think the thought. 


There’s joy—new joy—in the lives of 
those who own and drive the Chry- 
sler Six. 


They joy in its satiny smoothness 
as its soaring power carries them over 
the road— 


But they thrill even more to the new 
sense of complete mastery it inspires. 


Your nearest Chrysler dealer is eager 
to send a car to your door for a dem- 
onstration—yourself at the wheel, if 
you wish to experience the newest 
thrill in motoring. 


CHRYSLER SALES CORPORATION, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 
CHRYSLER CORPORATION OF CANADA, LIMITED, WINDSOR, ONTARIO 
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Then he saw it 
from her point of view 


It was often a source of 
wonder to him, how she 
managed to accomplish 
so much. But he never 
knew the cost to her in 
effort, in time, in the free- 
dom which a man has— 
and a woman wants. Un- 
til, one day, it was all madg 
clear to him. She h 
found dirt in rugs whic 
should have been 


She had discovere 


And she re 


powerless s 


ized how 
e was, with 
provided her. 


himy of her need 
ds akin to those 
whi ributed to his 
nd then he saw 
er point of view! 
Ahe result? A Hoover, of 
/courge. For what other 
electric cleaner do you 
knéw of that BEATS as 
it/Sweeps, as it Cleans? 
ll he paid down was 
/$6.25. This included the 

remarkable Hoover dust- 
ing tools that fill every 
“dusting” need. The bal- 
ance was distributed into 
easy monthly payments. 
You can purchase a Hoover 
onthe same plan. See your 
Authorized HooverDealer. 


Jhe HOOVER 


It BEATS... as it Sweeps as it Cleans 


*TO PROVE RUGS NEED BEATING: Turn 
over a corner of a rug; with the handle of an 
ordinary table-knife, or something of equal weight, 
give the under or warp side 15 to 25 sharp tapë 
and watch the dirt dance out from the nap depths 
onto a piece of paper. Feel the destructive char- 
acter of this grit. This is the dirt your present 
cleaning methods have missed, and that beating 
has dislodged. Correct use of The Hoover causes 
this imbedded dirt to be vibrated to the surface 
by the rapid, gentle beating of the Hoover brush, 
as powerful suction lifts the rug from the floor 
and draws all the beaten-out, swept-up dirt into 
the dust-tight bag 


Brothers, and ask ’em why they don’t 
order more tomatoes, and when you come 
back put in an expense account. I’m 
going to fix up a new office for you while 
you're gone, but want you to promise me 
one thing:. Don’t ask me for a private 
secretary. There’s more good business 
men been killed by the habit of saying 
‘Yours received and contents noted’ than 
in any other way.” 

After such an experience and having 
worked so many years for such a charac- 


| ter, I may be pardoned for developing 


' some convictions on the subject of letter- 


writing. Not all rules apply, of course, to 
all businesses, and every successful man 


` has his own technique, which fits his own 


talents and circumstances. But I feel 
sure that there is enough sound sense in 
the following observations to make them 
worth passing on. 


pelkst. It was said of Napoleon, and 
has been repeated of many men since, 
that he never answered a letter until 
thirty days had passed. He then found 
that most letters had answered them- 


, selves. Most of us are not sufficiently in 


control of our affairs to adopt such a 
drastic rule. We could, however, let 
twenty-four or forty-eight hours pass 
before we answer.our letters—with some 
important exceptions, of course. 

A friend of mine was formerly assistant 
manager of a large business. Being young 
and eager to improve things, he sat him- 
self down at the desk of the chief clerk of 
the office, while that gentleman was away 
on vacation. The chief clerk was a tre- 


' mendous letter writer, keeping two stenog- 


raphers busy all day long. My friend, 
in studying the situation, found that five 
brief form letters would take care ot 
the whole correspondence, and that these 
could be printed on little white cards. He 


| went to the manager with the suggestion. 


“I can reduce Mason’s work tre- 
mendously (Mason being the chief clerk), 
and save the expense of two girls.” 

The manager vetoed the suggestion. 

“Vd be glad to save the money, but 
Mason is too valuable a man to lose,” he 
answered; ‘‘and if you were to take away 
his stenographers he would quit. He’s 
one of these business men who measure 
their importance by the number of type- 
writers they can keep busy. It’s an 
expensive way to measure, but his good 
qualities outweigh that extravagance.” 

How many Masons there are in business! 
How many more stenographers than 
there need to be! How few letters would 
be written if each man had to do his own 
by hand, as inthe old days! 


GECOND. Never, never attempt to ex- 
^J plain anything by letter. When young 
Turnbull got himself into the mess with 
our Detroit customer, I put him on the 
train immediately. The trip cost us about 
fifty dollars, but it tied that customer to 
us twice as closely, and it has brought us 
business that will yield thousands in 
profit. My long-distance telephone bill is 
sometimes as much as one thousand 
dollars in a month; but I don’t know any 
better way to spend a thousand dollars, 
except in railroad fare and hotel bills. 
Go back into the history of almost any 
successful business, and you will find it 


THE HOOVER COMPANY, NORTH CANTON, OHIO Was built up by personal contacts, by the 
The oldest and largest maker of electric cleaners + The Hoorer is also made in Canada, at Hamilton, Ontario | human voice, and the human smile. and 
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` Burroughs Quality 


Insures 
Lasting Accuracy 


BURROUGHS ADDING MACHINE COMPANY 
6218 SECOND BOULEVARD 
DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


ADDING : BOOKKEEPING - CALCULATING AND BILLING MACHINES 
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Baie: legs climbing stairs and being 
stuck under the other man’s desk. “Pep” 
letters are, no doubt, useful in some 
businesses, but when my sales manager 
quits beating the pavements, and hires 
some girls to beat the typewriter keys, 
ld rather pass him on to someone else. 


HIRD. A terrible book could be 

written about the tragedies that have 
occurred because somebody tried to be 
humorous in a letter. 

A joke ts a joke or an insult, according 
to the way in which it is said. To attempt 
to be funny in a letter is to fool with 
dynamite. Friendships have been broken, 
offices lost, suits at law started, and big 
orders canceled because somebody wrote 
something that somebody misunderstood. 


OURTH. Reading history, I am im- 

pressed by the fact that very little has 
been lost to the world through silence. 
Many a salesman, by letting the prospect 
do the talking, has come away with a 
big order; many a candidate has been 
elected by his opponent’s ill-advised 


speeches. 


[FETH Signing your name is about the 
most solemn act you can undertake; it 
should never be done hastily or without 
due consideration. In the midst of the 
World War, when business in Washington 
was being done at high pressure, and all 
sorts of papers were flowing across official 
desks, a wise old general appeared in the 
office of an active subordinate. “I just 
want to give you one suggestion, Joe,” 
he said. “Remember that everything we 
do in this war is going to be reviewed 
and investigated by Congress. Therefore, 
never sign anything without asking your- 
self, ‘How would this look if reproduced 
on the front page of the newspapers?’”’ 

It was sage advice. That young officer 
kept a duplicate file, containing every 
paper which related to his official acts. 
le has the whole record safely locked 
away even now, and his department is 
one of the few concerning which no 
question has ever been raised. 

How many men who read this would 
gladly draw their personal checks for a 
thousand dollars if, by so doing, they 
could recall one paper which they wish 
they had never signed! 


.\ handful of uncut diamonds and two of the 
tools in which, after having been cut, the 
diamonds are set. At left: a workman grinding 
crankshafts with a wheel shaped for this cx- 
acting work by diamonds. 


Diamonds and dollars 


Perhaps it has never occurred to you that 
diamonds enter into the manufacture of a 
motor car. They do. There are some cutting 
tasks which must be done so accurately that 
only a diamond can do them. 


General Motors uses many thousand dollars’ 
worth a year and recently its engineers have 
discovered a new way of setting them into 
the cutting tools, increasing their efficiency 
and reducing the annual diamond bill by half. 


SIXTH. Finally, and most important, it 
^2 is business suicide ever to write a letter 
in anger. Or, to state it better, to mail a 
letter written in anger. I have written a 
good many letters when I was in a mood 
to do murder; the writing of them has 
relieved my feelings, lessened my blood 
pressure, and probably lengthened my 
life. But to mail such a letter is quite a 
different thing. I began this article by 
telling how I sent young Turnbull to the 
life oP Leon for business guidance. Let 
me conclude with another Lincoln story: 


Even in so small an item it is important to 
make a saving—for many little savings, added 
together, make for the added value in General 
Motors ¢ars and trucks. 


GENERAL MOTORS 


Buick . CADILLAC « CHEVROLET . OAKLAND 
O.psmositE + GMC Trecks 


General Motors cars, trucks and Delco-Light products may be purchased on the GMAC 
Payment Plan. Insurance service furnished by General Exchange Corporation. 


Once hearing a man speak abusively of 
another, Lincoln advised him to put all his 
invective into a letter addressed to the man in 
question. The letter was written, and read to 
Lincoln, who commended it for its severity. 
The writer was pleased, and asked him, “How 
would you advise me to send it?” “Send it?” 
said | incoln. “Oh, I wouldn't send it. I some- 
times write a letter like that, and it does me 
good, but I never send it.” 


+t te + + 
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Chevrolet represents the highest 
type of quality car selling at a low 
price. Public acknowledgment of 
this fact has been evidenced by a 
greatly increased demand for Chev- 
rolet cars. This increased demand 
has resulted in increased produc- 
tion making possible decreased 


The Roadster $525 


New and improved quality of equipment— 
finished ina new color—gunmetal grey Duco. 


The Touring $525 


New and improved quality of equipment— 
finished ina new color—gunmetal grey Duco. 


The Coupe - $675 


New and improved quality of equipment— 
former price $715. 


fer ——— Transportation 


prices on closed models and im- 
proved quality on all the models. 
Now Chevrolet provides “Quality 
at Low Cost” to a greater degree 
than ever before. Now Chevrolet 
presents to automobile buyers 
everywhere a new measure of value. 


The Coach - $695 


New and improved quality of equipment— 


TheSedan - $775 


New and improved quality of equipment— 
former price $825. 
$425 


Commercial Chassis - 


Express Truck Chassis $550 
ALL PRICES F.O.B. FLINT, MICHIGAN 


CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


DIVISION OF GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATION 


Pink 


PERY AT LOW COST 
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FORD OWNERS only | 


New economy ... New fullness of power... 
New freedom from wear, noise and carbon knocks 


The Guide 
to Ford Economy 


Make the chart your guide F 
ae tere. 


Ot of the myriad claims made 
on behalf of various oils for 
Ford engine lubrication, three facts 
mark a clear line of separation be- 
tween Gargoyle Mobiloil “E” and 
all substitutes. 


1. Gargoyle Mobiloil has a back- 
ground of 9 years of intensive spe- 
cialization in lubrication—an_ un- 
equaled record in that field. 


2. Many years of specialized study 
of Ford engines and actual tests un- 
der all operating conditions make 
Gargoyle Mobiloil “E” unique in its 
ability to increase Ford long life. 

3. Like the Ford car itself, Gargoyle 
Mobiloil “ E” is used the world over 
—for economy, for full power, for the 
assurance of longest quiet mileage. 


The following paragraphs explain: 


The Ford Lubricating System. Mov- 

ing parts and frictional surfaces in 
your Ford engine are lubricated by 
a mist of oil. The rotating flywheel 
acts as a pump. The swift dip of 
connecting rods splashes oil upward 
to cylinder walls, pistons, piston 
rings, piston pins. As it splashes, 
the oil must break up into a fine 
mist in order to coat effectively 
every moving part. 

Gargoyle Mobiloil “E” is a light, 
free-flowing oil. It circulates swiftly. 
As it splashes it atomizes into a 
clinging mist. It reaches and coats 
every moving surface. 


The Ford Connecting Rod Bearings 

are so constructed that oil grooves 
are formed between the cap and rod. 
There are no oil holes or dippers. 
This construction also demands a 


VACUUM OIL COMPANY 


free-flowing, free-atomizing oib. 
Otherwise the oil may not distribute 
thoroughly over the entire bearing 
surface. 

The character of Gargoyle Mobil- 
oil “E” is such that it distributes 
perfectly to these bearing surfaces. 
Heavier oils or oils of different char- 
acter cannot possibly give equal pro- 
tection. 

The Ford Planetary Transmission 
whirls in the same oil which lubri- 
cates the rest of the engine. Sleeves 
and bushings fit closely. This condi- 
tion, too, requires light oil which 
constantly covers every exposed sur- 
face. Oil of heavier body or different 
character invites drag on the trans- 
mission which results in less power, 
increase in gasoline consumption, and 
lessened response to acceleration. 
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The Ford Clutch is of the multiple 

disc type and is lubricated by 
the engine oil. Heavy oils cannot 
be used in this clutch without creat- 
ing a decided resistance to free mo- 
tion. With such an oil the car tends 
to creep forward when the engine is 
started. Both the starting motor 
and the battery are unduly strained. 
Slipping and interference with 
smooth and positive action of the 
clutch may occur. 

Gargoyle Mobiloil “E” assures 
quick and positive engagement of 
the clutch. There is no slipping. 
There is no dragging when the clutch 
is released. 
The Ford Piston Assembly. Ford pis- 

ton and ring construction makes 
for a most effective oil sealing against 
escape of power or fuel. Engine speed 


89 


is relatively high. The time in which 
blow-by of gas or power might occur 
is extremely short. A light oil, there- 
fore, will effectively seal the pistons. 
Heavier oils produce unnecessary 
friction drag on both pistons and 
flywheel. This reduces power. 

Gargoyle Mobiloil “E” is scien- 
tifically correct for Ford piston and 
ring conditions. 


Ford Carbon Deposit. Carbon ac- 

cumulation interferes with the ac- 
tion of valves and spark plugs. If 
excessive, a distinct knock is heard. 
Oil reaches the combustion chambers 
in minute quantities. Greatest frec- 
dom from carbon comes only when 
the oil burns quickly and completely. 

In burning Gargoyle Mobiloil “E” 
leaves only a light, dry dust—nearly 
all of which is expelled through the 
exhaust. 


Ford Crankcase Oil Temperature. 

Due to thermo-siphon cooling sys- 
tem and operation of Ford brake 
and transmission bands in the en- 
gine oil, the temperature of the 
crankcase oil even in normal opera- 
tion is relatively high. Your oil 
must not thin out unduly even when 
continued driving in low speed is 
necessary. 


Gargoyle Mobiloil “E” is made 
from specially selected crudes and 
refined in such a way that its ability 
to stand up under heat is unique. 


In quality Mobiloil sets a world 
standard. To accept less than Mo- 
biloil for your Ford is to accept less 
than Mobiloil protection and less 
than Mobiloil economy. The best 
oil is always the cheapest! 


How to buy 


From Bulk 30c—30c is the fair retail price 
for single quarts of genuine Mobiloil from 
the barrel or pump. 

For Touring Convenience—the sealed 1-quart 
can is ideal for touring or emergencies. 
Carry 2 or 3 under the seat of your car. 

For Your Home Garage—the $-gallon or 1- 
gallon sealed cans—or 16-, 2>, or §¢-gallon 
steel drums with the convenient faucets. 

All prices slightly higher in Southwestern, 

Mountain and Pacific Coast States. 
Vacuum Oil Company, branches in prin- 

cipal cities. Address: New York, Chicago, 

or Kansas City. 


VACUUM OIL COMPANY 
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These 


in lather .. 


little improvements 


... mean big 


improvements in shaving 


NY shaving cream will give you 

lather—in time. Williams 

bulks large from the first few strokes 
of the brush. 


Any shaving cream will hold its 
moisture—for atime. Williams works 
up wet and the water stays in the 
bulky lather until you’ve finished 
shaving. 

Williams strips the invisible oil- 
film from the beard. 4// of each hair 
is softened for easier cutting. That 
is important. For a well-softened 
beard makes razor blades last longer. 


unlosable 
Hinge Cap 


Williams has a beneficial effect on 
the face. Its daily use conditions and 
flexes your skin for easier shaving. 
Pure, white, uncolored—no complex- 
ion soap could be more helpful. 

Shave a few times with Williams. 
To do this won’t cost you a cent. 


Mail coupon below 
The coupon below ora postcard 
brings a free trial tube. The regular 
large-size tube of Williams is 35c. 
The double-size tube at 50c. contains 
twice as much shaving cream and is 
the mosteconomical tube you can buy. 


Williams 


Shaving Cream 


MAIL THIS FOR FREE TRIAL TUBE 


(This tube does not have Hinge-Cap) 


Address The J. B. Williams Co., Dept. 19, Glastonbury, 
Conn. If you live in Canada, address The J. B. Williams 
Co. (Canada) Limited, St, Patrick Strect, Montreal. 


AMERICAN-9--25 
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Aqua Velva is our newest triumph—a scientific after-shaving 
preparation. Trial bottle free—Write Dept. 19 


| Are You the Master 
| of Your Forks, the 
Captain of Your 
Spoons? 
(Continued from page 61) _ 


solemnly, one of my earliest complaints to 
my parents being against a feather bed in 
which I had to sleep. I pounded my chest 
|! morning after morning as per instructions. 
in the hope of developing a marvelous 
chest expansion, and to this day I avoid 
mince pies and sausages. I can remember. 
as a boy of eight or ten, wondering why 
nobody in the family told “their funniest 
stories at the table and for an hour after- 
ward.” 

Some of the other quaint and rib- 
tickling letter forms in the manual follow: 


“ACCOMPANYING A Bouguet TO a Lapy 
“Will Miss Beveridge honor Mr. 


Haines by carrying the accompanying 
flowers to the concert this evening?” 
“ANSWER 

“Miss Beveridge’s compliments and 
, thanks to Mr. Haines. His beautiful and 


| fragrant gift will be a welcome addition to 
her toilet for this evening.” 


| “AN INVITATION TO A PLACE OF PUBLIC 
' AMUSEMENT 


| “Muss Harrincton: May I request 
; the great pleasure of escorting you to 
Barnum’s Museum at any time to suit 
your convenience? To grant this favor 
| will give me very much pleasure. 
“CHARLES STEVENSON.” 


| 

| 

| 

| 

“ANSWER OF ACCEPTANCE TO FORE- 
GOING 


“Mr. STEVENSON: Í thank you for your 
very kind invitation, which I am happy to 
accept. If you will call this evening and 
meet my mother we may discuss the time. 

“CLaRA HARRINGTON.” 


The Clara Harringtons of that era 
were sticklers for the proprieties and, 
obviously, would have screamed with ter- 
ror at the idea of attending a petting 
party in a closed car after a casual meet- 
ing at the high-school fraternity hop. Oh, 
Clara, Clara, where art thou in this year 
1925? 

The feature of this book of etiquette, 
however, that remained most vividly in 
my memory was an illustration, done 
| with pen and ink, showing a household at 

the dinner table engaged in all the im- 

proprieties, each member bearing a 

number, and the key to the illustratton 

reading: 


No. 1. Tips back his chair _ 

No. 2. Eats with mouth too full 

No. 3. Feeds dog at table 

No. 4. Holds knife improperly 

No. 5. Engages in violent argument 

No. 6. Brings baby to table 

No. 7. Drinks from saucer 

No. 8. Comes to table in shirt sleeves 

No. 9. Picks teeth 

No. 10. Scratches head and frequently gets 


up unnecessarily. 


There the reader had the major and 


The American Magazine 91 


Opening Upa New Vein of 
Popular Favor 


The unusual enthusiasm aroused by the New Franklin indi- 
cates that people find in it a touch of style, an air of quality, 
an ensemble of fine performance, quite out of the ordinary. 


_ What is true of the New Franklin in general is especially 
true of this particular type—the Coupé. Sales show clearly that 
there is something individual about this personal closed car. 


It may be the comfortable 3-passenger seat, the soft leather 
upholstery, the remarkably clear driver vision, the English coach- 
boot effect at the rear, or the price—only $50 above the 
Touring model. 


Whatever it is, the fact remains that the New Franklin 
Coupé has not only opened up a new vein of popular favor, 
but has set a standard for the world. 


SEDAN - SPORT SEDAN - TOURING + COUPE + CABRIOLET 
SPORT RUNABOUT + ENCLOSED-DRIVE LIMOUSINE 


Franklin Series 11 comes ready for the road—fully cqurppèd with appro- 
priate accessories, spare tire and cover—at the catalog price. Only tax 
and freight are extra. 
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"ear $1795 


F.O.B. Detroit, Tax to be added 
Glassmobile Panels $35 Extra 


Power in the Hupmobile Eight—A soft, 


soothing purr; a mighty flood at the point 


of your toe. Speed —Buoyant, easy, dash- 
ing; or sustained for mile after mile like a 
swift express train. Safety—Hair-trigger 
acceleration from eight eager cylinders; the 
ground-gripping surety of four hydraulic 
brakes. Comfort—Complete relaxation; 
your mind a million miles removed from 
mechanical things. Here is the sum of the 
fascinating new performance which made 
this car the largest-selling eight of its 
type in the world in less than six months. 
For summer and winter use, Hupmobile dealers are now fitting 
Hupmobile Eight open cars with Glassmobile equipment, as 
illustrated. Glassmobile, at a slight additional cost, takes the 
place of the ordinary side curtains, giving complete closed-car 
protection from summer rains and winter's cold, with ample 
ventilation, quick application, and removal whenever you wish, 


without tools, in four to five minutes. Clear vision through a 
wide expanse of crystal-clear glass. 


Sedan, Now $2195; Coupe, Two or Four-Passenger, Now $2095; Touring Car, Now $1795; 
Roadster, Now $1795; Dickey-Seat Roadster, Now $1895. F.O.B. Detroit, tax to be added 


GET ACQUAINTED WITH YOUR HUPMOBILE DEALER. HE IS A GOOD MAN TO KNOW 


HUPMOBILE 
EIGHT 


minor breaches of table deportment in 
the eighties and nineties graphically and 
unforgettably pictured, charted, and 
stamped! And on the opposite page was 
pictured a more circumspect family seated 
painfully and stiffly, but determined to 
dine correctly, or die in the attempt. 

Then under the heading “Etiquette at 
the Table” there ran this list of rules: 
| 1. Open and spread napkin in lap. 
| 2. Compose yourself; put mind in 
pleasant condition and resolve toeatslowly. 
| 3. It is rude to take knife and fork in 

hand and drum on table while you are 
waiting. 

4. Do not be impatient to be served. 
With social chit-chat the meal time should 
| always be prolonged thirty minutes to 
one hour. 

5. The soup should be eaten with a 
| medium-sized spoon so slowly and care- 
fully that you will drop none upon your 
person or tablecloth. Hold spoon in right 
| hand between thumb and index finger, 
| and sip noiselessly from the side. 

6. If possible, avoid putting waste 
matter on tablecloth. 

Eatinc With Fork: As years have 
passed on, the three- and four-tined forks 
have come into use, and the habit of 
conveying food with them; the advantage 
being less danger to the mouth from 

using the fork, and the food is less likely 
| to drop when being conveyed to the 
mouth from the plate. Thus, the knife. 
which is now used for cutting meat only. 
is no longer placed to the mouth by those 
who give attention to etiquette of the 
| table. 
| 7. Never fill the mouth full. 

8. Never open the mouth while chewing. 
| 9. Never make a noise with the mouth 
or throat. 

10. Don’t talk with the mouth full. 

11. Never leave the table with food in 
mouth. 

12. Never pick teeth or put hand in 
mouth while eating. 

13. Never pass plate with knife and 
fork. Allow them to rest on table on a 
piece of bread. 

14. Never make a display when re- 
| moving hair, insects, or other disagreeable 
things from food. Place quietly under 
edge of plate. 

15. Never allow conversation to drift 
from chit-chat; the consideration of deep 
| and abstruse principles will impair the 
digestion. 

16. Never permit yourself to engage in 
a heated argument at the table. Neither 
should you make, gestures with knife or 
fork. 

17. Never overload a fork. 

(And then this priceless and most im- 
portant rule of the period): 

“Never allow butter, soup, or other fco] 
to remain on your whiskers!” 

Good advice to this day, but not in 
such danger of wide disregard. 


NJOTHING will do more to convince 
i N you that we have changed in the last 
twenty-five years than a glimpse of Hill's 
Manual Instructions on “ Decorum at the 
Dance.” For example: 

“Ladies being introduced should never 
bow hastily, but with slow and measured 
dignity. 

“Ladies will consult their own pleasure 
about recognizing a ballroom acquaint- 
ance at a future meeting. 
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Many Uses for 
Valspar/ 


EEP your car in good con- “ 

dition. It pays! For a well- 
kept car runs smoothly, saves 
visits to the repair shop, and has 
a higher sale value. And keep it 
looking new! Any man or woman 
can keep a car looking its best at 
small cost with the aid of Valspar. 4 


For spare Tires—Black Valspar-Enamel 
adds the final touch of smartness! More- 
over it protects the tire from the deterio- 
ration that results from non-use. 


For the Top of your car, use either clear + 
Valspar or Black Valspar-Enamel. The 
result will be well worth the trouble, for 
a bright, new-looking top lends distinc- 
tion to the whole appearance of a car. 

Valspar not only makes the top look 
new, but waterproofs the fabric as well. 


eae 
198 7659 


A brightly Val- 
sparred steering 
wheel provides a better 

grip and a much neater appearance, 


You will find many uses for Valspar 
on your car. First of all, paint the car 
itself with Valspar-Enamel. You can do 
a workmanlike job yourself in an after- 
noon, and at very little cost. 

Then put a coat of clear Valspar on the 
steering wheel and instrument board, and 
all metal work—lamps, radiator, hood, hub 
caps, etc. A coat of Valspar on bright metal 
work keeps it free from rust and tarnish. 


Running boards and floor boards: No 
surface of your car gets more hard wear 
and knocks than the running boards and 
floor boards. Protect them with an occa- 
sional coat of Valspar. Valspar makes 
them bright, new looking, easy to clean. 

And don’t forget the fenders. Valspar- 
Fnamel will keep them shining like new, 
for Valspar is proof against rain, mud, 
grit, oil and dust. 


Largest Manufacturers of High-Grade Varnishes in the World 


T 


If there are any large holes in your top, 
first cement a small cloth patch over the 
hole with Valspar before Valsparring the 
whole top. 

On the Motor 


A coat of Aluminum Valspar-Enamel 
on the motor itself will brighten it up and 
keep away rust. (Valspar-Enamel resists 
heat, so it will keep your engine shining 
for many months.) 


The motor and 
wiring should be 
protected with Val- 
spar. 


To protect electric wires from moisture 
and prevent short circuits, use Clear 
Valspar. Valspar absolutely waterproofs 
the insulation and prevents trouble. 


É i 
This coupon is worth 20 to 60 cents 


Clear Valspar or Valspar-Enamel on 
your wheels makes them waterproof, bril- 
liant, easy to clean. Aluminum Valspaı- 
Enamel on the rims keeps them always 
trim looking and free from rust. 


teire wheels, 


proved by Vals 


Clear Valspar is the famous varnish 
that won’t turn white. It is absolutely 
waterproof and weather-proof and keeps 
your car sparkling in spite of rain, sun, 
mud, oil, and grease. 

Valspar-Enamel is colored Valspar. It 
offers you all of Valspar’s waterproof pro- 
tection in beautiful, non-fading colors: 
Red—light and deep, Blue—light, medium 
and deep; Green— medium and deep, Ver- 
milion, Ivory, Bright Yellow, Gray, and 
Brown. Also, Black, White, Gold, Bronze, 
Aluminum, and Flat Black. 

Send the coupon for samples. 


Wooden wheels, 


disc 


wheels, are all im- 


par. 


VALENTINE & COMPANY, 460 Fourth Ave., New York 


L enclose dealer's name and stamps—20c apiece for each 40c sample can 
checked at right. (Only one sample each of 
Clear Valspar, Varnish-Stain and Enamel 
supplied per person at this special price.) 
Valspar Instruction Book with Color Charts, 
15c extra, Print full mail address plainly. 


Dealer's Name.....eceseceeseeceeeers 
Address oo isis s 6 diarasniaje es Siaieis ee iaoa 2 200 


Vane Name isis sic bticsredie ins seated aw en ess wade pines esig aac s@asis 


Addrevs 


ea US Par AE 
The famous Valspar 
bosling-tcater test 
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Tea $1795 


F.O.B. Detroit, Tax to be added 
Glassmobile Panels $35 Extra 


Power in the Hupmobile Eight—A soft, 
soothing purr; a mighty flood at the point 
of your toe. Speed —Buoyant, easy, dash- 
ing; or sustained for mile after mile like a 
swift express train. Safety—Hair-trigger 
acceleration from eight eager cylinders; the 
ground-gripping surety of four hydraulic 


brakes. Comfort—Complete relaxation; 


your mind a million miles removed from 
mechanical things. Here is the sum of the 
fascinating new performance which made 
this car the largest-selling eight of its 
type in the world in less than six months. 


For summer and winter use, Hupmobile dealers are how fitting 
Hupmobile Eight open cars with Glassmobile equipment, as 
illustrated. Glassmobile, at a slight additional cost, takes the 
place of the ordinary side curtains, giving complete closed-car 
protection from summer rains and winter's cold, with ample 
ventilation, quick application, and removal whenever you wish, 
without tools, in four to five minutes. Clear vision through a 
wide expanse of crystal-clear glass. 


Sedan, Now $2195; Coupe, Two or Four-Passenger, Now $2095; Touring Car, Now $1795; 


Roadster, Now $1795; Dickey-Seat Roadster, Now $1895. F.O.B. Detroit, tax to be added | 


GET ACQUAINTED WITH YOUR HUPMOBILE DEALER. HE IS A GOOD MAN TO KNOW 


HUPMOBILE 
EIGHT 


| minor breaches of table deportment in 


the eighties and nineties graphically and 
unforgettably pictured, charted, and 
stamped! And on the opposite page was 
pictured a more circumspect family seated 
painfully and stiffly, but determined to 
dine correctly, or die in the attempt. 

Then under the heading “Etiquette at 
the Table” there ran this list of rules: 

1. Open and spread napkin in lap. 

2. Compose yourself; put mind in 
pleasant condition and resolve to eatslowly. 

3. It is rude to take knife and fork in 
hand and drum on table while you are 
waiting. 

4. Do not be impatient to be served. 
With social chit-chat the meal time should 
always be prolonged thirty minutes to 
one hour. 

5. The soup should be eaten with a 
medium-sized spoon so slowly and care- 
fully that you will drop none upon your 
person or tablecloth. Hold spoon in right 
hand between thumb and index finger. 
and sip noiselessly from the side. 

6. If possible, avoid putting waste 
matter on tablecloth. 

Eatinc With Fork: As years have 
passed on, the three- and four-tined forks 
have come into use, and the habit ot 
conveying food with them; the advantagi 
being less danger to the mouth from 


| using the fork, and the food is less likely 


to drop when being conveyed to the 
mouth from the plate. Thus, the knife. 
which is now used for cutting meat only, 
is no longer placed to the mouth by those 
who give attention to etiquette of the 
table. 

7. Never fll the mouth full. 

8. Never open the mouth while chewing 

9. Never make a noise with the mouth 
or throat. 

10. Don’t talk with the mouth full. 

11. Never leave the table with food in 
mouth. 

12. Never pick teeth or put hand in 
mouth while eating. 

13. Never pass plate with knife and 
fork. Allow them to rest on table on a 
piece of bread. 

14. Never make a display when re- 


| moving hair, insects, or other disagreeable 
, things from food. Place quietly under 


edge of plate. 

15. Never allow conversation to drift 
from chit-chat; the consideration of deep 
and abstruse principles will impair the 
digestion. 

16. Never permit yourself to engage in 
a heated argument at the table. Neither 
should you make_ gestures with knife or 
fork. 

17. Never overload a fork. 

(And then this priceless and most im- 
portant rule of the period): 

“ Never allow butter, soup, or other fcol 
to remain on your whiskers!” 

Good advice to this day, but not in 
such danger of wide disregard. 


NOTHING will do more to convine 
+N you that we have changed in the last 
twenty-five years than a glimpse of Hill's 
Manual Instructions on “ Decorum at the 
Dance.” For example: 

“Ladies being introduced should never 
bow hastily, but with slow and measured 
dignity. 

“Ladies will consult their own pleasure 
about recognizing a ballroom acquaint- 
ance at a future meeting. 
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Many Uses for 


Valspar/ 


EEP your car in good con- © 


dition. It pays! For a well- 
kept car runs smoothly, saves 
visits to the repair shop, and has 
a higher sale value. And keep it 
looking new! Any man or woman 
can keep a car looking its best at 
small cost with the aid of Valspar. 


A brightly Val- 
sparred steering 
theel provides a better 

gripand a much neater appearance. 


You will find many uses for Valspar 
on your car. First of all, paint the car 
itself with Valspar-Enamel. You can do 
a workmanlike job yourself in an after- 
noon, and at very little cost. 

Then put a coat of clear Valspar on the 
steering wheel and instrument board, and 
all metal work—lamps, radiator, hood, hub 
caps, etc. A coat of Valspar on bright metal 
work keeps it free from rust and tarnish. 


Running boards and floor boards: No 
surface of your car gets more hard wear 
and knocks than the running boards and 
floor boards. Protect them with an occa- 
sional coat of Valspar. Valspar makes 
them bright, new looking, easy to clean. 

And don’t forget the fenders. Valspar- 
Enamel will keep them shining like new, 
for Valspar is proof against rain, mud, 
grit, oil and dust. 


Largest Manufacturers of High-Grade Varnishes in the World 


VALENTINE'S 


LSPAR 


4 


For the Top of your car, use either clear 
Valspar or Black Valspar-Enamel. The 
result will be well worth the trouble, for 
a bright, new-looking top lends distinc- 
tion to the whole appearance of a car. 

Valspar not only makes the top look 
new, but waterproofs the fabric as well. 


T 


If there are any large holes in your top, 
first cement a small cloth patch over the 
hole with Valspar before Valsparring the 
whole top. 

On the Motor 


A coat of Aluminum Valspar-Enamel 
on the motor itself will brighten it up and 
keep away rust. (Valspar-Enamel resists 
heat, so it will keep your engine shining 
for many months.) 


The motor and 
wiring should be 
protected with Val- 
spar. 


To protect electric wires from moisture 
and prevent short circuits, use Clear 
Valspar. Valspar absolutely waterproofs 
the insulation and prevents trouble. t 


For spare Tires— Black Valspar-Enamel 
adds the final touch of smartness! More- 
over it protects the tire from the deterio- 
ration that results from non-use. 
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Clear Valspar or Valspar-Enamel on 
your wheels makes them waterproof, bril- 
liant, easy to clean. Aluminum Valspar- 
Enamel on the rims keeps them always 
trim looking and free from rust. 


Wooden wheels, 
wire wheels, dise 
echerls, are all im- 
provedby Vals par. 


Clear Valspar is the famous varnish 
that won’t turn white. It is absolutely 
waterproof and weather-proof and keeps 
your car sparkling in spite of rain, sun, 
mud, oil, and grease. 

Valspar-Enamel is colored Valspar. It 
offers you all of Valspar’s waterproof pro- 
tection in beautiful, non-fading colors: 
Red—light and deep, Blue— light, medium 
and deep; Green— medium and deep, Ver- 
milion, Ivory, Bright Yellow, Gray, and 
Brown. Also, Black, White, Gold, Bronze, 
Aluminum, and Flat Black. 

Send the coupon for samples. 


This coupon is worth 20 to 60 cents 


VALENTINE & COMPANY, 460 Fourth Ave., New York 


I enclose dealer's name and stamps—20c apiece for each 40c sample can 


Valspar 


_7>sThe Varnish That Won't Turn White 


Rog. Pa oft 
The famous Valspar 
boiling-zcater test 


Dealer's Name 


checked at right. (Caly one sample cach of 
Clear, Nala Varnish- ke i A 
supplie r person at this specia 
TREANA Book with Color 
15c extra, Print full mail address plainly. 


Stain and Enamel 
rice.) 
harts, 


“It is customary for the lady and 
gentleman who accompany each other to 
the ball to dance together only once or 
twice; to dance as partners oftener is 
likely to excite remark. 

“Do not engage the last two or three 
dances. It may keep you up late. 

e ry) circle the waist of a lady until the dance 
| commences and should drop arm when 
e 1 1 the music ceases.” 

Still, the dances in those days evi- 
| dently were not always free of roughness, 
' for another rule of Hill’s Manual read: 
“ Any difficulty or misunderstanding at 
a ball should be referred to the master 
i country is in a better condition, “‘eti- 
quettically speaking,” than in those days. 
Certainly the books of etiquette do not 

have to put things so bluntly. 

But while we have more etiquette in 
the United States than ever before, the 

| trouble is that it is not yet evenly dis- 
| destitute of it. Either one of the two 
extremes is to be deplored. You can die of 
i an overdose of etiquette, and there are 
_ those who think you ought to. Control 
of your etiquette is essential. You have 
got to be its master. The minute it 
appears you are its slave, you are a 
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9 “Gently glide in the dance, wearing a 
pleasant expression. Bow the head as 
you touch hands slightly. 

“A gentleman will not insist upon a 
lady’s continuing to dance if she ex- 
of ceremonies, whose decision shall be 
considered final!” 
tributed, so that every inhabitant has 

i his or her per capita share. 
damp gingersnap. Nothing is more 
, pitiful than a man with no etiquette, 


“The music will play a march, then a 
second 
presses a desire to sit. 
But, taking everything into considera- 
Some people have too much, others 
except a man who has more than he can 


quadrille, a waltz, a polka, a gallop, etc. 

“A gentleman dancer should not en- 
tion, I think we have progressed. The 
have too little. Some are practically 
handle. 


TOW my etiquette “form” is far from 

perfect. I still know more forks by 

_ hearsay than I do by sight. The super- 

| formal dinner makes me crave a constitu- 

tional amendment requiring a set of direc- 

tions with every spoon, wherever four or 

more are placed at one plate. There are 

times when I still find myself one of those 

“watchful waiting” diners. You know 

what I mean—watching out of corners of 

eyes to see what fork Mr. Jigglesby uses, 

before going ahead. I have not the table 

' courage to proceed at my own risk, coward 

‘that I am. There is the old motto, 

e “Never change spoons in mid-soup,” to 
be borne in mind at all such times. 

‘There is a great deal of talk about what 


America needs mostly, these days. My 
opinion is that what ıt needs as much as 
anything else for the general comfort, 
> | peace of mind, and mental ease of the 


people, is fewer fancy dinner courses. 
‘There are more courses at formal dinners 
CORD than the average consumer knows what 
` todo with. Ifa man is raised in an atmos- 

phere where life is just one formal dinner 
party after another, he just naturally gets 
d to know all the moves, and is just as sure 
—goes a long way to make friends of himself when suddenly brought face to 

| face with a new deck of hors d’ceuvres as he 

BUILT IN AKRON, OHIO, BY THE GENERAL TIRE AND RUBBER co. | would be helping himself to a cigarette. 


The Mark 
of Leading 


Tire Stores 
Everywhere 
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ONLY FHALF-LIVING? 


Thousands have found fresh energy, 
AS 
new vitality, health and success 
through one simple fresh food 


OT a “cure-all,” not a medi- 

cine in any sense— Fleisch- 

mann’s Yeast is simply a remark- 
able fresh food. 

The millions of tiny active 
yeast plants in every cake invig- 
orate the whole system. They aid 
digestion—clear the skin—banish 
the poisons of constipation. Where 
cathartics give only temporary 
relief, yeast strengthens the in- 
testinal muscles and makes them 


RIGHT 


“1 HAD SUCH SEVERE INDIGESTION that I could 
eat almost nothing—often could not sleep at 
night at all. I had tried every sort of remedy 
without real relief. I decided to try Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast; I ate it for two months. Today 
my digestion is absolutely normal; my appe- 
tite has returned—in a word, my health is 
perfect again. I owe all this to Fleischmann’s 
Yeast, and I cannot praise it enough.” 

Miss E. Larotnte, Montreal, Quebec, Canada 
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“I am SENIOR CLERK in the local Post Office. Five years ago I pur- 
chased a home and kept cows and sold milk to pay forit. . . . I soon 
saw that the strain was too great. I became nervously and physically 
exhausted. Constipation seized upon me and gas pains became com- 
mon. On my good mother’s suggestion I began to cat Fleischmann’s 
Yeast. I looked for relief and I got it. Today the gas pains have dis- 
appeared and constipation is wholly corrected. Yeast serves as a 
source of vitality which actuates my whole being; and we still have the 
home and the cows.” Howarp J. Smiruers, Randolph, Vermont 


healthy and active. And day by 
day it releases new stores of 
energy. 

Eat two or three cakes regular- 
ly every day before meals: on 
crackers—in fruit juices or milk 
—or just plain. For constipation 
especially, dissolve one cake in hot 
water (not scalding) before break- 
fast and at bedtime. Buy several 
cakes at a time—they will keep 
fresh in a cool dry place for two 
or three days. All grocers have 
Fleischmann’s Yeast. Start eat- 
ing it today! 

And let us send you a free copy 
of our latest booklet on Yeast for 
Health. Health Research Dept. 
J-20, The Fleischmann Company, 
701 Washington Street, New 
York City. 


THis FAMOUS Froop tones up the entire system 
—banishes constipation, skin troubles, stom- 
ach disorders. You will find many delicious 
ways of eating Yeast—on crackers—in fruit 
juices or milk—with a little salt or just plain. 
Eat 2 or 3 cakes a day regularly before meals. 


“As A YOUNG MOTHER, having given birth to eight children within nine 
years, complications setting in and my nerves badly shattered, I was 
fast losing my vitality. I tried eating Fleischmann’s Yeast. I soon 
developed a fondness for it, and my health started to improve wonder- 
fully. Within eight months I felt as if I could do the work of a long- 
shoreman. It certainly did restore energy to my wasted body. For 
clearing the complexion there is nothing like it. And it has also proved 
a life-saver to my husband for boils.” 
Mrs. Florence Murray, New York 
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THE 


Hanover 


Shoe 


FIVE DOLLARS 


Style L281 
Light Shade 
Russia Calfskin 
Oxford—$5 
Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


Style 287P 
Tan Calfskin 
Sport Oxford 
Crepe Rubber 


Sole—$5 


Hanover Shoes are made 
up to a standard, not down to 


a price. They are not five 
dollar shoes, but quality shoes 
selling for Five Dollars. It 
pays to buy Hanover Shoes 
direct from the maker. 

If there is no Hanover Store 
near you, write for catalog. 


The Hanover Shoe 
Hanover, Pa. 


Style LM259 

Little Men’s 

Brown Russia 
Blucher 
Lace—$3 


~ 


Boys and Little Men like Hanover 
Shoes because they’re good-look- 
ing and comfortable. 
$2.50, $3 and $3.50. 


He doesn’t become panicky, no matter 
how mysterious the fish course looks. He 
is On intimate terms with every type of 
fork, knife, and spoon ever turned out by 
the puzzle factories. But he deserves no 
special credit. He is a professional. 

It is the man who occasionally attends 
the formal dinner whose show of poise and 
propriety entitles him to a few rousing 
cheers. He is risking his amateur stand- 
ing. He has everything to lose, and only 
that particular dinner to gain. If he gets 
away with it without any “fox passes” it 
is a tribute to him as a man who over- 
comes adversities. He is entitled to recog- 
nition as a Self-Made Dinner Guest. 

To have been raised in a simple home 
which knew no soup or fish course, and 
was operated on a minimum fork quota, 


i and then suddenly to find yourself en- 


tirely surrounded by food you never knew 
of, is a ticklish situation for any person. 

I know whereof I speak. I was seven- 
teen years old before I saw a grapefruit. 
And I still can remember vividly that 
breakfast table at which it first confronted 
me. I hadn’t the slightest idea what to 
do with it. There was a red cherry in the 
center that bothered me more than any- 
thing else. Finally I lied out of it. I said 
I never ate “melons”! 

Asparagus tips have given me con- 
siderable trouble; that is, I don’t feel 
entirely confident with them, due to con- 
flicting rules in different localities. In 
some parts of New England the natives 
claim it’s perfectly proper to eat aspara- 
gus tips by hand. In the Eastern Atlan- 
tic states the asparagus consumers of 
recognized standing insist the fork should 
be used. The matter should go before the 
rules committee for a decision. 

I am not at home among the artichokes, 
either. They cannot be “played”? with 
comfort. 


AGAINST the regulations governing 
salads I lift my voice. Etiquette de- 
crees it is illegal to cut lettuce with a knife, 


| and requires that it be done with a fork. 


So far as I am concerned, it might as well 
be done with a“ putter” or “‘mashie.”” It 
seems to me that on the greens the player 
should be allowed his choice of irons. 
Corn, I find even in Hill’s Manual, 


| may be eaten on the cob, or “by ear,” 


with perfect propriety. I was under the 
impression our best-bred corn eaters de- 
voured it in a more delicate manner. 
No matter what the book of etiquette 
says, I hold that if it is proper to eat corn 
on the cob, it should be proper to eat 
chicken leg on the bone, and asparagus on 
the wing. 

Ed Wynn, the actor, has a device to 
make corn-on-the-cob eating safer and 
more dignified. It consists of a mechanism 
like the roller of a typewriter. The cob 
is placed in this and when it runs the full 
length of the ear a bell is rung, warning 


| the operator to switch the cob back to 


the end of the carriage and begin over 
again. It has made a big hit wherever 
shown. Mr. Wynn has a table knife fash- 
ioned on the plan of the safety razor and, 
as he describes it to his audience, “the 
big advantage is that you not only can 
get twice as much mashed potato on it, 
but you cannot cut your mouth!” 

In an old book of etiquette I ran across 
the other day, a total of six forks, three 
spoons, and three knives were listed as 


the complete equipment for each plate at 
one Grade A dinner. But it is getting so 
now that a man is known by the forks he 
can handle. And this, despite the fact 
that the use of them is comparatively 
modern. The Greeks and Romans ate with 
thetr fingers. Forks were unknown, and 
knives were used only for carving the 
tougher foodstuffs and the more tender 
statesmen. 

Even England didn’t take to the fork 
to any extent until after 1650. It would 
stagger some of our aristocrats and formal 
dinner devotees to realize that there were 
no forks on the Mayflower. Many a 
Colonial Dame would suffer collapse if 
she were suddenly to be told her ancestors 
ate peas with a knife. 


HAVE my doubts that anybody really 

enjoys being formal. It is a safe bet that 
after a formal evening of any description 
most of the men present feel an urge to 
get out of their denim coats, go out on a 
fre escape, and take a long cool drink. 

Why do most men love to go hunting. 
fishing, cruising, or camping? Because of 
the complete freedom from all artif- 
cialities. Not a dozen men in America 
would go hunting in an entire season if 
the rules required them to use six types of 
rifle, and specified the loss of their social 
position if they used a “dessert” gun 
when etiquette called for a “salad” rifle. 
Or if no hunter could speak to a guide 
until he had been properly introduced. 

And who would go fishing if the rules 
called for a stiff shirt and high hat, de- 
manded that every fisherman reach the 
lake promptly on time, and specified that 
he rise promptly in his boat the moment a 
lady fisherman entered the fishing grounds? 

Yes, we have advanced; yet etiquette 
can be overdone. I prefer a man with only 
a few manners that have come to him 
instinctively to one who has acquired so 
many he can’t use them without a dem- 
onstration. After all, manners should be 
seen and not heard. 

My opinion is that there are too many 
rules of etiquette for dinner and dances, 
and not enough in places where they are 
most needed. Take the theatre, for 
example, or the lecture hall, or even the 
church. There seems to be a general 
feeling that the minute one enters a 
theatre the ordinary rules of courtesy and 
good behavior automatically suspend 
themselves. 

The books of etiquette declare it an 
unpardonable error to arrive at a dinner 
after the hour specifed. Yet the same 
people who would break a leg rather than 
violate this propriety toddle into a theatre 
from ten minutes to a half-hour after the 
performance has begun, and cause any 
amount of annoyance to those who have 
arrived earlier. I would excuse these 
people if they ate with their knives and 
drank out of their saucers, if only thev 
would be considerate enough to realize 
that a fellow human being, after once 
becoming seated at a theatrical perform- 
ance, doesn’t like to play jumping-jack 
the rest of the evening. 

Again, why shouldn’t there be rules of 
etiquette governing conduct in the sub- 
Ways, street cars, trains, at the wheel of 
an automobile, watching a street parade, 
or running to a fire? These are the very 
places where man appears at his worst. 

A man will leave a formal reception at 
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F GAS wete robbed overnight of its power to serve, man- 
kind would have a better understanding of what the gas 
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your family name should be 
fashioned from known and 
proven granite. 

Rock of Ages, the wonder 
granite of Barre, Vermont, 
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coast to coast. It has a nat- 
ural blue-gray color. It is 
evenly grained and takes a 
magnificent polish. Intense- 
ly hard, it endures through 
the centuries. 

Your family memorial, 
cut while you live from 
Rock of Ages, will be evi- 
dence to posterity of your 
discriminating judgment. 


BE sure to request our Certificate 
of Perfection when placing order 
with your local memorial mer- 
chant. It is your guarantee of 
genuine Rock of Ages. 
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which he has shone as the very spirit of 
good breeding, jump into his motor car, 
and in the space of a half-mile frighten a 
kindly old lady out of her skin with a blast 
of the horn, crowd a nervous young 
woman driver off the road, and roar, “ Hey! 
What’s the matter? Are you deaf and 
dumb?” to a peddler who has crossed in 
front of the car with a fifty-pound pack 
on his back. 

When impatience enters a sedan, eti- 
quette flies out of the window! 

I have seen a young man stand bare- 
headed, hat in hand, on a cold day in the 
middle of the sidewalk to show proper 
respect to a young lady acquaintance, and 
inside of an hour rip a fender off a flivver 
driven by a splice bearded stranger, and 
demand, “Why the don’t you look 
where you're riving? D’ya want to get 
killed?” 

There seems to be something about 
etiquette that doesn’t go with new tires 
and twenty-two-cent gas. 

The same is true of subway travel. At 
the Times Square Station in New York 
about fifty guards are employed during 
the rush hours, not to help people onto the 
cars but to prevent them from doing one 
another bodily violence. Now and then 
some gentleman makes a serious effort to 
see that a lady gets aboard safely, and the 
incident causes a sensation. I don’t see 
why a man who can be depended upon 
always to do the right thing with a fork 
can’t be depended upon to do the right 
thing in a subway jam. Surely, all the 
people who rush aboard cars like hysteri- 
cal cattle can’t be people who “ blow” into 
the soup spoon. ; 

There should be a better display of 
good manners, too, running to fires and 
getting a place in line to watch parades. 
‘There is too much speed shown in these 
diversions and too little control. I resent 
being knocked down entering a fire zone 
as much as I do being knocked down 
entering a ballroom. 


(00D manners love company. They 
are generally conspicuously absent 
when alone with their owner. Take the 
telephone, for example. How many men or 
women are one hundred per cent good- 
mannered on the telephone? If the same 


etiquette were followed at the dinner 
table that is followed at the telephone we 
should have something like this: 

Mr. Jones: Would you please pass me 
the butter? 

Mrs. Smitu: I beg pardon? 

Mr. Jones: Please pass the butter? 

Mrs. SmitH (passing the bread): Here 
you are, sir. 

Mr. Jones (in high temper): I said 
butter, not bread. Are you deaf or some- 
thing? Gimme the butter! 

Mrs. SMITH (muttering to herself): The 
butter is busy. 

Mr. Jones (pounding plate with knife): 
You can’t tell me the butter is busy! . . . 
I know better! ...I1 had it only a 
minute ago! ... PIl report you to the 
management! . . . Stupid idiot! 

Mrs. SmitH (loudly): The big fresh 
bimbo. How does he get that way? 


NY way you look at the matter, eti- 

quette is used too little for comfort and 
too much for display. There is too much 
etiquette in the ballrooms and not enough 
in the revolving doors. Did you ever 
watch people coming in and out of office 
buildings or stores through revolving 
doors caring a rush hour? If so, you 
never noticed a conspicuous display ot 
etiquette. 

And take umbrellas: This country is 
several hundred years old and its people 
haven’t learned yet how to carry an 
umbrella. No considerate person would 
think of running through a crowded ball- 
room with a pikestaff or bayonet pointed 
due north. Yet nine out of ten people, 
caught in the rain, will open an umbrella 
in the face of any innocent bystander and 
ram at least twelve other persons to the 
block. 

There ought to be a chapter in the 
etiquette books devoted to “How to 
Carry an Umbrella.” And it should urge 
obedience to the slogan, ‘‘ Look before you 
open!” Our umbrella carriers have as 
their battle cry, “Don’t poke until you 
can see the whites of their eyes!” 

The tendency to-day is to put on eti- 
quette too thickly on some spots, and skip 
more noticeable ones entirely. So I am 
for spreading it out to make it cover more 
territory. 
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Prize Contest Announcement 


p? you ever go to a formal dinner, 
where you were particularly eager to 
make a good impression, and then drop 
your fork on the floor, spill something on 
the tablecloth, or get so choked when your 
food “went down the wrong way” that 
you had to leave the table? Or have you 
confined yourself to such practices as 
upsetting a cup of coffee in the lap of 
some expensively gowned woman? 

In the foregoing article, H. I. Phillips, 
the humorist, describes the tribulations of 
one who tries to keep up with etiquette. 
What he says will undoubtedly bring to 
mind some of your own embarrassing ex- 
periences. Pick out the most embarrass- 
ing of them all, and describe it in detail. 
It doesn’t have to be something that 
happened at the dinner table; any em- 


barrassing experience at any time or 
place will do, if the rest of us can get a 
laugh out of it. 

For the best letter of not more than 
four hundred words we offer the following 
prizes: $30, first prize; $20, second prize; 
$10, third prize. Competition closes 
September zoth. Winning letters will 
appear in the December issue. Address 
Contest Editor, THe American Maca- 
ZINE, 250 Park Avenue, New York City. 

Contributions to this contest, and any 
enclosures, cannot be returned, so you 
must make a copy of your contest letter 
and of any enclosures if you want to 
preserve them. Manuscripts and in- 
quiries not connected with the contest 
must be sent under separate cover to the 
Editor of THe AMERICAN MAGAZINE. 
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of meeting people absolutely upset me. 
But I have begun to feel like myself 
again. And this is the first call I kare 
made.” 

S Iti is hard to call when one isn’t nor- 
mal,” Mrs. Newnham commented easily. 
“Calls are never easy things.” 

“I am wondering,” Gertrude went on, 
“if you will dine with me next week. Mrs. 
Maine and Mr. Forbes are coming.” 

“Oh, thank you very much,” Mrs. 
Newnham answered, with a com oy 
conventional cordiality; “I shall be a 
lighted.” 

Inevitably, Gertrude reflected on her 
way home, contacts remove the sting of 
enmities. Already ‘‘a great big lump of a 
woman, with nothing on her but flesh,” 
had lost something of its power to hurt. 

However, on the night of her dinner, 
as she dressed in her one evening gown, 
she studied herself in the glass, her eye 
somber. “I ama great lump of a woman,’ 
she admitted. “Thad no business to let 
myself get so big.” 

Into Gertrude’s mind swept a series of 
pictures of Alicia Bushnell, the long, 

graceful lines of her figure showing through 
ché delicately revealing reticences of her 
gowns. 

“ Emily Ellis undoubtedly thinks that’s 
how I lost my husband,” she reflected 
drearily. “Ve likely it did have some- 
thing to do with it.’ 


HESE meditations had their inevitable 

result; and just before her guests arrived 
a cold trembling seized her. However, 
it proved to be a successful evening. Ger- 
trude had spread the table with one of 
the few good cloths left from her wedding 
linen, set it with French peasant china. 
Editha had asked permission to decorate 
the house; and, to her mother’s surprise, 
had made some really charming, though 
naive, arrangements of buttercups, daisies, 
and irises. Mrs. Maine and Mrs. Newn- 
ham expressed enthusiasm over Ger- 
trude’s tentative effects in decoration. 

“I think this painted black walnut is a 
stroke of genius, Mrs. Haviland,” Mrs. 
Newnham exclaimed, and there was a 
note of genuine respect in her voice. 

“This tinting is a delicious color,” 
Lydia Maine declared later in the living- 
room. ‘“‘It’s like being at the center of a 
pomegranate!” 

“What’s this?” Ira Forbes suddenly 
demanded, bending over the big table. 

Gertrude colored. “The evenings are 
o long after the children have gone to 
ved,’ she faltered, “and one can do only a 
certain amount of reading—so I thought 
[’d like to make a map o the town. I’ve 
alw, ays liked to draw ma 

his is beautiful,” Petia Maine ex- 
claimed. “Why, it’s like—like an archi- 
rect’s drawing.” She stopped with an 
ibruptness, flushing a fiery pink. “You 
ro at it „exactly as though you had been 
“rained,” she recovered herself gallantly. 

“I have had some training in such 
hings,” Gertrude said, with a composed, 
‘aint smile, “and as my uncle was a col- 
ector of maps I have had the chance to 
-xamine hundreds.” 


What you should know about 


your teeth and gums 


THE gums thin out to a deli- 
cate edge where they join the 
teeth. If you look closely, you 
can see—even feel—the small 
ledges and V-shaped crevices 
formed by this joining of 
teeth and gums. You will find 
these tiny crevices on the out- 
side of the teeth, in between 
the teeth and in back of the 
teeth. They form what is 
known as The Danger Line. 

Food collects in these tiny 
crevices at The Danger Line. 
There it ferments and forms 
acids which lead to Acid Decay 
—and sometimes to Pyorrhea 
unless you neutralize these 
acids as they form, by safe, 
protective measures. 

Squibb’s Dental Cream pro- 
vides a sure, safe means for 
protecting the teeth and gums 
at The Danger Line. For 
Milk of Magnesia, from which 


Squibb’s Dental Cream is made, 
has long been recognized by 
physicians and dentists as the 
safest and most effective prod- 
uct known for neutralizing the 
acids forming in the mouth. 

Squibb’s Dental Cream 
soothes and strengthens the 
gums and protects them from 
the acids which cause irrita- 
tion and invite infection. It 
safeguards the teeth from Acid 
Decay, keeping them clean, 
bright and attractive. Buy a 
tube or two from your druggist 
today. 
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OU know the man whose 

tires “never last’”—and the 
other fellow who gets remark- 
able mileage from the very 
same make. 

Check up, and ten to one 
you'll find that the second man 
tests his inflation regularly — 
using a Schrader Gauge. 

Schrader Tire Gauges have 
been standard for many years. 
They are sold by more than 
100,000 dealers the world over. 
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“You’ve lived in Europe?” Mrs. Newn- 
ham asked. 

“From five until eighteen, I onl 
visited in America,” Gertrude answered. 

In later periods of Gertrude Haviland’s 
life, she found, on looking back, that there 
were three high spots in this bleak period 
of her existence: the illumined moment 
when she lifted the bountiful bottle into 
the sunset light; the day she started to 
put her house in order; this first dinner, 
with its background of renewed humilia- 
tion and heartbreak. 

That evening was quiet enough, how- 
ever. After their coffee, they sat far into 
the evening talking. Ira Forbes seemed 
to be in an unusually expansive mood. 
He drew Gertrude out in regard to her 
life in Paris. Gertrude, rarely articulate, 
suddenly found herself at ease, and really 
able to talk. Her knowledge of France 
was more intimate even than Malo Newn- 
ham’s, and by imperceptible stages she 
found the conversation centering about 
herself and ‘her girlhood experiences. 


(THE workmen had finished the repairs 
in the house. Ira had finished his work 
in the jungle. The life of the Haviland 
family began to shake down into habits 
and ways. Despite Maggie’s constant, 
faithful service, Gertrude found herself 
sufficiently busy. 

Every day he walked over the place 
with the snippers and a basket. She 
continued to add improvements of her 
own handicraft to the house. The map 
still lay thumb-tacked onto the big table. 

These days Gertrude was very little 
alone. The news had at last percolated 
through the town that anybody was 
welcome to play on the tennis court of the 
woman who had taken the old Mowbray 
house. Thelma Baldwin and Dan Farmer 
appeared frequently. Thelma brought 
other young people. Punctiliously, always 
she conducted them into the house and 
introduced them to Gertrude before they 
took up their rackets. 

At Gertrude’s orders, Happy and his 
rapidly increasing throng of friends played 
their tennis in the morning, so as to 
leave the court free in the afternoon. 
They always hung about, though, and 
were occasionally requisitioned by their 
elders to make up sets. 

Gertrude had accomplished one thing: 
Her children no longer played in Morgan’s 
Hollow. However, as she had told Ira, 
in order to accomplish this she was forced 
to bring the Hollow into her very house; 
and for the two older children the associ- 
ation was far from happy. 

Jess Farmer was so swift and so glib 
a liar that it was almost impossible to 
believe she lied, in face of the proof. She 
had a passion for clothes, which Gertrude 
soon discovered was the only real bond 
between her and Editha. By teaching the 
two girls first to knit, and by the promise 
of instructing them later in primitive 
dressmaking, Gertrude managed to keep 
them under her eye. 

As to Happy—Gertrude had made an 
intensive, though covert, study of his 
three companions. Boliver Eldredge was 
the only one about whom she felt a faint 
degree of tranquillity. Curly-headed, 
clear-eyed, and cleft-chinned, he was, 
after all, mere boy. He overran with 
mischief; but with mere mischief Gertrude 
could cope. 


Mel Murdock, a tall, slim, dark lad 
whose eyes seemed always to look at her 
through a veil, baffed her. He was cheat- 
ing steadily at tennis, she discovered, and 
no more than Editha had suspected the 
fertile and facile Jess did Happy suspect 
the covert and calculating Mel. Gertrude 
had but one recourse in this sttuation- 
to stroll out onto the court and act as 
referee. It was the only way she could 
be sure that Happy ali ever win. 


IM FILER offered a more serious prob- 
^2 lem. One day Gertrude was working in 
the down-stairs bedroom nearest the court. 
Sim Filer and Happy, who were alone that 
morning, were seated under the window, 
talking. A phrase flying out of their con- 
versation caught in Gertrude’s hearing— 
her own name. She listened. Suddenly 
the two boys were on their feet—Happy 
was whispering—actually his boy’s voice 
seemed to hiss—“ You take that back— 
Pll smash your face!” 

Gertrude controlled herself by one 
effort, walked to the farthest door, and in 
an even voice called, “Happy! Happy!” 
And then, as though talking to someone 
else, “Is Happy out here anywhere?” 
Finally, again addressing:the out-of-doors, 
“Where are you, Happy? I want you for 
a moment, dear.” 

“Here I am, Mother!” Happy’s voice 
presently answered. He appeared about 
the corner of the house—panting, crimson- 
faced, fiery-eyed. 

“Ha Sy Gaerride struck out suddenly 
with the first idea that came to her, 
“would you mind running down to the 
village for me?” At random she made out 
a list of articles. A single fixed idea 
steadied her milling thoughts—she must 
keep Happy away from the house for a 
while. She watched him out of sight, 
leaning against the door frame in a kind 
of sick horror. 

Then, “Sim,” she called, “Sim! Come 
here a moment, please. I want you.” 

Sim came padding about the corner of 
the house in the big shoes, apparently 
hand-me-downs from an older brother. 
They seemed somehow never to interfere 
with the quiet of his step. In silhouette. 
Sim was grotesque. His flaxen hair was 
shaved close to a head on which his huge 
ears made abnormal extensions, like mis- 
shapen pink fungi. The lashless, color- 
less, expressionless pebbles that were his 
eyes seemed never to close their slits, 
even to wink. He was the only child 
Gertrude had ever known whose gaze 
did not falter before hers. 

“Oh, come in the house for a moment, 
Sim,” Gertrude said, in as natural a voice 
as she could command. “I’ve sent Happy 
away on an errand. I have something Ta 
like to show you—up-stairs in my room.” 

It was with a shrinking, shuddering 
sense of horror that Gertrude turned her 
back on Sim, led the way to the upper 
hall. Behind her, his soft padding scarcely 
produced a sound. Yet steadily he pro- 
gressed. She had a feeling that she was 
introducing into her home something 
sinister, sub-human; that if she were 
suddenly to wheel about she would find 
noisome creature crawling up the stairs. 

In her bedroom, Sim stared about him 
for an interval. Then—she was busying 
herself at the bureau—she felt his gaze, 
as though in sudden suspicion, leap to her 
face. Apparently that scrutiny satisfied 
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Full-Size Balloons. 

Gum-Dipping, the special Firestone process of 
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UT the daughters of today—will 

their complexions be smooth and 
unblemished at fifty? The rush of 
modern times, the promise of mar- 
velous results from quick beauty 
treatments, the very heavy use of 
cosmetics—all combine to ruin the 
skin long before the age of middle life. 


| 
| 


u 


More than ever today’s girl needs 
the careful cleansing of her skin with 
a pure soap and warm water. For over 
thirty years fastidious women have 
relied upon Resinol Soap to protect 
and preserve the freshness of their 
complexions, and the modern girl will 
find no worthy substitute. 


It contains no harsh properties and is ab- 
solutely non-irritant to the tenderest skin — 


It has no heavy perfume or strong odor— 
just the delightfully distinctive fragrance 
which comes from its Resinol properties— 
those properties which make its rich color 
and give protection to the skin— 


It rinses easily and leaves the skin so re- 
freshed and invigorated that you know it has 
been cleansed to the depths of each tiny pore. 


Resinol Ointment is a ready aid to Resinol 
Soap. In addition to being widely used for 
eczema, rashes, chafing, etc., thousands of 
women find it indispensable for clearing away 
blackheads, blotches and similar blemishes. 
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Dept. N, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 
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him, for he studied the room again. 

Presently she placed two chairs in front 
of the bureau. “Come over here and sit 
down, Sim,” she said in a smothered voice. 

Sim slipped over to the chair, seated 
himself on the edge, cast a slit of curious 
glance in her direction. Gertrude opened 
the drawer. A big soft towel covered its 
contents. 

“Sim,” she said, and now something 
that the sight of that drawer always en- 
gendered flowed in gentleness through her 
voice, “Sim, I’ve brought you up here to 
tell you a secret, and I don’t want you to 
repeat it to anyone. Will you promise 
that?” 

Sim considered this. For an instant it 
looked as though he would not commit 
himself. Then curiosity overcame pru- 
dence. 

“Yes,” he drawled finally. 

“Sometime, toward the end of the year, 
Happy and Editha and Nabby are going 
to have a present of a new baby. They 
know that, because I’ve told them. But 
they don’t talk about it. I have explained 
to them that it is one of those things that 
nobody talks about, because everybody 
knows it.” 

Nota flicker lighted the slaty opacity of 
Sim’s eyes, but his lip curled faintly in some- 
thing that was half sly leer and half overt 
triumph. A clammy dampness chilled 
Gertrude’s body, but her voice kept its 
steadiness and her tones their gentleness. 
“I thought you’d like to see the things 
I’ve made for the new baby.” 

She lifted the towel. In the drawer 
were ranged the more entertaining parts 
of the, layette—little worsted jackets, 
embroidered bibs, lines of tiny shoes. 


IM’S eyes dropped, swept them all, 

stopped with a strange fixity. “Oh, Mis’ 
Haviiand,” he suddenly exclaimed, point- 
ing a grubby finger, “look at them little 
shoes! Look at them little shoes. Gosh! 
I never seen such little shoes in my life” 

Gertrude lifted the shoes from the 
drawer, and held them out to him. Sim’s 
warty palm flattened like a lily pad to 
receive them. “Ain’t them the cunnin’est 
things you ever saw in your life!” he 
murmured in a kind of delight. “I never 
saw a pair of shoes so little as them!” 
After a while he put them back, carefully, 
in the drawer. Gertrude took out an- 
other pair. “Gosh! Ain’t they white!” 
he said. One by one he held them all. 

Gertrude leaned back in her chair. 
“Sim,” she said, “I am going to tell you 
something that is to be a secret between 
you and me, because I’m going to ask a 
favor of you.” She fixed the gray intensity 
of her eyes on Sim’s expressionless ones. 
“You have several brothers and sisters 
younger than yourself, haven’t you, Sim?” 

Sim nodded, 

“Well, sometime about the last of De- 
cember or the first of January there 
will come a day when I sha’n’t want the 
children to be in the house.” She paused. 
Then, “ You understand that, don’t you?” 

Sim’s expression did not change. Again 
he nodded. 

“When that day comes I’m going to 
telephone you, and ask you if you’ll take 
| Happy and Editha and Nabby away 
somewhere—I’ll arrange where. Will you 
do that?” 

For the third time Sim nodded. But 
some change going on in his psvchology 


seemed to burn off that hardness in his 
eyes. 

“ Now you understand, Sim,” Gertrude 
went on, “this is an engagement. I shall 
depend on you. There’s another thing— 
I want you to make one promise: that 
between now and then you will say noth- 
ing to my children about this matter. And 
I want you to make another promise: that 
when the day comes you will never let 
them suspect why I have sent them away 
from the house? Will you give me your 
word of honor on that?” 

“Sure!” Sim promised easily. He vol- 
unteered in a tone equally easy—and 
this was with the air of one elder to an- 
other—“Them kids ought not to know 
about them things anyway!” 

“Let’s shake hands on that,” Gertrude 
suggested, her heart lightening. They 
shook hands. As Gertrude led him down- 
stairs to await Happy’s return, Sim said, 
“I never saw anything so cunnin’ in my 
life as them little shoes!” 


ND now Gertrude seemed to have 
settled into a jog trot again, as far as 
making any headway in Rock Harbor was 
concerned. Lydia Maine went with Malo 
Newnham to a White Mountain resort on 
the first of July. Ira Forbes, working 
twelve hours a day on the reorganization 
of thé “Roll Call,” spent weeks at North 
Bradford, returning only for week-ends. 
He made brief calls always, but he was 
obviously jaded, puzzled, irritated by 
long, difficult, and discouraging work. 

The season wore on. Gertrude’s splen- 
did condition maintained itself. Her 
black moods visited her less and less fre- 
quently. Moreover, now she was reading 
the papers with Paai 

It was 1914. On the first of August, 
Germany crossed the French border; on 
the fourth, England entered the war. 
For a month, Gertrude; trying to read 
between the contradictory lines of the 
Boston newspapers, saw only despair. 
The Germans had been held at Liège; but 
the gray horde was already before Char- 
leroi! Lousain was taken, Brussels had 
fallen, Tournai flashed into the news 
column. Tournai—that was only a step 
from Lille, from the France she knew. 
Now names were symbols of old joys, and 
familiar scenes came into the headlines. 

Gertrude sent to Boston for a war map; 
she subscribed to the London “Times” 
and the Paris “Temps.” With her Bae- 
deker of northern France, these papers 
took a permanent place on her bedside 
table. Every time he came home, Ira 
called, and they talked of nothing but the 
war. 

In the meantime, letters had come from 
Emily Ellis. Gertrude’s first inclination 
was to ignore them; they brought inevi- 
table recurrences of her heartsickness. 
But, as always nowadays, she considered 
the situation long and carefully before 
she made up her mind. She decided 
to continue the correspondence. Emily 
would, Gertrude knew, retail to her ex- 
actly what was going on in Maywood. 
And in her heart she loved Emily. 

Emily’s first letter came early in June: 


My Dearest GERTRUDE: I cannot tell you 
how shocked I was when I returned from 
Washington and heard of your flight from May- 
wood—how shocked everybody was, for that 
matter. The town buzzed with it for a while 
and if vour ears did not burn it is because there 
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is no truth in the old saying. Everybody was 
sympathizing with you; regretting your de- 
parture; criticizing Will in the most forceful 
way, and simply scoring Alicia Bushnell. Well, 
I don’t know if you would care to know the 
things they said about her, but I know very 
well that if I were in your place they would give 
me the greatest delight. A great many people 
think that Will will never marry her; that by 
the time the three years of waiting are up, he 
will realize what a bad bargain he’s made. 

My dear, she’s so old for one thing and, as 
Charlotte Dalrymple said the other day, when 
a man breaks Ai a woman who has been a 
true wife to him and the mother of his children, 
for no reason but his infatuation for another 
woman—not young and not pretty, even if she 
is fascinating in a way—the chances are that 
he’ll ship her <oraplecly omenme: 

f course, Gertrude dear, I am heartbroken 
that I don’t know exactly where you are, and 
that I have to send my letters through Barton 
Chase. I hope you realize that you can trust 
me with secrets. But if you feel that you 
must keep your whereabouts concealed, I shall 
certainly not try to discover it. However, I 
shall write to you whenever I have the 
leisure, and tell you fully what is going on 
here. As ever, affectionately, EmıLy. 


The second letter arrived late in August: 


Dearest GERTRUDE: I got home last 
week—a month later than I thought I would. 
I found your letter most interesting. It told 
me a great deal, but not half what I wanted to 
know. Of course I shall abide by your request 
not to try to find out where you are. 

There is no particular news of Will and 
Alicia. Will is working terribly hard at the 
office. Alicia was away all summer. Some 
people thought that she had gone for good, but 
she returned, bold as brass, to her apartment. 
That old aunt, Mrs. Nowell—no, Norwell—is 
with her. And Will calls regularly every eve- 
ning. They are so open about things that really 
there’s nothing further to say. People have 
ceased to talk. They accept it as part of the 
social phenomena of Maywood. 

Isn’t this war something terrible? To think 
of all the bloodshed and everything—isn’t it 
too dreadful? I hope the next time we meet, 
the world will have settled down. 

Yours affectionately, Emity. 


i The third letter was dated in Septem- 
er: 


My Dear: What do you think has hap- 
pened to me?_I am going to Europe with the 
Red Cross! I simply couldn’t stand it any 
longer—staying here and doing nothing. 

I am writing very hurriedly, because I am 
leaving in a few days and you can imagine 
what the farewell hospitality is like. How do 
you suppose I got my chance? I had been doing 
everything in my power to go, and pulling 
every wire I could pull, and then suddenly it 
came to me through—whom do you suppose? 
Alicia Bushnell. You know she has an uncle 
who is way up in the Red Cross, very wealthy 
too. Well, it seems he was looking for some 
woman who knew French, so she thought of 
me. At any rate, I received a note from her 
asking me if I really wanted to go, and saying 
she thought she could get me the chance if I 
did. Well, I went straight over to her house. 


| My dear, I didn’t even stop to powder my 


| ance in the world on her judgment. 


nose. 

She showed me a letter from her uncle ask- 
ing her to recommend anybody she knew, and 
telling her just what his requirements were. 
You could see that he placed all the reli- 
She 
asked me a lot of questions herself, and after a 
while she helped me to fill out a questionnaire. 
A few days later I received a notification that 
I was to go. 

Alicia is looking awfully well for her. She’s 
filled out a little—a very little. You know her 
figure was always her strong point, and it is 
certainly exquisite at present. She looks so 
rested too. Her eyes are really radiant. I saw 


Will the other day, and I don’t think he seems 
as exhausted as he did. They say he is very 
successful. 

I can’t tell you, Gertrude, how sorry I am 
that I can’t see you before I leave. But perhaps 
when I get home you will let me come to that 

lace, wherever it is that you are staying. 
Jat think, the children are growing quite out 
of my recognition. Affectionately, EmıLY. 


‘THE autumn arrived in the superb pomp 


typical of New England. With the 
first red leaf Lydia Maine returned, and 
Malo Newnham followed within a week. 
All Gertrude’s near neighbors had called, 
and she now had a little group of friends 
who showed their sympathy in various 
lg te gifts of flowers and vegetables 
and fruit. Doctor Petersham stopped 
occasionally for a brief examination, but 
always departed with the statement that 
he kag wasted his time coming: she was so 
well. 

Gertrude ordered her wood and her 
coal for the winter. She put the children 
in school. Each night—her heart sink- 
ing—she contrasted with the Maywood 
system, the uneven, uninteresting curric- 
ulum which their answers to her ques- 
tions revealed. She took them on long 
ridés every Saturday; and they brought 
ee flivver home flaming with autumnal 
loot. 

Gertrude filled her house with these 
leaf-fires. “It will be a long time,” she 
thought with a sigh, “before | shall really 
get into the world again . . . and after 
the snow comes everything will be so 
white!” 

Just, however, as the spring was late in 
coming, so was the winter. But one day 
she waked into a white world. Thereafter, 
until Christmas, the air was never free 
of frost. The children, of course, reveled 
in this amplification of their sports, and 
perrude tried to warm her spirit at those 
res. 

At Christmas she invited Ira and Mrs 
Maine to come to her small celebration. 
She took this opportunity to show her 
appreciation of their unfailing kindnesses. 
From the Christmas tree there came to 
Lydia one of her treasured prints of old 
France, and to Ira the most precious book 
she owned—a single volume and a first 
edition of Anatole France. 

Ira had put the “Roll Call” in running 
order. It was picking up in circulation in 
a way that seemed to Gertrude, at least, 
marvelous. He had relaxed a little from 
the speed of that first rush after he took 
control. Every morning he strolled over 
to the house, always with an ostensible 
reason for calling—Gertrude marveled at 
the ingenuity with which he multiplied 
excuses. Every evening, pipe in mouth, 
he dropped in to say good night. 


AFTER Christmas a day dawned that 
seemed to hold, warmed over, some of 
the mulled wine of Indian Summer. It was 
Saturday, and the children played out all 
day. That night Ira appeared earlier 
than usual. 

“What do you say, Mrs. Haviland,” he 
suggested, “to a little drive in the sedan? 
Lydia says she doesn’t dare go—she’s had 
a touch of neuritis to-day—but she’s got 
a hot water bag for your feet, and if you 
bundle up I don’t think you'll be cold.” 

“Td love it!” Gertrude said. 

Apparently not  satished with the 
warmth of her long fur coat, Ira had 
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wanted it as he had never wanted 
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placed in the sedan a heavy steamer rug 
of wool. “Oh, this is delicious,” Gertrude 
sighed, as they flew through the quiet 
landscape. “It’s so thrilling to get away 
from—” She broke off. Then, ‘‘There’s 
something lovely about winter,” she went 
on dreamily; “the world almost all in two 
colors—it’s so like an etching. And you 
never really know how beautiful a tree is 
until you see it without the leaves.” 

Ira made no comment. “How far 
would you like to go?” he asked. 

%Oh, all night!” Gertrude answered. 

Ira laughed. Gertrude noted that there 
was a pleased note in his mirth. ‘Like 
that other ride?” he asked. He had never 
before made actual allusion to their for- 
mer drive. “Not to-night, young lady,” 


he decided. After this they rode in silence 
for a while. And then a sudden start on 
his companion’s part brought them to a 
slow stop at the side of the road. 

“What is it?” Ira asked quietly. 

Gertrude smiled faintly, but hes eyes 
were full of tears. “I guess we'd better 
turn back now,” she said, “and on our 
way, if you don’t mind, I’ll pick up the 
nurse. We’ll telephone from the house to 
the doctor. You don’t have to speed, 
Ira”—unconsciously she called him Ira. 
“I sha’n’t need the doctor for quite a 
while.” Then, “Oh }’—she addressed her- 
self suddenly—“I must not forget to 
telephone Sim Filer to come and get the 
children to-morrow!” 

(To be continued) 


_ The Wonders of Compressed Air 


(Continued from page 40) 


water cannot penetrate to quench the 
flame. 

“Inside this space, and thus protected, 
is the electric arc, with its temperature of 
6,700 degrees Fahrenheit, and with the 
arc the pipe was cut so that the repair 
could be made. To substitute a new 
section of pipe was, of course, a difficult 
job; but that is another story. The com- 

ressors had done their work when they 
had cleared the pipe of mud and salt 
water, exposed the location of the fracture, 
furnished air for the divers and com- 

ressed gases for the under-water torch. 
Tn record time the break was repaired. 

“More compressed air is used in the 
brakes of trains and trolley cars than in 
any other way. The enormous develo 
ment of the modern railroads was made 

ossible only through the compressed air 
brake. Before it was invented, locomo- 
tives could not be made heavier than 
twenty-five tons. Trains were limited to 
fifteen freight cars weighing four and one- 
half tons each, and able to carry only a 
load of seven tons. 

“Probably you do not remember those 
pygmy engines and cars,” he continued, 
“for the air brake was invented in 1869. 
You are accustomed to seeing the modern 
locomotive, weighing three hundred tons 
and able to draw and control a train of 
freight cars weighing twenty-six tons each 
and capable of carrying a load of sev- 
enty-five tons. 

“In the days before the air brake, a 
passenger train was limited to a speed of 
thirty miles an hour, and even that rate 
was dangerous, because of the difficulty 
of stopping the train with the hand 
brakes. To-day speeds of sixty miles an 
hour, and even higher, are common.” 


“ZOU said that oneof the uses for com- 
pressed air was in building tunnels,” 
I reminded him. ‘How is that done?” 

Mr. O’Neil picked up his hat. 

“You come with me,” he said. “I can 
show you more easily than I can tell you. 
We are going to visit the vehicular tunnel 
which is being built under the Hudson 
River to connect New York City with the 
New Jersey shore.” 

While we were on our way to the tunnel, 
I reminded myself of some of the rea- 
sons for its construction: The Borough of 
Manhattan, the original New York City 


before Brooklyn, Queens, the Bronx, and 
Staten Island were added to it, is built on 
an island. Surrounding it are the wide 
waters of the Hudson River, New York 
Harbor, the East River and the Harlem. 
On this island are the principal stores and 
industries of New York. ó 

Here, on this narrow strip of land, some 
fifteen miles long and a mile or so wide, 
dwell more than two million persons. 
Millions more come to work each day in 
the great financial center which surrounds 
Wall Street, in the great shops and stores 
of Fifth Avenue, and elsewhere. Much of 
the enormous quantities of goods and 
supplies consumed here is brought in 
trucks which cross the Hudson River from 
New Jersey on the ferryboats. 

To relieve this congestion, one of the 

reatest tunnels in the world is being 
baile under the Hudson River. When it is 
completed it will consist of two tubes 
more than a mile long, each large enough 
to accommodate two lines of automobile 
traffic. 


WE REACHED the site of the tunnel 
' Y opening. Through a maze of scaffold- 
ing, runways, ladders, and platforms near 
the river’s edge, we came to the mouth of a 
pit. Down it we were lowered in a crude 
elevator to the tunnel. In a few minutes 
we found ourselves in an iron cylinder 
some seven feet in diameter and perhaps 
twenty feet long. It lay at full length on 
a platform in the upper half of the tunnel. 

“This is the air lock,” my companion 
informed me. ‘‘We are going into the 
compressed air now.” 

As we sat down on the narrow bench 
that ran along both sides of this air lock, 
with a dozen workmen in mud-grimed 
overalls and boots as companions, the 
heavy door clanged to behind us. An 
operator pulled a lever and a dry, rushing 
sound filled the lock. It was the com- 
pressed air. In a moment there was a 
curious sense of pressure in my ears. 

We went from this air lock into an- 
other. Here the compressing process was 
repeated. The total pressure was now 
twenty-nine pounds to the square inch. 
We passed out of the lock into a long 
circular corridor almost thirty feet in 
diameter. Its walls were built of heavy 
iron plates fastened with huge bolts. 
Electric lights burned dimly in the murky 
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air. The sound of iron tools clanging on 
iron walls came muffled to our ears. It 
was all mysterious and strange. 

This was one tube of the vehicular 
tunnel. In this huge cylinder two lines 
of motor traffic will stream westward out 
of the city in greater volume than all the 
ferries on the Hudson River combined 
can now handle. Just south of it, a twin 
tube will carry two lines back into the 
city. It will revolutionize motor travel 
between New York and the communities 
to the west and south. 

At the end of the corridor we came to a 
massive iron partition. It was pierced by 
several square holes, through whic 
appeared a smooth material Tke gray- 
green clay, or putty. 

“That is the shield,” said my com- 
panion, “the device that burrows through 
the river bed to make the tunnel. That 
green stuff is the soil of the river bed 
itself.” 


HERE was a still tenseness in the 

attitudes of engineers and sandhogs. It 
was like the moment in a football game 
just before the referee’s whistle blows for 
the kick-off. Each man was at his 
appointed post. 

A quiet order or two was given, several 
valves were opened, and a moment of 
breathless waiting followed. My eyes 
were fixed on the smooth square of green 
putty in the nearest hole in the shield. 
Suddenly I realized that that surface was 
moving almost imperceptibly toward us. 
It was as though some hidden force were 
pressing that mass of clay from its place 
in the river bed back into the tunnel where 
we stood. I looked a question at my 
guide. 

“The shield is going forward,” he 
explained, pointing to the edge of the 
circle. Enormous steel plungers—jacks 
they call them—were driving the shield 
ahead. “The jacks are capable of exerting 
a force of six thousand tons; but as 
this silt is comparatively soft only three 
thousand tons is being used,” he added. 

My eyes moved back to the mass of 
green clay in the hole of the shield. It 
was pushing inward deliberately. As I 
watched, the mass began to protrude 
from the aperture. 

Gradually, great cracks appeared. The 
cracks widened, the mass hung for a 
moment indecisive, then suddenly dropped 
with a thud to the bottom of the tunnel. 
For twenty minutes the shield was pushed 
irresistibly onward, while the heavy lumps 
of clay fell steadily into the tunnel. 
When the distance between the shield and 
the edge of the tunnel lining had widened 
to two and half feet, the hydraulic pres- 
sure was shut off, and the “shove”? was 
over. 

Now the sandhogs must pile the clay 
into cars, to be drawn back to the far end 
of the tunnel sections, and taken out. 
Then the ironmen will bolt into place the 
ponderous segments that make up the 
next ring of the tunnel lining. 

Next another shove will begin. The 
shield moves forward two and a half feet 
at each shove, and there are from one to 
ten shoves a day, depending on the 
nature of the ground they are tunneling 
through. 

“An amazing incident,” remarked Mr. 
O’Neil, “occurred while the subway tun- 


nels were being built under the East 
River from Manhattan to Brooklyn. 

“One afternoon in February, some 
years ago, those who happened to be 
crossing Brooklyn Bridge saw a strange 
sight. The quiet surface of the river burst 
suddenly into a geyser which boiled high 
into the air. In the midst of the spurting 
water a black object was whirled end over 
end. As the waves subsided the object 
was seen to be the figure of a man. He 
swam slowly and painfully toward shore, 
where eager hands threw him a rope and 
drew him out of the water. 

“When he was examined it was found 
that he had a broken leg and was terri- 
bly bruised; but his injuries were not 
fatal and he finally recovered completely. 
When they asked him where he came from 
he could only say, ‘Out of the tunnel.’ 

“When his rescuers heard this they 
looked at each other significantly and 
tapped their heads. However the man 
had been hurt, his injuries, they thought, 
had temporarily unbalanced his mind; for 
the tunnel, as they well knew, was under 
fourteen feet of earth in the river bottom. 
How could he have come from there? 
Impossible! 


“AND yet the man told the literal truth. 

His was probably one of the most 
miraculous escapes ever heard of. What 
had happened was this: 

“He was a sandhog down in the tunnel, 
engaged in carrying away the muck forced 
through the shield. 

“Suddenly, as he worked, a stone the 
size of a man’s head dropped from the 
earth of the river bed before him. He 
knew the cavity it left meant danger. 
With a companion’s aid he seized a heavy 

lank and shee it over the hole. But, as 
he did so, a terrible thing occurred. He 
felt himself drawn irresistibly toward the 
cavity. Clutching frantically, but to no 
avail, at the smooth steel face of the 
shield, his body was sucked into the aper- 
ture. Next moment he was shot through 
the fourteen feet of river bottom and 
fathoms of water to the surface of the 
East River. That he escaped with his life 
was a miracle.” 

“Was it merely air pressure that drove 
that sandhog through fourteen feet of 
river bed?” I demanded. 

“That’s all,” Mr. O'Neil said. “But 
that is greater than you think. When that 
accident happened they were working in a 
pressure of twenty-four pounds per square 
inch. There are a good many square 
inches of surface on the body of a fair- 
sized man. When he approached the hole, 
he was suddenly subjected to a force 
of thousands of pounds, and was shot 
through, exactly as the cork is blown out 
of a popgun.” 

“What would happen if the air pressure 
failed?” I asked. 

“ Nothing much,” Mr. O’Neil responded 
with a smile. “Standing by the pressure 

auges isa vigilant sentinel. At the first 
indication of a dangerous drop in pressure 
he would touch a button. Then the 
‘guillotine’ gates at each of the holes in 
the shield would fall. This would prevent 
the river muck from pouring in and flood- 
ing the tunnel. In the meantime the 
workers would make a swift get-away, 
and stay out until the pressure was 
restored and the danger was over.” 
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A Drop of Water 
is His Movie Studio 


(Continued from page 19) 


back to my first microscope: Every- 
thing that came into my hands I put un- 
der it—a blade of grass, crystals, LS ete 
anything. I fixed up one room in our 
house as a ‘laboratory,’ and began to 
spend more and more of my time there as 
I experienced the joy of aroused curiosity 
and the thrill of discovery. 

“A microscopist lives in a majestic 
world. The man at the microscope is a 
Gulliver amid pygmies. The ant hill 
becomes a world of thrilling interest; the 
hive, a citadel of heroic virgins and a 
regally devoted queen; the spider, a hero; 
and the fly a monster of death. 


“ As my interest increased, I contrived 


more pieces of apparatus, mounted slides, 


and began to read books on microscopy | 


and on all that related to microscopy. 
| found Maeterlinck’s ‘Life of the Bee,’ 
and Fabre’s ‘Social Life of the Insect 
World’ especially fascinating. 

“In short, microscopy became my 
hobby, a hobby that grew to be the ruling 
passion of my life. I kept clear of athlet- 
ics and other activities at high school. 
Directly school was out, I slipped into 
my laboratory to begin new and exciting 
experiments. 

“The boys at school regarded me as a— 
well, really, a nut. Now and then I 
brought one of them into the laboratory. 
He usually got excited about the things 
he saw under the microscope; but his 
enthusiasm was never sustained. 


“THE idea of presenting the intimate 

life of insects on the motion picture 
screen came to me one afternoon in a 
classroom at high school. The instructor 
was showing magnified images of insect 
still life on a stereoptican screen, and 
lecturing on insect anatomy. 

“It seemed to me a dull and colorless 
way of presenting such a fascinating 
subject. I thought how wonderful it 
would be if, instead of the lifeless speci- 
mens, we could see the magnified insect 
in real life! 

“That idea went careering around 
inside my head and it refused to depart. 
It was one of those thoughts that simply 
will not go away until you do something 
about it. 

“ But how was I to accomplish such a 
thing? How to hold, and to light, and to 
photograph insects without interfering 
with their normal actions? It would 
take never-ending inventiveness. 

“In one way, I figured, I was fortunate. 
There was a streak of inventiveness in the 
family, and the chances were that I 
inherited some of it. My grandfather 
had taken out fifty patents on his own 
inventions. The most important of these 
was the ‘“‘cross-cutter” for harvester 
machines. He sold the patent for three 
thousand dollars. That cross-cutter is 
still in use on harvester machines pre- 
cisely as he invented it, and it has built 
up for its owners one of the great fortunes 
of the country. 

“T suppose, along with his inventive- 
ness, I inherited my grandfather’s lack 
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Have you ever served 
Candy in this new way? 


A telephone, a knife and a bon- 
bon dish! That is the newest way 
to serve candy! You ’phone your 

ocery, drug or candy store for a 

ew bars of Oh Henry! You slice 
them thinly... 8 slices to the bar! 
You serve them just as you always 
serve chocolates and bonbons! 

And you have one of the most 
delicious, sure-to-be-appreciated 
candies you ever served at a bridge 
or Mah-Jongg game, afternoon tea, 
or any other gathering. 


Oh Henry! 


SLICED 


Imagine a rich old-fashion butter cream, dipped in 
a luscious, chewy caramel, rolled in crispy, crunchy 
nutmeats and then thickly coated with the smooth- 
est, mellowest of milk chocolate! 

Doesn't that sound good? 


Williamson Candy Company 
Chicago, Ill. 


A fine candy, too! And inex- 
pensive! At 10c a bar, Oh Henry! 
costs you only 45c a pound. Yet 
at this pies it gives you a quality 
unexcelled by any candy for the 
simple reason that people eat more 
Oh Henry! than any other quality 
candy in America! 

The wonderful popularity of 
this new way of serving Oh Henry! 
... Slicing it! ... a Chicago woman’s 
invention...is a glowing tribute 
to the quality and the convenience 
of having a fine candy in the pantry 
ready to slice and serve at a 
minute’s notice. 

Phone for a few bars now! Then, 
write fora littleleaflet,“A Woman’s 
Inspiration.” 
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The American Magazine 


Salary Increased 
Many Times 


—Salesmanship the Answer 


“My salary as a letter carrier,” writes 
J. J. Graney, a California man, “was 31,800 
a year. This is the top in the Post Office. 
After finishing six assignments of the 
LaSalle course in Modern Salesmanship, 
I had the opportunity to go with a real 
estate company, and I have made good. 
I have not worked nearly as hard since I 
have been selling, but have increased my 
earning power about 400 per cent. During 
September I earned $225, October $500, 
November close to $700, and I expect to 
make $1,000 this month. . .” 


Big Salary-Increases for 
LaSalle-Trained Men 


Are you—like Graney—following a well-organized 
plan to double —triple—quadruple your salary? Or 
are you relying for advancement upon business 
knowledge picked up thru day-to-day experience? 
LaSalle offers a sound and practical salary-doubling 
plan which has added millions and millions of dollars 
to the earning power of its members. Read, for ex- 
ample, what this plan has done for the men whose 
records are cited just below: 


“Thru the personal help and reports you gave me, 
I have been able to work out a used-car merchandis- 
ing plan that has proved to be highly successful. As 
a direct result of your training I have already in- 
creased my earnings more than 200 per cent.” 

N. J. HETZ, Kentucky. 


“At the time I enrolled for LaSalle training in 
Modern Salesmanship my salary was aweek. At 
the present time I am earning between $300 and 
a week,” C. R. STOWELL, California. 


Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 


The complete story of the LaSalle salary-doubling 
plan is outlined in a fascinating book entitled "The 
Making of an Unusual Salesman.” This book tells 
clearly the opportunities in the selling field— points 
the way to a quick mastery of the very methods 
whereby the big producers top the list year after 
year, earn big five-figure salaries. The information 
contained in this book is of priceless value to the man 
seriously ambitious to make a real success in the sell- 
ing field. And—the coupon brings it to you, free. 

If a successful career is worth 2c and two minutes 
of your time, check on the coupon the field of ad- 
vancement that appeals to Heal fill in your name 
and address, and place it in the mail TODAY. 


LaSALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 


Dept. 933-SR 
I should be glad to receive an outline of 
four, po leh . together with 
Salearh bs Fy =i f£ "Ten Years 
gen of Te: i 

motion tn One,” without obligation. 


(Modern Salesmanship— 


“The Making of an Unusual Salesman’ g 
Other LaSalle Opportunities 


LaSalle plan opens the way to success in every impor- 
ine “neld of Business. Check below the opportunity that 
appeals to you. 
OBusiness Management 
OHigher Accountancy 
OTraffic Management 
ORailway Station 

Management 
OLaw-— Degree of LL.B. 
OCommercial Law 


OPersonnel and Employ- 
ment Management 

OBanking and Finance 

O Modern Business Corre- 
spondence and Practice 

OExpert Bookkeeping 

Oc. P. A. Coaching 

DIndustrial Management OBusiness English 

O Modern Foremanship OCommercial Spanish 
and Production Methods [Effective Speaking 


SILION. neewcccccennnnnnseecoeeerensennennnennannne== 


of business instinct, because I haven’t 
made any more money than he did. 

“I went blindly to work in my labora- 
tory to work out some sort of apparatus 
to take motion pictures of microscopic 
life. Meanwhile, Pras dutifully studying 
law at Stanford University. However 
little I was adapted for the legal pro- 
fession, I managed to graduate in law, 
taking a degree, LL. B., or whatever it 
eeii G. it was for me. I have for- 
gotten everything that was laboriously 
and faithfully imparted to me about law, 
but what I learned of optics,,microscopy, 


| chemistry, and physics has stuck. 


“I was admitted to the California bar, 
and started out to practice law in Los 
Angeles. I practiced as long as I could 
stand it, which was one year. 

“Then I managed an automobile re- 
pair shop on Figueroa Street, which im- 
proved my income considerably and gave 
me more time for my microscope. 


“T THINK it was along in 1915 that the 

Bausch and Lomb people brought out 
a new projection microscope which com- 
bined a brilliant light behind the lens 
with a screen in front, so that it was pos- 
sible to see what was going on in a drop of 
water on the screen magnified thousands 
of times. 

“Now if I could film this microscopic 
life! I could see all sorts of wonderful 
things for the future. For instance, a 
biologist could perform an amazing experi- 
ment under the microscope, and it could 
be filmed and shipped out over the world 
exactly as the President’s Inauguration 
was flied and displayed to the people. 

“T have always felt that what goes on 
in the laboratories of the scientists should 
be broadcast to the public. So I set to 
work to try to bring it about. 

“But, good lord,” groaned Tolhurst, 
“I don’t see how I can explain what I was 
up against simply enough for anybody to 
understand it. If I try to explain it in 
terms of microscopical or optical science, 
Pll have to explain my explanation.” 

“Go ahead,” I said; “when I get dizzy 
PIL yell.” 

“Well, you know, I suppose, that 
microscopic life has been shown on the 
screen, but it has been still life. The swirl- 
ing action going on in a drop of water has 
never been shown, nor the social lives of 
the bee and the ant. 

“Now, when you address the lens of a 
motion picture camera upon a scene, the 
shutter of the camera opens and closes 
at the rate of sixteen times in each second, 
making on the strip of celluloid sixteen 
separate and distinct photographs. This 
film, run through a projection machine 
with a shutter opening exactly as did the 
motion picture camera—sixteen times a 
second—will be seen on the screen as 
smoothly running action. 

“But the action of microscopical life 
is so startlingly quick that the ordinary 
rate of speed would catch little or nothing. 
I had, therefore, to double the speed of 
the shutter, making thirty-two separate 
and distinct photographs on the celluloid 
strip each second. Sixteen openings and 
closings are pretty fast to happen in a 
second, but thirty-two are almost incon- 
ceivably rapid. 

“So brief.” Tolhurst continued, ‘‘is the 
opening that unless the light playing 
is terrifically bright, the image will not 


register upon the sensitive film. There- 
fore, I had to increase the light. But as 
you increase light you also increase heat. 
and delicate life cannot live under intense 
heat. Ants and bees would simply frizzle 
under the blazing hot lights. bccn sup- 
posing you had a particularly sturdy 
specimen, he wouldn’t act normally under 
those conditions.” 

“Well,” said I brightly, “what you 
needed was intense light with no heat.” 

“Exactly,” said Tolhurst. “A cool 
light.” 

+‘ How did you manage it?” 

Tolhurst shook his head. “I’m sorry,” 
he said. “I can’t tell you.” i 

“Are you the sole possessor of thi 
secret?” 

“‘Well—no one else has ever done it.” 

“Is it patented?” 

“No. I have patented nothing. I fee! 
that any man who is willing to put in an 
equal number of years and study on these 
problems is entitled to whatever reward 
awaits him. I will tell you this, though: 
My ‘cool light’ is the result of a filtration 
process; but it took me nearly eight years 
to perfect it, and if anyone else can dis- 
cover how it’s done let him go to it! 

“The next problem was one of optics. 
You understand, I suppose, that in taking 
regular motion pictures the action is 
either toward or away from the camera. 
Actors walk into and out of the camera 
range, but never across it. 

“A street parade, for instance, is not 
shot at from the curbstone and aimed 
across the street. It is taken from above 
the street, shooting either up or down 
the street. 

“But you can’t regulate the direction 
of insects, and the ‘focal plane’ on which 
they ‘perform’ permits them movement 
only directly across the lens.” 

“Whoa!” I called out. ‘‘You’re get- 
ting me into deep water!” 

“Well,” he smiled, “the point is this: 
The images I photograph are magnified 
till they are, on the screen, the size of a 
man, yet they may not move to and from 
the screen, only across it. 

“Focus a camera on a man whose feet 
are Hy on a chair and close to the lens, and 
you know the result—you see only his 
feet, and they seem like those of a giant. 
Or photograph a horse head-on, and his 
hind legs dwindle away in the dim per- 
spective. Now, when you magnify the 
eye of a fly till it measures a foot or two 
in diameter, the rest of the insect would 
be so far out of focus as to be a hopeless 
blur—if this problem of optics had not 
been solved as it has been. 

“I have gradually improved my focus- 
ing apparatus to she point where I can 
make adjustments of one ten-thousandth 
part of an inch.” 


PT OLHURST, for instance, takes a drop 
of water, puts it on the polished surface 
of a glass slide and fits another glass plate 
upon it. The two slides are pressed flatly 
together and the drop of water is squeezed 
into an invisible film of moisture. It 
seems incredible that space could exist 
between two thin sheets of crystal pressed 
flush against each other. 

Yet Tolhurst photographed what the 
microscope saw, and there, between the 
plates, were gigantic monsters swimming 
up and down as gayly as trout in a stream. 

Tolhurst, during these years of experi- 
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ment, was a repair shop manager by day 
and a scientist by night. Whatever sur- 
plus of money he put by, his experiments 
quickly devoured. 

“Two dollars and forty cents a minute,” 
said Tolhurst, “is what it costs to turn 
the crank of a microscopic motion picture 
machine, at the very minimum. And I 
had to pay for the minutes.” 

Since Tolhurst was a pioneer in his 
field, there was no one to whom he could 
turn for apparatus. He had to invent 
every tool, every delicate piece of equip- 
ment along the way. 

“The most discouraging aspect of the 
whole business,” he said, “was that the 
years were slipping by and everybod 
agreed that I was throwing away my life 
on an idea, which, even if perfected, was of 
no interest or consequence to anyone 
else, except, perhaps, a few scientists. 

“The blasting thought used to hit me 
now and then during those years: Sup- 
pose, when I had exhibited the result of 
ten years’ labor, someone might say, 
‘Well, what of it?” 

“You see, I was in somewhat the posi- 
tion of a man who was spending his time 
knitting wool socks for Plottentots. and 
fondly hoping to make his fame and 
fortune. There was, as everybody was 
kind enough to point out, no more market 
for my pictures than there was for the 
wool socks. Here is what I invariably 
met: 

“‘Bugs, huh? Lotta bugs?” 

“Well, but don’t you see,’ I would 
rotest, ‘that here are studies of life that 
ave never been seen before. Pictures of 

invisible creatures—of the very beginnings 
of life—the very secrets of life—’ 

“*People ain’t interested in bugs!’ 

“And that would be that.” 


UT one man to whom Tolhurst showed 

his picture “The Bee” caught fire. He 
was Sol Lesser, president of Principal 
Pictures Corporation. He listened to the 
eager young scientist, accompanied him 
to his laboratory, and looked over every- 
thing that he had done. He came away 
convinced that here was something new, 
something important, something worth- 
while in motion pictures. And something 
worth fighting for. 

But Sol Lesser, a showman, fully under- 
stood the difficulties in getting such pic- 
tures before the public. He would have 
to overcome country-wide indifference 


to educational pictures. It was up to. 


him to present them in such a way that 
people would want to come to see them, 
that exhibitors would want to show them. 

After all, there was a long battle ahead, 
and it would have been ve 
Lesser to side-step it and to let some other 
showman risk his money on it. But 
Lesser took up the cudgels for young 
Tolhurst. He made it possible for him to 
complete twelve short pictures ranging 
from “The Ant” to “Little People of 
The Sea,” which was called the “Secrets 
of Life” series and was released by 
Educational Films Exchange, Inc. 

What a stir there was in filmland when 
it became known that Sol Lesser was 
going to produce insect movies! 

New Sextet of Stars Signed to Appear 

in Movies 

Mrs. Fly, Mr. Spider, Mademoiselle Bee, 
Miss Ant, Signor Mosquito, and M. Grass- 
hopper to star in new picrrect 


easy for Sol ` 


Newspaper men saw other quaint 
aspects of the new movies. 


Smallest Moving Picture Set in the World 
Constructed at Principal Pictures Studios, in 
Los Angeles. It is two inches long, one inch 
wide, and a sixteenth of an inch high. The 
largest mob scenes ever enacted before the 
camera have been taken right on this tiny set, 
the last shot including 8,000,000 extras. 


Another example of the reception of 
the new idea: 


Smallest swimming tank in the world, 
constructed for actors who will appear in 
forthcoming production. The tank is so small 
that it can hardly be seen with the naked eye. 

In fact, it is built in the eye of a fine necdle. 
Six real swimmers will show their aquatic skill 
inside the tank. They are Baby Cyclopses, 
tiny one-eyed creatures that live in the water, 
and whom Tolhursr, scientise-director, will 
feature in his next picture. 


“You can see,” said Tolhurst, laughing, 
“how the spectacular side of the new 
movies caught the public attention be- 
fore any scientific merit they might 
possess.” 


“WHAT are some of the marvels you 
have observed in the insect world?” 
I asked. 

“The incredible strength of the ant, 
for one,” he said. “I spent three days 
trying to coax an ant to move a fragment 
of match stick that would correspond to a 
telegraph pole for us. The ant paid no 
attention to me, and I was on the point 
of giving up when, quite unconcernedly, 
it picked up the stick and carried it 
away. 

“This convinced me that the insect 
could carry a much heavier burden, so I 
made a tiny telegraph pole, tied it in the 
middle with a piece of grass, suspended 
the ant from a loop of string, and after 
several trials got him to take hold of the 
grass bridle. 

“The ant lifted the pole clear of the 
table with its teeth. Considering the 
weight of the ant, that pole represented 
a load of 240,000 pounds, or 120 tons for 
you or me! 

“The spider, for instance, amazed me 
with its proficiency at spinning silk. It 
is much faster than man with his old- 
fashioned spinning wheel. You may have 
seen the house spider dangling at the end 
of its string and probably you have ob- 
served how rapidly it moved with it. 1 


their webs. One day I destroved a web 
and the spider quickly rebuilt it. I did it 
again and again, and the spider demon- 
strated that it could spin as fast as I 
could destroy. 

“I was so impressed with its speed 
that I determined to find out just now 
fast it could work. In order to do this, 


I rigged ue a miniature spinning-wheel ' 
e 


that could be turned as fast as the spider 
could produce silk. Waiting until the 
insect emitted a tiny strand, I fastened 
it to the spinning-wheel and started turn- 
ing the crank. The faster | turned the 
faster the spider worked, until it reached 
the speed of two hundred and eighty feet 
of silk a minute. And two skeins of linen 
thread, about six hundred yards in all, 
were once considered a good day’s work for 
a human operator at the spinning wheel! 

“Besides the miraculous feats per- 
formed by the insects, they show us 
dramas of love. hate, industry, and 


| errors, 


L Fnghsh, i will give you greater conhdence; 


have spent hours watching spiders spin | depcent, von surely want to know it, so that vou c: 


“It's me!” 
“You was?” 


What Are YOUR 
Mistakes in English 


F someone you met for the first time made the 

mistakes in English shown above, what would 

you think of him? Would he inspire your re- 
spect? Would you be inclined to make a friend of 
him? Would you care to introduce him to others as a 
close friend of yours? 


These errors are easy for you to see. Perhaps. 
however, you make other mistakes which offend other 
persons as much as these would offend you. How do 
you know that you do not mispronounce certain 
words; are you always sure that the things you say 
and write are grammatically perfect? To you they 
may seem correct; but athers may know they are 
wrong. 


Unfortunately people will not correct you when you 
make mistakes; all they do is to make a mental reser- 
vation about you. “He is ignorant and uncultured,” 
they think. So you really have no way of telling when 
your English offends others. 


FREE Book on English 


and 15-Minute Test 


Sherwin Cody, perhaps the foremost teacher of Eng- 
lish in the country, has prepared a simple 15-minutc 
English test which you can take in your own home. 
This test, with the answers which will also be sent, 
tells you at once just where you stand. You can dis- 
cover at a glance whether you make even slight 
Give yourself this test. If you are efficient 1n 
if you are 


ooreet vour mistakes. 


Mr. Codv’s remarkable new invention, the 1005, Sel- 
Correcting Method. has already improved the English 
of more than 30,000 people. No useless rules, no tedious 
copying, no hard study. Only 15 minutes a day required. 

‘ou learn by creating the HABIT of using correct 
English. Nothing like Mr. Cody’s method has ever 
been used beforel 


You do not want others to judge you unfairly. 
Write today for this test—it is free. We will abo 
gladly mail you our new free book, “How to Speak 
and Write Masterty English.” Merely mail the coupe: 
or a postal card. 


Sherwin Cody School of English 
99 Searle Building Rochester, N. Y. 


Sher san Coly School of Erglish 
gy Searle Building, Rochestir, N. Y. 


Please send me vour Free Book “How to Speak and 
Wor Masterly English,” and also Mr. Cody’s 15-minute 
Test of my English. 
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tfecto 


AUTO 


Enamels 


Never learned it 
in college; but — 
She knew a thing or two when 
she decided the old car couldn’t go 
through another summer “‘looking 
that way.’ More a man’s work 
than a girl’s, but a lot of ’em are 
doingsome mighty nice jobs withone 
or twocoats of Effecto Auto Enamel. 


Effecto is the original automobile 
enamel— not a paint, wax or polish. 
It dries in twenty-four hours, with- 
out runs, laps or brush marks, leaving 
a tough lustrous finish. 


Sold in eight live enamel colors, 
Finishing (clear varnish) and Top 
& Seat Dressing, by paint and hard- 
ware dealers everywhere. 

Free Quarter Pint Can Black Effecto Enamel 


Send a dime to cover packing and mailing cost and we 
will send you a quarter pint of Black Effecto Enamel 
which you can try out on a fender or wheel. 


Free Effecto Color Card and Names of 
Local Dealers Sent on Request 


If you wish a professional finishing job, your auto- 
mobile painter can secure the very best results with one 
of the several Pratt & Lambert automobile finishes. 


PRATT & Lampert-Inc. 
151 ‘Tonawanda St., Buffalo, N. Y. 
In Canada, 97 Courtwright Street 
Bridgeburg, Ontario 


PRATT & LAMBERT 
VARNISH PRODUCTS 


= the surface and 
Siu save Foal» Nernst 


fidelity, with far more sincerity and zest 
than your high-priced screen stars. The 
ant, for instance, lives a serene home life 
under a government controlled by a 

ueen, who rules wisely and sternly. In 
ous domestic life, the ant maintains farms, 
cultivating food for itself just as our 
farmers grow grains. It keeps small 
insects, that give forth to them what is 
equivalent to our cow’s milk. 

“Inthe land of the ant, only the females 
work. The males are idlers. The females 
build roads for the ants to traverse in 
their quest for food, and they keep the 
ant hill tidy. The males are merely 
tolerated. 

“One day, while photographing a baby 
ant, I observed that a small parasite was 
crawling over its eyeball. This parasite 
might be compared to the fleas that exist 
on dogs. It was too small, of course, to 
be seen with the naked eye. The baby 
ant seemed unaware of the existence of the 
pean and was apparently not bothered 

it. 

YaThus it is in microscopic studies. As 
you delve deeper and deeper, gon discover 
smaller and smaller forms of life, and you 
wonder whether there is any limit to the 
nicety of nature’s work. 

“The ordinary honey bee I found to 
be a good-natured sort of individual. In 
the realm of the bee also, it is only the 
females who work. The female of the 
species produces the goods, and has only 
contempt for her ‘gentleman friend.’ 


“THE house spider is the embodiment 
of ill temper. Mrs. Spider lays her eggs 
in a small ack in a secure place and then 
goes away and dies. There are more than 
one hundred eggs in the sack. When the 
young spiders are hatched they huddle 
together in the sack when cold, and when 
they warm u ney develop tremendous 
appetites. There being no food in the 
sack, they devour one another—an ex- 
ample of the survival of the fittest. 
From the many eggs in the sack, only a 
few spiders go forth to battle with the 
world. Fy: 

“You may ask what the incident I 
described, of the spider spinning silk, has 
to do with human beings. Without re- 
ferring to what Robert Bruce learned 
by observing the spider, I can only say 
that some day a genius may come along 
and discover that the spider’s silk can be 
utilized for human use. f 

“T found vanity in the insect world 


too; nature has equipped the spider with 


a comb much resembling a comb on a 
lady’s dressing table, with which Milady 
Spider dresses her locks. I obtained an 
excellent microscopic view of this comb in 
my motion picture work. Also, the spider 
has eight eyes, five of which I have photo- 
graphed along with the six spinnerets. 
“There is an old saying that it is bad 
luck to kill a spider. But, putting super- 
stition aside, don’t kill a spider, because 
these little fellows are of great benefit to 
humanity. They help us greatly by prey- 
ing upon the house fly, which carries 
millions of germs with it. One of my 


pictures shows a fly crawling over a germ- 
infested area. Then there is a view of one 
of the legs of the fly filled with typhoid 
germs. The spider is the fly’s worst 
enemy. 

I have handled hundreds of spiders in 
my work, and never yet have I been bitten 
by one of them. They are very nervous 
creatures and they suspect that the world 
is against them. But if treated gently, 
they respond in kind. 


“THE question used to be raised fre- 

quently, Do animals think? If the 
question were applied to insects, an affirma- 
tive answer might be given. For these 
little creatures stow away food for them- 
selves against the winter, know their ene- 
mies, take care of their young, and build 
homes and have a social life of their own. 

“One of my pictures describes the life 
of the butterfly from the egg to the 
beautiful creature we see hovering over 
the flowers. The species used for the 
experiment was a gorgeous one which 
inhabits southern Cxifornia, where it 
settles after having roamed northward 
from its original home in Mexico. 

“First, I show a microscopic picture of 
the egg. Then comes the larval stage, 
which, in the butterfly’s evolution, is a 
caterpillar. When it has shown its vora- 
cious appetite, eating many times its own 
weight, and the marvels of its organism 
have been displayed, it is depicted getting 
ready for its great change. 

“After having shed its skin many times 
because it has eaten so much, the cater- 
pillar reaches its full stature and ceases its 
devotion to food. It looks about for some 
secluded spot, preferably the under side 
of a sheltered twig. Through four spin- 
nerets in its head it passes silk, which 
it converts into a kind of button, adhesive 
to the twig. This done, the creature 
walks along the twig until its hind legs 
reach the silken button. 

“Fastening two of its feet in the meshes 
of this button, the caterpillar releases its 
hold on the twig and bravely swings off 
into space. There it hangs, writhing and 
apparently going through great pain. 

tadually it assumes the cocoon form. 
Next comes the butterfly. Every detail 
of this change is shown on the microscopic 

icture. You will recall that many ok 
osophers point to the butterfly as being 
living evidence of the immortality of the 
soul. The caterpillar dies, they point our, 
and the butterfly is born.” 

“Speaking asa scientist, Mr. Tolhurst,”” 
I interrupted, “to what conclusion have 
you come regarding the real secret of life 
—judging from your study of the insect 
and microscopic world?” 

“The more I study insects,” he said 
gravely, “the more I am convinced that a 
divine power controls the world; and that 
this power extends its mercy and its pro- 
tection to every living thing. 

“In fact,” he continued, “in promoting 
science and in spreading scientific knowl- 
edge, we are not battling religion. Indeed, 
we have joined forces to fight medieval- 
ism! 


“THE Puff of a Locomotive is Music to His Ears” is the story of 
James M. Kurn, an old-fashioned railroader who is president of the 
great Frisco system. He became a telegraph operator when he was only 
fourteen, and within a few years began his steady climb to the top. In 
this article next month he tells you why he believes in stern discipline. 
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No Charge for Overtime 


Fi i IGHT among your friends and neighbors you will find 
plenty of car owners who have found that Exides 
outlast other batteries. Yet this overtime is not paid for by 


EXIDE BATTERIES the Exide owner— it pays him. 
ASHE TRAINS The original price you pay for an Exide is extremely 
When you snap on the s e 
oa ts soar oeri low, and this rugged battery stays on the job so long 
berth, it is quite probable that it proves most economical. 
current comes 
from an Exide. Exide A nearby Exide Dealer has the economical battery for 
Batteries are made for y ° ry $ 
every purpose by thé your car. You can also get a complete line of Exide 
world’s largest manufac- Radio Batteries at Exide Dealers as well as at radio dealers. 
turers of storage batteries. 


THE ELECTRIC STORAGE BATTERY COMPANY, Philadelphia 
Exide Batteries of Canada, Limited, 153 Dufferin Street, Toronto 


THE LONG-LIFE BATTERY FOR YOUR CAR 
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Squibb’s 
Sodium Bicarbonate 


A HIGHLY PURIFIED PRODUCT 
A fine, er polied pondero! ou suj periorquakt y Free 


from the alkalina, butler taste of Ese brand: 
Dose: As an Antacid, 15 to 30 greins(* 
a water: 


“As pure as 
Squibb’s...” 


A PHYSICIAN was speaking about a 
certain bicarbonate of soda: ‘‘Yes,’’ 
he said, ‘‘but it’s not as pure as 
Squibb’s.”” For nearly seventy 
years the products of E. R. Squibb 
& Sons have set a standard for purity 
that has never been exceeded. 

It is the surpassing purity of 
Squibb’s Sodium Bicarbonate that 
is responsible for the unusual pala- 
tability of this oft-used product. 
Here is a fine, snow-white powder 
that is entirely free from the im- 
purities which impart a bitter taste 
to ordinary sodium bicarbonate. 
You will find it pleasant to take. 


From raw material to finished 
product, each step in the manufac- 
ture of every Squibb Product is 
under rigid laboratory test and con- 
trol. Purity, the most important 
safeguard in medicinal products, is 
thus assured. When you buy prod- 
ucts for your medicine cabinet, 
specify those bearing the name 
“Squibb”—a name that has held 
the respect of the medical profes- 
sion for nearly seventy years. ‘‘As 
pure as Squibb’s” is an expression 
of medical discernment. 


$25,000.00 
in 508 Cash Awards 


You can get the information you 
need to answer the questions in the 
Educational Contest from Squibb ad- 


vertisements—follow them regularly. 
See other Squibb advertisements on 
pages 101, 110, 125, 130 and 137 of this 
magazine. Send for free booklet contain- 
ing complete contest details. Contest 
Editor, E. R. Squibb & Sons, P. O. Box 
1132, City Hall Station, New York City. 
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| girl friends. 
| his family plot is located, he cultivates 
| roses in between the graves. 


Why Captain Neatherry is Never Lonely 


(Continued from page 25) 


“Why, Captain!” one of them ex- 
claimed in horror, “you can’t stay there in 
bed like that!” 


“Well,” he answered, his eyes spar- 
kling, “it seems to me I can’t do anything 
else!” 


In a letter I had from him some time 
ago he said that he had been to an orphan- 
age to play Santa Claus. He is A 
Santa Claus for the children, chiefy 
because he loves to be, but partly pA 
he doesn’t have to make up. “While I was 
there,” he wrote, “I picked up a rifle and 
squinted down the barrel, just to make 
sure that I could still shoot straight, if 
need be. But I couldn’t see the sight on 
the gun. I went to a doctor, and he told 
me that I had a waterfall, cascade, 
cataract, or something like that on my 
right eye, and would have to wait until it 
got ripe before anything could be done 
about it. A pleasant prospect for a man 
of eighty years! And, besides, I can’t get 
out much because I have contracted the 
bad habit of falling now and then, and the 
automobile drivers object to my falling in 
front of their cars.” 


THATi is the kind of merry man Captain 
Neatherry i is, and some of the reasons 
for it I shall give you in his own words. 

“ Jim,” he said to me, one night after I 
had taken him home and we were standing 
in front of his humble door, “there are not 
many things in life that count. Love is the 
one big thing. I love my God, I love 
my fellow men, I love children, “flowers, 
poetry, and dogs. I can’t see very well 
now, and my hearing is getting bad. I’m 
crippled, and have a hard time getting 
around. But if you can find a happier man 
than I am, shoot him and bring him in. 
Pd like to see him! 

“I used to drink some,” he went on, 
“but I quit that more than twenty years 
ago, because I figured that I had had my 
share. I wanted to leave some for the 
rest of the world! I never have made 
much money, and never have saved any 
at all. I don’t know exactly how much or 
how little I make out of my paper, because 
it is so dull to keep records. But I figure 
that a man ought to have faith enough in 
life and in himself not to be scared to 
death that he will run out of money. I 
always spent mine. That’s what it is for. 
Sull, I have sent eight or nine girls 
through business college on scholarships.” 

And that again is Captain Neatherry. 
Serious one minute; so serious, indeed, as 
to be inspiring, and frivolous the next. 
He is always that way. He has un- 
bounded faith in God and in life; and an 
unbounded sense of humor applied to 
himself. 

He likes to distribute flowers among his 
Out in the cemetery where 


Each Sunday 
morning when he is able to he goes there 
and works with the flowers. He has no 
yard at his home. Often on Monda 
mornings I have seen him come yae 


| into the governor’s office, squint around a 


few minutes to get his eyes accustomed to 
the bright lig ht from the windows, and 
then vo = to tke de ks of the vonng 


women who work there, distributing beau- 
tiful rosebuds. 

One winter afternoon I went to see him, 
for he had been unwell and had missed 
several card games. As I entered he 
looked up from his book and pointed to a 
whisk broom hanging behind the door. 

“Take that and dust off your pants,” 
he said, “and then sit down. f don’t 
want my furniture messed up.” You 
would have to see that room to appreciate 
the remark. There never was, and never 
will be, a more tumbled-up room. Pictures 
hung askew; pipes were’everywhere, and 
so were matches and tobacco, so that he 
could have his smoke any time he wanted 
it without getting up and hunting for the 
utensils. 

We chatted along for a time in a banter- 
ing way, and then fell, to talking seriously. 

“Captain,” I said, * ‘I don’t believe you 
ever hated anyone.’ 

“Oh yes, I have, “he replied; “I hate 
all liars and tattlers.” 

“But have you ever hated any indi- 
vidual?” I asked. 

“Once,” he replied, his face settling 
into a pained expression. “I hated one 
man and hated him good and hard. It 
made me unhappy, and three times every 
day I prayed to God that he would rid my 
heart of hatred: I soon got over hating 
that man. I don’t like him yet, and don’t 
expect to, either. But I don’t hate him 
any more, and I would divide with him 
the crust of a biscuit that I had cooked 
myself if he needed it. I might hope just a 
little,” he added, laughing again, “that it 
would choke him, and it probably would. 
Still, I’d divide with him!” 


N ONE occasion I tried to interview 

Captain Neatherry, but didn’t get 
anywhere with it. He just wouldn’t take 
himself seriously. 

“T was born when I was very young,” 
he began, “in Franklin County, North 
Carolina, and, like most other boys, I soon 
began to grow. I kept that up until I got 
to be something more than six feet tall, 
and then called it a day. I became a 
printer’s devil, then an editor, and then a 
devil again.’ 

That was as far as I ever got with a 
formal interview. But it wasn’t necessary 
for me to get any further, for in our 
intimate friendship I learned far more 
than I could possibly have learned by 
asking him questions. For three years I 
saw him regularly, and then I moved away. 

After a year I went back, and one of the 
first men I set out to see was the old 
captain. Someone told me not to go. 
“He won’t recognize you,” this friend 
said, “for I’ve heard that his eyes are poor 
and his health gone. It will hurt you to 
see him.” 

But I went anyway. 

I knocked at his door, but he didn’t 
answer. I went into that tumbled-up 
living-room, but he was not there. I 
went on back into the kitchen, and there, 
beneath a lone electric light bulb, I saw 
the tall, slim figure of the old man. He 
had on the longest bathrobe I had ever 
seen, and was busy washing dishes. 

“Hello, Capratn!”? I called. 
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NASH 


Leads the World in Motor Car Value 


ANNOUNCES 


New Special Six Sedan 
New Advanced Six Sedan 


The New The New 
Special Six Series | Advanced Six Series 


Now Nash presents for your inspection the New 
Special Six series and Advanced Six series. 


They reflect more vividly than ever before the su- 
perior character of Nash manufacturing. 


And they provide fresh proof of the authentic and 
masterly artistry of Nash body craftsmanship. 


Beautifully low and close to the road, they have the 
smartness and graceful symmetry that instantly at- 
tract the eye. 


And the enclosed bodies, which are original Nash- 
Seaman conceptions, are further strikingly enriched 
with a new French-type roof construction exclusive 
in America to Nash. 


Completely encircling the body and extending for- 


ward to the radiator shell on both sides is a beveled 
body molding on all models of both series which 


as "ag emphasizes the custom-built look of these cars. ee i 
Grouped in this series And included as standard equipment on all, models This series embraces 


are four handsome é seven notably distinc- 
body oles with at no extra cost are 4-wheel brakes of special Nash dine: badly serios auld 


the same wheelbase. design, full balloon tires, and five disc wheels. 195) two wheelbase lengths. 
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you see Cheney 


SJubular Ties 


OU see Cheney Tubulars 

wherever there are men 
who appreciate real tie value. 
These fine ties have no seams 
to rip—no lining to wrinkle, 
or get displaced. Naturally, 
they give long service and 
end tie troubles. 


HENEY TUBULARS—four- 

in-hands and bats—are 
woven in one piece. They 
slide easily under the collar, 
and keep their shape. Haber- 
dashers have them in plain 
colors as well as in new 
patterns. 


Look for the name in the neckband 


= 


All silk or silk mixtures 
Four-in-hands and Bats 
CHENEY BROTHERS 
215 Fourth Ave., New York 


He turned, lifting the dishpan from the 
sink, peered hard at me a moment, and 
then let out a yell of delight. 

Lin my son, come here!” he called. 

ose old Confederate eyes were not 
dim. That gallant spirit hadn’t given up. 
He was the same old captain—the same 
old master of his fate, the same old cap- 
tain of his soul. 

“You did me a dirty trick,” he said, 

utting his dishpan down, and throwing 
fie arms over my shoulders. ‘‘ You got me 
dependent upon you for a good time, and 
then you went off and left me!” 

I thought he was serious, and therefore 
I was worried. But he was only jesting. 
“I’m weaned away from you now,” he 
went on. ‘I’ve found me another partner, 
who can catch more deuces in a card game 
than you ever could.” 

Each time I have gone back to my old 
home I have seen the captain, and always 
his welcome is the cheeriest in town. Last 
winter I took him some quail I had shot, 
and he accepted them eagerly. 

“Once more I eat!” he exclaimed. “But 
I do wish,” he went on, “that you had 
brought me a rabbit instead of these birds. 
A rabbit hasn’t got so many feathers to be 
pulled out.” 

Again we fell to talking, and again we 
went from the jovial to the serious. 

“How are you, Captain?” I asked. 

“I’m overfed,” he replied. “Two days 
ago was New Year’s, and five of my 
friends, each one thinking I wouldn’t have 
anything to eat, sent me big dinners on 
trays. ‘And a sixth friend took me to his 
house for dinner. It was the same way 
Christmas. How can a man eighty-one 
years old stand that kind of thing? 

“But, seriously,” he said, “I’m on the 
down grade. I reached the top of the hill 
long ago, and I’m mighty near the bottom 
on the other side now. But it’s all right. 
I’ve lived longer than most folks, and had 
a better time. I can’t complain, and 
wouldn’t if I could.” 


PERHAPS, by now, you have begun to 
know why Captain Neatherry is never 
lonely. He loves God, loves people; he 
will not have hate in his heart. He helps 
orphans. He reads and plays. He culti- 
vates flowers. He is a joy to all the 
children in his neighborhood and at the 
Odd Fellows orphanage, which he fre- 
quently visits. He radiates merriment. 
He lives alone, but makes an adventure 


of it. He has scores of friends. .. . 
These are some of the reasons why he is 
always in such high spirits. But there is 
still another reason, and I learned it by 
chance, almost. Anyway, I had known 
him for a long time before he confided it 
to me. 


THAPPENEDone afternoon that I went 

by his rooms to summon him to a card 
game. Just for the fun of it, the governor 
and I used to send him official summonses 
occasionally to these games. We fixed 
them up as if they were state papers of 
the gravest importance, which always de- 
lighted the old veteran. 

On this afternoon I reached his rooms 
about supper time, and went on back into 
his kitchen. He was just ready to put his 
meager, hand-cooked meal on the table. 
I glanced around at the table, and was 
surprised to see three plates set. Each one 
had its own steel knives and forks, with 
wooden handles, and in front of each one 
was a drinking glass. 

“Company coming?” I asked. 

Captain Neatherry seemed just a little 
bit embarrassed. 

“Why, yes,” he finally replied. “J 
always have company at meal time.” 

“I thought you lived alone,” I an- 
swered. ‘‘You’ve been fooling me.” 

“No, I haven’t fooled you,” he said, 
and came over close to me. “Jim,” he 
went on, “I’m going to tell you something 
that I don’t talk about. I was telling the 
truth when I said I always had company 
at my meals. That plate at the head of 
the table is for my wife, this one is for my 
son, and the other is mine. My wife has 
been dead nearly twelve years, and my 
son longer than that; but I always put 
plates at the table for them, provided 
nobody else is coming. I’m afraid other 

eople might think I’m silly. I don’t 
bebeve in any supernatural things, but 
the idea of the plates there appealed to 
me, so I put them where they would be 
if my folks were still living on this earth. 

“I didn’t think about doing that for a 
long time, but then one day I read a 
mighty pretty story. I’ve forgotten where 
I read it, or what the name was, but it 
told of a man who always set an extra 
plate for some unseen visitor. The notion 
attracted me, and I’ve found that putting 
those plates there, and having my folks 
always fresh in my memory keeps me from 
being lonely when I eat.” 


Imagination 
(Continued from page 15) 


1 don’t care who you are or what you 
are, the most important force in your life 
is imagination. The truer your imagina- 
tion the more certain your success—and 
success does not mean wealth. I can 
imagine a man whose life would be a 

rand success who never did anything 

ae sit and imagine. Nothing can take its 
place; it is indispensable. With it, life 
continues to be and to move and to 
achieve; without it, life would cease. 

If you cannot imagine starving to death, 
who will bother to plant crops? Each man 
imagines his death, so he takes life 
insurance. 

Morse imagined the telegraph; Edison 


imagined the incandescent light; Wana- 
maker imagined a great store; Tony the 
Greek imagines a fine shoeshine parlor; 
Mr. Bacon imagined the beautiful Lincoln 
Memorial; Burbank imagined his plant 
species; Mike the wop imagines a ditch 
before he commences to shovel. 

Not I, not you, not a living soul can 
name an achievement or an action which 
can come to pass until first imagination 
has done its work and paved the way. 

Therefore, I insist—and the world is 
overrunning with proof of it—that the 
most important thing in the world is 
nothing more nor less than imagina- 
tion. 
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“Captains Courageous,” by GrorcEe W. Gray 
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“Captains Courageous” 


(Continued from page 51) 


I asked Captain MacDonald if that 
voyage with the “ Howard” was his worst 
experience at sea. 

‘Gosh!”’ said the gray-haired skipper. 
“How can I answer that? It’s not the 
worst, and it’s not the least. I’ve been 
fishing forty-one years, and there’s hardly 
a year that something hasn’t happened. 
I take my luck as it comes, and which is 
worst I don’t know. I lost a vessel off 
Cape Sable, Nova Scotia, once—was run 
down by a steamer, and our schooner 
sank in less’n a minute. 

“Te was thick a-fog,” said the captain, 
when I asked for particulars. “This was 
in 1916. I was sailing the ‘Oriole,’ one of 
the fastest schooners ever out of Glouces- 
ter. It was the twelfth of August, and 
we had been twenty-two days out on the 
Grand Banks off Newfound and, halibut- 
ting, and were homeward bound with a full 
trip of fish. f 

‘About eight o’clock of the evening, 
when we were about forty miles off Cape 
Sable, we heard a steamer’s whistle. You 
could hardly see from stem to stern on the 
‘Oriole,’ the fog was so thick. I called all 
hands on deck to keep a sharp lookout. 
From the sound of it, the steamer seemed 
to be bearing about nor’-nor’west. The 
wind was light; our schooner was on the 
port tack, going about four miles an hour. 

“ Before we heard the steamer’s whistle 
a second time, we sighted her masthead 
lights in the fog, and in a few seconds she 
was into us, striking the ‘Oriole’ forward 
to grub-beam and cutting her almost in 
two. There was a sound of crash, of 
crunching and breaking, a second or two 
of quiet, then yelling and shouting. The 
sea was still, and in the fog every noise 
seemed right close to us. 

“I sang out to get to the dories, and the 
men scrambled for them. They got one 
dory out and eight men in it. But the 
tackle of the other dory had been dam- 
aged, and they couldn’t launch her. ‘Save 
yourself best way you can! She'll sink in 
a few seconds!’ I yelled. 

“When the steamer cut into us she 
broke into the rigging, and now it hun 
over her bow. Eight of our men dlnbed 
up that wrecked rigging onto the deck 
of the steamer. Another.one ran to the 
stern and jumped into the water. Another 
picked up two life buoys and jumped into 
the sea clutching them. Still another of 
our crew took two buoys and climbed into 

- the dory which had been left on deck. He 
sat there, hoping that the dory would 
float when the schooner went down. 


“CPHREE men were left on the deck of 

the ‘Oriole’ besides myself. Our bow 
was now all under water, with three feet 
of water in the main hatch. I yelled, ‘Try 
to save yourself, for she’s going to go in a 
second!’ With that, I jumped for the 
main rigging and climbed up it. 

“One of the crew standing by said, ‘Old 
man, if you can go there I can.’ He 
started up the rigging after me, and the 
crash came on the way up. The ship 
foundered, the rigging broke between his 
hands and my feet, the mainm’st snapping 
eighteen feet from the masthead, and he 


went down with the wreck. I never saw 
him again. 

“The main tops’l, main gaff, and main 
topm’st of the schooner came crashin, 
down into the steamer’s fo’m’st an 
carried that away. But it was a lucky 
smash for me, for I was carried with the 
broken rigging over the rail onto the 
steamer’s deck. I could hear the ship’s 
crew shouting at the after end of the ship, 
where they were trying to get a'lifeboat 
out. But we took the smallest boat, and 
picked up three of our men in the water. 

“The Fellow who jumped with the two 
buoys had gone down with the ‘Oriole’ 
in her sucking whirlpool, and we never 
expected to see him again. But he came 
up, after an awful wait, bleeding at the 
nose and ears, and we picked him up. It 
was the same way with the one who got 
into the dory with his two buoys. The 
dory went down with the ship and we 
never saw sign of it again, but he came up, 
and he’s still living to-day. The fellow 
who jumped from the stern was never seen 
agan; hree other men of our crew were 
ost. 


“THE ship was a Norwegian freighter, 
with a cargo of lumber bound for 
France. She lay around till daylight. The 
fog had lifted somewhat, but there was 
nothing of the wreck in sight. 

“The master found her plates were 
squashed in forward, and the forward part 
ot the ship was full of water. So he de- 
cided to go to Halifax for temporary 
repairs aad to land our crew. From there 
the American consul sent us home to 
Gloucester.” 

7 Fog is the fisherman’s worst enemy, 
isn’t it?” 

“Well, we have more of it, maybe, than 
any other one thing,” answered Mac- 
Donald. “Fogs come often and thick on 
the Grand Banks and all around Sable 
Island and, in fact, in all these northern 
fishing grounds. We fish in a fog or snow- 
storm, same as in clear weather, and of 
course there are all sorts of chances of 
getting run down. 

“Back in June, 1922, Pinstance, the 
‘Melicia Enos’ with her crew of five men 
sailed from Gloucester, bound for George’s 
Bank, which is right here off Massachu- 
setts Bay. They were sword-fishing. She 
never returned, and nothing has ever been 
heard of her or any of her men. It was 
thick a-fog all that week, and the only way 
we can account for her disappearance 1s 
that she was run down and sunk by a 
steamer. 

“Then, in a fog, there’s danger of get- 
ting aground or bumping into a wreck. 
The ‘Esperanto,’ the fast Gloucester 
schooner that won the international races 
in 1920, was returning from the banks 
with a full trip of fish when in the fog 
she struck a submerged wreck off Sable 
Island, and went down. All aboard were 
saved. 

“And there was the ‘Elizabeth How- 
ard,’ my old schooner of that March 
hurricane off Sable Island. She escaped 
that time; but eight months later, while on 
a trip for herring, she lost her bearings in 


’ 


525000% 


In 508 Cash Awards 


Squibb Educational Contest 


Each advertisement of. E. R. Squibb & 
Sons has an educational purpose. It gives 
information which, if followed, will lead to 
better health. To help accomplish this 
purpose, we will distribute $25,000.00 in 
cash awards among 508 contestants who 
give the best answers to eleven questions. 

Ten of these eleven questions appear in 
this column. The eleventh and last question 
will be announced on Saturday, October 
24, 1925. 


The Questions 


Notice that none of the contest questions is diffi- 
cult to answer, nor does the answering of them 
require professional or technical knowledge. 
You can get the information you need to answer 
these questions from Squibb advertisements— 
follow them regularly. other Squibb adver- 
tisem care on pages 101, 110, 120, 130 and 137 of 
ma e. 

1. What is “The Danger Line” in the mouth? 
Why is it so called? 

2. How can you best guard your teeth against 
-\cid Decay and your gums against Pyorrhea 
and thus maintain your general health? 

3. What is the important constituent of 
Squibb’s Dental Cream? Why is it so impor- 


tant? 
4. Why should a dental cream be free from grit 
or similar abrasives? 

°S. Of what value are antiseptics, germ-destroy- 

ing chemicals or astringents in a dental 

cream 

Why should a dental cream be free from sub- 

stances that would be harmful when con- 

tinually used in the mouth? 

7. Why is a correct dentifrice of the utmost im- 

tance in the care of children’s mouths? 

8. hy should you have in the family medicine 

cabinet only such products as are approved 


6. 


9. State one or more points of superiori 


uibb's Cod-Liver Oil, Squibb’s Epsom Sal 
Sauibp.e Bicarbonate of a. $ 
10. is it important to consider the “‘Price- 
less Ingredient”. before you buy? 
Amended. 
The Awards 
ist award $2,000.00 
2nd award 1,500.00 
3rd award 1,000.00 
2 awards of 500.00 each 
3 awards of 250.00 each 
Sv awards of 100.00 each 
100 awards of 50.00 each 
350 awards of 25.00 each 
508 awards totaling $25,000.00 


be eligible for 


You Need the FREE Booklet 


We have prepared a new booklet, entitled “The 
Squibb Educational Contest.” This little booklet 
is filled with interesting and helpful information, 
which we believe will be of value to you in answer- 
ing the questions in this contest. It also contains the 
conditions of the contest. You should have this 


CONTEST EDITOR, E. R. SQUIBB & SONS 

P. O. Box 1132, City Hall Station, New York 
Please send me a 

“The Squibb Education 


of 
soul Contest.” C7 
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a fog and went aground at Porter's 
Island, Nova Scotia. She was lost, but all 
aboard were saved. 

| “I might go on and call the roll of the 
| Gloucester vessels. Sooner or later the 
sea gets ’em—when their time has come. 

“Fog is dangerous at all times, but it 
seems worst of all when you’re out in an 
open boat and can’t see your schooner. I 
calculate the number of men who've been 
adrift in a dory and lost is greater even 
than the number of those who have gone 
| down in shipwreck. 

“If anything can be worse’n fog it’s a 
snowstorm. I guess the experience l 
remember with the strongest feelings is 
one I had on the Grand Banks in my 
early days. I was only nineteen then, one 

| of the crew of fourteen men on the 
schooner ‘Abbie F. Morris.” It was 
| February, and we had struck fine fishing 
and were about ready to turn back for 
Gloucester. On the lest day I was out 
with another fellow in a dory hauling 
trawls in a light snow. 

“By the time we got up all our lines 
and AN the snow was coming fast and 
thick. We couldn’t sight our vessel. It 
was evening, coming on dark, and the 
snow was shutting us in, driving sharp 
from the so’east, and getting stronger 
cS evel minute. f 

lU ; f 13 ‘ y dark it was blowing a moderate 

ith a few stroRes gale. We had a full load of fish in the dory, 
and I knew we couldn’t ride a rough sea 


a pen with all that weight. So Pete, my partner, 


(0) 
RIC E IEU and I chucked overboard all the fish but 


A hs e" four good-sized halibut. I lashed two of 
emonstrated tnat the Sd i thie pion of the boat to steady 
3 : : er. Then I piled on top of ’em the coils 

por us mightier of trawls. Then we split up the other two 
than the swore fish into thin, long, broad strips, and laid 


them over the trawls, making a shield or 
kind of roof, to shed the water that washed 


INCE Richelieu’s day, Waterman's over us with every breaking wave. 
has added even more to the power “ Pete was an Icelander, but hadn’t had 
of the pen, and men as great as he have many rough times at sea yet. He was in 
selected it because of the exceptional the bow end of the dory, I at the stern. 


As the water grew hy ad with the 
mounting wind, the dory began to pitch 
and toss. The blackness of the sea and 


° . the wild, crazy motion of it were something 
Watermansídea) Fountain Pen frightful to have to look at. ‘6 


“I guess this is our end,’ said Pete 


service it always renders. 


satisfies every pen-need perfectly mournfully. 
in Se pet ow ch Reon: “Shut you up,’ I says; ‘if you’re going 
Made with different sized poidera to fit to die to-night, ioe Pm göinge to make 
differentsized hands, pen pointsthat suit a fight for my life.’ 
every style of writing, and an ink capac- i 
ity unequaled in pens of the same size. “YVEEN the dories put out from the 
j schooner that afternoon, the skip- 
The lip-guard, the clip-cap, the special per had said that if any of us failed to 
filling device and the spoon-feed are four show up, he’d anchor. So I figured the 
outstanding features best thing for us was to stay as near as 
A = possible to where we were. We dropped 
“% Ask any one of 50,000 merchants to our little anchor, with a buoy. 
1 | show you the style illustrated; with zA Han aa tre Dyes La 2 gays 
\ edi k 5 KA , y- 
\ cardinal, black or mottled holder. Make also tied myself to the boat so that if I 
your selection at $4.00 or in larger sizes were washed overboard I could pull back 
at $5.50 or $6.50. in. Pete lashed himself in. So we were all 


ready to ride out the storm—and the 


storm came. 
A ledirmanCmpany B a rE EE DE 


bitter, howling wind driving the snow and 


Illustration is exact size 


Of the $4.05- medel. 191 Broadway, New York the spray into you until your very marrow 
Made eith cardinal, Chicago, San Francisco, Boston seemed frozen stiff. Every now and then 
blick-oe mottled holder: Montreal we would ship a heavy sea, and the dory 


would almost fill with water. Wed grab 
our two buckets and free her as soon as 
possible, and get ready for the next one. 

“At daylight it moderated. But the 


— = = = = a ai a 
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wind hauled to the so’west, and in an hour 
it was blowing a living gale of wind again. 
The snow had let up. We could see; but 
there were no signs of a schooner any- 
where. We laid at anchor all day. In the 
afternoon the wind hauled in to the nor’- 
west, and blew harder. Dark came on 
again, mighty fearsome, I tell you—the 
foam hissing and lashing us, the sea wild 
and mad, as I had never seen it in my 
young life. We were just a mite on that 
monstrous raging sea. 

“‘This is the night I die,’ said Pete. 

“‘ Gosh, no!’ I sang back to him, above 
the gale. ‘I wouldn’t shake hands with 
the devil if I met him.’ 

“ But the devil seemed mighty near all 
that night. The snow started up again 
after dark. Then it began to hail. The 
wind got up to forty-five miles an hour. 
Lord, I’ve never spent a night like that 
night! We hadn’t eaten for mor’n thirty- 
six hours. Our clothes were stiff with the 
frozen spray and water. And the hail—I 
never knew anything to cut and bite and 
keep up fighting as it did, blowing into 
my face at a speed faster’n- any express 
train. 

“All night it kept up. The wind not 
only fought us with the snow and hail, but 
it fought us with the sea, which it kicked 
up into foaming mountains that carried 
our little shell of a boat up till we thought 
we would touch the blackest snow clouds. 
And then she would slide us down a steep 
bluff of water, till it seemed we'd drop into 
the devils own hell. I’ never want to 
spend such a night again. 


“yest before daylight the snow and 
sleet let up, though the wind didn’t, 
and the sun came up clear. We could see. 
We strained our eyes in every direction, 
and finally sighted the spars of a schooner 
about four miles away. 

“But four miles is a long distance in a 
raging sea, and to two men who hadn’t 
tasted food for two nights and a day it 
seemed four hundred miles. 

“Pete gave up again. ‘I’m going to die 
this time, sure,’ he groaned. 

“< Aw, buck up, Pete,’ I urged him; ‘if 
you die I'll have your clothes, and live 
onger still.’ 

“The schooner was across the wind 
from us, and the wind was stiff and the 
sea mighty rough. We just lay to at 
anchor all day. At night the wind 
moderated. We screwed on the winch and 
hove up the anchor, and rowed for the 
vessel. It took us till nigh midnight to 
make the four miles. 

“ Finally, we loomed up under the stern 
of our schooner. The watch on deck, 
seeing a dark object coming from nowhere, 
jumped up in a fright and went racing 
down forward, yelling, ‘Here comes their 
ghosts!’ He slipped on the icy deck and 
fell headlong and got an awful smash. In 
fact, he nigh killed himself. But the 
hubbub awaked the crew, and they came 
piling up on deck. 

***My God, but I’m glad to see you 
boys!” said the skipper, as we were pulled 
up over the rail. ji never expected to see 
you again.’ 

“*Well,’ I says, grinning at Pete, ‘a 
bad penny always turns up.’ 

“The man down forward was groaning 
and twisting himself in pain, and we all 
turned to and got him down below, where 
he could be doctored. We took a little 


FREE 
10-Day Tube 
Note coupon 


Maybe your teeth are 
gloriously clear, simply 
clouded with a film coat. 
Make this remarkable 
test and find out. 


Gums Like Coral 


TEETH with that dazzling 
whiteness you seek 


This NEW way will bring them quickly. Simply send the coupon. Make 
this unique dental test. See what a great difference a few days will make 
—it removes the film that invites “off color” teeth and unhealthy gums. 


HERE is a simple dental test. A 
test that will work a great change 
in the color of your teeth, in the color 
and firmness of your gums. 


You may not realize it, but yet be 
handicapping yourself immeasurably 
with a smile that lacks the attraction 
of glistening whiteness and healthy 
gums. 

So, for your own sake, send the 
coupon. It means so much to you. 


That stubborn and dangerous 


film —you must remove it 


Dental science now traces scores of 
tooth and gum troubles, directly or 
indirectly, to a germ-laden film that 


forms on your teeth. 


You can’t see it with your eyes, but 
run your tongue across your teeth and 
you will feelit . . . a slippery, viscous 
coating. 

That film absorbs discolorations 
from food, smoking, etc. And that is 
why your teeth look “off color” and 
dingy. 

It clings to teeth, gets into crevices 
and stays. It lays your gums open to 
bacterial attack. Germs by the mil- 
lions breed in it. And they, with 
tartar, are a chief cause of pyorrhea 
and decay. 


You can’t have pretty teeth unless 


Canadian Office and Laboratories: 
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you combat it. Highest authorities 
all tell you this. 


Brushing won’t end ift 
Ordinary dentifrices and cleansing 
won't fight film successfully. Feel for 
it now with your tongue. Note how 
your present cleansing method is fail- 
ing in its duty. 

Now new methods are being used. 
A dentifrice called Pepsodent—differ- 
ent in formula, action and effect from 
any other known. 

Largely on dental advice the world 
has turned to it. Tooth and gum 
troubles hence are on the decline. 


it removes that film. 
And Firms the Gums 
It accomplishes two important things 
at once: Removes that film, then 
firms the gums. No harsh grit, judged 
dangerous to enamel. 

A few days’ use will prove its power 
beyond all doubt. Why cling to old 
methods when world’s authorities 
urge a better way? 

Send the coupon, Clip it now before 
you forget. 
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Children thrive on 
these vitamins... 


MILK... butter. . . eggs. . . all 
are essential to the diet of growing 
children. Yet not one of them is as 
richin protective, restorative, 
growth-promoting vitamins as good 
cod-liver oil. 

A single pint of Squibb’s Cod- 
Liver Oil is richer in fat soluble vit- 
amins than twelve hundred pints of 
grade A whole milk; than one hun- 
dred pounds of the best creamery 
butter you can buy! 

The vitamins in Squibb’s Cod- 
Liver Oil help the body to resist 
infection and disease. They are 
necessary to growth and good 
health. The important antirachitic 
vitamin, so abundant in Squibb’s 
Cod-Liver Oil, is a dependable and 
complete protector against rickets. 
It assures the normal development 
of bone and tooth structure. 

Squibb’s Cod-Liver Oil is treated 
and packed by special Squibb proc- 
esses which preserve the vitamin 
content of the oil and render it much 
more palatable. When kept on ice 
and taken cold, Squibb’s Cod-Liver 
Oil is practically tasteless. At drug 
stores everywhere. 


$25,000.00 
in 508 Cash Awards 


You can get the information you 
need to answer the questions in the Ed- 
ucational Contest from Squibb adver- 
tisements—follow them regularly. See 
other Squibb advertisements on pages 
101, 110, 120, 125 and 137 of this maga- 
zine. Send for free booklet containing 
complete contest details. Contest Editor, 
E. R. Squibb & Sons, P. O. Box 1132, 
City Hall Station, New York City. 


SQUIBB 


“Priceless Ingredient” of every Product 
is the Honor and Integrity of Its Maker. 
© 1925 


nourishment and then turned in our- 
selves. We were pretty well used up; but 
we hadn’t been half as scared, I guess, as 
the man who saw our ghosts.” 

This squat, sturdy rowboat, the dory, is 
more typical of deep-sea fishing, perhaps, 
than any other craft; and therefore the 
most typical and frequent story of fishing 
adventure is the dory story. As the 
Gloucester men fish, the dory is the one 
universal piece of equipment, used in 
every branch of the fisheries, though the 
fishing technique itself varies with the 
kinds of fish caught. 

Mackerel, herring, pollack, shad, and 
porgies—all of which are surface fish—are 
caught by encircling a school with a long 
seine and closing the bottom of the seine 
by drawing a purse string. Gill nets also 
are used in mackereling; they are set like 
fences across a section of the banks, and 
the fish swim into the net and entangle 
themselves. Dories are used in manipu- 
lating both the seines and the nets. 

But the great staples of the Gloucester 
fisheries are the fish which swim and feed 
along the ocean bottom—ground fish, 
they are called—ot which the cod, the 
haddock, and the halibut are the main 
fares. Cod has been the chief fish from 
Colonial times, because of the prolific 
schools of cod which swarm in Massa- 
chusetts Bay. 

In the early days, when a Gloucester 
man found a halibut on his line, he would 
usually throw it back, for halibut was not 
regarded as desirable food. Sometimes 
the prevalence of halibut in certain waters 
would cause the skipper to lift anchor and 
sail away to some more congenial fishing 
bank, where he could hook the desired 
cod without annoyance from the worth- 
less halibut. 

‘To-day, when the halibut is the choicest 
product of the fisheries, and fetches the 
highest prices, and engages the services of 
the largest schooners, it seems strange 
that there should have been a time when 
this big fish was not only neglected but 
definitely rejected. Some Gloucester 
vessels fish for halibut as far off as the 
coast of Greenland, a distance of one 
thousand eight hundred miles. 

“Tve caught ’em off the coast of Ice- 
land,” said ‘Capt’n Dan,’ “and one of the 
choicest halibut grounds I ever fished in 
was a new bank I discovered off the coast 
of Labrador in June, 1923. I was driv- 
ing around in the ice in the ‘Sir John 
French’ when I found plenty of fish on a 
bank that measured about two hundred 
miles long by ninety miles wide, in places. 
I named the grounds the Labrador Bank, 
and notifed the Government in Wash- 
ington.” 


HE halibut fisherman is guided largely 

by the character of the bottom. As 
soon as a schooner has reached the fishing 
grounds, the skipper drops a lead. The 
lead has a smear of butter or soft soap on 
the under side; when it touches bottom 
particles of the ocean floor adhere, and the 
skipper can tell by what comes up whether 
it ıs the sort of place where fish feed. 
Certain kinds of vegetation are a sure 
sign of halibut. 
gravel. 

As soon as the fishermen find a favor- 
able bottom they drop anchor, launch 
their dories, and with two men to a dory 
proceed to lay their trawls. A trawl is a 


Also, certain kinds of 


stout line from which hang short lines at 
intervals of ten feet, each short line 
carrying a baited hook. The trawl is 
anchored at each end, and also buoyed. 
It lies on the bottom, "and the buoy lines 
permit it to be lifted. A large schooner, 
carrying ten or twelve dories, may have 
as much as five miles of trawls down when 
all lines are set. 

Cod and halibut are often found on the 
same bank. Some halibut are light 
colored, others a dull gray. The white are 
in greater demand and bring the best 
prices, and naturally the fishermen try to 
drop their trawls where the white are 
prevalent. 

“The truth is, they taste the same,” 
said Captain MacDonald. “There’s no 
more difference between white halibut 
and gray than there is between a brown 
egg and a white one. But people seem to 
prefer the white.” 

A good haul doesn’t mean that every 
hook of the trawl is occupied. If one 
hook out of five has a catch, that is 
considered good. 

“The biggest halibut I ever landed 
weighed three hundred and eighty 
pounds,” said Captain MacDonald, “and 
measured seven feet long. The dory men 
always carry a gob stick to kill the fish, 
for if you took a big one into the boat 
alive he might crush a man’s foot, or slap 
a hole in the bottom by his flapping.” 

Ten thousand pounds of fish in one haul 
is considered good. Two and sometimes 
three hauls a ley are made, if conditions 
are nya 

“The biggest one day I ever had,” said 
Captain MacDonald, ‘ Peas 60,000 pounds 
caught in one haul off Hamilton’s Inlet, 
Labrador, seventy miles off shore. In 
two days there we took 106,000 pounds of 
fish. The biggest single trip in my experi- 
ence was 120,000 pounds. I’ve made a 
good many trips around i100,000 pounds. 
At the present time 30,000 pounds is 
considered a fair trip. 


WENTY-FOUR days is the average 

voyage halibutting. Mostly it is done 
on a sharing system. The owners of the ves- 
sel get one fourth of the stock, pay all the 
bills, and divide the rest among the crew. 
The captain is paid a commission by the 
owners and also shares with the men. 

“A twenty or twenty-four-days voyage, 
if everything goes well, may net each man 
around one hundred dollars. Sometimes 
it’s a little more, but in general his earn- 
ings range from that down to nothing—or 
maybe in debt. The average earnings of 
the fishermen will run about one thousand 
dollars a year for ten months’ work. 
Sometimes they go up to one thousand 
five hundred dollars, rarely above that.” 

“The halibut season extends from 
January to November. There are one 
hundred and six vessels documented at 
the port of Gloucester, and twenty-eight 
of them—which includes the largest 
schooners—are the halibut fleet. During 
November and December most of the 
halibutters are tied up at the wharves, and 
their crews are occupied with landlubberly 
jobs—though a few go south and fish for 
the red snapper on the Campeche Bank of 
the Gulf of Mexico. 

A few others dare the ice of the northern 
fishing grounds, and even in midwinter 
hunt halibut off Nova Scotia and New- 
foundland. Captain MacDonald says he 
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has made some of his finest trips in! 


December, and usually makes a winter 
voyage, leaving Gloucester around De- 
cember 15th. In forty-one years of fishing 
he has spent five Christmases at home. 
And he has a wife and four children too, 
and loves home as much as the next 
one. 

As one pokes about the salty wharves of 
this half-moon harbor of Gloucester, 
where, according to tradition, the Norse- 
men touched a thousand years ago, and 
where Captain John Smith landed in 1614, 
the glamour of the place seeps in. Other 
communities are old. It isn’t just age that 
ustinguishes Gloucester. 

She started as a fishing port shiek she 
was founded as an English colony, and a 
fishing port she has remained—the 
greatest in the New World to-day. 

“Irs a free life—that’s why you can’t 
tear a fisherman away from the sea,” said 
Captain MacDonald. ‘‘There’s always the 
chance of making a big haul, and the 
dangers add spice to it. 

“And there’s no branch of seamanship 
that has a better discipline; I'll say that 
for the Gloucester fishermen. The reason 
is that the men are treated as equals; the 
skipper and his crew are comrades to- 
nh ta eat in the same mess, sleep in the 
same cabin, share together the same hard- 
ships and the same rewards. In thirty-five 
years as master of vessels—and I’ve had 
more than twenty schooners under me in 
that time—I’ve never carried a gun nor 
felt the need of one. Yes, sir, the fisher- 
men are a great class of seamen, and 
nobody can say too much for ’em.” 


Going Fast Does 
Not Always Mean 
Going Far 


(Continued from page 47) 


“At the annual meeting 
everything happened, up to a certain 
point, just as in previous years. As I 
owned a majority of the stock, I could 
name the directors. My two associates 
and I made up the board. 

“We'll elect the same directors as last 
year,’ I said. 

“Tt was then the duty of the directors 
to elect the officers. 

“Well also elect the same officers,’ 
I added. 

“No, we won’t!’ shouted my forty- 
dollars-a-month clerk. ‘Were going to 
have a change around here!’ 

“I was dumfounded; but there was 
nothing I could do. The two of them were 
in cahoots. They represented the major- 
ity on the board of directors, and the 
promptly elected themselves to hold all 
the offices. I was left with nothing except 
a majority of the stock! 

“They controlled the treasury. There- 
fore, for the third time since my arrival in 
Chicago, I was left practically flat. I had 
absolutely nothing except what little 
money happened to be in my pocket at 
the moment—maybe thirty or forty 
dollars. 

“I immediately ceased to think of my 
interest in the business as an asset, now 
chat I had lost control of it; and soon 


one year, 


OME days everything goes fine. 

You wake up refreshed and full 
of energy. You turn the work out 
easily. Everybody seems to like you. 
You’re appreciated. A pretty good 
world, Dr. Jekyll! 

Another day. You wake up with 
a grouch. Everything goes wrong. 
The work piles up. What’s the use of 
anything? Good night—and may you 
never wake up—Mr. Hyde! 


There’s a little of both Dr. 
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde in every man. 
Dr. Jekyll would be a great success 
in the world if Mr. Hyde weren’t 
lurking in the background. He’s a 
wrong-headed blunderer. He eats 
food which he knows isn’t good for 
him. He stays up too late at night. 
He doesn’t take any regular exercise. 
He scorns fresh air. Worst of all, 
perhaps, he loads himself with arti- 
ficial stimulants, meal after meal. — 

This is the nature of such a stimu- 
lant as caffein: it deadens the 
sense of fatigue, and with- 


We don’t enjoy the nervousness, 
the sleeplessness, the headache and 
indigestion, but we are careless—or 
“won’t have our habits interfered 
with.” Often these “trifling” bad 
habits get us into serious difficulty. 


It is so easy to avoid caffein, and 
still enjoy a hot drink at mealtime. 
Change to Postum! It is made of 
whole wheat and bran. 

Give this plan a trial! Accept the 
offer of Carrie Blanchard, famous 
food demonstrator! 


Carrie Blanchara’s Offer 


“T want you to make a thirty-day test of 
Postum. I will send you your first weck’s 
supply, free, and my personal directions for 
preparing it. I will tell you about Iced Postum, 
too—and how to make Postum with hot milk 
for children. 

“If you would rather begin the test today, 
get Postum at your grocer’s. It costs much 
less—only one-half cent a cup. 

For the weck’s free supply, send me your 
name and address. Please indicate whether 
you want Instant Postum, made instantly in 


the cup, or Postum Cereal, the kind you boil.” 


FREE—MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


draws energy from the body’s 
vital reserve. Bit by bit this 


A. 9-25 


Postum Cereat Co., Inc., Battle Creek, Mich. 


reserve is lowered. 


© 1925, P. C. Co. 


Postum is one of the Post Health 
Products, which include also Gra 
Nuts, Post Toasties (Double- thick 
Corn Flakes), and Post’s Bran Flakes. 
Your grocer sells Postum in two forms. 
Instant Postum, made in the cup by 
adding boiling water, is one of the 
easiest drinks in the world to prepare. 
Postum Cereal is also easy to make, 
but should be boiled 20 minutes 


I want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. Please send 
me, without cost or obligation, the first week’s supply of 


o Check 
which you 
a] Prefer 


Instant Postum.... 
Postum CEREAL.... 


Street 


In Canada, address Caxanian Postum Crreat Co., Ltd. 
45 Front Street, East, Toronto, Ontario 
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to Raed” Ti-eon-an-oge" 


The capture of 
Fort Ticonder- 
æ oga took place 
"g 150 years ago, 
May 10, 1775. 


FREE SAMPLE 
OFFER 


to Business and Pro- 
fessional People. Write 
direct to us on your 
letterhead for Free 
Sample of Dixon’s 
“Ti-con-der-oga” if 
your dealer cannot 
supply you. 


Higher on Pacifio Coast 
3 for a quarter in Canada 


JOSEPH DIXON CRUCIBLE CO. 
Pencil Dept. 161-J 


DIXON 


“TI-CON-DER-OGA. 


“An extraordinary five-cent pencil” 


Jersey City, N. J. 


down the hall a few doors, in the same 
office building, rented a small room, and 
began again. I have been right here in 
the same building ever since—thirty-four 
years! 


HEN I started afresh, I made a reso- 

lution. It was on the subject of 
credit. I resolved that I would never buy 
anything that I had to pay for with notes. 
I had reached the conclusion, as a result 
of my own experiences and from observa- 
tion of others, that one of the worst things 
a person can do is to try to go ahead too 
fast. It usually leads to skipping some of 
the essential things. 

“You have to go back later and pick up 
what you pied, and the result is that 
you don’t get ahead as fast as if you had 
moved more slowly and made sure. To 
use credit too freely is a common way of 
moving too fast, and I resolved to limit 
myself in that respect. That is good sense 
and good business. 

“Nobody has ever seen a note of the 
L. E. Myers Company, outside of notes 
given at our banks for borrowed money. 
If we cannot buy materials, or whatever 
we need, for cash or on open account, we 
do not buy it. 

“An experience in 1907 has made me 
be doubly sure that this rule is not 
violated. 

“In that year we had obligations of 
three hundred and forty thousand dollars 
that we couldn’t meet. We very nearly 
failed. Indeed, we would have, if I had 
not accumulated some personal funds that 
saved us. 

“Some time before, I had hired a high- 
priced manager. He was ambitious. He 
saw some very big construction jobs to 
be done. They called for a bigger outfit 
than we had at the time; but he kept 
urging and urging me to go ahead. I let 
him go ahead. j 

“In order to tackle one particular job, 
we incurred heavy obligations. Weused the 
credit we were able to get, and we used 
it to the limit. The financial panic of 1907 
caught us with those obligations on our 
hands, and we couldn’t pay. That is 
exactly how so many are caught, and why 
so many go under. 

“Fortunately, I had saved about one 
hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars. 
I gave it to the company, and that saved 
us 


afterward it failed. For my part, I moved 
| 
| 
l 


“This case illustrates perfectly the dan- 
ger of using credit to go ahead too fast. 

“You must remember that cash is 
behind credit. Every obligation, finally, 
has to be paid dollar for dollar. There is 
no way to escape that, except bank- 
ruptcy. 

“Some people may accept all the easy 
credit they can get, and pull through tight 
places by the skin of their teeth. But a 
far larger number do not pull through, in 
such circumstances. When the pinch 
comes, they fail. 

“Its all right to be ambitious and 
optimistic. But it’s sound common sense 
to discount your dreams a little, and to 
figure in advance on the possible dis- 
appointments and obstacles that you 
can’t foresee. 

“Exactly the same thing happens, con- 
tinually, in everyday life. I remember 
that our cashier came to me one day with 


the news that one of our stenographers 
wanted an advance on her salary. We 
have a strict rule against making such 
advances. 

“The cashier explained that he had no 
authority, and she told him she would 
like to see me about it, as it was ur- 

ent. 

““*What’s wrong?’ I asked, when she 
came to my office. ‘Is somebody sick in 
your family? How does it happen you 
can’t make your salary last from one pay 
day to the next?’ 

“Not long before, she explained, she 
had opened a charge account at a depart- 
ment store. She thought it was fine to 
say ‘Charge and send!’ and not be asked 
to pay oak on the spot. One purchase led 
to another. 

“She wanted to have a lot of things— 
wanted them right away. When she 
finally came to me, she owed one hun- 
dred and fifteen dollars on the account. 
It was past due, and the store insisted on 
payment. 

“T then recalled my part in the affair. 
Scarcely three months had passed since I 
received a blank from that store inquiring 
about this young lady as a credit risk. | 
supposed f had answered the questions 
adequately when I had written at the 
bottom of the sheet: ‘Stenographer, $75 a 
month.’ 

“Nevertheless, they had allowed her, 
on that slender salary and without other 
means, to pile up a debt of one hundred 
and fifteen dollars in two months. I con- 
sidered the people at the store as short- 
sighted and unbusinesslike as she was 
herself. 


‘A YOUNG chap in our office spoiled a 
fine chance by over-anxiety, by want- 
ing what he wanted now. We hired him 
as an office boy. He seemed bright, and I 
took an interest in him. 

“I had always employed a woman for 
my secretary; but I wanted a man. I told 
this youngster that if he studied stenog- 
raphy and made good progress I would 
see that he had this opportunity. 

“The boy did study; but he did not 
learn patience. I gave him a chance to go 
to an outlying town, where we were build- 
ing a large hydro-electric plant. It was a 
step forward in his training. 

“He went in November, and a few 
weeks before Christmas asked to come 
home for the holiday. There was no rea- 
sons why he couldn’t have come; but, 
knowing him, I thought it would be just as 
well for him not to come. 

“I wanted him to find out, for perhaps 
the first time in his life, that he couldn’t 
have everything he wanted, right on the 
dot, just for wishing. I told his boss 
not to let him come home. But he came 
anyway! 

“A little later he came home for good. 
He hadn’t the stuff in him to stick it out. 
He found it lonesome down there. And 
rather than endure lonesomeness for the 
sake of getting a start in his career, he 
gave up entirely. 

“So, when you ask me what has im- 
pressed me most as the result of my busi- 
ness experience, I would say it is the fact 
that the average young wage-earner is too 
impatient about getting ahead, and the 
older wage-earner too careless about going 
into debt.” 
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The Water Bucket Baby 


(Continued from page 57) 


to the plate, two bats over his shoulder. 
As he approached the plate, he motioned 
the umpire to wait a minute. Then he 
lounged out to whispering distance of 
Dozer Canavan. 

“Listen, felluh,” he said, eying the 
sullen Canavan. ‘‘Y’r wild, see? But 
I’m wild, too, because that guy yuh just 
beaned is my buddy. Fr’m now on you 
commit baseball insteada murder, see? 
Or there’ll be żwo of us hung.” 

And he turned around to shamble slowly 
into position at the plate. Cowed, Cana- 
van grooved the first ball. Scroggins met 
it for a three-bagger, driving in three runs. 
The Big Green thereupon turned to and put 
the game on ice with resounding smashes 
against Canavan’s delivery. When Mc- 
Gonigle took the Dozer out, the crowd 
hooted him all the way to the showers. 


A AN, man, I never knew a head could 

ache like this? moaned Eddie 
Bryant, in the clubhouse. Tears stood in 
his eyes, forced out by the agonizing pain 
between his temples. He clenched his fists 
and gritted his teeth. “This big guy can’t 
drive me out of the game, Boss. Tee me 
go back in there.” 

“Take y'r time, kid, take y’r time,” 
said Watkins soothingly. 

“ But I gotta be in there,” cried Eddie 
Bryant. ‘She'll think something’s wrong 
if I’m not in the line-up.” 

“Don’t send her the papers,” suggested 
Watkins. 

“ But she'll read the others. I’ve got to 
be in there, every day, showing her I’m 
on the job, and all right,” Eddie declared. 

“No hurry,” urged Watkins. “PI 
write her a letter, or get Scroggins to. 
We'll tell her about it—” 

“TIl cell her about it myself,” declared 
Eddie savagely, standing up. But the 
effort made es dizzy. He sat down again 
hastily. ‘‘ Boss, isn’t there anything for a 
headache?” 

“Te’ll wear off,” said Watkins, his heart 
aching for the boy. 

He forgot, for the moment, his own per- 
sonal fears for Eddie’s return to the game 
as a smart and confident hitter. Subcon- 
sciously he remembered the old saying, 
“They don’t come back. Can’t hold the 
plate once y’ve been beaned.” Subcon- 
sciously, he analyzed the weakness of his 
club without Eddie Bryant, his best hitter 
and the pillar of his infield. But, con- 
sciously, k strove to think of something 
he could do to alleviate the boy’s suffering. 

The trainer brought an ice pack at the 
moment, and Watkins hastened to the 
club office to summon the best physician 
in the city to examine the extent of 
Eddie’s injury. That evening, he was put 
to bed, with an opiate to relieve his split- 
ting head, and for the first evening since 
the training season began he failed to write 
home. 

“*Scog,” he said, to his lanky room- 
mate, “you do it for me. Tell her the 
truth, Scog.” 

“Sure, sure,” agreed the lanky Oregon- 
ian. “Pll write her so she won't worry.” 

And while the baseball world waited to 
hear how its newest idol fared, and Scrog- 


gins scrawled an awkward note, Eddie 
ryant slept like a child. Awaking at 
noon the next day, still with the fierce 
tearing and jangling between his temples, 
he took another dose of the prescribed 
drug, and again lapsed into unconscious- 
ness. The Bie Green, fighting mad to 
avenge him on the whole McGonigle 
crew, pounded out another victory. 

Next morning when Eddie woke, hi 
head by some miracle had cleared, his 
eyes were bright, and all traces of the in- 
jury had disappeared, except the sore and 
swollen spot above and back of his tem- 
ple. Scroggins was in the room. 

“By jingo, Scog,” said Eddie, grinning 
ruefully as he abbed the spot, “if that 
ball had come an inch lower and farther 
front I wouldn’t be awake.” 

“Neither would -this big tramp Cana- 
van,” growled Scroggins. “But, say, kid, 
how’s it feel?” 

“Sore, but otherwise all right,” Eddie 
replied, sitting up. “If I hadn’t ducked, 
he’d have killed me.” 

“Thank the Lord yuh saw it comin’, 
even if yuh didn’t have time to get clear 
outa the way,” said Scroggins, watching 
the boy closely. 

“Oh, hum—guess I'll get up,” said 
Eddie. ‘‘Tired of sleep, and staying in 
bed. Work to do. Letter to write. Ball 
game to play. Breakfast—” 

“For an invalid, y’v gotta lot laid out 
for y’rself,”” Scroggins remonstrated. 

““Who’s an invalid?” demanded Eddie 
Bryant, reaching for a shoe to hurl at the 
big fellow. 

Vith Watkins watching him closely, 
Eddie limbered up at the ball park in the 
morning workout. 

“If he can only come back without 
bein’ gun-shy,” muttered Watkins to him- 
self. “It can’t be done—but mebbe he'll 
do it. If he don’t—good night to us, and 
to him. All I gotta say.” : 

Eddie stood up at the plate as of old, 
and swung lustily. He even chided the 

itcher for slowing up. There was no sign, 
in his behavior, that he had ever suffered a 
blow on the head. That afternoon he in- 
sisted on going back to his place at first 
base, and Watkins, wondering whether it 
Was wise, agreed. 

“Might as well get it over with, and 
find out now whether he can stand up to 
the plate,” he thought. 

ve Pm allright, Boss,” Eddie assured him. 


Bu Canavan was in the box again, to 
redeem himself for his poor showing on 
the opening day. Careful to control the 
ball in the face of an angry and resentful 
crowd, he put on dazzling speed. 

Eddie Bryant looked at the first ball, 
which was wide. He looked at the second, 
which was high. He looked at the third, 
which came toward him, and then curved 
over the plate, and resolved to hit. Grip- 
pin his bat, clenching his teeth, he swung; 

ut at the same instant, almost uncon- 

sciously, he heard a murmur of dismay 
and disappointment from the Big Green 
bench. 

Without knowing it, he had shifted his 


position. His left foot had drawn back | 
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 Squibbs Castor Oil 


aes 


They had just given 
Johnny a spoonful 


A DOUBTFUL swallow .. . eyes wide 
with astonishment... then a happy, 
hearty grin: “Why, that doesn’t taste 
at all, Mother!’ 

Lucky Johnny! Too bad we were 
children before the days of Squibb’s 
Castor Oil (Tasteless)! 

If you want a pure and agreeable 
castor oil and one that will remain 
both tasteless and odorless, ask 
your druggist for the new Squibb’s 
Castor Oil (Tasteless), and look for 
the word “Tasteless” printed in red 
across the label. It has none of the 
disagreeable features that mark the 
ordinary product. The entire family 
will find it easy to take. 

Always ask for Squibb Household 
Products when buying requisites for 
the medicine cabinet. For nearly 
seventy years Squibb Products have 
been made to more than meet the 
exacting demands of the medical 
profession. Each Squibb Product 
contains the priceless ingredient 
—the honor and integrity of the 
maker. You will find Squibb Prod- 
ucts on sale in drug stores every- 
where. 


$25,000.00 
in 508 Cash Awards 


You can get the information you 
need to answer the questions in the Ed- 
ucational Contest from Squibb adver- 


tisements—follow them regularly. See 
other Squibb advertisements on pages 
101, 110, 120, 125 and 130 of this maga- 
zine. Send for free booklet containing 
complete contest details. Contest Editor, 
E. R. Squibb & Sons, P. O. Box 1132, 
City Hall Station, New York City. 


SQUIBB 


The ‘‘Priceless Ingredient” of every Product 
is the Honor and Integrity of Its bia rr 
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Why not a 


“daily dozen” 


for your gums? 


SK your dentist about exer- 
cise for your gums. He 
probably will say that no tissue 
in your body will be more grate- 
ful for regular daily stimulation. 
For in these days of soft foods 
and creamy sauces, the gums of 
most of us suffer from laziness 
and inactivity. That is the 
cause of nine-tenths of the gum 
afflictions that seem to be get- 
ting so fashionably prevalent. 


Stimulate your gums with massage 
and Ipana Tooth Paste 


Stir up your gums! Stimulate them 
to life and health, with a good circula- 
tion of rich, fresh blood within their 
walls. You can doit easily and simply— 
through massage and daily brushing 
with Ipana. 

For Ipana contains ziratol, a valuable 
antiseptic and hemostatic. It is because 
of the presence of this well-known ton- 
ing and strengthening agent that many 
dentists, in stubborn cases of bleeding 
gums, order a gum massage with Ipana 
after the regular brushing. 


Try Ipana for 1 month! 


But even if your gums are sound as a 
dollar, you can lose nothing and will 
gain much by giving Ipana a thorough 
trial. And its delicious flavor as well as 
its remarkable cleansing power is sure to 
please you. Clip the coupon for a trial 
tube if you wish—it is gladly sent—but 
the best thing to do is to go into the 
nearest drugstore and get a full-size tube, 
good for at least a hundred brushings. 


IPA TOOTH 


PASTE 


— made by the makers of Sal Hepatica 


BRISTOL-MYERS CO. 


Dept. -95, 42 Rector St., New York, N. Y. 
indly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 
PASTE without obligation on my part. 


© Bristol-Myers Co., 1925 


and away from the plate. Involuntarily, 
he had shrunk away from possible contact 
with the ball. 

“In the water bucket,” muttered voices 
on the bench. 

Off balance and unstrung, Eddie rolled 
an easy grounder down to the first base- 
man. Knowing what he had done, he 
could have cried as he raced to first in a 
futile effort to get there ahead of the ball. 
It was the third out, and he took up his 
glove to face another inning in the feld. 
Angry, he outdid himself in the field. At 
the end of the inning, he went to the 
bench and sat down. Watkins said noth- 
ing. It might not be true, even yet. 

But in the fourth inning Eddie came 
up again. Determined to overcome the 
thought of another ball flung at his head, 
he gripped his bat until his fingers ached, 
and bit his lips until they bled. But Cana- 
van worked on him, throwing only balls 
at which he could not hit, until he had the 
count three balls and two strikes. 

Expecting a groove ball, Eddie set him- 
self firmly, toes against the line, and 
waited. But again Canavan fed him a 
curve ball. And once more Eddie shrank, 
swung his left foot back slightly, and cut 
weakly, too late, at the ball as it sped over 
the plate. He missed it entirely. 

“The old water bucket gets ’em all,” 
rowled Watkins to himself. ‘‘ Where can 
get another first sacker?” 

Sick at heart, Eddie tried manfully 
enough his last two times at bat, but with 
no better results. Try as he might to con- 
trol himself, he involuntarily pulled away 
from the plate. One who has been hurled 
into the blackness of unconsciousness does 
not easily overcome the fear of the thing 
that cut him off from daylight. 

That evening in his room, Eddie shrank 
once more, this time from writing to tell the 
girl at home what had happened to him. 

“Don’t tell her,” counseled Scroggins. 

“But I’ve got to,” said Eddie. ‘*She’ll 
read about it in the papers.” 

“Then tell her all about it,” suggested 
the awkward outfielder. ‘‘ Tell her you’re 
up against a big problem—a problem darn 
few guys have ever solved—but that 
you're gonna solve it, see? And I’m gonna 
help yuh.” 

“How?” demanded Eddie, grasping at 
the straw. 

“T’morruh,” said Scroggins, “you go 
up there and hit the first ball ever’ time. 
Don’t wait until yuh get nervous. Smash 
th’ first one, see?” 


THEN began a long and bitter struggle, 
Eddie Bryant against the whole league, 
against an old baseball tradition, against 
his own nerveless uncertainty. Playing 
all the more brilliantly afield to redeem 
himself for his weak hitting, the boy 
fought day by day to overcome the terror 
that whirled up to him in the batter’s box 
with every ball flung by the opposing 
pitcher. Meantime, Watkins, positive the 
boy could not come back, filled the wires 
and mails with appeals for a first baseman. 

Eddie Bryant tried hitting the first ball. 
The first day, he succeeded, his first two 
times up. Thereafter, the pitcher worked 
on him to the limit, until, with the string 
played out, the nervous, unstrung young- 
ster either fanned or rolled a weak grounder. 
And no other pitcher in that series gave 
him a good first ball to hit. They all 
worked on him. Next series, he found the 


first pitcher for hits on the two first balls. 
But for the remainder of the series he 
went hitless. August slipped by slowly, 
agonizingly, and with it, Big Green hopes 
of a pennant and a world series began to 
fade. 

“ Hit in second place for a while,” Wat- 
kins ordered, thinking the boy still could 
buntforsacrifices. Butthat strategy failed. 
Eddie, growing paler and thinner each 
day, worried himself sick. 

“Take a day off,” urged Scroggins. 

“Can't,” objected Eddie bitterly. “I’ve 
got to hold my job, and whip this thing!” 

“Don’t have to kill y'rself.” 

“Might as well,” lamented the boy. 
“Here I’ve made her marry me, and told 
her I’d make enough to take me through 
medical school, and support her at the 
same time. And she’s counting on me, 
and she needs me.” 

“Well, we need yuh here too,” said 
Scroggins; “but not at the expense of y'r 
blamed life.” 


MEANTIME, Watkins, unable toobtain 
another first baseman, kept Eddie in 
the line-up for his fielding, but dropped 
him to eighth place in the batting order. 

“It shows he knows I’m useless now, but 
that he thinks I can fight my way out of 
my slump,” Eddie argued in his letter that 
night. 

“And I’ve just naturally got to whip 
this thing, Scog,” he groaned to his lanky 
friend. 

“T’ve an idea for yuh,” exclaimed Scrog- 
gins. “Try it out to-morruh?” 

“Try anything. What’s this?” 

“Ever play football?” 

“Sure, back in school.” 

“Then you know what a headgear is 
for,” said Scroggins. 

The next day, enthusiastic over the sug- 
gestion, Eddie stopped at a sporting-goods 
shop and bought the lightest and strongest 
leather headgear he could find. In the 
afternoon, encouraged by his mates of the 
Big Green, but jeered by the opposing 
players, Eddie doffed his cap at bat, and 
replaced it with the leathern helmet. Wart- 
kins took some hope as he saw his protégé 
stand up to the plate confidently, his first 
time at bat, to smash out a solid two-base 
hit. But for the rest of the afternoon the 
headgear proved a rank failure. 

“The blamed thing seems to remind me 
all the time that I may get another bean 
ball,” Eddie lamented. “And, spite of all 
I can do, when I think of that, I just 
naturally pull away toward the water 
bucket.’ 

“Well,” said Watkins slowly, after the 
game, “I’m sorry, but I guess there's 
nothing else to do. We’ve still got a bare 
chance at the flag, and—” He hesitated. 

“What?” asked Eddie Bryant, with a 
gloomy foreboding. 

“Tm afraid I'll have to jerk yuh,” 
Watkins continued. “Sorry, because we’l] 
miss y’r fieldin’. But, kid, we gotta have 
somebody in there ’at can get a hit once 
in a while.” 

“Oh, no, Boss,” Eddie pleaded. “ Don’t 
take me out. Pll begin gettin’ ’em safe, 
pretty soon. Let me fight it out!” 

“Kid, there’s nothin’ Pd like better’n 
to see yuh do that very thing,” said Wat- 
kins. “But I’ve given yuh every chance. 
And we gotta make our last battle for the 
old rag. Mebbe, if I c’d give yuh a couple 
day’s rest—” 


The Water Bucket Baby, by JonatHan Brooks 


141 


“No, Boss,” begged Eddie. ‘Don’t 
drop me. I gotta stay in there. Simply 
can't drop out. Gotta stay in, I tell yuh. 

‘**Mind’s made up,” snapped Watkins 
aggressively. “You stay away from the 
ball park two days, and then come back. 
See? Dll give yuh another chance.” 

“ Hey, Scroggins,” called Watkins to the 
outhelder as the big fellow started after the 
boy. “What’s the kid drivin’ at alla time— 
sayin’ he’s got to stay in the game?” 

“ Darned if I know,” Scroggins replied. 
“PIL find out. Think he’s afraid it'll 
worry his wife, if—” 

“His wife, my eye!” Watkins ex- 
claimed. “She sh’d worry. It’s us that’s 


got this pennant fight on, not her! That’s | 


apple butter; and you tell him I said so.” 


"THAT evening, after Eddie had struggled 
for two hours in a forlorn attempt to 
write a cheerful letter home, he gave it up 
as a hopeless task and leaned back in his 
chair, two big tears rolling out of his eyes. 
Scroggins, lounging on the bed over a 
sports story magazine, sat up and yawned. 

“Well, kid,” he said, slowly, “it’s a 
hard life. But we gotta fight it out, see?” 

“*Got to whip this thing, if it kills me,” 
declared Eddie, shamefacedly brushing 
away the tears with the back of his hand. 
“Tve got to play ball, Scog.” 

“Why?” demanded Scroggins, abruptly. 

“The girl back home,” Eddie began 
slowly. ‘She expects it. She’d be killed 
if I were whipped on this job. And be- 
sides, she’s not very well—that is—” 
And he hesitated, apy fy spreading over 
his tanned cheeks. 

The lanky Scroggins, wonder in his 
eyes, stared at him in amazement. Then 
he whistled softly. 

“Well, darn y’r hide,” he said softly, 
standing up. ‘And yuh never told a soul, 
through alla this mess! Kid, y’r a man, 
reny to stand up under it. Shake, will 
yuh?’ 

Eddie, abashed, grinned, and punched 
his buddy on the chest instead.. “ But say, 
Eddie, when is it?” 

“Two or three weeks now, she says,” 
Eddie barely whispered. 

Scroggins sat down on the side of the 
bed, and thought hard. Presently he came 
up with an idea! 

“Say, kid, can yuh get home, see her, 
and get back here agin in the two days the 
boss give yuh t’ lay off?” 

Eddie, wondering, nodded his head. 
Whereupon Scroggins at once sprang into 
action. Flatly ordering the boy to rustle 
his things together and pack his bag, 
Scroggins got on the telephone and found 
out about train schedules. In twenty 
minutes Eddie Bryant was in a taxi for 
the first stage of his journey homeward 
to see the girl he had left in March. 

“And tell her,” said Scroggins, at the 
station, “that y’ll be in there hittin’ ’em 
on the nose, the very day yuh get back in 
th’ game. See?” 

Eddie nodded, and ran for his train. 
When he returned, two days later, Scrog- 
gins met him at the station. 

“*Scog,” cried the joyous Eddie Bryant, 
“she’s all right. Finest girl that ever 
lived, and—”’ 

““Whenis it gonna be?” asked Scroggins, 
shaking hands with his chum warmly. 

‘Most any time,” said Eddie. “And 
say, Scog, she savs it’s going to be a boy.” 

“Yeah?” 


What of the Facial Whatnot? 


Many men have been good or pon or both, in spite of whiskers 
that were as needless as four-wheel brakes on a wheelbarrow. 


It is well, therefore, to approach the old plush album in a spirit 
of reverence. Behind Unie Zachariah’s bewildering begonias 
there may have been genial impulses that never got the publicity 
they deserved. Imagine how your own radiance would be dimmed 
if a tangled mass of whiskers made you look like a partial eclipse. 


Fortunately there is no longer any reason why a man should 
porn a basketful of furniture stuffing to make him seem what 
e is not. 
ees Rapid-Shave Cream has made shaving so easy, and 
has taken discomfort out of it so thoroughly, that whiskers have 
ceased to crowd into society, and few of them continue to 
accumulate icicles. 


COLGATE'’S 


for better shaving 


It emulsifies the oily coating upon each hair of the beard, per- 
mitting moisture to penetrate and soften it at the base, where 
the razor’s work is done. 


You willrealize as soon as yes try it that Colgate’s gives a better 
shave. It leaves the face soothed and velvety. 

A clean shave daily has become a business, as well as a social 
requirement. 


COLGATE & CO. Established 1806 


In Canada, address 
COLGATE & CO., Ltd., 72 St. Ambroise Street, Montreal 


NEW YORK 


Let us send you a 
trial tube of this 
marvelous cream 
—enough for 12 4 
better shaves than gð 

you have ever had. 
Just fill out and 
mail the attached 


~ COLGATE & Co. 
a. pt. K 

A 581 Fifth Ave., New York 

< Pleasesend metrial tube 

PM of Colgate’ Rapid-Shave 
Cream for better, easier shaving. 
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Jewelry 


Atformal affairs Krementz 
jewelry is much in evi- 
dence. It is correct for 
evening wear and is select- 
ed because of that assur- 
ance. Then, too, only on 
the studs and the vest 
buttons of Krementz jew- 
elry is it possible to se- 
cure that easily inserted 
and sure-holding bodkin- 
clutch back. 


Krementz full dress and 
tuxedo sets may be pur- 
chased at almost any fine 
store catering to the well 
dressed man. The price 
range is wide; the designs 
in great variety. Each 
piece has the name 
“Krementz’’ stamped on 
the back and each set 
comes in a handsome gift 
box without extra charge. 


Names of dealers nearest 
you upon request. 


2067 Links Ss pair 


2069 3 studs 


2068 4 vest buttons $3.50 


Sy.so 
Centers are white mother of 


pearl, enameled border. Com- 
pletesetin beautiful giftcase$14. 
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“And she’s determined—I tried to talk 
her out of it, Scog, but she’s set on naming 
him after me! Eddie Bryant, Number 
Two. How’s that?” 

“ Boy, I'll say y’r to be congratulated,” 
exclaimed Scroggins. 

“‘He’s going to be fine and healthy, she 


| says,” continued the enraptured young 


husband. “Fact, she says he’s going to 
grow up like me, to be tall, and straight, 
and six feet. Listen, Scog—” 

And so the youngster raved all the way 
from the station to the hotel room they 
shared. Scroggins heard him out at length, 
speaking only when, settled in their room, 
Eddie ran out of breath. 

“Well, sir,” he said, slowly, “‘y’r a good 
guy, and yuh deserve all the happiness 
comin’ to yuh. I wish I were in your 
shoes. But listen, kid, I gotta put a dirty 
thought in y’r head. If Foam’ a friend 
of yours, I’d never tackle the job. But I 
know blame well that, even if it makes yuh 
sore at first, sometime y’ll thank me for it.” 

“Shoot, Scog,” Eddie demanded, grin- 
ging, as Scroggins hesitated. ‘‘ Nothing 
fazes me now.” 

“Well, here’s what I’m thinkin’ while 
y'r tellin’ me about this fine kid that’s 
comin’. Suppose he is fine, and fat, and 
healthy. And grows up tall and straight, 
like you, and his name is Eddie. 
suppose he finds out his dad—’ 
paused again, eying Eddie Bryant closely. 

“Go ahead,” Eddie ordered. 

“Suppose he finds out his dad was a 
coward.” And Scroggins turned to look out 
the window at the night lights as he 
brought out the last word. He heard 
Eddie Bryant gasp, sharply. Looking 
back at the boy, he found his chum turn- 
ing white, a set, hard expression coming 
upon his tanned face. 

“Who’s a coward?” demanded Eddie 
Bryant bitterly, springing to his feet. 
“What do you know about it, Scog? Have 
you ever had your head all but broken 
open? Have you ever been pitched into 
darkness, to wake up with thunder and 
lightning roaring and crashing between 
your ears?” 

Scroggins said nothing, but looked out 
the window. 

“I tell you, I’ve tried. I’ve fought this 
thing,” declared Eddie hotly. “But it’s a 
very hell, Scog. The ball comes up—any 
ball—and the next second I may be out, 
as I was before. But I stand up; I try to 
step into it, Scog—not away from it. 
Who says I’m yellow?” 

“I don’t, kid,” replied Scroggins, slowly; 
“you know I don’t. I know you’re making 
your fight, and will win it. But people 
don’t know it. And the boy, now, young 
Eddie, suppose he learns people thought 
his old man was yellow.” 

“Well?” whispered Eddie, through 
clenched teeth, sitting down on the edge 
of the bed. 

“Pd say the poor little devil had some- 
thing to live down,” said the lanky Scrog- 
gins, slowly. 


CGONIGLE’S crew, leading by three 

full games, and counting the pennant 
already won, swaggered into the Big Green 
park before the greatest throng of the sea- 
son. McGonigle, anxious to drive the last 
nail in the Big Green coffin early, delegated 
Dozer Canavan, his ace, to pitch the first 
game. Watkins had his men in good phys- 
ical condition, and in the right frame of 


hen 
’ He 


mind for winning; but felt apprehensive 
still over the weak spot at first base. He 
looked at the quiet, self-centered Eddie 
Bryant, grimly working out around the 
bag during fielding practice. And won- 
dered. The men came in to rest a moment 
before starting battle. 

“Scroggins,” said Watkins, casting an 
eye in Eddie’s direction. 

“Put him back up there in third place,” 
whispered Scroggins. ‘‘He’ll hit.” 

“Eddie!” called Watkins. “Up there 
in number three, where yuh belong.” 

In the last half of the first inning, the 
trial by fire came. The Big Green lead-of 
man worked Canavan for a pass, and the 
second hitter sacrificed him down. Eddie 
Bryant, pulling down his cap and swing- 
ing two bats, strode out to the plate, grim 
determination written all over his set 
features. 

“‘Here’s the water bucket kid,” sang 
out the McGonigle third baseman, in a 
shrill voice, raising a raucous laugh from 
among his mates. 

“Hey, there aint no water bucket 
baby,” yelled the lanky Scroggins. “Hi, 
Eddie, no water bucket baby!’ 

Eddie Bryant, no longer the calm, 
relaxed youngster, took his old position 
in the box. His toes gripped the front line 
as hard as if he had been barefooted, with 
the line not chalk but hempen, to be held 
tightly for dear life. Gripping his bat, he 
stood with his side toward the pitcher, and 
turned his head, eyes upon the ball. 
Canavan, seeming to sense the boy’s inner 
struggle, wound up and let drive with the 
dread bean ball. Hard and true the ball 
came up on a dead line for the temple. 


Dp it carry murder in its terrific speed? 

Would he be snuffed out again, as be- 
fore? Would his head burst, as it had tried 
to burst? Eddie’s mind moved with greater 
speed than the flying baseball, for all 
hee things came to him before the ball 
reached him. And there flashed, too, a 
vision of a tiny boy, his boy, learning that 
his father was a coward. 

“But I’m not, I’m not,” were the words 
that formed in his brain. They did not 
reach his lips, for the nervous impulse was 
too slow. All Eddie’s nerves were centered 
on physical action. Every resource com- 
bined to keep his feet on the line. Ago- 
nizing for what seemed ages, Eddie Bryant 
held his ground. 

He held his ground, the merest fraction 
of a second, only waiting to make sure the 
ball did not break and curve over the 
plate. Then he suddenly wilted in a heap, 
without moving his feet from the chalk 
line. Canavan stared in surprise. The 
great crowd hooted and jeered the Mc- 
Gonigle pitcher. Angry, Canavan once 
more tried to drive the id away from the 
plate. Again Eddie held his ground, only 
to drop quickly at the last instant. Wat- 
kins started to his feet, staring to make 
sure he saw aright. Scroggins grinned 
broadly. 

When Eddie scrambled up, he put on 
his cap and walked slowly out toward the 
McGonigle pitcher. Canavan, expecting 
trouble, clenched his fists and stood his 
ground behind the mound. : y 

“Canavan,” said Eddie, quietly, “‘it 
would be a favor to me if you’d do that 
just once more. And I think I’ve got this 
thing whipped.” And, turning, he re- 
traced his steps to the batter’s box. 
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In His Head, 
Not Hers. 


N his head was the plan by 
which he had started to work 
out fortune for himself, for her and 
for their children. 


His brain was active and well 
equipped, but he could not be- 
queath his brain. 


Where his brain left off its work 
with Fortune, life insurance took 
up its unfinished business. It pro- 
vided what he would have provid- 
ed. It carried out his plan. 


Prudential Monthly Income insur- 
ance takes the place of your 
mindfulness of your loved ones. 
It provides for regular monthly 
payments for a term of years or 
for life. 


Ask the Prudential man about it. 


If Every Wife Knew What Every 
Widow Knows — Every Husband 
Would Be Insured 


THE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


EDWARD D. DUFFIELD HOME OFFICE: NEWARK 
President New Jersey 


144 


quickly trained 


Dry or wiry hair that won’t lie trim 
and smooth, needs special care. 


For this difficult kind of hair, try 
the new, delicate cream—Stacomb. 


‘Just smooth a little Stacomb on 
your hair in the morning. No matter 
how unmanageable your hair has 
been before, Stacomb instantly, magi- 
cally smooths it. 


With only a touch of this wonder- 
ful cream, you can make your hair 
look exactly as you want it from 
morning till night. 


Kept in better condition, too 


Stacomb does not dry out your hair 
as water does. Nor leave it unpleas- 
antly greasy as the old pomades do. 


It gives your hair just the evenness 
and theslight lustre that well-groomed 
people demand. And it actually helps 
prevent dandruff. 

Try this marvelous cream that the 
best-dressed men and women are 
using. 

Use Stacomb for ten days and see 
if it does not make your hair look 
better and healthier than ever before. 
Get Stacomb today at any drug or 
department store. In jars and tubes 
or in the new liquid form. 

* * * 
Readers in Canada should address 
Standard Laboratories, Ltd., 727 King 
Street, West, Toronto, Ont. 


KEEPS THE HAIR IN PLACE 


4 
113 West 18th Street, New York City 


: Please send me free of charge, a generous 
: sample tube of Stacomb. 
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Sullen and angry, resenting what he 
thought was a threat from Eddie Bryant, 
and resolved to show the madly jeering 
crowd that he cared not a hang for its 
sentiments, Dozer Canavan put all his 
strength in the next ball, sending it with 
the speed of a bullet. The bean ball again, 
the third in succession. Coldly, studiously, 
Eddie watched it come. Once more he 
held his ground, dropping only at the very 
last fraction of a lit second. His feet 
budged not a part of an inch. When he 
rose, he was smiling, exultingly. 

The great crowd, sensing the boy’s 
struggle, and plainly seeing his battle with 


| the big McGonigle pitcher, roared its 


approval of his courage. Watkins, on the 


| bench, took some hope. Scroggins, grin- 


ging more broadly than ever, turned to 
his manager and nodded. 

Then came the break. Canavan played 
his string out. He realized he must put 
the next ball over, or walk his man. He 
had no intention of passing him, so shot a 
sweeping curve at the boy. And for the 
fourth time Eddie Bryant grimly held 
his ground. 

When his left foot did lift, it went not 
back and out, feeling for the water bucket, 
but up and into a slashing, determined 
swing. All his weight behind his bat, 
Eddie Bryant crashed into the ball with 
the pent-up frenzy of a madman. It 
carried on a low and climbing line between 
left and center fields, to rebound with a 
crack from the concrete wall back of the 
flag pole. His heart pounding with the 
excitement of triumph as hard as his 
lungs pumped from exertion, Eddie Bry- 
ant brought up grinning at third base. 
He found the awkward Scroggins waiting 
to hug him in exultation. 

“Anybody says ’is boy’s dad is yelluh, 
is a liar,” Scroggins fairly shouted. 


(THE story of that crucial series, when 
all the baseball world went mad to see 
the Big Green game by game haul down 
the men of McGonigle, to take the league 
leadership for themselves, is the story of 
Eddie Bryant. The boy crashed three hits 
in that first game, and two extra base 
drives in the second. In the third game, 
he stepped into the ball for three safe 
drives, and the fourth—but that is the 
end of the story. 

Scroggins sat on the bench beside Wat- 
kins. At the moment, during the first 
inning, Eddie was standing out in front of 


the bench, awaiting his turn to hit, idly 
and confidently swinging two bats. A 
messenger boy shuffled along toward the 
dugout, and peering under the roof asked 
for Mr. Bryant. 

“Here, kid,” demanded Scroggins, alert. 
He took a telegram, and signed the boy’s 
receipt. Tearing open the envelope, he 
read the message quickly. Then he reread 
it, and swore softly under his breath. 

“Bad news?” whispered Watkins. 
“Don’t tell him. Wait till after the game.” 

“Not on y’r life,” growled Scroggins, 
scrambling. up from the bench. ‘Hey, 
Eddie, hey, wait a minute.” The boy was 
advancing to the plate. “Look, look, 
Eddie,” and Scroggins grinned as he 
shoved out the telegram to the surprised 
youngster. “Take a big brace, kid, for 
it’s a— 

But Eddie, snatching the telegram, had 
already seen the words. His face was 2 
puzzle. 

“Yuh never c’n tell, hey, kid?” de- 
manded Scroggins, reaching out a hand 
to shake. 

“Well,” said Eddie slowly, as the 
umpire and the McGonigle catcher ap- 
proached to get the news; “‘they can’t 
call her Eddie, anyhow.” 

“No, and they can’t call her father 
yelluh, either,” declared Scroggins posi- 
tively. “What a man has to go through 
with ain’t nothin’ to what a girl’s gotta 
face. Ain’t enough bean balls to make a 


qon on what this kid’s mother’s just 


een through!” 
The boy looked at him wonderingly. 
And understood. 


DDIE BRYANT’S hitting won the 
fourth game, broke the tie, and gave 
the Big Green the lead. When he went up 
for the fourth time, with the game already 
won, he deliberately jumped into a hard- 
pitched ball, to prove once and for all that 
the leather no longer had terrors for him! 
That night, after he had filed a tele- 
gram, written a long letter home, and 
spent four dollars and eighty cents on 2 
long distance call to the grandparents of 
his daughter, Eddie Bryant sat in his room 
and spent half an hour simply smiling 
within and without. 
“Say, Scog,” he said, light-heartedly. 
“‘there’s no such thing as a water bucket.” 
“‘On’y thing yuh can step into is the old 
horsehide, hey, kid?” yelled the lanky 
Scroggins. 


How Wild Animals Act in Tight Places 


(Continued from page 69) 


not gone into the woods for observation 
at all. 

It was mid-September, and the weather 
was insufferably hot. In that region such 
weather is usually the harbinger of a 
hurricane. On this particular day I 
rather expected a storm; and out of the 
southwest it came—a_ black thunder- 
rack, with long dusky streamers that 
trailed ominously like Kansas “twisters.” 

A stillness brooded over the world. 
Soon the great yellow pines began to 
moan and sigh. far off I could hear the 
distant trampling of the storm as it 
advanced through the pinelands—the 
low rumble of the thunder, the deep 


battle song of the winds, the distant 
chaotic tumult of the roaring rain. | 
knew that home was the place to be; but 
as I had herded a small band of cattle and 
was trying to get them home too, | 
thought that all of us had better go along 
together, taking what rain was coming. 
At the time I had not gauged the character 
of the approaching storm. But, as I soon 
discovered, there were wiser creatures 
that had comprehended its nature. 

My frightened cattle and I were work- 
ing our way along the edges of the swamp 
when the hurricane darkened the woods; 
and then it was that I saw the wild- 
life sight that so vividly impressed me. 


When Children Ask § 


The plaintive request of the 
little child for a doll,a wagon 
or some simple toy is the most 
touching thing in the world. 


Gladly you will deny your- 
self so that you can satisfy 
the want of the child. 


And we would not have it 
otherwise. For childhood 
takes its pleasures with inex- 
pensive toys—things that we 
should be able to give them. 


The message we would like 
toimpress is that youcan have 
the things you need and give 
your children the things they 
would like. The way is easy. 

Itis only necessary to buy 
right. “Thrift is common 
sense applied to spending.” 


Sears, Roebuck and Co. 


PHILADELPHIA . 


CHICAGO . 


Wor. LarcEsT Front 
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The Sears- Roebuck way is 
the sensible way. We guaran- 
Zee to save you money. 


Already we are serving nine 
million homes, or more than 
one-fourth of all the families 
in the United States. Sears, 
Roebuck and Co. have become 
the World’s Largest Store be- 
cause we lead in service, in 
quality andinsaving. We buy 
inimmense quantities and sell 
directto you. Wesellonlyqual- 
ity merchandise, the kind that 
can be honestly guaranteed. 


Our New Big Catalog for Fall 
and Winter is ready for you. It 
shows 35,000 opportunities to 
save on everything you need for 
the family, the home and the farm. 


DALLAS . SEATTLE 


Send we Your 
FREE Copy 


If you haven’t a copy of our New 
Big General Catalog, send for it today. 
This convenient coupon will bring 
you free our great Fall and Winter 
book, with its 35,000 bargains, 


We own and operate Radio Station 
W LS. Tune in on 344.6 meters. 


T 
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Sears, Roebuck and Co. 
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quickly trained 


Dry or wiry hair that won’t lie trim 
and smooth, needs special care. 

For this difficult kind of hair, try 
the new, delicate cream—Stacomb. 


Just smooth a little Stacomb on 
your hair in the morning. No matter 
how unmanageable your hair has 
been before, Stacomb instantly, magi- 
cally smooths it. 


With only a touch of this wonder- 
ful cream, you can make your hair 
look exactly as you want it from 
morning till night. 


Kept in better condition, too 


Stacomb does not dry out your hair 
as water does. Nor leave it unpleas- 
antly greasy as the old pomades do. 


It gives your hair just the evenness 
and theslight lustre that well-groomed 
people demand. And it actually helps 
prevent dandruff. 

Try this marvelous cream that the 
best-dressed men and women are 
using. 

Use Stacomb for ten days and see 
if it does not make your hair look 
better and healthier than ever before. 
Get Stacomb today at any drug or 
department store. In jars and tubes 
or in the new liquid form. 

* * * 
Readers in Canada should address 
Standard Laboratories, Ltd., 727 King 
Street, West, Toronto, Ont. 


KEEPS THE HAIR IN PLACE 


Free Offer 


: Standard Laboratories, Inc., Dept. T-24 
: 113 West 18th Street, New York City 


H sample tube of Stacomb. 


: Address 


Please send me free of charge, a generous 
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Sullen and angry, resenting what he 
thought was a threat from Eddie Bryant, 
and resolved to show the madly jeering 
crowd that he cared not a hang for its 
sentiments, Dozer Canavan put all his 
strength in the next ball, ea it with 
the speed of a bullet. The bean ball again, 
the third in succession. Coldly, studiously, 
Eddie watched it come. Once more he 
held his ground, dropping only at the very 
last fraction of a split second. His feet 
budged not a part of an inch. When he 
rose, he was smiling, exultingly. 

The great crowd, sensing the boy’s 


| struggle, and plainly seeing his battle with 


the big McGonigle pitcher, roared its 
approval of his courage. Watkins, on the 
bench, took some hope. Scroggins, grin- 
ging more broadly than ever, turned to 
his manager and nodded. 

Then came the break. Canavan played 
his string out. He realized he must put 
the next ball over, or walk his man. He 
had no intention of passing him, so shot a 
sweeping curve at the boy. And for the 
fourth time Eddie Bryant grimly held 
his ground. 

When his left foot did lift, it went not 
back and out, feeling for the water bucket, 
but up and into a slashing, determined 
swing. All his weight behind his bat, 
Eddie Bryant crashed into the ball with 
the pent-up frenzy of a madman. It 
carried on a low and climbing line between 
left and center fields, to rebound with a 
crack from the concrete wall back of the 
flag pole. His heart pounding with the 
excitement of triumph as hard as his 
lungs pumped from exertion, Eddie Bry- 
ant brought up grinning at third base. 
He found the awkward Scroggins waiting 
to hug him in exultation. 

“Anybody says ’is boy’s dad is yelluh, 
is a liar,” Scroggins fairly shouted. 


'THE story of that crucial series, when 
all the baseball world went mad to see 
the Big Green game by game haul down 
the men of McGonigle, to take the league 
leadership for themselves, is the story of 
Eddie Bryant. The boy crashed three hits 
in that first game, and two extra base 
drives in the second. In the third game, 
he stepped into the ball for three safe 
drives, and the fourth—but that is the 
end of the story. 

Scroggins sat on the bench beside Wat- 
kins. At the moment, during the first 
inning, Eddie was standing out in front of 


the bench, awaiting his turn to hit, idly 
and confidently swinging two bats. A 
messenger boy shufed along toward the 
dugout, and peering under the roof asked 
for Mr. Bryant. 

“Here, kid,” demanded Scroggins, alert. 
He took a telegram, and anet ihe boy’s 
receipt. Tearing open the envelope, he 
read the message quickly. Then he reread 
it, and swore softly under his breath. 

“Bad news?” whispered Watkins. 
“Don’t tell him. Wait till after the game.” 

“Not on y’r life,” growled Scrog ins, 
scrambling. up from the bench. ‘ Bley, 
Eddie, hey, wait a minute.” The boy was 
advancing to the plate. “Look, look, 
Eddie,” and Scroggins grinned as he 
shoved out the telegram to the surprised 
youngster. “Take a big brace, kid, for 
it’s a— 

But Eddie, snatching the telegram, had 
already seen the words. His face was a 
puzzle. 

“Yuh never c’n tell, hey, kid?” de- 
manded Scroggins, reaching out a hand 
to shake. 

“Well,” said Eddie slowly, as the 
umpire and the McGonigle catcher ap- 
proached to get the news; “they can’t 
call her Eddie, anyhow.” 

“No, and they can’t call her father 
yelluh, either,” declared Scroggins posi- 
tively. “What a man has to go through 
with ain’t nothin’ to what a girl’s gotta 
face. Ain’t enough bean balls to make a 


pe on what this kid’s mother’s just 


een through!” 
The boy looked at him wonderingly. 
And understood. 


DDIE BRYANT’S hitting won the 
fourth game, broke the tie, and gave 
the Big Green the lead. When he went up 
for the fourth time, with the game already 
won, he deliberately jumped into a hard- 
pitched ball,to prove once and for all that 
the leather no longer had terrors for him! 
That night, after he had filed a tele- 
gram, written a long letter home, and 
spent four dollars and eighty cents on a 
long distance call to the grandparents of 
his daughter, Eddie Bryant sat in his room 
and spent half an hour simply smiling 
within and without. 
“Say, Scog,” he said, light-heartedly, 
“‘there’s no such thing as a water bucket.” 
““On’y thing yuh can step into is the old 
horsehide, hey, kid?” yelled the lanky 
Scroggins. 


How Wild Animals Act in Tight Places 


(Continued from page 69) 


not gone into the woods for observation 
at all. 

It was mid-September, and the weather 
was insufferably hot. In that region such 
weather is usually the harbinger of a 
hurricane. On this particular day I 
rather expected a storm; and out of the 
southwest it came—a black thunder- 
rack, with long dusky streamers that 
trailed ominously like Kansas “‘twisters.” 

A stillness brooded over the world. 
Soon the great yellow pines began to 
moan and sigh. fos off I could hear the 
distant trampling of the storm as it 
advanced through the pinelands—the 
low rumble of the thunder, the deep 


battle song of the winds, the distant 
chaotic tumult of the roaring rain. I 
knew that home was the place to be; but 
as I had herded a small band of cattle and 
was trying to get them home too, I 
thought that all of us had better go along 
together, taking what rain was coming. 
At the time I had not gauged the character 
of the approaching storm. But, as I soon 
discovered, there were wiser creatures 
that had comprehended its nature. 

My frightened cattle and I were work- 
ing our way along the edges of the swamp 
when the hurricane darkened the woods; 
and then it was that I saw the wild- 
life sight that so vividly impressed me. 
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When Children Ask § 


The plaintive request of the 
little child fora doll,a wagon 
or some simple toy is ‘the most 
touching thing in the world. 


Gladly you will deny your- 
self so that you can satisfy 
the want of the child. 


And we would not have it 
otherwise. For childhood 
takes its pleasures with inex- 
pensive toys—things that we 
should be able to give them. 


The message we would like 
toimpressis that you can have 
the things you need and give 
your children the things they 
would like. The way is easy. 

It is only necessary to buy 
right. “Thrift is common 
sense applied to spending.” 


Sears, Roebuck and Co. 


PHILADELPHIA . 


CHICAGO . 


Za I< 
WORLDS $ ARGEST Fore 


The Sears- Roebuck way is 
the sensible way. We guaran- 
tee to save you money. 


Already we are serving nine 
million homes, or more than 
one-fourth of all the families 
in the United States. Sears, 
Roebuck and Co. have become 
the World’s Largest Store be- 
cause we lead in service, in 
quality andinsaving. We buy 
inimmensequantitiesand sell 
directto you. Wesellonly qual- 
ity merchandise, the kind that 
can be honestly guaranteed. 


Our New Big Catalog for Fall 
and Winter is ready for you. It 
shows 35,000 opportunities to 
save on everything you need for 
the family, the home and the farm. 


DALLAS . SEATTLE 


Send for Your 
FREE Copy 


If you haven't a copy of our New 
Big General Catalog, send for it today. 
This convenient coupon will bring 
you free our great Fall and Winter 
book, with its 35,000 bargains. 


We own and operate Radio Station 
W LS. Tune in on 344.6 meters. 


Mail the coupon TODAY to the store nearest you 
Sears, Roebuck and Co. 


Chicago Philadelphia Dallas Seattle 80A82 
Send Latest General Catalog. 
Postoffice........ 
Rural Route.................. Bot Nos a 
SEAR puana aaa r 


Street and No. 
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After all, 
the user’s word is 
proof conclusive! 


Let the experience of these adding 
machine users guide you in the 
selection of modern equipment. 


DIRECT SUBTRACTION 


“The Direct Subtraction, Advanced Correction fea- 
tures of your machine are especially appreciated.” 


MULTIPLICATION 


“This company owns a large number of lumber mills, 
so naturally, the quick and easy method of multi- 
plication appeals to us.” 


ADDITION 


“The machine in our opinion is faster on addition, 
multiplication and subtraction than any other ma- 
chine which we have used.” 


SPEED 


“I have been able to develop a greater and more 
active speed in listing amounts, on account of the 
convenient keyboard.” 


DURABILITY—Low cost of upkeep 


“We have had 22 Sundstrand adding machines in 
our stores now about eighteen months and our total 
bill for upkeep during the last twelve months was 
$37.50, which included new ribbons.” 


EASE OF OPERATION 


“Ease of operation makes it particularly adaptable 
to girl operators. The arrangement of the keyboard 
is such that it is easy for anyone to learn.” 


PORTABILITY—Ideal for desk use 


“The entire machine is smaller, more compact and 
lighter, and consequently more convenient than any 
other machine that we have heretofore used.” 


ONE HAND CONTROL 


“The direct subtraction, one hand control Sund- 
strand machine is absolutely one of the best types 
of machines that we have used.” 


CORRECTION FEATURES 


“The additional features of elimination and correc- 
tion make this model particularly desirable in all 
classes of work.” 


DIRECT SUBTRACTION 


: 


Direct 

Subtraction 

Featured 
Models 


$150 


and up 


Hand and motor operated models 


Performance “tells the story.” What these 
users say about Sundstrand machines, we 
believe, is far more convincing than anything 
we could say. In the Sundstrand you get the 
features you have a right to expect in a 
modern adding machine. 


Address Dept. A-9 for latest literature 
and complete information 


SUNDSTRAND ADDING MACHINE CoO. 
Rockford, Ill., U. S. A. 


Sales and Service Stations everywhere in the 
United States and foreign Soiniries. 


Sundstrand 


The Simplex Line of Adding and 
Calculating Machines 
Adding (+) Subtracting (-) Multiplying vo Dividing 


Silently, with that indefinably beauteous 
grace that all genuinely wild things have, 
many deer came stealing out of the swamp. 
There was something concerted in their 
coming; they came as a band of pilgrims 
into a new country. 


Q LOWLY I began to realize that they 
7 were getting out of the swamp because 
of the big timber there, and were coming 
into the open pinelands, where there were 
many clear stretches of broom sedge. 
They knew that they were menaced by 
falling trees; and they were seeking open 
country. In an ordinary rain, or even a 
thunderstorm, a deer will not move from 
his bed. 

But these deer had evidently sensed 
that the storm approaching was the kind 
to smash timber, and that it was their 
business to find a place where no timber 
was. Troopingly they came, shadowy 
forms that paused faérily, moved with 
elfin grace, evasively melted through the 
low myrtle and bays. I tried to count 
them, but they were so continuously 
appearing and reappearing, and the 
woods were darkening so rapidly, that I 
could not be accurate. Occasionally a 
proud buck would lift and turn his head to 
wind the storm, his black nose wrinkling 
as his nostrils widened. A tiny fawn, a 
late one, with its exquisite star spots still 
shining, passed me close. I marveled at 
the daintiness of this woodland child, 
in delicacy and charm the rival of any 
wild flower I ever saw. The fawn stopped 
near me, actually among the cattle. It 
looked like Titania strayed among men. 

As I watched the quiet escape of these 
timid wild creatures from doers an 
escape effected in concert and with a 
constant wariness against other possible 
perils, I thought how little we really know 
of the hopes and the fears of these dwellers 
in the wastelands and the wildernesses! 

I thought, also, that, despite many 
arguments to the contrary, it might be 
quite likely that a mighty and a merciful 
Crato: put these things into the world 
to give us ideas of wild grace and beauty, 
to afford us woodland comradeship, to let 
us see palpably the soul of the mysterious 
secret forest. For if a deer, elegant and 
palpitant, eternally poised to a natural 
and therefore an unelaborate pitch of 
fervent grace, does not represent the heart 
of the dewy, the fragrant, the lonely 
woods, we shall not ever see it. 

Glimmering into misty remoteness, the 
pinelands swept away into far-off lands 
where rolled a sea of golden broom sedge. 
Into this safe country the deer trooped. 
Once or twice I heard one bleat faintly; 
a doe calling to her fawn, no doubt, and 
the baby answering its mother, telling 
her he was coming along all right. A 
certain great stag appeared to exercise 
an overlordship. Under his able leader- 
ship this “retreat of the ten thousand” 
was perfectly executed. 

Two hours later, when the gale was at 
its height, I saw great pines go down like 
a whisper; and I saw gigantic arms of 
ancient live oaks wrenched off like straws. 
The deer had guessed right. If a man 
wants to know what in the way of 
weather is coming, he should observe the 
behavior of his wild kindred. 

I said that the deer took no especial 
notice of the cattle. As a matter of 
fact, the two sometimes consort. I have 


many times seen them together on those 
lonely barrier islands off the Southern 
coast, islands that, in their glamorous 
appeal, rival anything that the South Sea 
has to offer in the way of romance. A 
curious incident illustrating both the 
deer’s resourcefulness in danger and his 
inclination toward keeping company, even 
with another species, was told me by 
a friend, Ed. Lincoln, a renowned woods- 
man. I shall try to quote his very words: 

“One day, while in the woods driving 
home a big drove of hogs, thirty or more, 
I heard hounds running in my direction. 
Some of my hogs were in the dry bed of an 
old drainage canal that ran from a swamp 
to the sea marsh. This canal was about 
fifteen feet deep. Dense bushes grew on 
either bank. By keeping my drove in the 
canal bed, I could manage them better 
than if they were in the woods. I stopped 
to listen to the dogs. 

“After a while i heard a sound in the 
bushes on the farther side of the canal; 
then I saw a buck, a very old one, with 
crumpled horns and a gray face, steal 
down the side of the canal. He saw the 
hogs ahead of him. He did not, I believe, 
suspect my being there. What did he do 
but trot forward and join the hogs! | 
think he meant to conceal in a crowd his 
presence. I crossed the canal; and when 
the hounds came up, I beat them off. 

“For about a mile the deer traveled 
along very amiably with the hogs; then 
we came to a place where the hogs had to 
come out, because of a big alligator hole 
in the bed of the canal. I watched to 
see whether, once in the woods, the buck 
would leave his new-found companions. 
But he didn’t. For several hundred yards 
they journeyed on in a most odd-looking 
but friendly fashion. As soon as I showed 
myself, however, the stag suddenly seemed 
to recall an urgent business engagement 
elsewhere.” 


NCE or twice in my life I have seen a 

deer in a tight place do a very peculiar 
thing. Not many men, I believe, have 
made this observation; therefore I have 
tried to confirm my judgment by com- 
paring my experience with that of old 
woodsmen. Several of these have told me 
that they had seen the same performance. 
Let us say that a wise old stag is sur- 
rounded by hunters, and that he is some- 
what bewildered as to what he should 
best do. He may take one or more leaps 
straight into the air—not for the purpose 
of making a break to get away, but rather 
that he may secure elevation, to survey 
the situation. 

One day I was near a famous deer 
thicket where the bays and myrtles and 
whortleberries were about six feet high. 
A splendid old buck was suddenly started. 
He did not steal craftily out, nor did he 
go crashing grandly away through the 
brush. By no means was he content to 
stand until he knew where he was going. 

I happened to be quite near him—close 
enough actually to get the expression on 
his face when he made his two prodigious 
leaps. Straight up he went, his wide 
liquid eyes gleaming with intelligence and 
surveying the landscape swiftly, warily. 
with an acuteness almost fierce. Again 
he leaped—this time faced the other way. 
After that he resorted to the whitetail’s 
tactics of skulking and dodging, with 
the result that he eluded all his enemies. 
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©The Success of 


LONGVIEW Wash. 


FACTORY INDUCEMENTS — 


Longview presents the ten essentials 
for successful industry. 

l1- T iansporracion by river, by sea, 

by rail and by highway. 
2—Accessible markets, domestic 
and foreign. 

3 —Expertly planned industrial dis- 

tricts. 

4— Reasonable land prices. 

5—Raw materials. 

6— Fuel and power. 

7—Labor. 

8—Unexcelled climate. 

9—A place to live with all the con- 

veniences of a modern city. 
10—Community spirit. 

The Long-Bell lumber manufac- 
turing plants are now in operation 
and a second unit is being built. The 
Weyerhaeuser Timber Company has 
selected Longview for one of its 
yreat manufacturing plants. 

The Fleishhacker banking inter- 
ests of San Francisco have purchased 
the control of the Longview Nation- 
al Bank. 


Big business is sure of Longview. 


was Pre-determined 


ROM the first master stroke—the selection of its 

locatton—Longview’s ultimate development into 
one of the future great cities of the Pacific Northwest 
has been systematically planned. 


The success of Longview was pre-determined. 


From a standing start, only two years ago, in a 
valley of farms and orchards, Longview already has 


PROPERTY INVESTMENT — 


No section of the country offers 
greater opportunities, or greater 
security for investments in income 
producing properties, than the Pa- 
cific Northwest. 

The continued rapid growth of 
Longview, on a safe and sane basis, 
without the aid of boom methods, 
invites the utmost consideration of 
the careful, conservative investor in 
income properties. 

Office buildings and store rooms, 
apartment houses, apartment hotels, 
suburban garden lands and rental 
houses are some types of income 
producing properties which will be 
needed. 

Longview's growth, although phe- 
nomenal, is not of the ‘“‘mushroom™ 
variety. 

The millions that have been expended 
for construction are invested in perma- 
nent types of buildings. 

Longview is not an experiment. 

Longview is a fact. 


become a city of more than seven thousand inhabi- 


tants. 


Great manufacturing plants have been built 


and the roar of industry is now a reality. Ocean 
liners—three and four at a time—are loading cargo 
at Longview docks. Millions of dollars are being spent 
in new projects. And so Longview moves rapidly 
in strict accord with the pre-determined plans and 


desires of its founders. 


WHOLESALE and JOBBING— 


More wholesale and jobbing estab- 
lishments, of the better class, will be 
required to serve Longview's ever 
increasing population. 

Big industries permanently locat- 
ing in Longview are bringing well 
paid workers and rapidly enhancing 
the business opportunities in many 
lines. 

Longview is fifty miles from the 
nearest larger city. It is surrounded 
by several smaller towns and by an 
abundantly productive farming com- 
munity. Located on two of the most 
popular national highways, Long- 
view is visited yearly by thousan 
of tourists. Last year Longview had, 
it is estimated, more than 200,000 vis- 
itors. 

This year a new $15,000 auto tour- 
ist park, with every modern conven- 
ience, has been built to accommodate 
the ever increasing number of tourists 
visiting Longview. 


A HOME DELIGHTFUL— 


Who has not dreamed of just such a 
place as Longview for a home? 

Situated in a beautiful valley where 
the Cowlitz River joins the Colum- 
bia on its way to the Pacific Ocean— 
amid the grandeur of immense forests 
and mountain ranges—Longview is 
the dream come true for happy 
young home builders. 

Longview is not a straggling 
“boom-type” town. Longview is a 
city of vision—planned by expert city 
planners and built for permanence. 

You will enjoy the progressive 
spirit of this modern young city. You 
will find the climate delightful. There 
are complete facilities for the educa- 
tion of your children and every 
approved means for healthful recrea- 
tion. Longview’s stores are of the high- 
est type. Living costs are moderate. 


The Longview Co. 
Longview, Washington 


conservatively estimated. .. . 


“boom methods”, 


a A typical Fesidential s 
ate 


tree 


Monthly Payrolls Near Million Mark 

Longview’s payrolls will aggregate $800,000 a 
month as early as the middle of this summer, it is 
+ «++ Longview has 
grown from nothing to a permanent, modern city 
in less than two years’ time without the use of 


Longview is served by three trans-con- 
tinental railways, the Northern Pacific, 


| Building Activities This Year 

The first unit of a $200,000 public hospital with 80 

| beds. A $150,000 public library. A $75,000 pas- 

senger station. 

Five larger business buildings aggregating $250,000. 
A $100,000 addition to the public school. 

additional miles of concrete paving. 


A $125,000 community church, 


Fifteen 


the Union Pacific and the Great North- 
ern; the Columbia River with its ocean- 
going commerce to the leading ports of 
the world; two internationally famous 
paved highways—the Columbia River 
dighway and the Pacific Highway—and 
a third, the Ocean Beach Highway, now 


| 
| being built. Longview is 50 miles north- 
i| west of Portland, 50 miles east of the Pa- 


Longview | 
A 


1 | cific Ocean and 135 miles south of Seattle. 


PLEASE USE THE COUPON IN SENDING FOR LITERATURE | 
THE LONGVIEW COMPANY, Longview, Wash, Dept.10, || 
Gentlemen: Please send me literature concerning the new city of 
Longvicw. Lam particularly interested in its opportunities for 
(Mate a check mark im the square) 
f ] Manufacturing { ] Retail { ) Wholesale 
[ } Professional L] Commercial {[} Home Site 
[ ] Suburban Acreage [] Income Property Investment 
Name 


Address 
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Capless tube 
with new 
device 


Original tube 
with threaded 
cap 


Yg Tube 


not Tu-be? 


Way backin 42 B. C., Publius Syrus said: 
“Powerfulindeedistheempireof habit.” 

Sixteen centuries later Shakespeare 
wrote: ‘‘How use doth breed a habit in 
a man!” 

Since the copyrights of both these 
authors have expired, I’ll use their nifties 
to illustrate a point. 

The Mennen Company perfected an 
ingenious opening device for tubes that 
replaced the old-style threaded cap. This 
invention, applied to Mennen Shaving 
Cream tubes, was hailed as a masterpiece 
by millions of men. My mail was flooded 
with enthusiastic letters. 

Yet here and there was a man who 
frankly confessed that he was “‘sot’’ in his 
tube ideas. The ingrained habit of years 
was too strong to change overnight. 

NowIknowthatnoMennenuserwould 
give up the cream, even if we packed it 
in burglar-proof safes. But I want every 
Mennen fan to know that he can have 
his cream in the tube that suits him 
best. We have kept right on producing 
Mennen’s in its original package. 

Every druggist has Mennen’s in the 
old tubes as well as the new. ‘“You pays 
your money and you takes your choice.” 

Either type of tube costs 50c and con- 
tains the shaving cream that has created 
more good-will and honest appreciation 
than any other man-product ever made. 


° 
an 


(Mennen Salesman) 


MENNEN 


SHAVING CREAM 


In this case, the lone buck had acted 


¿as his own scout cruiser, his own guide, 
| his own sentry, his own observation 


balloon. To see a deer thus leap, and to 


| appreciate the design in such a perform- 


ance, is one of the most impressive sights 
in wild nature. 

Of another performance, perhaps more 
remarkable, a feat that likewise came un- 
der my own observation, I shall briefly 
tell. It concerns a phantom buck; at 
least such was the impression he suc- 
ceeded in conveying; for he deliberately 
walked up to me, and then vanished. 


NE day I was on a Christmas hunt 
with a gay party of friends. A negro 
driver had posted me at a certain stand; 
and as he had no further duties for the 
moment he stayed with me. Ere long, 
straight ahead of us, we saw a ten-point 
stag sidle out of a shimmering thicket, 
roused from his day bed by the tumult of 
the hunt. 
Leaving the thicket, he entered a vast 
stretch of broom sedge, breast high, with 
only a few pines standing here and there. 


, He was coming head-on for me. But he 


appeared in no especial hurry to make 
my acquaintance. Indeed, when thirty 
yards out in the waving gold of the broom 
sedge, he came to a halt, his regal head 
held high, his expression one of thought- 
ful consideration. When he paused with 
such deliberateness, I said to the negro 


! beside me, a man whose woodlore is wide 


! and 


rofound: 
hat is he doing now?” 

“He’s readin’ his book,” the negro 
answered. 

I liked that explanation: the stag was 
studying his book of tactics for the proper 
bit of strategy that the exigency required. 
The deer at aia time was, for so secretive, 
so visionary, an animal, absurdly close to 
me, dangerously obvious. But suddenly 
he was not. He vanished. This dealer in 
shadowy subterfuge, in ancient sorcery, 
was gone. 

Believing, of course, that he had merely 
crouched in the tall broom sedge, I walked 
slowly forward, at each moment fully 
expecting him to bound up and sail 
wildly away, carrying full canvas. But 
he did no such thing. I came to the spot 
where but a few moments before he had 
been standing. He was not there. 

“Where can he be?” I asked the negro 
vaguely. 

“See him off yonder,” the unperturbed 
negro said, pointing to a white flag two 
hundred yards off. There he was, sure 
enough—and safe enough. 

A Tickle later, by following the course 
taken by a trailing hound, I discovered 
that the buck had crouched until he felt 
sure that he was well hidden beneath the 
golden broom grass; then he had literally 
crawled in a semicircle until he was well 
past us. When he had completed his 
sleight-of-foot performance, he simply 
fled in standard fashion. 

On one occasion I went over on the 
Santee delta, just across the river from my 


“es 7 


old home, to see what could be done about 
some of the stock that had been marooned 
on islets there by high waters. The whole 
vast delta, indeed, was submerged. Cruis- 
ing along the whispering fringes of a 
drowned briar patch, I saw far off a white 
object perched on a small stump. At 
first I thought the white patch above the 
yellow water was an egret or a crane. | 
paddled over. To my amazement, as the 
object took definite shape, I discerned it 
to be an old white goat, half wild, that 
had been on the island with the cattle and 
the hogs. He could not swim to the main- 
land, because it was perhaps a mile away 

Beneath him now swirled wild waters 
fifteen feet deep. He was on a stump 
not more than five inches in diameter 
It was so small that he had some difh- 
culty in accommodating all four feet on it 
at one time. The top of the stump was a 

ood foot above the water. How he found 

it and how he climbed it were matters of 
some marvel to me. But there he was. 
absurdly drawn up, miserable, but pos- 
sessed, even in such a plight, of a goat's 
watchful sacotr faire. 

It has always seemed to me that a goat 
has as much more subtle sagacity than a 
sheep, as a cat has over a dog. At least. 
the goat’s intelligence is of a singularl 
amusing, discerning, canny sort. When ! 
had brought my boat within ten feet of 
the stump, without any invitation, the 
ancient mariner took a mighty leap and 
landed with precision safely in the craft. 
We might have upset had he not sudden|\ 
helped me balance the boat. 

Here. then, was a creature that had 
apprehended peril; had met it sagely; had 
recognized rescue, and had readily ac- 
cepted it. During our voyage homeward, 
the goat chewed with much complacency: 
and when the bow of my boat touched 
the landing at home, he tripped jauntily 
out, and at once began to feblas with 
hasty unconcern. 

Some people do not like a goat; but 
such a creature, closely watched, can be 
very diverting. He has about him a 
certain amiable duplicity, a certain pre- 
cognition, that savors strongly of old- 
school diplomacy. 


TATCHING wild things has always 

been a hobby with me. Whether my 
observations have been entirely accurate: 
whether the conclusions I have drawn 
from them are correct; whether there be 
anything of genuine worth in such 
records, I cannot really know. But I am 
certain that these experiences with the 
wanderers of the wastelands have, by 
revealing to me something of the life of 
wild things, afforded me a better under- 
standing of Life itself. All of us are seek- 
ing for the answer to Life. Fragments of 
its mystic message come to us in many 
ways. And sometimes our own lives are 
best understood when into the lives and 
hearts of others—even though they be 
merely those of God’s wild children—we 
try to look with quiet sympathy, with 
gentle understanding. 


“THEY Love Their Homes as Much as You Love Yours” is a remark- 
able article next month, in which Archibald Rutledge, the author, 
tells of the lure of home that lies deep in the heart of all wild things. 
“I once knew a bull alligator,” he says, ‘‘that preferred to live alone 


rather than leave his native lagoon; 


and I have known other crea- 


tures to make sacrifices to satisfy their longing for familiar places.” 
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“I would not 
exchange it~ 


said Andrew Carnegie 


for all the millions 
that were ever 
amassed by man” 


WHAT IS “IT?” 


ARNEGIE knew the value of millions; 
but there was one thing which he 
valued even more. 


As a young man he worked for Colonel 
Anderson, a man of wide culture and fine 
tastes. Colonel Anderson took an interest 
in him, welcomed him to his library, 
guided him in his reading and choice of 
books. 


“To him,” said Carnegie, “ I owe a taste 
for literature which I would not exchange 
for all the millions ever amassed by man. 
Life would be quite intolerable without it.” 


What Colonel Anderson did for Car- 
negie, Dr. Eliot, for forty years President 
of Harvard University, has done for busy 
men and women everywhere. The free 
book offered below gives the secret by 
which anyone may acquire a real taste for 
literature; it gives the scope and purpose 
of the most famous library in the world. 


DR. ELIOT’S 
FIVE-FOOT SHELF of BOOKS 


Cfirtieta ANNIVERSARY 


This year marks the Golden Anniver- 
sary of the House of Collier—Fifty 


You know something about this great 
library already, but you owe it to yourself 
to read the whole story in Dr. Eliot’s own 
words. The story is printed in a free book 
“Fifteen Minutes a Day.” - 


This handsome and famous book tells 
how Dr. Eliot, from his lifetime of reading, 
study and teaching, selected for you the 
few really great books that everyone must 
know to be well-read, and how in only 
fifteen minutes a day you can gain from 
this wasteless library the broad viewpoint 
and the culture that are the tools of success 
in modern life. 


But let the free book tell the story. 
There’s no obligation 
—just mail this cou- 
pon to-day and it will 
come to you by return 
mail. 


P. F. COLLIER & SON COMPANY 
| 250 Park Avenue, New York City 


6 q By mail, free, send me the guide book to the most famous 


of reading recommended by Dr. Eliot of Harvard. 


books in the world, describing Dr. Eliot's Five-Foot Shelf 
| of Books (The Harvard Classics), and containing the plan 


| please advise how I may secure the books by small 


| monthly payments. 


Name Mrs 
Miss 


ry 


3407-HCT-L 
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This accurate watch keeps 
America’s crack trains on schedule 


HAT TIME HAVE YOU?” Ask this question 

of a group of business men. Out come 
their watches. One watch is three minutes slow, 
another five minutes fast, and so on. But ask 
this question of a group of railroad men. If there 
is any variation it is usually only a matter of 
seconds. Yet it is so very easy for every business 
and professional man to have a watch as unfail- 
ingly accurate as the railroad man’s. When you 
buy a watch, get the make he uses. For thirty 
years there has been one watch that has been 
generally favored on America’s railroads, a 


At right—The Hamileon 
Strap Watch for men. 
Square Model. A time- 
piece of remarkable con- 
venience plus Hamilton 
accuracy. Leagher strap 
and luminous dial. Prices 


$55 and $85. 


ero 


The watch below is the 
new Jefferson design. 
Hamilton Watches may 
be had in yellow, white 
or green gold—14K or 
filled, plain or engraved 
Prices $48 to $250. You 
can choose from a wide 
variety of cases and dials. 


Hamilton 


The Watch of Railroad 


Who knows better than 
an engineer the value 


ime? 


¥ 
ae 


Engineer Christensen, Pilot 
of the famous Milwaukee 
Olympian. This train, drawn 
over the Great Divide by 
super-powered electric loco- 
motives, must be timed to the 
minute. Engineer Christen- 
sen depends on his Hamilton 


to meet these exacting time 
requirements, 


~ 
= 
` 
t 


watchthat hasearned the 
uniquedistinction of be- 
ingcalled““The Railroad 
Timekeeper of Amer- 
ica.” This watch ofaccu- 
racy fame is the Hamil- 
ton. It rides-in cab and 
coach of such famous 
fliers as the Twentieth 
Century, the California 
Limited, the Broad- 
way Limited, and the 
Olympian. 

The secret of Hamil- 
ton’s accuracy is capacity 
to take infinite pains. 
With us every watch is 
an individual piece of 
fine mechanism, tested 
and retested until final 
accuracy is obtained. 


Ask your jeweler to 
show you a Hamilton 
today. He can show you 
Hamilton pocket and 
strap watches for men 
and charming wrist 
watches for women. 

Send for a copy of our 
new illustrated booklet, 
“The Timekeeper.” Dept. 
4-E2, Hamilton Watch Co., 
Lancaster, Pa., U. S. A. 


Atatch 


Accuracy 


| of it! 


The Biggest “White 
Elephant” in My 
Collection 


FIRST PRIZE 


I Starved My White Elephant 


NE white elephant never would 

have fazed me. I had to contend 

with a whole flock of ’em. They 
called themselves week-end guests. 

My husband is a construction engineer. 
We spend most of our time on jobs that 
last from six months to a year—usually 
in the mountains near a city. For years, 
my friends and acquaintances visited me 
week-ends, invited or otherwise. They 
came and raved over the scenery; they 
came again, with their friends, and 
praised my cooking. 

Now, my husband and I are naturally 
hospitable. But standing hours on end 
over a waffle iron feeding hungry city 
folks, and other hours over an ironing 
board getting linens ready for another 
invasion, and, in addition, trying to make 
a three-thousand-dollar salary stretch over 
enormous grocery bills, payments on prop- 
erty, and life insurance, cured me ot 
excessive hospitality. So, when we moved 
to our present home in the most beautiful 
spot I've ever seen, with trout fishing 
unbelievably good, and tempting roads 
from the city, I said to friend husband, 
“You let me handle this.” 

Even in this mountain home we have 
a ’phone; so I said to everybody, “We’ll 
be glad to have you run out, but we'll 
be very busy, and we’re ten miles from 
a grocery store—so be sure and ’phone 
before you start, as I may be out of things.” 

When they did ’phone (and I cured 
them of not doing so by having almost 
nothing to eat when they came unex- 
pectedly), Pd say, “All right. Be sure to 
Nae a pound of butter. And, let me see. 
you'd better bring something for salad 


too, a jar of salad dressing, and some 


fruit.” 

You’d be surprised at the effect these 
little errands had on my elephant. He 
fairly shrank before our eyes, until he 
became a nice household pet. Our real 
friends still come, and we enjoy them. 
But the “bread and butter” acquaint- 
ances decided to stay at home and eat 
their food if they had to furnish part 
MRS. L. C. 


SECOND PRIZE 


My Diamonds Are My 


Bugaboo 


| VV Y HUSBAND is a forest ranger, and 


| +" * we live at a station twelve miles by 


trail in the woods. All our traveling is 
done on foot or on horseback. There are 
no neighbors and no social activities of 
any kind. Nothing could be more useless 
than diamond rings. However, since I 
have always felt that my two are safer in 
my own keeping, I insisted upon having 
them with me. 


<—— eel 


The Biggest “White Elephant” in My Collection 


+ 


When we first came out here, I put the 
rings away as safely as I could. Then 1 
tried to concentrate on them, so that, in 
case of fire, I would grab them along with 
the baby. 

When we take a trip over the forest, 
which is about once a month, I usually 
forget the diamonds until we are from 
two to four miles away. Then my hus- 
band has to return for them. The delay 
makes us reach our destination late— 
sometimes after dark, and always out 
of humor. Once, when I had changed 
their hiding place, I myself had to return | > 
to find them. On this occasion we gave up 


Tuis ne tambour 
model we hace 
named Duet No. 1, 
because tt strikes the 
hours on musical two- 
tone chimes Duet No 


long, O84 inches high, 
O-inch porcelain or 
siker dial graceful 
seroll hands, gold 
plated sash convex 


1 
onami $19.29 


the trip rather than try to make up the 
lost time. One otherwise delightful trip 
was entirely spoiled by my forgetting the 
rings until it was too late to go back for 
them. The result was that T epn two 
days in mental torment, for fear some- 
thing might happen to them. 

The next time I go to town I shall put 
them into a safety deposit box and for- 
get all about them. I refuse to spend my 
life dancing attendance upon a white 
elephant. MRS. C. B. 


THIRD PRIZE 


Ours is Hand-Painted 


NE day, when I was planning to 

entertain a few friends, my husband 
heard me say to my daughter that I 
wished I owned a punch bowl. 

The following afternoon he walked in 
carrying an immense package. He wore 
the beaming expression that a husband 
invariably assumes when he is planning a 
lovely surprise for his wife. 

He busied himself unwrapping the 
package. When my daughter and I saw 
the ugly hand-painted punch bowl, we 
tried not to show our disappointment. 

My husband proudly placed his gift on 
the sideboard. In a few days, we quietly 
put it away out of sight. But my husband 
noticed its disappearance, and we again 
had to place it on the sideboard, 

A year passed. While we were away from 
home, our house burned. Kind neighbors 
saved many things, carrying them to 
their own homes. 

We rebuilt at once. On the day we 
moved into the new house my daughter 
and I had a real celebration, for in the 
lovely dining-room there was no hideous 
punch bowl. 

One afternoon, a month later, my 
daughter and I were sitting on the porch. 
Suddenly a queer expression came over 
her face. [looked in the direction in 
which her eyes were turned and saw my 
husband approaching with his arms fond] 
clasped around the long-lost punc 
bowl. 

He explained that the neighbor who had 
rescued it the night of the fire had been 
out of town since our return. 

I expressed my delight, but sorrow- 
fully pointed out that it would not look 
well on our new sideboard. 

Now our “white elephant” is safely 
put away. However, there is no telling 
when it may again appear on the scene, 
as my husband is constantly on the look- 
out for a table which would afford the 
correct background for his beloved punch 
bowl! MRS. B. S. V. 
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Clocks 


DEPENDABLE TIME 


toa living-room. 


HAE you ever noticed what a great difference there is in 
living rooms? Some seem cold and repelling. While 
others seem to have had the breath of “hominess” and beauty 
blown into them. Why is it? Oh, it’s the difference between 
being “just a room,” and being truly a “living” room. 


You may buy new rugs, regroup the furniture and rear- 
range the pictures, and still have “just a room” filled with 
inanimate household articles. But what a difference it 
makes when you add a friendly clock with its cheerful 
ticking and pleasant chimes, melodiously telling the hours. 


Then the room seems to “come to life” and be always 
ready to welcome and rest you with its living charm. 


Add a handsome Sessions Tambour Clock to the mantel or 
place a beautiful Sessions Banjo Clock in a wall panel and 
see how much more beautiful it makes the room. 


Beauty, correct time and moderate price 


Tue beauty of Sessions Clocks lies in their loveliness of 
design and in their permanent new process finish, the clarity 
of which leaves undimmed the fine grain of the wood. Our de- 
signs include reproductions of the loveliest clocks of olden 
days, as well as those sponsored by modern ideals of interior 
decoration—Tambour, Banjo and Colonial. 


Sturdy, dependable time is characteristic of Sessions Clocks. 
If you are looking for beauty, accuracy and moderate price, 
you need go no further. Sessions Clocks are sold in stores 
noted for their good taste and good values. Over 10,000- 
ooo Sessions Clocks are in daily use. 


We have recently applied for a patent on a new “chime 
stand,” the piece which holds the chime rods, because we 
have discovered a way to make the tones sweeter and more 
prolonged. Ask to hear these two tone chimes at your dealer's; 
he will gladly order one for you. 


Send for book, “Friendly Clocks” 


“ FRIENDLY Clocks” is the title of a little book that will give 
you a glimpse of our models. Send us the coupon below and 
we will gladly mail one to you at once free. 
THE SESSIONS CLOCK CO. 
FORESTVILLE, Conn. 
Chicago: 5 North Wabash Ave. 


Depr. D-3 


New York: 1750 Woolworth Bldg. 


SESSIONS CLOCK CO., 

Dept. D-3, Forestville, Conn. 
me “Friendly Clocks” booklet with 
pictures and prices of thirty-two clocks and candle- 
sticks, suitable for various rooms. 


Please send 


Name 
Street... 
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Can you think 


of greater honor? 


In every civilized country of the 
old and new world, Longines 
Watches have won their way 
to the highest honors. Leading 
jewelers in the world’s greatest 
cities sell them, wear them and 
praise them. 


They have the proved and 
tested accuracy that makes Govern- 
ments choose them for ofhcial 
service. For example, 60,000 
Longines Watches are used by 
the National Italian Railroads. 


With this accuracy, they have 
a beauty uncommon even 
among fine watches. Prices from 
$35 to $1000. Write for an il- 
lustrated booklet of the many 
styles, and the name of a jeweler 
near you who will show you 
Longines Watches. 
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Official Government 
Observatory Awards 


At U. S. Naval Observatory 
—Washngton: Longines 
has been first in order of 
meritin all trials. Since 1916 
more Longines Watches 
passed six-emonths’ Accu- 
racy Trial and wereaccepted 
thanthose of all other com- 
peting firms combined. 


At Geneva Observatory— 
Switzerland: This year Lon- 
gines again obtained frst 
prize of series, duplicating 
results of 1923 and 1924; 
also obtained many addi 
tional individual prizes. 


At Neuchatel Odse-tatory— 
Switzerland: 365 awards in 
Accuracy Contests, since 
1905. During 1924 Longines 
received 17 first prizes. 


At Keu Teddington Observa- 
tory—England. 132 awards 
ia Accuracy Contests 
since 1910. (1918 vear's rece 
ord for the best perform- 
ance.) Since 1919 every 
Longines Watch submitted 
passed trial with mention 
“eepectiliv gmd.” 


WITTNAUER GO., 


Established 1866 
Chicago 
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Will Deals With 


` the Trouble-Maker 


(Continued from page 23) 
bit uneasy, because he began checking up 


enough, he was laying plans to get out 
with ten thousand dollars. 


| and having the cashier watched and, sure 


as I know, when anything that Miss 
Waters told did anybody any good. 

It certainly didn’t do any good for Miss 
Waters to tell young Mrs. Bottomley how 
her husband had tried to get Portia Shu- 
bert mght up to the day Portia was mar- 
ried, and iad said more than once that 
he’d never look at another woman while 
there was a chance of marrying Portia; or 
to find out—goodness only knows how 
—and telling all over town that John 
Dewey lived in constant terror of losing 
his job. When that got around to Vance 
and Edwards, where pro worked, it 
naturally made them think he couldn’t 
amount to as much as they’d really though: 


he did. 


| That was the only time, though, as far 


_ when ‘she criticized 


And so on. There were dozens and 
dozens of things—Will was right in say- 
ing Miss Waters had talents too great for 
Montrose when it came to trouble-making. 
By almost superhuman caution Will and | 
managed to get along next door to her 
without stepping into anything, at least 
so far as we eee: Of course, she made an 
excuse to run in, or call up and pump me, 
after every party I ever went to: Who 
was there? Whar did they have to eat? 
Why hadn’t Madge Edwards been asked? 


_ Did Mrs. Curtis wear that old blue again? 


And it made Will perfectly disgusted 
i r Miss Carroll’s 
funeral. Miss Carroll had been society 
editor on the “Monitor” for twenty years; 
she used to be Wills Sunday-school 
teacher and he’d always liked her. 
“Can’t she even let a person die in 


; peace?” he demanded of me. 


HOWEVER, nothing might ever have 
broken if it hadn’t been for the beauti- 
ful September afternoon when I went out 
in our yard to pick currants. They were 
ripe and I wanted to make jelly the next 
day, so, though the bushes grow right on 
the lot line toward Miss Waters and she 
was sewing on the porch, I kept on pick- 
ing. She chatted with me a few minutes 
about this and that, and then she said: 

“What’s all this about Will buying 
diamonds?” 

“Buying diamonds!” I echoed, so 
amazed that I didn’t stop to realize that 
of all things I shouldn’t fee Miss Waters 
know that J didn’t know about it. 

She smiled, that delighted little smile 
she always wears when she gets hold of 
some bit of racy news. 

“Oh, bless my soul!” she said. ‘‘I do 
hope I haven’t said anything I shouldn’t.” 

“Of course not,” I said carelessly. At 
| least, I hope I said it carelessly. 

I went on picking currants, so dum- 
founded that I’m akaid there wasn’t a 
chance that it didn’t show on my face. 
My husband buying diamonds! Any mar- 


ried woman knows what a turn that 
would give you. If anybody but Miss 
! Waters had said it, Pd have known it was 


- ae eet 
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some crazy mistake, and never thought of 
it again. But Miss Waters was so ever- 
lastingly accurate. 

If it had been anywhere near my birth- 
day or wedding anniversary or Christmas, 
or any earthly reason like that, it wouldn’t 
have knocked me so cold. But in August! 
And not giving me so much as a hint. 
And diamonds of all things on earth! I 
was so puzzled and amazed that it was 
all I could do to get supper that night. 
And the second Will had got inside the 
kitchen door, I shut it behind him—I’d 
already closed the window on her side of 
the house—and asked him what in the 
name of heaven he’d been buying dia- 
monds for. 

“I haven’t bought any diamonds,” he 
said. “What are you talking about?” 

I could tell there must be something in 
it, because he was so fussed, and that 
suddenly gave me a queer feeling. 

“You may just as well tell me,” I said. 
“Miss Waters has already.” 

Will’s mouth fairly fell ajar at that. 

“How the mischief did she get hold of 
it?” he demanded. 

“Then you have been!” I demanded. 


“WELL, there’s the best surprise I 
ever planned gone blooey!”’ said 
Will disgustedly. 

“A surprise on whom?” 

“Why, on you, of course. Charley 
White called me up the other day and 
told me that he’d got hold of an old-fash- 
ioned diamond ring, and that if I wanted 
to have the stone cut over and would let 
him cut it in an up-to-date setting, he’d 
see that I got a bargain. Pd told him 
quite a while ago to keep his eye out for 
something like that. I made up my mind 
a long time ago that just as soon as I 
could swing it, I was going to get you a 
decent engagement ring. I’ve always been 
ashamed of that pin point I gave you. I 
figured that I ought to be able to manage 
it by our anniversary this fall, so I went 
in and looked at Charley’s stone. I didn’t 
get it, though. It was bigger than I could 
swing.” 

“Oh!” I said. “Well, she must have 
seen you looking at it, or else Charley told 
her, then. I’m terribly sorry I said any- 
thing and spoiled your surprise. But it 

ave me such a turn I couldn’t help it. I 
nee she was probably right, and yet I 


‘couldn’t think what under the blue sky 


you’d be buying diamonds for.” I gig- 
gled. “You're not expecting an engage- 
ment ring when youre the mother of 
twins, you know!” 

“A person ought to be shot at sunrise 
for telling things like that,” he said. 
“Suppose you hadn’t trusted me. Look 
at che trouble it would have stirred up. 
I’ll bet more than one happy marriage has 
been started going wrong just by some old 
harpy like her!” 

I went on fixing the salad and let the 
thing slip out of my mind, but Will must 
have kept on brooding on Miss Waters. 
All through supper, he hardly said any- 
thing except to speak about Mrs. Long’s 
well and Miss Carroll’s funeral. And all at 
once, the second he’d finished his choco- 
late pudding, he got up as though he’d 
suddenly made up his mind to something, 
and started toward the door, with a queer, 
purposeful look on his face. 

“Where are vou going?” I asked appre- 
hensively. 


Precious Tooth Enamel 


this dental cream protects it 


Guards your teeth— 
checks decay — 

kills germs— 
washes them away 


By 


IRA DAVIS JOEL, B. S., M. S. 
Department of Bacteriology 


Y brush your teeth faithfully. 


You brush them carefully. Yet 
when you visit your dentist you are 
often surprised at the number of cavi- 
ties his instruments reveal. 

You feel baffled. Others seemingly 
no more careful than yourself enjoy 
the blessing of sound teeth. What is 
the trouble? 

The trouble is that your teeth re- 
quire a certain kind of protection 
which you are failing to give then— 
the protection they need is adequate 
dental care and the daily use of a 


BOR ULA oF 
eee ENKINS ODS 


germ-killing dentifrice. 


The protection they need is the germ- 
icidal protection of Kolynos Dental 


Cream. Kolynos not only keeps 


your teeth white and glistening, 
but its main properties are highly 
antiseptic—extremely important 
properties if you are to have sound 
teeth, teeth free from dangerous, 
offensive, and painful cavities. 


Kills germs— washes them away 


Did you ever watch snowflakes 
collect upon a window-pane? 
That is the way germs collect up- 
on your teeth. The first few find 
it hard to cling, but soon they 
build up rapidly. First Bacilli 
Acidophili lodge on the enamel. 
They are tiny, short threads of 
germs. In your saliva is a sticky 
substance called mucin. Little 
flakes of this adhere to the teeth. 
Thus a close, sticky, web-like 
film spreads across the enamel, a 
film of malignant germs that 
cause decay. 


These germs multiply with 
amazing rapidity. Each produces 
tiny quantities of harmful acid. 


The film holds this acid against 
the teeth while it gradually eats 
into the enamel. 


Kolynos checks this. To begin 
with, it kills germs. It breaks up 
the film. It washes away the film, 
with its multitude of germs. It 
leaves comparatively few germs 
in your mouth; hours pass before 
there are again enough to be dan- 
gerous to your teeth. And even 
then, so thoroughly polished are 
your teeth that it is very much 
harder for the germs and the 
mucin to cling to the glossy en- 
amel surface. 


FREE — Enough Kol to brush your 

teeth 22 umes, % inch to the brushing. 
Tue Kotynos Company, Dept. 3-E2 
New Haven, Conn. 


Send sample tube to: 
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Take Your Future 
Outofthe Hands 
of Chance! 


Why leave the accumulation of wealth to 
chance or fitful spurts of saving when you 
can make sure of financial independence by 
buying it month by month? Almost hopeless, 
this business of amassing money without a 
definite plan. Lack of constructive plan is the 
one thing that keeps most men from becom- 
ing financially independent. 

Is it possible for men of average income to 
become wealthy on 644%? It is being done 
every day by thousands of men and women who 
buy Forman bonds and double their money 
every ten years. And moreover, in the past five 
years it has become even easier. Now you can 
employ the same tactics that big investors use. 

We have put these tested plans in a new book, 
“The Science of Fortune Building.” In it you 
will find a plan of investment accommodated 
to your income, however small or large it may 
be. With it you will be able to chart your fi- 
nancial future accurately. You will be able to 
look ahead ten, twenty, or thirty years and see 
clearly the day when the interest on your ac- 
cumulated money will be sufficient to provide 
for you. 

Because Forman Bonds have built many 
remarkable fortunes from surprisingly small 
beginnings, and in 40 years never lost a dollar 
of either principal or interest, we believe you 
will find that our new book will settle the 
question of fortune-building. Send the coupon 
for a copy without cost or obligation. 


Ask for Booklet A-79 
GEORGE M. FORMAN & COMPANY 
First Mortgage Real Estate Bonds 
105 W. Monroe St., Chicago 
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40 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS TO A CUSTOMER 


F GEORGE M. FORMAN & COMPANY 


l 105 W. Monroe Street, Chicago, Ill. l 
Please mail, without cost or obligation, 
l a copy of your booklet A-79, “The ] 
Science of Fortune Building.” l 
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“Tm going next door,” said Will, “to 
tell that confounded old busybody to mind 
her own affairs!” 

“Will!” I gasped, horrified. “You 
can’t do that! Why, she’s old enough to 
be your mother.” 

“I don’t care if she’s old enough to be 
my grandmother, and calls me Willie. 
I’m going to tell her where to head in!” 

I just stared helplessly, as he went out, 
slamming the screen door behind him and 
stamping across the lawn toward Miss 


| Waters’s. There are times when I can stop 


| Will with the merest glance, and there are 


other times when I just have to keep out 
of his road. This was one of those other 
times. 

I heard Miss Waters’s back door slam, 
and knew he’d gone in. I tried to pick up 
the supper dishes, but I couldn’t get my 
mind on anything. I kept watching Miss 
Waters’s windows. Icouldn’thearasound. 
Her kitchen was on the other side, and she 


, had probably been in it. 


I washed the supper dishes and put 
them away, but wil didn’t come back. 
What in the world could be keeping him so 
long? I took the “Monitor” into the dining- 
room and sat down by the window, but I 
couldn’t get my mind on it. I couldn’t see 
anything but Miss Waters’s back door. 
Half past seven, eight, and he didn’t come. 
Half past eight and still no sign. I stopped 
trying to read and watched that tin hone 
galow uneasily, almost as though I were 
expecting to see words come blowing out 
of the chimney as they do in the comics. 
But from the outside it looked as peaceful 
as a church. 

What on earth—what on earth could be 
going on inside! It suddenly occurred to 
me—Will had been so awfully mad— 
could he have done Miss Waters violence? 
That was a wild, crazy idea, of course, but 
what on earth was taking him so long? 


Ar NINEo’clock I decided to go over and 
see. Much as I disliked to get mixed 
up in whatever was going on, I couldn’t 
stand it any longer. But just as I was on 
the point of going out our side door, I saw 
Will come out Mise Waters’s front door, 
and, to my amazement, he didn’t come 
home but turned in the other direction, 
toward town, walking fast. Merciful 
heavens! Was he going after a doctor? 

I waited, on pins and needles, one min- 
ute thinking I ought to go over there, the 
next running to our front window to look 
for Will. It was a half-hour before he 
came, and when he did he went back into 
Miss Waters’s house for a minute before he 
came home. When he got into our house 
at last, I was almost beside myself. But 
instead of having the scared, guilty look of 
a man with blood on his hands, he looked 
the way he does when he comes back from a 
lodge committee meeting and has put over 
a good lot of business. 

“Well,” he said, “I got her a job all 
right!” 

“You—what?” I gasped. 

“I got her a job,” he repeated. “Why, 
Dot, do you know that woman’s been 
hardly getting enough to eat?” 

“Miss Waters?” I gasped again. 

“Miss Waters!” he repeated firmly. 
“ Do you know what she gets for making a 
dress? And how long it takes her to make 
one?” 

A person would have thought he was 
accusing me of under-paying her. 


“Well, she isn’t a very good dress- 
maker,” I told him. “She can make the 
fussy clothes that some of the older womer. 
like—but she couldn’t make a tube line 
dress, or anything slim and plain, to look 
like anything at all. All the girls and 
young married women buy their things 
ready-made, anyway, and they’re the only 
ones who'll pay much for a dress.” 


“A WOMAN could hardly live decently 

just herself on what she makes,” he 
went on, “and she sends ten dollars a 
week to her sister in Verblen—the one that 
was left with all those kids—besides mak- 
ing them all their clothes. And do you 
know what she gets herself for dinner 
when she wants a good square meal? A 
can of baked beans!” 

“Why, for mercy sake!” I exclaimed. 
horrified. “I never thought but that she 
was getting along all right.” And after a 
moment, “How did you ever find out?” 

“That’s the part that scares you to 
death,” said Will. “It’s been going on for 
years, and she wouldn’t let anybody know 
for anything. If I hadn’t happened to 
come crashing in on her at a critical mo- 
ment to-night, nobody might ever have 
known. But she’s just heard that Mrs. 
Curtis was going away for the winter— 
she’s been her beet customer—and_ just 
before I got there, she’d got a dress back 
from Mrs. Long to do all over. And she'd 
heard that that old Scrooge is going to 
raise her rent October Ist. 

“It had all come at once, and she was 
so scared that she had to tell somebody. 
She was kind of half crying when I wen: 
in; she wouldn’t have answered the door. 
but I rapped and then opened it myself. 
She was right in the kitchen, and she 
couldn’t get away. I guess she was about 
at the end of her rope anyway, and she 
just got desperate and told me.” 

“Isn’t that terrible!” I said. Some way 
‘ke never think of anybody you know 

eing really poor—so poor they hardly 
get enough to eat. “Well have to do 
something about it!” I said. But as I 
said it, I realized how awfully hard it 
would be to do anything. Miss Waters is 
not the kind of person you can give charity 
to—if I even started asking her to dinner 
two or three times a week, all of a sudden 
she’d know why I was doing it, and prob- 
ably wouldn’t come. 

Then suddenly I remembered that Will 
said he’d got her a job. 

“What kind of a Job could she do? A 
woman of her age?” I asked. 

“Miss Carroll’s,” said Will. 

“On the ‘Monitor’?”’ 

“ Betcher life,” said Will. “It’s funny | 
didn’t think of it right off. Old Smith 
asked me just this morning if I knew any- 
body who’d be good to get to do the 
society column. He’s divided up all the 
rest of Miss Carroll’s work among the 
men, and he’d decided just to keep the 
society stuff separate. Of course he won't 
pay a lot, but it’ll be enough to put Miss 
Waters on Easy Street on top of what she 
makes now. It won’t take long to write 
it out and—” Will grinned—‘‘well, just 
gathering the news won't be any trouble to 
her!” 

It seemed almost too 

“And Mr. Smith wil 
he?” 

“T beat it right down to his house, to- 
night. And the second I mentioned her 


1” 


ood to be truv. 
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name he said, ‘Cat’s foot! Why didn’t I 
think of her myself? She’s perfect. She 
knows all the different crowds. She’s got 
the background, knows who’s related to 
who, who works for which. Why, man, 
she’s got a talent for it?” 

Well, we sat and talked till bedtime, and 
when I finally reminded Will that he’d 
gone over to tell Miss Waters to mind her 
own business, he only smiled sheepishly 
and said he guessed he’d found her the 
kind of business she’d /ike to mind. 


ND he certainly had. It’s just funny 
how beautifully it’s worked. Mr. 
Smith is tickled to death with her—every- 


body says the society is the most interest- | 


ing part of the “Monitor.” She gets in all 
sorts of interesting stuff that Miss Caroll 
never used to hear about. And happy! 
You never saw anyone so changed as Miss 
Waters! She doesn’t have to go gum-shoe- 
ing after news any more—all kinds of peo- 
ple invite her to their parties just to be 
sure they’ll get in the paper. And she’s 
actually got herself a new dress, the first 
she’s had in years. She’s like a different 
person. 

But the funniest thing of all is the way 
she’s changed her tactics. The other day 
when I went to Jessie’s luncheon for 
Madge’s guest, Jessie asked me if I’d mind 
stopping and giving Miss Waters the list 
of guests and the A eocatione: So I did. 
Miss Waters was finishing up a dress for 
Mother Horton, and I sat down and 
visited with her a few minutes. She was 
cooking something for her supper. that 


smelled awfully good—she wasn’t just | 


opening a can of beans that night. 


I gave her Jessie’s lists and she thanked | 


me, said she was awfully ne ma 
ha way that a popular girl talks about 
baie ris ed. She asked me about the 
menu, and I told her everything we had, 
how the cakes were in the shape of 
turkeys, and everything Thanksgivingy. 
And then, having beth thrown a little off 
my guard, I forgot myself and said: 

“It was kind of funny—Ella was there 
waiting on the table, and Madge’s friend 
looked at her so queer. And it seems—” 
I lowered my voice a little the way you do 
when you’re telling something a iede racy 
—‘‘it seems that at the party Betty Bar- 
tell gave for her yesterday, Betty had 
Ella, too, and had tried to palm her off as 
her own regular maid. I could see Madge’s 
friend recognizing Ella, and looking kind 
of puzzled. And the joke is’—I had to 
stop to giggle—‘‘she’ll be more puzzled 
than she is now before she leaves! Every- 
body’s entertaining for her, and she'll see 
Ella’s familiar face almost everywhere she 
goes. Isn’t that just like Betty Bocce 
try to get away with silly swanklikethat?” 


Then, suddenly, I realized that I should | 


not have told anything like that to Miss 


Waters. But I needn’t have worried. She | 


was pulling out bastings, while she looked 
over the paper Jessie had sent her, and she 
had sense heard what I was saying. 

“‘Um-hum,” she answered me in a down- 
right absent tone of voice. “Of course, I 
can’t use anythin like that in the ‘Moni- 
tor’ though.” And before I could say that 
of course I hadn’t expected her to, she 
looked at me over her glasses, and said, in 
a gently reproving tone, “Of course, in my 
position, I have to be awfully careful not 
to say anything that might make trouble!” 
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He Couldn't Get a Raise in Pay 
and so He Bought the Bank 


(Continued from page 16) 


express. We feel that this is our real self; 
and we love to dream that some day in 
this, our own proper person, we shall 
shine forth to the astonishment of all 
those who thought they knew us so well, 
and didn’t! ‘There may be a lot of egotism 
in the dream; but with most of us there is 
a great deal of altruism also. If only we 
could find this real self, what would we 
not do for others! 

Before I met Jim Paul himself, I 
talked with people in his town and its 
vicinity. From all accounts, it appears 
that in him a remarkable transformation 
occurred when he reached the age of 
forty-six. It was not merely that he had 
suddenly risen from a subordinate posi- 
tion to be the head of his bank. The whole 
nature of the man had seemed to change. 
Old friends said, “Why, we didn’t know 
him!” 

He had been pleasant and agreeable 
enough, but he had been no mixer, had 
joined none of the local organizations, had 
in all respects led a retired, shy sort of 
life. Then, after thirty years of this, he 
suddenly was revealed as one of the most 
energetic, genial, whole-souled, and gener- 
ous of men. 

He used the power that came to him as 
president of the bank to become the 
friend of the whole town. He sought out 
able but struggling young business men 
to give them the credit that put them on 
their feet financially. His office was 
thrown open to the humblest. The work- 
ing people flocked to him particularly. 
Soon folks were saying to each other, 
“You go to Jim Paul; he’ll give you the 
right advice.” Incidentally, I was told 
that some of the foreigners among the 
working people think Jim Paul is all one 
word; they never have heard the bank 
president called anything else! 

He has torn down buildings that long 
had been eyesores and has replaced them 
with handsome business structures. He 
has promoted a theatre in Carbondale, 
which had long labored under the im- 
pression that it could not support one; a 
brass band—paid for out of his private 
means—now gives free concerts all sum- 
mer long. 


UST how did it happen that, after so 

many years of clerical drudgery, Jim 
Paul suddenly came into a position of 
power? I wanted to know this, but more 
particularly I wanted to know what had 
happened inside of him that might account 
for the outer change in him. 

What I had learned of him had thor- 
oughly prepared me to find in him every- 
thing that goes to make ni a regular 
human being; but I must say I hardly was 
prepared to meet such a happy human 
being. I say it deliberately—I don’t 
believe I ever met a man who had a 
higher or more bubbling flow of healthy 
animal spirits, or one who seemed to be 
getting out of life more of solid satis- 
faction and joy! Impressed by this, I said 
to him early in our conversation: 

“Mr. Paul, it is a very common thing 


for people to dream of what they would 
do for others, if only they were in a 
position to. But it often happens, | 
think, that people forget all about this 
dream when they do come into their own. 
Evidently, you did not forget.” 

As it turned out, this remark drew 
from Jim Paul a reply which not only 
pointed straight to the manner in which he 
at length had got started in life, but it also 
served to explain what he had been able to 
achieve after he got started. 

“Well,” he replied in his breezy wav, 
“there are two things to say to that. In 
the first place, I don’t believe I ever would 
have got moving at all if I hadn’t been 
stung into it by the need of doing some- 
thing for others. The second thing is this: 
There long have been kicking about the 
world such sayings as, ‘With what meas- 
ure you mete, it shall be measured to you 
again,’ ‘Cast thy bread upon the waters,’ 
and ‘The closed hand cannot receive.’ 
Well, I can now tell the world that these 
sayings are true. 

“Please don’t get me wrong,” added 
Jim Paul, laughing. “My bump of self- 
interest is as well developed as any other 
man’s. In fact, I don’t mind declaring 
right. out in meeting that I am open- 
handedly for advertising my business, for 
advertising myself as it helps my busi- 
ness, and for advertising my town, if only 
because it helps both my business and 
myself. But the particular point is this: 
I have found that the very best way to do 
yourself a good turn is to have a weather 
eye open for the good of others. The more 
I have tried to do for others, the more has 
come to me. I’m not saying this because | 
think it listens well; before I finish I may 
give you some proof in dollars and cents.” 


FOR all that Jim Paul is a small-town 
banker and a man of over fifty, I doubt 
if you ever see in big cities young fellows 
who are slimmer, or trimmer, or more 
snappily dressed than he. Yet he re- 
peatedly reminded me of David Harum, 
that very shrewd country banker who 
made such a hit in a novel. More par- 
ticularly he reminded me of David 
Harum’s saying: ‘It ain’t a bad idea to be 
willin’? to let the other fellow make a 
dollar once’n a while.’ 

Jim Paul was born in Albany, New 
York, where his father was the agent of 
the old National Express Company. 

“I think,” he told me, “‘that one 
incident will give you a good insight into 
my father’s character. When I was 
hfteen years old, he was transferred by his 
express company to Carbondale. This was 
a promotion; for, in addition to having 
charge of the Carbondale office, he was 
made route agent and auditor for a lot of 
other stations along the Delaware and 
Hudson Railroad. 

“As I learned later, he was slated for 
further promotion; but his very first act 
as route agent gave his superiors a chill 
from which they never recovered. What 
Father did, the first crack out of the box, 
was to recommend increased salaries for 
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every agent on his route. Evidently it was 
decided that a man like Father might be a 
fine minor official, but that he was no fit 
person to go higher up. So he stayed 
right on here in Carbondale. He was with | 
his company forty-five years in all, and 
then they retired him on a pension. | 
“As he had a wife and three children | 
to support, his wages did not go very far. | 
However, when I left school at thirteen, it | 
was not solely because of the family’s lack | 
of money. It was largely because of the | 
ill health from which I continued to suffer | 
more or less until about fifteen years ago. 


| 
“T WAS one of those delicate, nervous | 
children that people think will never 
grow up. Among other things, my bad | 
health shut me off from pretty nearly all | 
normal sports and other boy activities. | 
Which, I suppose, is the main reason I grew 
up suffering so from timidity and fear.” 

In view of what he is now, this last 
statement drew from me an exclamation of 
astonishment. 

“Your surprise,” he smiled, “reminds 
me of an incident at a recent meeting of 
our Kiwanis Club. The chairman was 
getting after those members who always 
are too shy to stand up and say something. 

“‘Look at Jim Paul, here,’ he said. 
‘These days you don’t see Jim miss a 
chance to say something. Well, I was 
present the first time Jim tried to make a 
speech. If he had stood up to give an 
imitation of a man about to have a fit, it 
would have been a grand success. I don’t 
know which was the worse—the sound of 
his knocking knees and chattering teeth, 
or the sight of his pale, sweating, agonized 
countenance. Take it from me, if Jim 
Paul succeeded in overcoming his shy- 
ness, anyone can.’ : 

“The chairman was right. I had no 
confidence at all in myself. 

“But to go back: It was while we still 
were living in Albany that I left school. 
For a time I sold newspapers on the streets 
there; then I became an office boy in the 
office of Horace Smith, at that time dean 
of the Albany Law School. 

“*Despite my lack of self-confidence, I 
had a feeling, away back in those Albany 
days, that I wasn’t always going to live a 
scrimping life. Bound up with this was 
the feeling that I must prepare for the 
better days by getting an education. 

“My first ambition was to be a lawyer. 
Dean Smith told me that if I would get 
the preparatory education, he would see 
me through his law school. I began to 
save up my pennies with that idea in 
mind. But, though I did read law later, | 
my dream of becoming a lawyer was | 
knocked in the head when my father’s 
express company transferred him to Car- 
bondale. 

“Now, this town always has been a 
much more important place than its 
small population would indicate. It lies, 
as you can see, in one of the richest parts 
of the Lackawanna Valley, one of the most 
important regions in the world by reason 
of the yield and the quality of its anthra- 
cite coal. The borough of Carbondale 
has a population of about nineteen thou- 
sand; bot the region directly tributary to 
it has a population of fifteen thousand 
more. 

“However, when I arrived here, about 


thirty-eight years ago, it was a pretty 
crude mining town. I remember the pigs 
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that used to patrol the streets to feast on 
the garbage left at the curbs. 

“Riy first job here was driving a 
wagon for my father’s express company. 
Among the places at which I delivered 
packages was the Miners and Mechanics 
Savings Bank, then only about sixteen 
years old. The cashier of this bank took 
an interest in me; and, after I had been on 
the express wagon for four months, he 
suggested to my father that it would be 
better for me to take a job in his bank. 
So, when I was about fifteen, began my 
connection with this institution, and here 
I have been ever since. 

“At first, I washed the windows, took 
care of the fire, licked stamps, and ran 
errands. I soon revealed, however, a 
special aptitude for figures—that is one 
particular in which I always was strong— 
and at twenty-one I was a full-fledged 
bookkeeper. Gradually I moved up until 
I became the head bookkeeper; and then, 
when I was twenty-nine and had been 
married for four years, I became the 
assistant cashier. But there I stuck— 


| stuck for seventeen years, during which I 


became more and more discontented and 
unhappy.” 


A’ THIS point I directly called Mr. 
Paul’s attention to the fact that peo- 
pie had been surprised by his sudden re- 
ease from his subordinate position and 
especially by the magical change that 
seemingly had then occurred in him. 

“Yes,” he said. “I suppose it did seem 
like a sudden change. But there was 
nothing magical in it. It was slow enough 
in coming on, the Lord knows! Behind it 
were years of struggle. 

“Each of us is likely to have his 
special weakness. There is no boasting in 
my saying that mine was never selfish- 
ness: a decent consideration for others was 
born and bred in me. My special weak- 
ness, you might say, was too much 
consideration for others, as it led me to 
fear others, and not have enough belief in 
myself. 

“It was a very simple thing that led me 
to change my mental attitude in this 
particular. A man in our town who was 
much older than myself—I was then about 
twenty-one—gave me a life of Napoleon to 
read. If there was anything that stood 
out in this work, it was Napoleon’s belief 
in himself, in his destiny, his star. 

“The book started me on the road to a 
firm belief in my own destiny, and I had a 
renewed impulse to prepare myself for 
what I believed lay ahead. At first I read 
simply with the idea of broadening my 
mind—biography, history, religion, and 
psychology, along with a liberal dose of 
standard fiction. 

“In all the general literature I read I 
was led to see again and again that you 
can get nowhere in this world without 
sticking up for yourself. An incident in 
the life of Charles Lamb, the English 
essayist, struck me particularly. Lamb 
had all the shyness of the stutterer which 
he actually was; and when he was sum- 
moned to meet the king, he suffered 
horribly from apprehension. But he came 
out from the king’s presence all smiles, 
and a wondering friend asked him about it. 

***Oh,’ said Lamb, ‘the more I mix with 
big men, the smaller they seem to me.’ 

“Presently my growing belief in my 
destiny took a definite ans I deter- 


mined to get to the top in my bank in the 
regular course of promotion. So I studied 
banking from all angles, and I also read 
law. A banker, or any other kind of 
business man for that matter, can hardly 
know too much law, and besides it’s fine 
mental training.” 

“But what about your health?” | 
asked. “How did you finally get that 
straightened out?” 

“That,” he smiled, “was my first big 
victory over myself, the thing that put 
more confidence in me than anything else. 
Finding at thirty-eight that I still was 
handicapped physically—I then suffered 
mostly from nervous indigestion—lI de- 
liberately set out to cure myself, and I did. 
One element in the cure was dieting, which 
chiefly took the form of cutting out meat. 
The other element was walking. I took a 
cottage for my family and myself six 
miles out of town over the hills, and from 
early spring till late fall I walked that 
distance to and fro every day—twelve 
miles in all. And I kept that up for years. 

“I have said I studied all the angles of 
banking. I also formed some definite 
ideas in this connection. 

“A thing that deeply impressed me 
while I was struggling along as an assist- 
ant cashier was the success of a fake gold- 
mining scheme in lifting no less than a 
hundred thousand dollars out of our small 
town. Not only that money itself but the 
interest on it of approximately five thou- 
sand dollars a year was lost to Carbondale 
forever! It seemed to me that this could 
not have occurred if the bankers had been 
strictly onto their jobs of educating the 
people to take care of their savings. 

“In general, it seemed to me that 
bankers were not enough interested in 
their own towns. I remember once saying 
to the head of a bank: 

“*Your deposits represent the money 
of the people of your own town. Why not 
invest a lot of it in your own town? Why 
devote so much to the financing of sub- 
ways and other utilities and industries 
hundreds of miles away from home?’ 

“Well,” he said, ‘some losses, you 
know, are inevitable; and what you lose 
away from home people don’t know about.’ 

“Then and there I made up my mind 
that if I ever got to be the head of a bank, 
Pd act on the principle that if money had 
to be lost there was no better place to lose 
it than right in your own town.” 

“Well,” I said, “I’m dying to know 
how you finally got the reward of your 
years of preparation.” 

Jim Paul’s expression became serious. 


“THIS,” he said, “was the situation: 
All I was making at forty-six was two 
hundred dollars a month, and it was not 
long before this that I had been making 
only a hundred and fifty. With a wife and 
daughter to support, I had been unable to 
save anything. Because of illness in my 
family i was, in fact, over a thousand 
dollars worse off than nothing. If I alone 
had been concerned, I would have kept on 
waiting. But the time had come to think 
of my family’s future. I was eager that 
my daughter should have the college 
education which had been denied me. 

“Under this pressure I asked for an 
increase of salary. When previously [| 
had made such requests, they had been 
granted, at least in part. I now wanted a 
substantial raise—and I was turned down 
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flat! After my thirty years of service, the 
refusal stung me to the quick. I have 
reason now to be thankful for that sting. 
It aroused me to action as probably 
nothing else could have.- 

“Inquiries I set on foot led to the 
discovery that an option could be ob- 
tained on a large block of the bank’s stock. 
With this block added to the stock held by 


persons who were friendly to me, I believed | 


that I could obtain the control of the bank. 
“Now, the sum I had to raise to take up 
the option was a quarter of a million 


dollars. And the only proposition I could | 


make to a lender was that he should take 
my personal note, with the purchased 
stock as collateral. Nevertheless, I re- 
solved to go after that money. I can’t tell 
you exactly how it was, but it seemed 
as if ail the self-confidence I had been 
accumulating for years came to the sur- 
face in one big, explosive impulse. 

“I first went to Philadelphia to see 
bankers there. So far as my proposition 
was concerned, they all proved to be 
absolutely hard-boiled. The fact is, I 
promptly discovered that it is no unusual 
thing for cashiers of country banks to 
aspire to the control of their banks and to 
appeal to big city banks for the money. 
And it is the common practice to turn 
them down. 

“I kept at it, however; and the second 
city I tackled was Scranton. That was a 
good deal nearer home, and for that reason, 
I suppose, my story and arguments could 
be more readily checked up. Anyway, I 
succeeded in raising in Scranton part of 
the money I needed, and with this great 
encouragement I went on to New York to 
see bankers there. 

“My leading arguments were these: I 
had been with my bank for thirty years; 
I had learned the banking game from 
soup to nuts; I was sure I could almost 
immediately increase the value of the 
stock to be purchased and pledged as 
collateral. The fact that these arguments 
had been favorably received in Scranton 
naturally added weight to them in New 
York. The upshot of the matter was that 
I obtained there the rest of the money I 
needed.” 


Y OWN idea was that the principal 
thing which had added weight tot 

Paul’s arguments both in Scranton and 
New York was his personality, and the 
way he had been stung into getting out of 
it all there was in it, and I ventured to 
say so to him. 

“Well,” he said, “I guess they saw I 


was thoroughly in earnest, and that I had | 


absolute confidence in my ability to put 
new life into my old bank. There, in fact, 


you have it—the confidence others have | 


in you must always be largely the re- 
flection of the confidence you have in 
yourself, 


“It came out as I expected: On| 


January rst, 1918, I was elected president, 
and as fast as practical I put my own ideas 


into effect. There was some opposition at | 


first; but it died out as we showed results. 
I say we; for I was soon able to surround 
myself with a loyal, enthusiastic staff of 
fellow workers. 

“The ground principle was that the 
bank should be run not merely in the 
interests of its stockholders, but also in 
the interests of its employees, its deposi- 
tors, its borrowers, and the whole town. 


im | 


“Full knowledge of the facts— 


Full understanding of every objective” 
—Theodore N. Vail 


These sound business principles brought success to 
the genius who. created modern telephone service. 
His was a mind not satisfied by great plans without 
the surest means of accomplishment. Mr. Vail’s 
ideas foreshadowed the principles of Business Man- 
agement and Control. These are today more impor- 
tant than was the development of “Scientific 
Management” two decades ago. 


How to Use Facts 


Kardex Institute is an organization of business 
specialists who know that the right use of facts is as 
important as their possession. 

In its concise bulletins Kardex Institute gives you 
the trend of business conditions and also the advance 
in business management methods. In every special 
case the direct advice of an expert is available. 

In today’s competition the strongest concerns are 
those who use the most effective ideas in Business 
Management and Control. Kardex Institute service 
is invaluable to every executive and business man. 


KARDEX 
INSTITUTE 


Devoted Exclusively to Business 
Education and Research 


725 Kardex Bldg. 
10 E. 44th St. 
New York City 


Toronto r London v Paris 
Berlin 


As Kardex Institute is by endowment 

made independent of profit the mem- 

bership fee is fixed at the nominal 
sum of $10.00 yearly. 


[eMusic Lessons 


At Home” 


| A Complete Conservatory Course | Surface. Size 6x 


velopes to match. Has that crisp, 
By Mail Wonderful home study music lessons under crackly “‘feel” that identifies it as 
y al great American and Furopean teachers. superior quality stationery. 

Endorsed by Paderewski. Master teachers guideand coach Name address on ev sheet 

| you. Lessons a marvel of simplicity and completeness. and envelope in rich dark blue, 

Anyi tru Write telling uscourse | Plate Gothic type, up to 4 lines. 

ns IMIEMC you are interestedin— | Just send $1.00 (west of Denver 

Piano, Harmony, Voice, Public School Music, Violin, Cornet, outside U S., $1.10). We pre- 
Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo, or Reed Organ — and we will send S., 91.10). We Di 

our Free Catalog with details of course you want. Send now. Fedenn npt pt be pees La 

UNIVERSITY EXTENSION CONSERVATORY ded 


186 Siegel-Myers Bldg. Chicago, Illinois 


200 Sheets $ 
100 Envelopes 


PRINTED WITH ANY NAME AND ADDRESS 
High grade, clear white bond 
Paper—unusually smooth writing 
inches with en- 


Theodore N. Vail 


1845-1920 


Builder of the American 
Telephone & Telegraph 


Company 


Kardex Institute 
Service 

1. General Business 
Advice (Bulletin) 

. Management Meth- 
ods (Bulletin) 

. Business Conditions 
(Bulletin) 

. Washington Letter 

. Reports to Indus- 
tries (In special 
cases) 

. Personal Service (as 
requested) 


Detach Coupon 
For Mailing 


00 


POST 
PAID 


re |. Order y. 
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Once 

they called 
him 

the 

“Old Crank” 


-but that was before he lost his Corn 


all over the circuit . . . So Blue-jay 
offers this fair exchange—*New 
spirits for old corns.” . . . Solid 
comfort comes the moment you put 
on the soft and downy plaster. 
Two days later, you remove the 
pad—and the corn comes out— 
gently uprooted by the little brown 
disc of magic medication within 
the pad. 


New dispositions for old corns.” 
. . . That isn’t an impossible bar- 
gain . . . Doctors know that a corn 
may plague a man’s whole system 
—nagging his nerves, ragging his 
temper—making him feel mean all 
over . . . Foracornisn't just a 
local pain. It’s a pain-station on the 
“main line” of the nervous system. 
Tiny nerves telegraph its twinges 


Blue-jay 


THE QUICK AND GENTLE WAY TO END A CORN 
© 1925 
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GOINTO BUSINES‘ BIG PAY EACH WEEK ‘sis grs fo 


g Style- 
andy Factory” Arch shoes 20,000,000 women want. i 


No experience required. 
ay making op oppertnity iat. p Fine selling outfits, Justsend name and address to Style-Arch 
we HILLYER RAGSDALE 


CWow! 
Isnt He 
Full of Pep 


“No wonder; he cats SPRATT'S! 
Wish our people would give us 
SPRATT’S. If they only knew how 
good it is for us, I'll bet they would.” 


for Yourself 
aco re Rees, n New System 


ther Seale Edi women, 
‘ORANGE, N. J. 


"Drawer Ss” 


; Send for this book 


SPRATT'S | 


| SPRATT'S is a complete and properly bal- 
anced diet containing all of the body- building and 
nourishing elements that dogs require. No additional food is 
necessary. SPRATT’S is economical and clean to feed. 


Try SPRATT’S Ovals, the pocket biscuit for all sizes and breeds 
of dogs. Your pet will love ’em. Insist on the genuine so that he will 
not be disappointed. Your Grocer or Pet Shop can supply you. 


SPRATT’S PATENT, LIMITED, Newark, N. J. 


San Francisco St. Louis 


Contains every- 
thing you ought 
to know about 
the care and 
feeding of your 
og. No dog 
owner should 
be without a 
copy. Send 2c 
for book A-95 


CARE... Peery 
DING 
Docs 


“We began with the employees; you 
| can’t expect them to treat your customers 
| right cals ess they are treated right by you. 
Among other things, we established the 
principle that the stockholders should 
never get a dividend without the em- 

loyees getting theirs in the form of a 
onus. The dividends are paid quarterly: 
and at each quarter every employee gets 
half a month’s extra pay, except at the 
last quarter, which comes at Christmas, 
and then the bonus amounts to ten per 
cent of the yearly salary. 

“We supply lunches for those who 
cannot go home at noon, and we even 
have places for our people to take shower 
baths. Some said this was a fad; but it 
ought to be obvious that on a hot summer 
afternoon a customer is far more likely to 

et a smile from the employee who has 
been properly refreshed inside and out. 

“Certainly our whole force now feels 
that everyone who has business with the 
bank, rich or poor, educated or ignorant, is 
to be treated alike. Those whose business 
cannot be transacted at a teller’s window 
are not held up by any bars; the door is 
open for them to walk right into the room 
w here sit the cashier aa his assistants. 

“ As a matter of fact, we discriminate in 
favor of the poor and uneducated who 
come to us with their business or their 
problems—they need us more. Often a 
struggling young business fellow who is 
entitled to credit doesn’t know that he is: 
when we see this, we call him in. And we 
have the quickest kind of service for 

lacing real estate loans in our own town. 
3ut now let me show „you the greatest 
thing we have put over.’ 


JUMPING up, Mr. Paul led me to one 
of his officers, and the party of us went 
into the bank’s holy of holies—the vault. 
I saw the usual run of rented safe-deposit 
boxes. But my guides knew that these 
had no interest for me. What they did 
was to throw open a special box of great 
size, in the compartments of which I saw 
scores of paper containers. 

“There,” said Mr. Paul, “is over one 
million dollars in the finest, gilt-edged 
securities that the world produces! 

“Every cent of it belongs to the work- 
ing people of this town,” explained Jim 
pep “Each envelope represents the 
property of some one person, and the 
envelopes contain all the way from a few 
hundred dollars each up to several thou- 
sand, 

“Tt came about in this way: I got to 
thinking about our working people. The 
miners ın particular lead hand lives, there 
they are, after day, away down in the 
damp and Akau often stretched out 
on Rar stomachs as they hack away at 
veins of coal. Many of these men and 
other working people had savings ac- 
counts with us amounting to over a 
thousand dollars. 

“They were getting only three per cent. 


and no one could doubt that a large part 
of their money ought to be put into first- 
class securities that would yield them 


five or six per cent. The trouble was that 
their individual holdings would be too 
small to warrant them in renting safe 
deposit boxes. 

“Well, I decided that our bank could 
take care of their securities for them, cut 
the coupons when due, and credit the 
ı coupons to their accounts. And that is the 
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service we are now rendering free of 
charge. It began by my sending for a few 
men, explaining the matter to them, and 
advising them what securities they should 
buy, in accordance with their special 
needs and circumstances. They were 
delighted, and so the service grew up to 
its present size.’ 


ES,” I said, “but where does your 

bank come in? As I understand it, the 
money taken to buy these securities comes 
out of your deposits upon which you pay 
three per cent, and you yourselves could 
get the difference between that three per 
cent and the five, or six per cent Ad 
by the securities.” 

SaPhats what everybody has asked,” 
Jim Paul said, laughing. “Where do we 
come in, especially as the service puts on 
us a lot of responsibility and expense? 

‘Well, for one thing, those people have 
been financially educated—I don’t think 
any of them will ever fall for any sucker 
propositions. Then every one of those 
working people, many of whom are of 
foreign origin, now have a stake in 
America such as they never had before. It 
has made them better citizens of their 
country and town, and what is good for 
the country and town is good for this bank. 

“But don’t you fear that we haven’t 
got our direct return. It has been the 
finest kind of advertising; it has brought 
in scores of new accounts. Then there are 
the coupons we cut; these new security 
holders generally take the utmost pride in 
their holdings; they feel that under no 
circumstances must they part with them. 
On the other hand, they regard their 
savings accounts largely as protection 
against sickness and unemployment. So, 
to make up for the depletion of their 
savings accounts caused ‘by the purchase 
of their securities, they start in once more 
to save as they never saved before! 

“Now you will remember my saying 
that the more I have tried to do for other 
people, the more has come to me. I can’t 
tell you all that has come to me, but here 
are some figures which at least will 
indicate it: In 1918, when I took control, 
the bank’s deposits were $2,200,000; 
to-day, only seven years later, they are 
$4,800,000. In 1918, the bank was paying 
twenty per cent dividends; to-day it is 
paying sixty per cent. Py 

I am an advertiser; and advertising in 
general is like casting bread upon the 
waters—usually i it doesn’t come back to 
you until after many days. But I repeat 
that the finest kind of advertising is 
slipping, the other fellow a little bread for 
himself.” 


“WHY I Stick to the Sticks” is 

delightful article next month, in 
which Robert Quillen, famous news- 
paper paragrapher, tells why he pre- 
fers his little town of less than two 
thousand inhabitants to any of the 
bigger places. “If our policeman 
ever has to arrest anybody,’’ says 
Quillen, ‘‘he apologizes for doing it. 
Our gasoline filling stations will al- 
ways charge it, and you could hardly 
find a man so sorry that he is not 
allowed an occasional overdraft at 
the bank.” Quillen has built up a 
national reputation as a newspaper 
man without leaving his village home. 


How It Feels to Be a 
Salesman 


Thirty-One Fifty! 


Mr. Valeis wes aring a Simpson suit 


Successful 


By a Man who used to 
Earn only $25 a Week 


HE BIGGEST change about me 

has been my income, I guess. I don’t 
seem much different from the man who 
used to clerk it for $25 a week, in fact 
I know I'm not. Of course I do appear 
more confident and more contented 
with my lot. Who wouldn't hold his 
head a little higher when his time is 
worth five dollars an hour than when 
it brought less than that a day? 

My success dates from thé hour I 
lined up with successful people. All my 
life I'd been working for men who 
made hardly more than a living even 
though they owned the business, What 
chance did I have with a job like that? 
What did I stand to lose in quitting 
such a job? 

I had always hankered to do selling. 
But what to sell? Luckily, this was 
answered for me, and in this way: 


The One Secret of Selling 


Two men that I knew were salesmen. 
One was always as hard up as I. The 
other was prosperous good years and 
bad. Of course „it was he I asked for 
Y ' he said, “anyone can 
ybody wants, A star sales- 
man can’t sell much of anything they 
don't want. I handle something every 
man I meet must have—clothes. I havea 
line of clothes he would rather have than any he 
has everseen. And my selling plan lops fifteen 
or twenty dollars off the usual price. Do I 
gather in the orders? I'd be a dub if I couldn't!" 

A few days after I had decided to step out 
with the Simpson line my case of woolens and 
selling outfit came. It was twoin the afternoon, 
Saturday at that, but I started out. I called on 
several friends; no luck; perhaps they didn’t 
believe I was a saleman. I wasn't so sure that I 
! But I tackled some men that I didn't 
know and who didn’t know me. Three of them 
ga me a chance to talk clothes. I got the case 
open, some samples in their hands, and I sold 
two suits that afternoon. 

I never went back to my old job. I never will. 
While I haven't made a thousand dollars every 
month my average is at least four times my 
previous earnings, and while I do work hard, 
I really like to; perhaps because I don't have to. 
And last October I took a real vacation of three 
solid weeks. When I got back, I picked up so 
many orders from old customers who had been 


wa 


waiting with their orders for Fall suits and over- 
coats that the old bank account didn’t suffer 
much from my long absence! 

Robert J. Vale 


(in a Simpson Suil) 


Five Planks in Mr. Vale’s 
Success Platform 


1. “You stand a better chance of gr 

oppor tunity than of always holding 1 

2. “Get over the idea that a man must be trained 
or t iL nted in order to sell goods. 

3. “When your quality and price both beat the 
other fellow's you have no competition.” 
4. “The backing of a house that's on the s 
beats owning a business all hollow.” 
5. “Working hard for yourself is yc 
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in the picture. Tailored to order, 
the material virgin wool. Would 
you buy clothes like this? Could 
you sell them for $31.50? 


My selling method? Simpson didn’t 
even ask that I learn any special sys- 
tem of selling. They gave me valuable 
pointers, but the woolen fabrics they 
give „the beautifulstyling and tailoring 
they “seem to know asnootherhouseinmy 
humble opinion does know, just natu- 
rally sell themselves. W hen they hear 
“thirty-one oity ney just ask when 
I can promise the finished garments. 


Simpson’s Standing 
ffer 


The Simpson plan is such an ideal way 
to be fitted and suited in tailored-to- 
measure clothes that sales come easier 
each season. 

New Fall line readynow has more than 
150 fine suitings in variety of colors, 
patterns, and weaves—every wante d 
new sh. ade—a also 30 overcoatings in 22 
distinct shades and weaves. 

If you believe you might like to help 
this business grow, and to grow with it, 
write us and we will give you many interesting 
facts and figures about this fascinating line of 
work. Past experience does not matter if you 
are earnest. Nor your present circumstances if 
you are anxious to better them. 

Your request will bring full information if you 
address J.B Simpson, Inc. -e 
Dept. si io, C hicago. 


Every representative of Simpson 
is provided with a beautiful case 
of gorgeous woolens and complete 
outfit. A Whole Tailoring Store in 
10 x 13 x 6 in. space. 


WANTED: 75 New Men 


The fast-increasing popularity of the Simpson Pls j 
makes an opening tor seventy-five to a hundred nc 

representatives this season. 
yublished, tells all about this interesting business, 
now anybody can start, what you can earn, the 
experience of others, etc. The territory you would like 
may be open. Why not ask about it? Perhaps this is 
chance you have wanted all your life! € lip coupon 


Our new book, jus se 


j@SiMPSoNiN® Dept. 1110 


Chicago, Ill. 
WITHOUT OBLIGATION, „Send me new 
illustrated book, ‘The Simpson pi i in,” with complete 
information about the opportunity your line offer 
any man who is willing to work. 


ase 


Name... 


Address 


Write for our Guide Books & 

“RECORD OF INVENTION BLANK” 

© before disclosing inventions. 

ATENT model or sketch and description + your invention 
for Inspection and Instructions Terms reasonable. 


Victor J. Evans & Co., 757 Ninth, Washington, D. C. 


Become a Salesman 


Make big profits selling 
Harrison Clothing to Men 
Full time or spare time. 


If you're sincere, if you're a worker, you 
can make big immediate profits and build 
a fine permanent business by: selling Har- 
rison quality clothes at $24.75 and $29.75. 

Selling direct is the coming business, it's 
now $300,000,000 a year. This is the big- 
gest-value, easiest-selling, friendship- 
buillding line you could carry. Start by 
making calls on relatives, friends, neigh- 
bors, tradesmen, ete. You make a friend 
of every man you sell—give him better 
clothes and save him money. The values 
are astonishing and satisfaction is guaran- 
teed. Latest N. Y. models, fine all-wool 
materials he's used to paying more for. You 
collect liberal commission when you make 
each sale. Wedo therest—ship, collect, etc. 

Big profits from first day. Big repeat busi- 
ness. Write for free kit today and be on 
the job in lessthan a week. 


S. HARRISON BROTHERS 


Dept. 8F, 133 West 21st Street, N. Y. City 


oe A new pro- 
Become a Foot Correctionist #=icn/n0: 
hiropody. All the trad tt pedical 
nor chiro e e you can atten ; Many 
are maki $3,000 to $10,000 yearly, easy terms for train- 
ing by mail, no further capital n led or goods to buy, no 
agency or soliciting. A 
Stephenson Laboratory, 16 Back Bay, Boston, Mass. 


( yur thouss ands of men andwomen 
agents are making a stupendous suc 
cess pr takin otda rs for the great- 
est tabric di covery ol of the age! 
Malioch Fibre Sik Underwear has 


All the Beauty of 
Silk at ¥4 the Price! 


yes—often one-third the price! NOW— 
every woman can gratify that ‘*Secret 
Silk ire!’* Malloch Fibre Silk gar- 
ments have the most beautiful ever- 


Looks New 
n5 Always! 
than thread silk with no more care. Fibre Silk sells itself! 


lasting lustre — exquisite colors that 
never fade — and they wear 


No experience needed. Besides Fibre Silk we bave the most 
complete and beautiful line of hosiery and underwear in 
oaea Malloch goods are worn all over the world! 


Big Pay Every Day! 
Each day you get your big commissions asa deposit paid 
by the customer, to whom we ship dá direct. Three other 
selling methods ae ope from. Sample 
with sure sal You can bard up a big business. 
We pay pin Ear maag cl ~-A and guarantee prompt delivery. 
WRITE! pit you hurry you can have other agents work- 
ing for you n't let some onein peie - 

borhood et ahead of you! Just say, “Send me Free 

Offer and Sure Money-Making Sales Pian.’ "Write t TOD. yi 


Malloch Knitting Mills, 3513 Otiews Ave., Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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& ly teeth 
shining white 

But what ' 
would the 


X-ray 9 


reveal 
EAUTIFUL white 


THIS X- 
teeth, free fromde- shows toot 
cay, are not safe unless socket destruction 
by pyorrhea 


the gums are healthy. 
If pyorrhea attacks 
your gums, an X-ray would reveal how 
quickly the infection spreads to the 
root sockets which hold the teeth in 
place. If pyorrhea is not checked, your 
teeth fall out—or must be pulled— 
because their support is gone. 


Tender, bleeding gums 
—nature’s warning of 
pyorrhea’s approach 


DENTAL clinics since 1908 have proved 
the effectiveness of Pyorrhocide Powder 
as an aid to correct bleeding gums, 
strengthen tender gums, harden soft 
gums. 

It keeps the teeth white and clean. 
Its tonic and stimulating qualities help 
healthy gums to keep healthy. It is 
medicated with Dentinol, a gum-tissue 
healing agent widely used 
by dentists in the treat- 
ment of pyorrhea. 


Use Pyorrhocide Powder daily 
—see your dentist regularly— 
and you can avoid pyorrhea. 
The economical dollar package 
contains six months’ supply. 
At all druggists. Send for free 
sample and booklet on causes 
and prevention of pyorrhea. 


' 
' 
- I 
THE DENTINOL & PYORRHOCIDE CO., i 
(Sole Distributors) Inc. į 

: Dept. E-4, 1480 Broadway, New York City 1 
Send me free sample of Pyorrhocide Powder l 

I 
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' and booklet. 
' 

1 Name.......... .. 
' 


CONDENSED set of health rules—many 
of which may be easily followed right in 
your own home, or while traveling. You will 
find in this little book a wealth of information about 
food elements and their relation to physical welfare. 


Control Your Weight Without 
gs or Tiresome Exercises 


Effective weight controldiets, acid and 
bland diets, laxative and blood-building 
\ diets, and diets used in the correction 
of various chronic maladies. 
The book is for FREE circulation. Not 
a mail order advertisement. lame and 
address on card will bring it without 
\ cost or obligation. 


HEALTH EXTENSION BUREA 
214 Good Health Buildin i 
BATTLE CREEK, MICHIGAN 


If Signs Meant Anything I Wouldn’t Be 
Writing This Now! 


(Continued from page 53) 


wouldn’t have rushed around to the 
nearest minister's to get married again— 
to each other! 

I have sat down with thirteen at the 
table a good many times since then. 
Nothing has ever come of it, of course, one 
way or the other. But if, after some 
such meeting, one member of the party 
should pass out within the year, what of 
| it? Out of any thirteen people, especially 
if they are not all young, one stands a fair 
| chance of arriving at his last great adven- 
ture within any year. 

I knew a man who was born on Friday, 
| and his wife’s birthday was the thirteenth 
of the month. So they selected a Friday 
the thirteenth for their wedding, and 
their children are about the finest and 
healthiest that I know. 


ESTERDAY, with this article'in mind, 

I went over my record books for the 
past eight or ten vears to see if the thir- 
teenth or the twenty-third—that other, 
but less “unlucky,” number that used to 
have the mystic word ‘‘skidoo” associated 
with it—had ever had any bearing on the 
good or bad luck attending my work. 

The most successful novel I ever wrote, 
the one that brought me in the most 
commendation and the most money, 
was begun on the twenty-third and sold 
on Friday the thirteenth. One of my best 
serials was begun on the thirteenth and 
finished on the thirteenth. The article 
that produced more letters from strangers 
than any other article or story I have ever 
done—it appeared in THE AMERICAN 
MAaGAzINE—was completed on the thir- 
teenth. 

I had never before noticed these dates 
at all. Out of close to twenty novels, and 
more than a hundred and fifty short 
stories, they didn’t appear frequently 
enough to attract any attention as I set 
them down. They have no significance 
now, of course, except as they indicate 
that thirteenths and twenty-thirds aren’t 
dates to be superstitiously avoided. 

There was one twenty-third that for 
three days I might have felt to be pretty 
unlucky if, at the time, I had thought of 
what day of the month it was. 

It was within a year or two of that 
surgical operation of which I spoke before. 
I had found myself unable to go on with 
my old business, and was writing and 
trying to sell fiction, meantime holding 
down a couple of small, part-time jobs 
that constituted a meal ticket. 

A friend controlled one of those jobs, 
and he was altogether a good, strong, 
square man, save for two unhappy faults 
—no, the fairer word is ‘afflictions’ — 
which life had never enabled him to cure. 
He had a sudden and ungovernable 
temper, and there were five words that 
from childhood he never could learn to 
say: “I was wrong; forgive me.” 

This combination of tragic infirmities 
caused me to pass through one of the 
most depressing experiences of my life— 
an unearned trouble, which stunned me 
l then and, even now, when time has 


healed the wound, seems almost incredible. 

There arose a pure misunderstanding, 
and in three hysterical minutes a friend- 
ship crashed, never to be in the slightest 
degree mended. With that friendship— 
a serious thing at the time, although even 
then it did not seem a tenth so important 
—vanished half my income, of which the 
whole was not more than was absolutely 
necessary to a decent living. 

And now I come to a compensating 
break of luck so exactly timed as-to be 
startling. 

That spasm of red rage, in which a big 
friendship and a small pay envelope 
disappeared together, occurred at ten 
o’clock in the forenoon, on the twenty- 
third day of the month, in Texas. At 
one o'clock that very afternoon a letter 
was postmarked in New York City accept- 
ing from me a short story and ordering 
six more, the first definite order for stories 
I had ever received. 

It almost seemed as though the Grand 
Master of Chance, contemplating, that 
forenoon, the comings and goings upon 
the face of the earth, had said: 

“There’s a chap in Texas who has 
tried to do his best, and is getting the un- 
deserved worst of it. The breaks aren’t 
balancing fairly. Here, Mr. Editor, take a 
chance and order a string of stories from 
him.” 

Since that day, when a piece of good 
luck evened up the heartbreakingly bad 
one, I have sold that one editor forty-four 
short stories and ten serials! 


E KNOW that the “thirteen” super- 

stition came from the Last Supper. 
And the belief that Friday is unlucky was 
first basedon that day’s connection with the 
death of Jesus. The “twenty-three” super- 
stition is generally supposed to have 
somehow got its start feo the closing 
words of “A Tale of Two Cities.” But 
when and where did the conviction 
originate that if a black cat crosses your 
path you are in bad luck, especially if 
you kill it? 

Some old king or big general probably 
set out one day upon an expedition that 
turned out disastrously. Somebody re- 
membered, afterward, about the cat. It 
was neither tactful nor safe in those days 
to admit that anything the king or general 
did could have been responsible for the 
journey’s failure. So they laid it to Kitty! 

Well, I killed a black cat in the dawn’s 
early light, one day, with a target rifle. 
He was an unharmoniously musical cat, 
and he had got in the path of my sleep. 
I had an uncomfortable few minutes when 
the animal’s owner found out who did it. 
but that didn’t overbalance the joy of 
never having to hear its love songs again. 
No bad luck was ever attached to the 
incident, except for the cat. 

I never broke a mirror, but a servant 
in our house did. He declared that the 
mirror broke itself—one gathered the 
impression from his somewhat excited 
tale that it jumped at him from the wall 
—and that he and the entire household 


If Signs Meant Anything I Wouldn’t Be Writing This Now! by J. Frank Davis 


Your dealer will 
show you the right 


ENUS 
PENCIL 


for any writing or 
drawing purpose. 


No other pencil 
is so smooth and 
satiny, SO everlast- 
ingly good. 

Plain Ends 

$1.00 per doz. 

Rubber Ends 

$1.20 per doz. 


Ask for VENUS B—a soft 
Pencil for general use. 


If your dealer cannot 
supply you—write us. 


American Lead Pencil Co. 


210 Fifth Ave. New York 
VENUS—The largest selling 
10c Quality Pencil im the world 
Each 17 black—3 copying degrees 


Every man is your prospec 
sale price to fit every purs 
$15 on the same high quality, pe 


$18 50 Tailor-Made 

+J3V Suits—Topcoats 

150 Choice tailoring patterns—all wool. Positive 8. 
service. Substantial commissi 

territory. Experience unt 


Write for free outfit offer. ab: 
two business references for quick action. 


Dept. 1100 Buffalo, N. Y. 83-89 Ellicott St. 


COMMERCIAL ART 


Meyer Both Company, maintaining the 
most widely known Commercial Art 
Studios in the World, offers you a practical 
training based upon 25 years’ success in produc- 
ing over a quarter million drawings for leading 

vertisers. This attractive profession equally 
open to men and women. Home study in- 
struction. 


Get Facts Before You Enroll in Any School 
Send 4c in stamps for illustrated book 
telling of the success of our students. 
MEYER BOTH COMPANY, 
Dept. 15 
Michigan Ave. at 20th St, 
CHICAGO, ILL. 


| were due to have seven years of bad luck. 

That was two years ago and he hasn’t 
had any notable bad luck yet. On the 
contrary, during the following year he 
had several things happen to him that 
he regarded as exceedingly good fortune, 
including victory in a close and heated 
contest for the presiding officership of 
our city’s leading colored fraternity. His 
explanation now is that the accident 
wasn’t bad luck for him, because he didn’t 
have his hands actually on the mirror 
when it smashed. 

I wonder what ancient queen broke 
a looking-glass just before she got herself 
into a mess of trouble, and let the court 
wise man convince her that the broken 
mirror was to blame? 


HERE is a standard theatrical super- 

stition having to do with peacocks. 
There mustn’t be a peacock feather on the 
stage, or any representation of the bird on 
scenery or curtain. I don’t know why, but 
any actor will tell you that it is as positive 
a harbinger of bad luck as carrying real 
flowers onto the stage in a scene, or 
speaking the “tag” line at rehearsals. 

I once worked as press agent for a man 
who leased a theatre. Less than an hour 
before the first performance he got his 
first good look at the tableau curtain 
and literally shrieked with horror as he 
realized that in the background of the 
painting there was a aaa peacock. It 
was the first theatrical job the artist 
had ever tackled; he knew nothing about 
the superstition, and nobody who did 
know had noticed it. 

The curtain had touched the stage, 
which, according to tradition, made it 
too late to paint the fowl out. The 
manager spent a hectic fifteen minutes 
learning that he couldn’t cancel his lease, 
reconciled himself fatalistically to a 
foreordained failure, and let the show 
begin. His management of that theatre 
was very successful from the first per- 
formance. He has since leased and owned 
other theatres, and become a producer 
as well as manager. 

Did this cure him of all superstition 
about peacocks? He thinks it did. He 
now has a peacock painted on the tableau 
curtain of every theatre he controls. It 
is very small, and is always placed where 
it will not be easily noticed, because he 
says it wouldn’t do to let any of these 
superstitious actors see it. 

I know a business man over fifty years 
old, otherwise intelligent, who, if asked 
to pass a knife or a pair of scissors, will 
lay them down and ask you to pick them 
up for yourself, because it is bad luck to 
hand them to anyone. Wanting to give 
his little nephew a pocketknife for Christ- 
mas, he made the kid pay him one cent 
for it, because giving anyone a sharp 
instrument is a sure sign that friendship 
is going to be cut. 

My wife has presented me with three 
pocketknives in the past ten years. We 
are still friends. 

And we pass scissors freely in our house 
—but we A not throw them. 

I have never myself happened to ex- 
periment with that awful omen of having 
three persons light cigars or cigarettes 
from one match, but an acquaintance of 
mine used to do it as often as the other 
two people participating in the rite would 
let him. He says the only times anything 
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“Which Man Shall 
I Promote?” 


wit your employer think of you when 
the next good position is open? Will 
he say, “There’s a man who is training him- 
self to handle bigger work,” or will he pass 
you by as just an ordinary routine worker? 


Do not try to fool yourself. Your employer is 
watching you more closely than you may think. He's 
constantly checking up on your work, your abilities, 
your ideals, your ee Stored away in the back 
of his mind or filed away in black and white, are his 
impressions of the kind of man you are and the kind 
of man you want to be. 

He’s willing and anxious to pay you more money 
the minute you prove that you are w more 
money. But he can’t take chances. When he pro- 
motes a man, he wants to be sure he will make good. 


Decide now—today—that you are going to be 
ready when your chance comes. Choose the position 
you want in the work you like best—then train for 
it. You can do it in spare time in your own home 
through the International Correspondence 


Write today for an interesting descriptive booklet 
which tells the full story. It won’t cost you a penny, 
but it may be the means of changing your entire life. 
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International Correspondence Nchoole Canadian, Limited, 


Montreal, Canada. 


Sewage Disposal ‘or 


Country Home, Camp or— 
any building in unsewered districts. Protect 
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. . 
San Equip Septic Tanks 
Perfect sanitation. Thousands in use. 
No fuilures Ask our specialists for Free 
Plan Sheets. 
Chemical Tollet Corporation 

979-983 Free St., Syracuse, N. Y. 
Makera also of sanitary waterless toilets. 
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Cartoonists are well paid 


We will not give you any grand prize 
Nor will 


The W. L. Evans School of Cartooning 
der Building Cleveland, Ohio 
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The Door Shrieked | 


By Mrs. Youngwife | 


i ““*Baby wakes up from her nap | 
every time I open the nursery i 
door,’ complained my sister. I | 

ia] learned why. The hinges pos- fl 

\I| itively shrieked for 3-in-One Oil. ii 

li3| ‘‘Before I went back to my own home \{ 
every hinge, bolt, lock and window |M] 

catch in her house worked smoothly \{ 
and noiselessly. 3-in-One had also |Ħ 

\{ taken the hard ‘pumping’ from her \{ 

sewing machine, the squeaks from her 

\{ go-cart, the annoying jerks from her \{ 

phonograph. ™ ii 


3-in-One || 


| The High Quality Household Oil i 


i 3-in-One is the purest of light oils. 

N Free from all injurious substances. \{ 
IN| Penetrates quickly. Oils all household 

| mechanisms perfectly. Won’t gum. \{ 
Use for motor of washing machine, 
| vacuum cleaner, electric fan; for 
clocks, casters, the children’s veloci- 
\{ pedes, scooters, etc. 


At all good stores in 1-0z., 3-oz. and %-pt. bottles | 


and 3-oz. Handy Oil Cans. The %-pt. bottle con- 
tains most for the money. 


t Generous sample and Dictionary of 
| FREE. Uses. Request both on a postal, 


THR 
0 


EE-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY 
130 LE. William St. New York, N. Y. 


LS Factories: Rahway, N. J. and Montreal GY d 


OWN A TYPEWRITER 
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and its yours j 

if you clip this now 

The ace of writing machines—at a bargain price! A 


free trial, and easiest monthly payments if you buy! l 
This Underwood No.5—rebuilt from top to bottom— 


five-year-guaranteed—removces the last reason for not 
owning your own machine. Get our proposition with 
l new and valuable Typewriting Manual, free. 


1 Typewriting Manual, large catalog, and | 

FREE full particulars of free course in touch 

| è writing, if you mail this to SHIPMAN- 
Warp Mere. Co., 2066 Shipman Bldg., Chicago. 


Name = ease ee l 
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happened that could be called bad luck 
were the occasions when the second man 
was so slow smoking up that the match 
burned his fingers. 

Did you ever know anybody who had 
any bad luck that he could lay to the 
spilling of salt? I never did, although 
that is one of the most common of all the 
old superstitions. It dates back to the 
day when salt was a luxury, placed half 
way down the table to separate the 
knights and their retainers, and so 
valuable that if anybody at the lower 
end of the board wasted any of it some- 
thing unlucky happened to him right 
then and there. 

A long-deceased relative of mine who 
had so many superstitions that her life 
was just one bad sign after another, said 
the worst omen of them all was to rock an 
empty rocking chair with your foot. I 
do it right along; it’s a habit. If this 
relative ever got out of doors, and had to 
turn back to get something she had for- 
gotten, she sat down for a second or two 
before going out again. 

And she knew positively that if you 
are out walking with another person and 
accidently pass on opposite sides of a post, 
or let another pedestrian go between you, 
the only way to remove the curse is 
to say, “Bread, butter, and cheese!” I 
suppose the charm wouldn’t work if one 
called the bill of fare in the wrong order 
and said, “Cheese, bread, and butter!” 

She came from a seafaring ancestry, 
and sailors pick up the superstitions of 
every race that sails the main. If you 
live near a deep-water harbor, get a cross- 
eyed man to walk along the water front 
with you, and observe how nearly every 
old sailor you meet face to face will cross 
the middle finger of his right hand over 
the forefinger. He probably doesn’t know 
that he is going through the Italian 
peasant motion of exorcising the demon 
that is represented by the “evil eye,” or 
that he is doing so by making the sign of 
the cross in a manner that was common 
in Rome in early Christian days. 


EXT to kings, queens, and sailors, 
gamblers have been responsible for 
more superstitions, probably, than any 
other class. I have heard of professional 
gamblers who would drop whatever busi- 
ness they were on to follow a hunchback 
through a crowd until a chance came 
to touch his hump—a good-luck gesture 
that may have been inaugurated by a 
dice-throwing king whose court jester had 
a spinal deformity. And I knew a hard- 
bitted old Southwesterner who entered 
a Texas club, sat down with a thousand 
dollars in front of him in a poker game, 
played exactly one hand, which cost him 
two dollars to draw valueless cards, ob- 
served that a player opposite him was 
wearing an opal ring, rose hastily, cashed 
in nine hundred and ninety-eight dollars, 
and left the place. He had once had a run 
of exceedingly bad luck, and had lost 
heavily to a man wearing an opal ring. 
That wasn’t according to rule. The 
old superstition is that opals are unlucky 
for their wearers. Here was a case where 
the wearer had been lucky. As men 
seldom wear opal rings, I should say he 
probably was wearing one because he 
believed it was lucky. 
It was another case of the peacock on 
the theatre curtain. A superstitious man 


can make a sign either good or bad, 
according as he happens to think he has 
had experience with it. And he is as right 
one way as the other! 


OU are quite certain, of course, that you 

have no gamblers’ superstitions. But 
did you never get nervous in a card game 
when somebody rested his foot on a rung 
of your chair? And if you occasionally 
take a friendly hand in the game that is 
America’s favorite indoor sport, didn’t 
you ever, when luck was running badly, 
get up and walk in a circle around your 
chair, to change it? Grinning, to be sure, 
to imply that really you believe such a 
thing to be all nonsense—but doing it 
just the same. 

And are you prejudiced against two- 
dollar bills, deceiving yourself and trying 
to deceive others with the argument that 
it is because they are hard to identify 
among one-dollar bills -which argument 
would also apply with equal force to fives 
and tens? That two-dollar bill super- 
stition is said to have started with a 
gambler who bought checks with one, ran 
them up into a tall stack, and then drew 
something like four queens and got into a 
harrowing jam against four aces. 

Two-dolłar bills not only are not 
unlucky, but they are exactly twice as 
lucky as one-dollar bills. You can prove 
this statement for yourself, any day, by 
asking your marketman how many pork 
chops each will buy. 

I know people who are afraid to watch 
their friends out of sight on a journey, 
because it is a sign that they won’t come 
back. [ll warrant the king who was re- 
sponsible for that one watched his depart- 
ing commander-in-chief out of sight, and 
the commander-in-chief presently got him- 
self killed in the fracas he went out to 
start. 

Well, I’ve watched friends depart, and 
it didn’t do them any more harm than 
it did me. 

It was another potentate, probably, 
who saw the new moon over his left shoul- 
der just before something unpleasant 
happened. All those things must have 
come from kings, and princes, and belted 
knights, and knights who were about to be 
belted, because nobody in those times 
made record of what happened to com- 
moners, who usually were out of luck 
anyway. 

One shoulder or the other is all the 
same to me, provided I get a squint at the 
moon and it looks pretty. My total ot 
lefts is as high as rights, and equally 
devoid of significance. 

The only man I ever knew who claimed 
that the moon over his left shoulder had 
affected his luck said he was courting in 
the twilight, and asked her to marry him, 
and just as he saw the new moon on 
his wrong side she said “No.” So she 
married another man, whom she hen- 
pecked within an inch of his life, and my 
friend got over the shock and married 
another girl, and did well. He says if any 
wiseacres claim that was bad luck they 
are liars, and as poor judges of girls as 
they are of omens. 

Without having experimented with it 
any more than has been absolutely neces- 
sary—and no untoward results followed 
when I did—I stand by one old super- 
stition. I will not, if I can help it, pass 
under a ladder. Nor, for that matter, 


Tneed your help. I want tointroduce in 
every town a remarkable linc of hosiery 
made by an amazing new method. It 


Why I Am Not Afraid to Die, by Invinc BACHELLER 


Use IE PAGE'S for 


permanent mending 


WHEN you mend an article of useful 
household value, if you want to be 
sure of making a permanent repair, 
use LePage’s Glue. The quantity of 


glue you use is so little, and the cost 
so small, why risk using anything 
but the best? As in everything else, 
the best is cheapest in the end. 
LePage’s insures permanent repairs. 
Insist on LePage’s. 
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AG E’S 


GLUE 


HOSIERY 


fits, wears and looks better and retains 
nee of “ne gi 1- 


h y can er so wri 
„Mary MacDonald, c-o Wearplus 
29 Wearplus Ave., Bay City, Mich. 


$ 2 
Tired, Aching Feet 


For instant and permanent relief of tired, aching 
feet, weak and broken-down arches, weak ankles, 
rheumatic-like pains in the legs, cramped toes, 
painful heels, callouses, etc., Dr. Scholl’s Foot- 
Eazer is the most practical appliance ever devised. 

Ir is light in weight, springy, bridges the foot 
from hecl to toe, equalizes weight of body. Ad- 
justable as condition improves. Worn in any 
shoe. Sold and expertly fitted by shoe and 
department stores everywhere—$3.50. 

Write for free book, “The Feet and Their Care” 
in which Dr. Scholl explains the correct treatment 
for this and other foot troubles. Address: The 
Scholl Mfg. Co., 213 W. Schiller St., Chicago; or 
62 W. l4th St., New York. 


Dr Scholls 


Foot Comfort Appliances 


quickly. 


under a loose and shaking signboard in a 
gale of wind. Nor under a staging with 
careless painters thereon. Nor under a 
moving motor truck. All for the same 
reason. 

Bad luck and good luck, for twenty-five 
ears I have kept the score, and the 
reaks of the game have fallen both ways; 

but the bad kasot ever caught up with 
the good. And over and over again, what 
seemed to short-sighted humanity at the 
moment to be bad has itself turned out to 
be good. 

Since that day, twenty-five years ago, 
when I discovered in my palm the worst 
hard luck line in the world, my good right 
hand, aided and abetted by my left, has 
hammered out more than six million 
words on nine trusty typewriters. And 
perhaps this little review of personal 
experience also, which I never would have 
thought of writing if I hadn’t been born 
with that palm-wrinkle, will bring in 
enough to fas a few batteries for the 
radio. 

Bad signs? Their true meaning? 

As a qualified expert on the subject I 


cheerfully Eo that they are interesting | 


—but that they don’t mean anything. 


ELLIS PARKER BUTLER, famous 


. humorist, is at his best next month 


in an article that describes his ad- 
ventures as a free rider in the auto- 
mobiles of his friends. “I began my 
career as a sponger,’’ says Mr. But- 
ler, ‘‘back in the days when an auto- 
mobile was little more than an at- 
tachment screwed to the side of a 


large brass horn with a bulb the size | 


of a hot-water bottle on the side 
of it.” He has never owned a car, 
never cranked one, and never bought 
any gasoline, he says, until recently. 
“But automobile owners are getting 
so hard-boiled,” he adds, ‘‘that now- 
adays, when a free rider offers to pay 
for the gas, the offer is not taken in 
the spirit in which it is meant!” 


Why I Am Not 


Afraid to Die 


(Continued from page 34) 


known each other as boys. Years later we 
met. He was a famous man. 

“*T wish that we could sit down to- 
gether for a talk, but I haven’t time now,’ 
he said. 

“We made an appointment. For some 
reason I couldn’t keep it. Again and 
again we met and tried to agree upon a 
time and place for our visit, but without 
success. We.were both busy men. I 
sought him in his study and he sought me 
in mine, at different times, but we didn’t 
find each other. 

“The last time we met he was bent with 
age and infirmity. I suppose that I may 
have looked as old to him as he looked to 
me. We had only a few minutes together. 
He gently took my arm and said to me: 

“Savage, when we meet across the 
border we'll go and sit down in some quiet 
corner and have that long-desired talk.’ 

“‘ Don’t you forget it,’ I urged. 

es] healt keep that in mind and be 
looking for you,’ he answered.” 


For Cuts, Bruises 


and Bumps 


For over half a century phy- 
sicians, nurses and mothers 
have found “Vaseline” Pe- 
troleum Jelly a safe, sooth- 
ing and healing dressing for 
cuts, bruises and bumps. 
No first aid kit or family 
medicine cabinet is complete 
without “Vaseline” Petro- 
leum Jelly. 


It does not deteriorate with 
age but is good to the last 
little dab. It protects against 
dirt and air and lets nature 
rebuild and heal. 


Look for the trade-mark “Vaseline”. 
It is your protection. 


CHESEBROUGH MFG. CO. 
(Consolidated) 


17 State Street 


Vaseline 


REG. U.S PAT. OFF. 
PETROLEUM JELLY 


New York 


Standard 
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Corona Typewriter Co., Inc. 
102 Main St., Groton, N. Y. 
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RUNNING WATER ` 4” 


for your health’s sake 


UNNING water is the secret of a 

more healthful and livable home. It 
addsmore to living comfort than any other 
convenience—for you can have water un- 
der pressure in bathroom, kitchen, laun- 
dry, barn, water trough—any place at 
the turn of a faucet. It brings more sun- 
shine into the lives of the entire family— 
puts the roses of health into the chubby 
cheeks of the children. 
And the low cost—only a few cents a day—buys 
not just running water but better health, more 
happiness and greater comfort—the only things 
in life worth while. 
All this is made easily available by the Fairbanks- 
Morse Home Water Plant. There is a plant for 
drawing water from any source—lake, spring, 


PRICES 


120 gallons per hour ca- 
pacity pump; Lipa Koa 
motor, e lon galva- 
nized tank 
complete $84. 75 
4 200 gallons per hour ca- 
r pacity pump, 60-cycle 
4 mor Re Pye galva- 
s nized tank, 

complete $123.00 
Above prices, cash f. o. b. 
factory. 
Also larger sizes for en- 
gine or electric drive, 
correspondingly low 
priced. 


200 gal. 


per hour 
plant 


“It's Automatic” 


FAIRBANKS, MORSE & CO., Dept. A-9, 900 S. Wabash 


ree 


stream, shallow well, deep well, cistern. These 
plants are furnished to operate on electric, kero- 
sene or gasoline power. The electric plants 
operate automatically. See the local Fairbanks- 
Morse dealer or write us. 


Send for FREE 32-page Book 


There are seven chapters in the book which con- 
tain valuable information and answer all ques- 
tions concerning running water. Send the coupon. 


FAIRBANKS, MORSE & CO. 


Manufacturers Chicago, U. S. A. 
Fairbanks-Morse “Every Line a 
Products Leader” 


Branches and Service Stations covering 
every state in the Union 


FAIRBANKS- 


MORSE 


HOME WATER PLANTS 


Ave , Chicago, U S. A. (1289) 


Please send me your FREE 32-page Water Service Book. My source of water supply is 


( ) Lake ( ) Deep Well ( ) Spring 


LAW `; 


in Spare 
‘Time 


Learn-law and earn more money. Qualify for a high salaried 
executive position or prepare to enter the practice of law Study 
at home through the Blackstone Course prepared by 80 promi- 
nent legal authorities including Chief Justice William H. Shag 
Blackstone graduates practic ing law everywhere. LL.B. de- 

ree conferred. Magnificent 25 volume lew library furnished 
immediately upon enroliment. Moderate tuition fee. Low 
monthly terma. ereng 4 Back Searentes. Write Bo’. for Free 
copy of our 128-page book. w Trained Man 


BLACKSTONE INSTITUTE, lac. “s 


53 Grand Boulevard Chicago 
a PA a's Foremost Non- Resident Law School 
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Take His Tip 


Russell Shirk pockets $25.00 to 
$40.00 extra, every month, in his 
spare time, acting as special 
subscription representative. The 
American M agazine, Woman’s Home 
Companion, Collier’s, The National 
Weekly, The Mentor, and Farm and 
Fireside offer you an opportunity 
to make money. Your home is 
your office. No capital is needed 
to start a profitable business of 
your own. 


( )Shatlow Well 


( )Stream 


.. Slate 


ACHING, TIRED FEET 


are quickly el by massaging 
daily with soothing, healing 


Mentholatum 


Write for free sample 
MentholatumCo.,Buffalo,N. Y., Wichita,Kans. 


Russell Shirk, 
Indiana 


CLIP THIS COUPON 


Chief of Subscription Staff, 
T CROWELL PUBL ISHING x SOME) ANY 
Park Avenue, New York, N 


Dear Sir:—Give me, without obligs ae Mr. Shirk’s tip for a profitable busi 


Name 
Address 
City... 


( )Cistern 


It is the first appointment for eternity 
, that I have known. We should all have 
faith like that of these wise old men. 

In all the world there are no two per- 
sons who are exactly alike. Their faces, 
their manners, their voices, differ. You 
would know the voice of your friend, 
' though you may have heard a million 
others since his came to your ear. It 
registers a note all its own. It is unlike any 
other. It is unmistakable. Everyone is 
building up in himself something unique. 
You feel it even when it is silent. It lives 
in our memory as long as we live. What 
is it? We call it personality. If it has 
power, it is the most tremendous thing in 
this world. We long to touch the hem of 
its garments. Curious crowds used to 
follow Franklin and Lincoln in the streets, 
feeling the power of that mysterious thing. 
There is a Find of divinity in it. 

Greater than His words or His deeds 
must have been the personality of Jesus. 
Is this thing to perish utterly? If so, birth 
becomes a misfortune, life a delusion and 
an injustice, and the power that rules the 
world a heartless, aimless thing. This to 
me is unthinkable. The strongest teaching 
of science is that nothing perishes. 

But my faith is founded mainly upon 
certain miracles. I am aware that many 

balk at the Gospel miracles. I do not, but 
my faith has little need of them. I base 
it on miracles, proved beyond all question, 
on facts unassailed and unassailable. The 
corner stone of my structure is the miracle 
of the lonely, divine personality of Jesus. 
Nhat care | whether or not He was born 
of a virgin? Did the dreams of the prophets 
relate to Him? I have no doubt of it, but 
with me that is not an essential point. 
The fact remains that His birth was the 
most prodigious and unaccountable event 
in recorded history. 

A miracle greater than the raising of 
Lazarus from the kingdom of Death was 
the raising of Jesus from the kingdom of 
Herod. Think of the environment! The 
rotten body and the leopard soul of the 
Idumean tyrant, Herod, with his court 
of strumpets, sycophants, and grafters. 

The religion of the Jews was a mass of 
law, stern to cruelty, and largely outworn. 
Its God had become a heartless tyrant, 
kept on his throne, as one may say, by 
stoners, dagger men, and like murderous 
fanatics. 

Undoubtedly the Jewish people were 
trying to preserve their nationality and 
culture, but they were also, and naturally, 
seeking revenge and conquest—a king who 
would change the seat of tyranny from 
Rome to Jerusalem, and fatten the land 
with the treasure of its oppressors. Theirs 
zn a religion with little love or mercy in 

The best man in Jerusalem was stoned 
to death because he overstepped the letter 
of the law. The Jews were no better and 
no worse than the Gentiles, but their 
religious fanatics were the terror of the 
| world. 


UT of this wallow of moral rottenness 

and savage fanaticism and religious fe- 
rocity rose the Princeof Peace, the sweetest, 
wisest, most loving soul the world has 
known, even in far better days. 
j Josephus has described his environment 
in Galilee. It was such as would naturally 
| have produced in Nazareth a religious 
tyrant, a man of conquered friends and 
hated enemies. It didn’t. It produced a 


man who won his friends by love, and who 
hated no one—not even his enemies. Here 
was a miracle of God greater than any 
recorded in the Gospels. 

A tree growing to great stature out of 
a bank of salt without nourishment would 
be a miracle no more amazing. 

Naturally, having declared himself, he 
could not live long so hopelessly out of 
harmony with his environment. He was 
rejected even by his own brothers. 

The second miracle I am thinking of is 
one of vision, when, being unable to turn 
His people from the way of error, He fore- 
told the destruction of Jerusalem, the 
coming of the day when not one stone 
should be left upon another. It came 
thirty-seven years after His death, when 
the army of Titus reduced the city, and 
when in a land about the size of the little 


state of Rhode Island one million two | 


hundred thousand had perished, mostly 
by the savage hands of their fanatical 
brothers, and when the walls of the temple 
and the city were thrown down, If any 
such rate of slaughter had happened in the 
late war there would not have been a man 
left in the world. 
Mark what He says: 


Then let them which be in Judea flee to the 
mountains. 

And let him that is on the housetop not go 
down . . . to take anything out of his house. 

Neither let him that is in the field turn back 
again for to take up his garment. 


(It is probable that the early Christians 
took the advice of their Master in some 
one troubled day of 66. There would seem 
to have been no member of the church in 
the city during the siege.) 

For in those days shall be affliction, such as 


was not from the beginning of the creation . . . 
unto this time, neither shall be. 


Now in these last words is the great 
miracle of vision, for mind what happened 
to the host of people who had come up to 
the feast of the Passover and were trapped 
in the city, as recorded in the account of 
Josephus. 

Mannezus, who had charge of one gate, 
and whose duty it was to keep a record of 
the bodies passing his way, and who fled 
to the Romans, reported to Titus that 


through his gate 115,880 bodies had been | 


cast out during the siege. All this at a 
single gate. Other fugitives reported that 
the total number of the corpses of the 
poor which had been cast out exceeded 
600,000, not counting such as had re- 
ceived burial. At this time the dead were 
piled in large houses, and the doors closed. 


THAT Jesus should have foretold the 
destruction of the city and thetempleis 
not surprising, but how could He have 
known that nothing since the beginning of 
the world would equal the horror of it? 
‘Those are almost the exact words of the 
historian who describes the scene. The 
point I make is that He must have had a 
power beyond that of men. Shall I doubt 
that such vision was unable to look beyond 
the grave? 

I repeat that the man himself was a 
miracle. When that is realized, the sepa- 
rate acts in His life cease to tax our 
credulity. 

Imagine the greatest prophet, the most 
inspired poet, the wisest philosopher, the 
noblest orator, the furthest-seeing states- 
man, the most loving philanthropist that 


| 
| 
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Wantedsa Man 


We're tailors of men’s clothes. We sell these 
clothes direct to the wearer through special 
salesmen representatives. In this way, we 
eliminate all unnecessary middlemen and so are 
able to sell pure Virgin Wool suits and over- 
coats made to order for the low price of $31.50. 
We believe these clothes equal in every way to 
the clothes generally sold at $50.00 or more. 


Because of the savings we offer and the qualities 
we give, our business has grown greatly and we 
find we need more men to represent us and take 
care of the increased demand for our goods. 


We are now seeking such men. The men we want 
must be steady-going, responsible, and have a 
good reputation in their community. They must 
have the ambition to make good in a big way. 


The man whose application we accept will find 
himself to all practical purposes in business for 
himself, but without the cares or worries that 
ordinarily go with a business. He will represent 
us in his community, call on men, submit our 
samples and take their orders. Beyond this he 
will have no responsibility, investment or risk. 


We now have men representing us in this way 
earning from $100 to $150 a week and even 
more. Earnings are not limited. They depend 
entirely on a man’s energy, industry, and his 
application to work. 


If you think you measure up to our uire- 
ments, write us. Selling experience, though de- 
sirable, isn’t the important thing. It doesn’t 
take great salesmanship to sell a $50 value for 
$31.50. The important thing is honesty, energy, 
and the ability to cover the ground. If you 
have these, we'll supply the experience. Mail 
the coupon today or better still, write us a letter 
telling us about yourself. You'll hear from us 
fully and promptly. Address Dept. 770 


GOODWEAR Chicago, Inc. 
West Adams Street at Peoria Chicago 


GOODWEAR Chicago, Inc. Dept.770 
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Gentlemen: Please send me the facts about ye 
proposition, without obligation to me. 
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answer that means long-run economy and 
most value for your investment. 
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PRIDE of 
POSSESSION 


ANY fast friendships are formed 
on the golf course—yet none 
firmer than you feel for your 


favorite clubs that have proved so 
faithful through the years. 


Besides a feeling of almost human 
friendship, you will also develop toward 
your clubs a great pride in their posses- 
sion—they are so positively a part of 
the game you love—so intimately 
almost a part of yourself as you 
play. 


ever lived—Socrates, Plato, Demosthenes, 
St. Augustine, Dante, Shakespeare, Mil- 
ton, Franklin, Lincoln, all combined in one 
personality. Still, would it not be feeble 
compared with that of Jesus? Alk these 
men had their weaknesses. They would 
have had to be born again, to be purified, 
and strengthened. ee then can we 
imagine that our great composite man 
could achieve the divine stature which was 
able to reject all the kingdoms of the world 
and to accept a cruel death, with a prayer 
for the forgiveness of those who inflicted 
it! 

So can you not believe with me that 
Jesus had a power unique and above that 
of men? 


Noe as to the gospel story of the resur- 
rection: There are those who would 
have us believe that it came of the strong 
hope, the vivid imaginations, and childlike 
credulity of his followers. 

Still, we have an unquestioned witness 
who had not felt the spell of Jesus’s per- 
sonality until after the latter’s death. He 
was a man who had been one of the 
persecutors. He had not been blinded by 
He had refused to see it. 


the new light. 


MACGREGOR Clubs have been 
making such friendships through more 
than a quarter of a century—and we 


He had not felt the magnetic eloquence of 
the Nazarene. He had fought against His 
teaching. There was no childlike credulity 
believe, will in that man. His was one of the keenest 
be all the greater if every clubin your TCD of all time. His letters are of 
bag is a MACGREGOR. uestioned authority. 

Wi Whatever may be said of the others, St. 
Paul has left an abundant and well- 
authenticated record of his life and work. 
They prove that he was not a man to be 
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and martyrdom. 

The evidence in support of the miracle 
on the road to Damascus is overwhelming. 
Whatever the nature of the vision he saw 
does not affect the matter. Would you call 
it of no account, in view of the miracles 
of courage it inspired? Think of that one 
in the house of Philip, at Cæsarea. 


Earn $200 to $500 monthly. Or start your own business. 
Photography and Photo-Engraving taught by largest col- 
Mara $1860. FO week RETOUCHING pyc. Men lege of its kind in world. Established 1893. Big demand And when we heard these things both we and 


or 
furnish employment, and furnish WORKING OUTETE 
FRE: 5 payed efter; Write today Arteve Studios, 


for graduates. Write for tree book. 
Illinois College of Photography, Box 895, Effingham, 


Sporties/ 


The New Iron Clad 
, Sport Stocking for Children 


HE new sport stocking that children 

just love. Little ladies look “all 
dressed up” the very minute they put 
them on. And here’s a secret, Mother. 
They’ll please you even more than your 
little girl, because they’re built so power- 
fully strong. An Iron Clad guarantee 
with every pair! Satisfactory service or 
else—a pair of brand new stockings. 


they of that place besought him not to go up to 
Jerusalem. 

Then Paul answered: “What mean ye to 
weep and to break mine heart? For I am ready 
not to be bound only, but also to die at Jeru- 
salem for the name of the Lord Jesus.” 


This from Saul of Tarsus, who had wit- 
nessed unmoved the stoning of Stephen! 

Napoleon once said of Jesus substan- 
tially this: “Few men have had the num- 
ber of devoted followers that I have 
known. In my presence they have done 
heroic deeds. In my absence not one of 
them would deliberately die for my sake. 
Yet many people have chosen deliberately 
the way of certain death for Jesus’s sake. 
So I have to believe that He had a power 
above that of men.’ 

The disciples had been with Him. They 
had shared His toils and troubles. They 
had heard His sermons and seen His won- 
derful deeds. They went out to spread the 

ood tidings of the new law of life, which 
reed man from the cruel yoke of the 
ancient code. The old law was jealous of 
their work. 

Great crowds came to hear them. They 
became a disturbing force in the empire. 
Naturally, in certain cities they had 
begun to interfere with business. They 
taught that vain glitter and fine raiment 


Remember to take home a pair as a little 
present for her today. Ask for Iron 
Clad No. 76. Its mercerized in a drop 
stitch pattern with cross stitch. It comes 
in Black, Russian Tan, Palm Beach and 
Buck. If your dealer can’t supply you, 
send us your remittance (50¢ a pair) 
and we'll supply you direct! State color 
and size (6to 10). We’ll pay the postage. 


COOPER, WELLS & CO 
204 Vine Street, St. Joseph, Mich. 
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were of small account. No doubt the con- 
verted had ceased to buy extravagant 
things. The merchants and trade unions 
who paid taxes began to complain. They 
appealed to the magistrates; so did the 
priests. The latter had begun to observe 
depleted revenues and reduced attend- 
ance at the festivals. 

The agitators were summoned to court. 
They were warned, persecuted, impris- 
oned. They went on with their work. 
Finally, one by one, they were commanded 
to desist or die. 

They said, as we may find in the records, 
substantially this, “We can die. That isa 
little matter. But we cannot desist, for we 
speak of things of which we know.” One 
by one they suffered death. Note the 


words of St. Andrew as he knelt by the 


cross upon which he was presently to be “CXOMEBODY’S Mother” must 
hung for refusing to make a sacrifice to the be protected from the dangers 
gods, as the pro-consul had ordered: : 

which beset all of us, 
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a war} 
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body of Christ which hung upon it. I go joy- guards youcan place about her. She 
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and chains and wild beasts and crosses. 
It conquered the unconquerable. It has 


survived its disappointments and errors 9 
and defeats. Empires have risen, and 
fallen into decay and vanished. Con- 


querors have swept over the face of the 
The Arm of Law and Order 


earth, breaking down the structures of the 
spirit reared by its toil. Still it goes for- 
ward building them up again, clothed and 
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which I have spoken; and more, vastly Works, 2612 Main St., Norristown, Pennsylvania. ù 
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book would be large enough to contain the 
things I should write. Ea 

It is a mystery—this matter of listening 
in for the voice of God, and knowing when 
it comes to your ear. Whitman has tried 
to express the recognition of it in these 
beautiful lines: 
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| decide them to come to the fair. 


forms of boards as starts at the 


“Walk Right This Way, Ladies and 


Gentlemen!” 
(Continued from page 28) 


asa man in any business or profession 
wants to know what the head men in his 
line have accomplished. 

“Auto races on dirt tracks are danger- 
ous; but the public wants a thrill. The 
drivers must be sound mentally and 
physically, as they have to see clearly and 
act quickly, to avoid accidents. There is 
very little frivolity in a good auto-race 
driver. He lives on too intimate terms 
with Death. 

“A fair cannot get along without 
speakers, any more than it can get along 
without races. But this is a curious fact: 
Nobody at a fair seems to care a rap about 
what a speaker says—at the fair. We have 
to have big men as speakers, because 
people read in the papers the announce- 
ments of their coming, and that may 
But, 
once there, a holiday mood is on; they 
want to see the great man, to look at his 
hat and clothes, and the color of his eyes, 
maybe. Then, they are done—they don’t 
care much about his ta/k. No matter 
how well he talks, he can’t hold a fair 
crowd. 

“A prominent state official—the kind 
of fellow who can always draw and hold 


| his crowd on usual occasions—once ac- 


cepted an invitation from me to speak 
at the grandstand, in advance of the 
races. The people applauded his begin- 
ning, but were noisy and paying no 
attention in about five minutes. I pulled 
his coat tail and whispered: 

“*You are at a good place; stick in 
about the Stars pa i Stripes, and stop!’ 

“**Let me alone,” he replied, with heat, 
‘I can get their attention!’ 

“But he couldn’t.... The grand- 
stand, waiting for the races, yelled for the 
horses and, much humiliated, the speaker 
had to stop. He has never spoken for a 
fair since. 

“The seasoned old war horse who 
speaks often at fairs makes no such 
mistake. He will tell a few yarns, speak a 
very few serious words, and stop—hand- 
ing to the newspaper boys a long speech 
that he does want to get over, and they will 
print it. And the fun of it is that the same 
people who would turn away after five 
minutes will sit and read a two-column 
speech in the morning and feel edified to 
know that they heard it, or a fragment of 


it, at pe, eae 
“ON THE Midway, people like two 
things: danger and fakes. Danger for 
themselves or for others, it makes no 
difference. The swings that stand away 
out, the wheels that go up high, with so 
little to hold you in that you feel as if you 
must slip, the tortuous whips that jerk 
you—anything that makes you flirt with 
danger! 

“This year one of the best drawing 
attractions was called ‘The Wall of 
Death.’ Inside a hollow cylinder of long 
wooden boards with two slanting plat- 
ase, 
raced three motor-cycles and one tiny 
auto, just big enough for one man. 


“The spectators stood above on a plat- 
form which was bound to the cylinder with 
steel cables. When the boys came higher 
and higher on this cylinder, riding around 
and around until they were just under the 
platform—so near that one could stretch 
an arm out and touch them, if one had 
dared—the whole apparatus shook, and 
threatened to go down. 

“There was a double thrill—the riders 
were in real danger, no one could doubt 
that; and the spectators stood a good 
chance of being in danger, in case of 
accident or collapse of the structure itself. 
Courting danger two ways, this attraction 
had a waiting line, when other barkers 
shouted dkar lonas out! 


“ Į REMEMBER one time an old farmer 
and his wife were listening to a barker 
telling of the freaks in a side show. The 
main freak, according to the outside signs, 
was a two-headed man, a giant negro, 
who, the sign said, was “born alive.” The 
barker told the history of this man, 
“captured in the jungles, returning to his 
native land in a few weeks.” He even 
mentioned the steamer to be taken in the 
journey, and the farmer and his wife 
heard him all through. When he stopped . 
and began selling tickets, the wife called: 
‘Say, John, let’s go on.’ 


' “But the old fellow stood still. “I 
don’t want to go oh,’ he announéed. 
“His wife eyed him anxiously. ‘ But 


you ain’t goin’ in to that thing?’ she urged. 
You know it’s a fake.’ 

“The man grinned, a broad, satisfied 
grin, and shifted a wad of tobacco. 

“*Yeah,’ he agreed. ‘I know it’s a 
fake, and I ain’t goin’ in. I’m staying 
right here till he begins again. I like to 
listen to him.’ 

“He had the right of it: the best part 
of that show was out there! Yet the folks 
who did go in, walked up to the pine box 
containing a clay model of a two-headed 
man—a miserable thing, with the legs not 
even finished—glanced at it, and walked 
on to the Bohemian glass blowers, too 

roud to show that they had any interest 
in the two-headed man, knowing all the 
time that it was a fake, and yet led, despite 
themselves, to pay a quarter and get 
inside. It beats me; but it works every 
time! i 

“The side shows of to-day are clean, 
however; not like those affairs of old, 
which Ma didn’t intend to let Pop go into 
—not while she was there. No girlie shows 
are permitted at most of the big fairs. 
Instead there will be a spectacle. We used 
to have the downfall of Pompeii until 
Tokio burned the other year, and now we 
have the destruction of Tokio, earth- 
quake, burning, and all, with a magnifi- 
cent effect and a full grandstand. The 
main difference between this and the old 
shows is that they were rotten from any 
standpoint, and these have decided 
artistic merit. 

“ But that is the way folks run nowa- 
days. They have grown discriminating. 
Take music. You must have music at 2 


“Walk Right This Way, Ladies and Gentlemen!” by HELEN 
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Positions open 
in Tree Surgery 


Travel— more money— more 
health —a chance to grow 


We invite inquiry from sturdy, clean, in- 
dustrious young men, thorough Americans, 
single, free to travel, between 20 and 30 years 
old, with good practical education, able to 
furnish references on request. We are select- 
ing nowa limited number of such men toenter 
our employ in 1926. Write for qualification 
blank to serve in place of personal interview. 
The Davey Tree Expert Co., 279 Federal 
Bldg., Kent, Ohio 


CLARK'S SIXTH CRUISE ROUND THE WORLD 


SESO to EAconias Jan. 20, incl., Hilo, Peking; yivania 


00." 
new 8. 8. “Caledonia,” Feb. 4; 50 days, $550 to $1: 350. 


Norway in 1926, June 30; 50 days, $550 to $1300. 
Longest experienced management 


FRANK C. CLARK, Times Building, New York 


High School Course 
n 2 Years 


You can complete 
this simplifie d High 


School Course at home 
inside of two years. Meets all pequise ments fe ow aptrand o to college 
and the leading professiona. This and thirty-six other practical 
courses are described in our Free Bulletin. Send for te PODAY. 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 


Dept. N. 61 A, Drexel Ave. & 58th St. © A. 5. 1923 cmicago 


§ GRAB THIS FREE 


N EW! OUTFIT QUICK! 


STAY-PREST Trouser Presser—wonderful 

new invention—looks efficient, and it is. 

That's why 250,000 have been sold already. 
MZ first week I made $98. Since om on I have 
earned over $100 a we 


S. 
-atterson, of lowa. Man: others making big mooey. 
i 


io wonder! Millions of interested prospects. 

ality product. Puts lasting crease in trousers. 
Takes out bagginess—smoeths entire surface—dem- 
onstrates in 40 seconds. Sells quick to most men, 


FREE Selling Outfit 


You get profit at time of sale. Simply write orders. 
We deliver and collect. Test it without cost full 
time or side line. Send postcard for offer of free 
demonstrator. Join the big money makers. Write 


foid e 
Y-JUNG COMPANY 4 
inches M-78 o's aJ s geor 


New Shirt Line 
FREE to Salesmen 


\ BIG MONEY EVERYDAY 


Hundreds make $15 a day, many more 
than that. But no wonder. Fashion Wear 
Shirts in the latest styles and fabrics take 
prospects “off their feet” when you tell 
them the amazingly low prices for these 
fushionable, smart shirts. 

Everybody Buys Three Fine Shirts for $4.95 
Siwery man ls è prospect. And they usually take ad. 
rmmetage of our big, special offer on threo shirte—with s 
good prot margin for you. Don't waste time In corres- 

oe, Just send postal fo t Free Samplee—conmplete 
fise. Make $10 to $20 the dey it arrives visiting 
cet, factories, garages, etc, Write quick. Addrese 
Fashion Wear Shirt Company 


EASO Jackson St., Dept. 519 ati, Ohi 


in my pocket.” 
E, Burns 


fair, but once upon a time you could hire 
any old band and get away with it. Now, 
you have to have first-class bands with a 
reputation, and singers. People are radio- 
educated, and they know more about 
music than ever before. 

“Where wheels are allowed by law, 
wheels are a main attraction at a fair. 
People want to use their money taking 


| chances, and they don’t kick if they get 


nothing. I know one woman who has 
visited fairs for years, and has taken 
enough chances on one of those fanc 
blankets to have bought a dozen. But is 
she mad about it? Not at all. She just 
goes on to the next fair, and takes another 
chance. 

“Watch this fair,” Mr. Parker went on, 
“and see where the crowds gather. You 
can’t find a new piece of machinery with- 
out an interested group watching. It 
isn’t so many years ago that the farmers 
were standing about with their eyes 
bulging when looking at a tractor; now 
most of them own tractors, and like them, 
and they want to know what more a 
tractor can do every year, as the new 
models come. Eight years ago there was 
no machinery exhibit here; to-day there is 
the biggest farm machinery enibieg in the 
United States, run by the manufacturers— 
who pay us for space, because the people 
who come here buy when they get back 
home. 

“Of late years there is always a good 
crowd about a forestry exhibit. The 
people all over this country know that 
trees are leaving us at a too rapid rate; and 
any time anything that is going to make 
more trees is shown they go there to 
comfort themselves in the thought that 
someone is taking care of the tree propo- 
sition. We've got an exhibit at Batavia 
which includes twelve-year-old trees from 
our settings; and we always have people 
asking questions about tree planting. 

“There is a lot of sentimental interest 
in trees. Think back in your own life. 
Isn’t there some tree that stands out, some 
tree you remember?” 

“Yes,” I agreed, “a black walnut. A 
magnificent tree with a spread of a hun- 
dred feet, out on our lawn at the farm. I 
used to watch the moon—”’ 

“Yea, and a hundred other girls and 
men were watching the moon over some 
other tree,” added Mr. Parker. ‘* People 
love trees—so, usually they love a tree, 
some tree that has associations. Some- 
times they may not be as pleasant associ- 
ations as yours.’ 


WHILE I was poring over the eighteen 
hundred odd plates in the farm prod- 
ucts exhibit, and wondering how the 
judges ever decided among such perfect 
specimens of potatoes, corn, peas, beans, 
and cabbage, a small army of young folks 
—boysand girls about fourteen, fifteen, and 
sixteen—entered the building and began 
to inspect beside me. They carried note- 
books and pencils, and went from one 
table to another quietly, hardly speaking, 
intent on whatever they were doing. A 
boy would hold up a pear to the light, and 
two or three of them focus upon it. 
“What on earth,” I demanded of Mr. 
Parker, “are those young folks at?” 
PE is the best work of this fair, or of 
y other fair,” he answered with pride. 
Those young folks are learning to be 
nee We have open contests, classified, 
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The Power 
Your Electric Light 
Radio Biwi 


too! 


(CHARGE your good “A” Bat- 
tery by merely pulling a 
switch—and by another switch, 
which lets, the “B” current flow 
silently into your set, dispense 
entirely with “B” Batteries. 


Such is the miracle wrought for 
radio by the Unitron Combination 
(“A” Charger—No-Bee). For this 
device keeps radio reception 
always powerfully perfect. 


Installing it is as simple as attach- 
ing batteries. Your source of 
current is the same as that you use 
for electric light. And just as 
silent—just as safe—just as invari- 
ably certain. 


With the Unitron Combination 
comes a new day for radio—the 
day of radio power that knows no 
running down. 


Glad to send you literature that 
describes it in detail. 


Forest Electric Company 
Newark, New Jersey 


For those who prefer the Unitron 
No-Bee, this device is also built in 
a separate unit. The price is $28.00. 


NITRO 


COMBINATION 
o-Bee 


A-Cha) rger 


You can be quickly cured, if you 


ST 


Send 10 cents for 288-page, book on Stammering an 
Stuttering, “Its Cause and Cure.” It tells how i 
cured myself after stammering 20 yrs. B. N. Bogue, 
7371 Bogue Bidg., 1147 N. Iii. St, Indianapolis. 


OIL-or -SALT 


Antiseptic 


If you want a wonderful home remedy—an antisep- 
tic that promotes the rapid healing of skin affec- 
tions, cuts, burns, preteas 
Applied to open wounds, does no’ 

but immediately soothes and heals. Children do not 
scream and run away from Oll-of*Salt. They like it. 

Used in Over 50,000 Industrial Plants 

We want you to try Oil-o/+Salt at our expense. 
Send 10c to cover postage and we will forward a 
generous bottle. 


C. A. MOSSO LABORATORIES 
219 S. Leavitt St., Chicago, Iil. 
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SANITATION 


—a prime requisite in floors 

No dirt can accumulate on the continu- 
ous polished surface of Oak Flooring. 
Housework is minimized, as a very lit- 
tle attention keeps such a floor sani- 
tary, and in spick-and-span condition. 
In case your home has old-fashioned worn 
floors, modern Oak Flooring may be laid 
right over the old floor, one room at a time, 
if desired, at slight expense. 

Send coupon for these free books 
Put your flooring problems up - 
to our experts, without obli- Axe 
gation. CONSULT AN ARCHI- 
TECT BeErore BUILDING. 


| Oax Fioortnc BUREAU 
870 Hearst Bldg., Chicago 


| Please send me the free 24-page 

book “The.Story of Oak Floors,” 

and “How and Where to Use Oak 
Floors.” 


| Name..... 
| Address norm 


Approved by National Board of Fire Underwriters for 
furnaces, boilers and hot water ers—smoke pipe trouble is done 
away with forever when, this is installed. Of solid cast iron. 

nox pipe is strong, rigid, sol asily installed by anyone. Get 
ready for a comfortable winter. Ask your dealer or write today for 
illustrated circulars and special introductory prices. 


WATERLOO REGISTER COMPANY Dept. B Waterloo, lowa 
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This simplified, complete High School 

Course—specially prepared for home study 
by leading professors— meets all require- 
ments for entrance to college, business, and 


leading professions, 
Over 200 noted Engineers, 


0 Oth Business Men, and Educa- 
er tors, helped prepare the 
special instruction -which 
Courses you need for success. No 
7 matter what your incli- 
nations may be, you can’t hope to succeed 
without specialized training. Let us give 
you the practical training you need. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Drexel Ave. and 58th St. 
Dept.H-61 Chicago, 


Money Back When You Finish If Not Satisfied 


American School, Dept. H-61 
Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago ; 


Send me full information on the subject checked and 
that line. 


how you will help me win success 

o High School Course: Meets College Entrance Re- 
quirements: trains for Engineering, Business, the 

Professions. 

oO Electrical Engineering: Trains for Operating Engi- 
neer, Supt. of Power Plant, or Designing, Resea: 

or Consulting Engineer. 

oO Automotive Engineering: Trains for Automotive Ex- 
pert, Mgr. of Service Station, Supt. of Auto Plant. 
Drafting and Design: Trains for Head Designer or 
Chief Draftsman in Architectural, Electrical, Me- 

chunical, Automotive, Structural, etc. 


some classes for boys and girls who know 
somerhitg abart farming, and some for 
just any boy or girl who wants to enter. 
They begin with live stock, then they go 
right on to cattle, milk, and beef, through 
sheep and swine, dairy products, wheat, 
oats, barley, corn, and fruit. 

“They do that at this fair, and all over 
the country other fairs will have other 
boys and girls doing the same thing. Do 
you see what that means? We are training 
the coming generation to know good work, 
to know good stock, to know good fruit 
and farm products, to be experts along 
these lines. And we’re training them in 
judgment. We've a great need of judges 
for the next generation. “Did you see—”’ 

I held up my hand. “Mr. Parker,” I 
said, “ I cannot begin to write of it all, but 
I have seen all of this fair, the dog show, 
pigs, sheep, foxes, cows, horses, chickens, 
turkeys, fish, ducks, goats, farm products, 
dairies, fruit, losk Home improvements, 
midway, races, woman’s building, machin- 
Sg PERE vaudeville—I’ve seen them 
all? 


“pes the biggest fair there is, in this 
country,” he said. “‘Well then, as you 
did see the woman’s department I just 
wanted to say that we can’t have the 
cooking here any longer; the things get too 
stale in the long time they have to be 
shown. Over in Batavia, the women are 
just as keen as ever to see who can bake 
the best loaf and the best pie. But in a 
big fair the strife centers about the 
embroideries. And the hardest part is to 
keep out the professionals. 

“There were two women making a 
regular business of fairs, and when we 
looked them up they were getting about 
three thousand a year, winning prizes— 
professional exhibitors, you see. A lot of 
women send work from fair to fair, and no 
one can stop them. But that isn’t the 
object of the exhibit, and we discourage it. 

“Yes, madam,”—he turned from me 
to reply to a stout, comfortable-looking 
woman who carried a lunch basket—“ the 
Grange building is on the next street, and 
you can eat your lunch there. If you 
don’t find it, be sure to ask the state 
policeman. He knows.” 

“They seem to know everything, those 
state lice,” I commented. “And polite 
and obliging! How would you get along 
without them?” a 

“We wouldn’t!” said Mr. Parker. 
“They are a part of all the fairs now, and 
we couldn’t do without them. 

“I saw a woman going home last night, 
tired, but excited and happy. When she 
tried to get on the train the step was high, 
and the state constable there just took 
her and swung her on. She sat down, all 
flustered, beside another woman. She was 
forty if a day, but she was slim yet, and 
she looked out at the fine young constable 
admiringly> 

“Did you see what he did?’ she chat- 
tered to her friend.- ‘He just took me and 
lifted me up!” 

“She hadn’t been lifted up like that, I 
guess, for a good many years, and she was 
all set up over it. 

“Well,” he added, “it’s Fair Week! 
That’s when the old folks and the middle- 
aged folks have the right to be a bit 
foolish. Why not? It comes only once 
a year!” 

+t et + 


It isn’t won just by 
wishing; but it will be 
your beautiful, con- 
stant reminder that 
you can bring all your 
wishes true, just by 
working in The Pin 
Money Club. 


An exquisite solid gold ring, genuine 
amethyst, cut in the newest fashion, 
smooth on top, with the faces 
beneath to catch and reflect 
the light in a thousand 
amethystine prisms. 


DP you know that we 
have a great big de- 
lightful Club for girls and 
women here in The Ameri- 


can Magazine? 

And that youcan bea member, and earn 
round silver dollars and crisp “‘green- 
backs,” and wear this beautiful ring and 
share in our good fellowship and good 
times—because you are an American 
Magazine Reader? 

You owe it to yourself tofind out about 
this Club and how you can earn ten to 
thirty dollars and more at home in your 
spare moments. 

Perhaps you are a young girl just start- 
ing your business career and are anxious to 
getahead. I knowone who is, and her sal- 
ary isn’t large enough to supply her with 
the extras she needs—she turned to the 
Pin Money Club and has earned enough 
money for two cool, dainty dresses and a 
new hat in less than two weeks. She's 
also wearing our “Wishing Ring.” 

Or possibly you are a busy home wom: 
an and mother, and want extra dollars 
to buy some new clothes or get something 
nice for your house, or to pay a bill long 
overdue. And no less to be admired are 
the members whowant tohelp themselves. 

There are members in our Club who 
are home-bodies, who never earned a 
penny until they joined us. And busi- 
ness girls, teachers and schoolgirls who 
make time after hours and are richly re 
warded in gifts and money they receive 
for their efforts. 

It will not cost youa penny to become 
a Club member. So why don’t you write 
me right now? I will send you our beaut: 
ful gift booklet, and tell you how to make 
$25 this very month. 


lrg uy hak 


Secretary, Pin Money Club 
The American Magazine 


Dept. A 
250 Park Avenue New York City 


What Your Finger Nails Tell the Manicure Girl, by SustE SEXTON 


Hotel l 
JN — Positions Open: 


OTELS, restaurants, clubs, apartments, everywhere 


need trained men and women. Over 70, high-class 
positions paying up to $10,000 a year are open each year 
the hotels of the United States. In 1925 the Hotel 
Business is America’s largest industry in new construc- 
tion. Nearly a pulion dollars’ worth of NEW HOTELS 
AND RESTAURANTS being built this year will need 
over 60,000 trained men and women. 


Hotels start you at salaries up to $3,500 a year, with y 


living. At any time you have your choice of over ‘000 
hotel positions open. 

You can have, one of these high-class big-pay with luxuri- 
ous apartm jen ans meals and fascinating work. No pre experi- 
ence neces: The Lewis Schools guarantee ive you the valu- 
able knowledge’ that it has taken some of the m successful hotel 
men vegre, to obtain men who are now maki 000 to $50,000 a 
gor e train you by mali in your of spare time at e with the Lewis 

Smplifed Study Plan, gad oy you in touch with big opportunities 

All of your training under eon direction of Clifford x 
former U. 8. Government Hotel and Remanrant:] rr rt, now Man- 


aging Consultant for over 150 Hotels of 50 to rooms 
each, throughout the United, Sate. totali over sis. 000 rooms. Our 
students employed, our endorsed by 
rotted tetera aay 
for FREE BOOK, **Your Bi ig Opportunit 
Em we nd train me for one of these splendi a póeitions 
or less, and explaining our Money-Back G 


LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Clifford Lewis, Pres. 
Washington, D. C. 


showing 
n 20 weeks 


Room W-1476 


TOOTHACHE 


DENT’S 


TOOTHACHE GUM 


Will Relieve It 
ALL DRUGGISTS 
Use it until you can see your dentist 


WORK AT HOME in 


Spare Time 
par make 
‘50 to'8O a month 
Handecolor Christmas Greeting Cards 
—sil @xolaslys designs Remarkable process 
makes therm look like artist's work. Instructions FREE, 
100 cards, colored in three hours, bring you $6 to $12, 
Send $1 NOW for Big Trial Box of Christmas 
Cards. Make $3.00 at Once. 
Send name, address and $1 for Trial Box asso 
to color. Sell for $3 to$4 when colored. Easy z in- 
structions, brush, colors, handcolored card fc and 
information on how to sell included. Or send tor FREE 
ILLUSTRATED BOOK ‘‘Pleasant Pages" showing full 
line of cards, all instructions and proof. You should dro p every 
thing for this amazing money maker as 40,000 ot ve done. 
LITTLE ART SHOP, Inc. 448 Louisiana Avenue, W: 


Send for FREE BOOK 
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A Sure Way “ì 
to End Dandruff 


There is one sure way that never fails 
to remove dandruff completely, and that 
is to dissolve it. Then you destroy it 
entirely. To do this, just apply a little 
Liquid Arvon at night before retiring; 
use enough to moisten the scalp and rub 
it in gently with the finger tips. 


cards 


By morning, most if not all, of your 
dandruff will be gone, and two or three 
more applications will completely dis- 
solve and entirely destroy every single 


sign and trace of it, no matter how much 
dandruff you may have. 

You will find, too, that all itching of the 
scalp will stop instantly, and your hair 
will be lustrous, glossy, silky and soft, 
and look and feel a hundred times better. 

You can get Liquid Arvon at any drug store and 
a four ounce bottle is all you will need. This 
simple remedy bas never been known to fail. 


seLIQUID ARVON :; 


What Your Finger 
Nails Tell 
the Manicure Girl 


(Continued from page 41) 


vood-natured; and so are steel men. 

Women’s occupations also show in 
their nails. Stenographers and secre- 
taries are likely to carry carbon stains on 
their fingers. iG they come in for a mani- 
cure during the morning, their finger 
tips sometimes show dust spots from 
typewriter keys. I can always tell wom- 
en who do their own sewing jby the 
peculiar shape of the second finger on the 
right hand. This comes from wearing a 
thimble. Milliners have rough fingers. 
Sometimes, too, I find a bit of feather 
under their nails. 

“Brides and engaged girls are extrava- 
gant with manicures. Th hey are particu- 
larly concerned about the left hand. 

Scientists have proved that everything 
you touch during the day leaves some 
trace in the deposits under the nail. This 
is why a manicurist could often aid in 
detecting criminals. Murderers have been 
convicted by a single hair. Perhaps the 
telltale hair is found under the mur- 
derer’s own nail, or under that of his 
victim. 

“Blood clots, too, may remain under 
the nails for many days. But it takes 
a chemical analysıs to discover them. 
Even those people who give much time 
to the care of the hands cannot remove 
all the deposits under the nail with soap 
and water. Sometimes an orangewood 
stick fails to clean the under nail thor- 
oughl 

“All sorts of materials and substances 
find their way under the nails. A man 
who buttons his soft collar carries away 
some of the fibers in his nails. A starched 
collar does not shed lint so easily because 
the surface is smooth. 

“When unusual quantities of white 
spots appear on the nail, it is because the 
matrix has been injured. The matrix is 
that part where the new nail is forming. 
Many people blame the spots on the 
manicurist. In reality they may be 
caused by any number of unconscious 
actions, such as hitting the arm of a 
chair. 

“A bluish tinge means a bad cir- 
culation. Perfect nails should be rosy, 
oval in shape, and should have a natural 
polish. 


and 


NE of the most interesting differ- 
ences between men and womenat the 
manicure table is that amannever changes 
the style of his manicure. He insists 
stubbornly on the one he started with. 
When he was a little boy, his mother may 
have cut his nails with square corners. 
Or the first manicurist he ever had 
may have shaped them oval, or pointed, 
or round. Whatever it may be, he always 
insists on keeping the type of nail to 
which he first became accustomed. 
“Women, on the contrary, like to ex- 
periment. But they always have in mind 
an ideal nail. It is the one which indi- 
cates plenty of leisure. Long and oval, it is 
also highly polished. Most women want 


-it's 
healthy 
for the 
sters 
Y Jelictously 
flavored 
too-its 
daily use is 


Pepsin Gum 


AMERICAN CHICLE CO. 


“I Doubled My Income” 


Writes Boorem, of Pennsylvania. He 
now averages $75 a week se ling “Hand- 
iest Tool in the Kitchen” direct to 
housewives. Profits pay for home anda 
car. Let us tell you how you can make 
from $8 to $20 a day, full or spare 
time. Write today. 
co. 


THE TYLER MFG. 
Dept. A-3 Muncie, Ind. 


A Business of Your Own 


You can have it as our district 
salesman for BARTLETT 
Suits and Overcoats at $23.50 
—made of the finest quality 
of Pure Virgin Wool in the 
very latest styles and high- 
est ` grade “of workmanship; 
perfect fit and satisfaction 
guaranteed. 


All-Wool Suits $ 50 
and Overcoats = 
Guaranteed regular $40.00 
values. Can you sell such 
values? You can if the ex- 
periences of 2,000 other men 
count for anything. And you 
don’t have to have actual 
selling experience. For we will 
teach you, train you and 
equip you in a way that will 
insure your success from the 
start. But you must be hon- 
est, dependable and willing 
to work hard to make the 


J. T. Adams 


With no previous ex- 
J.T. 


perience Mr. 
Adams made $406 
profit in five weeks 
as our representa- 
tive. His record and 
the records of hun- 
dreds of others who 
have done as well 
and better are sup- 
ported by affidavit. 
We'll send you the 
facts on request. 


most of the opportunity we'll give yon If you are 
such a man, let us hear trom, You will hear 
from us with the full facts. ress Dept. 567. 


WILLIAM C. BARTLETT, Inc. 


850 W. Adams Street - - Chicago 
Gentlemen :— 
Please send me the full facts about the BARTLETT 


proposition without obligation to me. 567 
Naitan ae a a a aa 
a E TONTE A E E T 
TORD rasrasan iere ah State, aiae 
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popularity 
Plus! 


Yours—with this most winning of all musical 


instruments. It’s easy to be popular—to be 
in demand socially—to welcome every- 
where— with an irresistible 


Bu, 
{rue Clone 
SAXOPHONE 


Easy?—you'll be astonished to see what you can do 
in a few days. Most people are able to play a few 
pieces of popular music in two or three weeks. Easy 
payments to suit your convenience. Six Days’ Free 
Trial. 1 Send d for fi ra 

coupon or post card for free copy of dcauli 
Free! ful book, illustrating all models, with pictures 
of the famous professionals and orchestras. Gives first lesson 
chart. Do it today. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
907 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 


Easy to Pay _- Easy to Elay 


187 


‘Bufecher Band Instrument Co. 

907 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind, 
I ain interested in instrument checked below. 
Saxophone CornetO Tr nel Trur 


other instrum: terest 


Name 


Tappa 


- Leading Chi- 
Endorsed by physicians, 


ing Home-study M 
cago System. 
Established 2 


Earn While Learning 


If you are over 14 and under 55 years 
te for illustrated catalog and. 82 
Sam ue Lesson har akeko FREE details 

y-back Guarantee and FREE 
NURSE" S EQUIPMENT. 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 


pi. 
421 South Ashland Boulevard, Chicago 


STUDY AT HOME 
Become gk a a Legally trained 


Become 
Independent 


re a 

st sul ss in busin: 

ee atearen Grau pu- 
Bi 


to $10,000 annually. 


ny step, ¥ u çan train at hor 
gree of È. B. conferre: AaSallo 
ctick ng faw in ge brn We furnish all 


text mai rial, pa Ma fourteen voh £ ost, 

terms. Get our yal ype Taw G Goke aad Evidence” 

books free nd for them Ne Noe 

LaSalle i enia University, De 
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= DIE IN (THE oust, y) 


Unbeatable Exterminator 


GETS every rat where ordinary rat poisons 

fail. The secret is—you vary the bait by mixing 

it with a different food each night. Write for 

free booklet—“Ending Rats and Mice.” 
Dept. B-4 


E. S. WELLS, Chemist, Jersey City, N. J. 


ink finger tips and a paih: To-day the 
haa polishes supply both of these. 
One application will last about a week. 
It may be removed by putting on another 
coat, which is wiped off while the nail is 
still wet. Some polishes come with a 
separate remover, 

“Most men only want their nails 
cleaned and shaped. They do not like 
any kind of polish. The man who asks 
for a high ah as soon as he sits down 
is also frequentl 

clothes 1 in loud colors. 

“Some years ago, it was thought very 
important to have half moons showing at 
the base of each nail. I do not believe 
any people pay attention to them now. 
Ithough most women are manicured 

in beauty parlors, there are always a few 
who patronize the barber shops. There 
are several reasons for this. Sometimes a 
husband, brother, or sweetheart sends 
them to the manicurist who has done 
ood work for him. Again, many women 
elieve that men always A the best of 
everything, and so t y patronize the 
places which cater to men. 

“What sort of peame get manicured 
most often?” I asked. 

“Successful business and professional 
men,” was the reply. “About two thou- 
sand manicures are given each day in 
the Terminal shops in New York City. 


the man who buys 


Less than thirty per cent of the number ` 


served are women. It used to be con- 


sidered effeminate for a man to get a 


manicure, but that isn’t true now. Not 
in the big cities, anyway. Men get their 
‘nails fixed just like they get shaved, and 
the girls who work as manicurists. are 
looked upon as any other. working girls. 

“Men are most interested in the care 
of the nails between thirty-five and forty. 
Then they have reached a position when 
they can afford to spend seventy-five cents 
for a manicure. A younger man will get 
a manicure once in a while for a special 
occasion—such as a banquet—or when 
he is calling on his best girl. Some men 
go to the manicurist until they are eighty. 

“From twenty-five to thirty minutes 
is the average time for a manicure. The 
maximum allowed in most shops is forty 
minutes. This rule is made to discourage 
the sociable man. 


EFORE prohibition, men patronized 

the manicurist much oftener than 
they donow. Sometimes they would come 
in every day. Now, about the only men 
who get daily manicures are the Spanish 
South Americans. They like to have 
their nails highly polished. 

“A manicurist who is a good business 
woman does not accept dinner invitations. 
Invariably it means the loss of a cus- 
tomer. A man may take her out two or 
three times, and come back for his mani- 
cure for several weeks or months. But 
eventually he drifts away. 

“Among women, those in_ business, 
and chorus girls, come in least often. They 
do their own nails. 
and half an hour once a week are suf- 
ficient to keep the nails in good condition. 

“Men a 
than they do to their barbers. I have 
often wondered about this. 
it is because the manicurist must be a 
good listener. Too, she knows how noj 
to look bored. Old men are the most 
garrulous. You would be surprised at the 


Five minutes a day | 


more to the manicurist | 


No doubt | 
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Sample Offer and Sure Money 
Malloch Knitting Milts 


Nation-wide demand for trained 
executives; all departments, hotels, 
clubs, apartment houses; uncrowded 
field: fine living; quick advance- 

ment; our methods endorsed by lead- 
ing hotels everywhere; write for Free 
pak, “YOUR BIG OPPORTUNI- 

Y 
Lewis, yoye. TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Washington, D. C. 


Learn to Draw NOW §& 
High Prices Paid f 
for one cial 


ommercial -rtist 


Woot D 
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Pure 50 Wanted ®:2-2252: 
—_— a week at start. Our union made suits 
and overcoats at $23.50 (none higher) 
MADE are America’s biggest valdes. We show 
latest nifty colors and styles for men and 


ng men. Only pure wool fabric 

and The overcast are satin lined. Protected 

its * ts territo: . Sanot retirmemen in some 

Ss cot towns. te today for apotientials blank 

overt and free anaita the world’ gre clothing 

values. Address C. N. HARVEY, Box x 00; CAGO 
Copy This Sketch 


and let me see what you can do with 
i $30.00 to $200.00 or 


aru [row 


original 
at home in 

Send sketch with 
or sample chart to 
test eae ability and long list of suc- 

aful studenta case state age 

THE LANDON SCHOOL 
1446 National Bidg., Cleveland, O. 


-~ 
ask tor Horlicks 
The ORIGINAL 


3 Malted Milk , and Diet 


For INFANTS, 
Children, Invalids, 
Nursing Mothers, etċ. 
Avoid Imitations 


A STEADY JOB 


Men are glad to buy Style-Center 
tailored -to-measure suits and over- 
coats at $23.50. Our salesmen make 
$75-$150 every week. Write for say. 
The Style-Center Tailoring Co., 

Anderson Bldg., Cincinnati, O. 


Here’s an opportunity for you 
to earn your own spending money 
each week and get prizes besidës. 
You can be a Junior Representa- 
tive for WOMAN’S HOME COM- 
PANION, THE AMERICAN MAG- 
AZINE and COLLIER’S, The Na- 
tional Weekly, in your town. 


Write me to-night 
The Cos 


JIM THAYER bop i3e'stmemnato | 
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SEXTON 


You can buy all the 
materials for a com- 
te home direct from 
manufacturer and 
save four profits on the 
lumber, millwork, hard- $ 
ware and labor. 


Living room, dining 
room, 2 bedrooms, 
kitchen, bath. 4 other 
plans, some with pan- 
vies and dining alcoves. 
Get Free Aladdin Catalog 


Living room, dining 
room, kitchen, three 
bedrooms, with bath room 
Opening into hall. Cased 
arch between living room 
and dining room. 3 plans. 


Price includes all lumber cut to fit; highest grade 
interior woodwork, siding, flooring, windows, doors, 
glass, paint, hardware, nails, lath, roofing, with com- 
plete instructions and drawings. Freight paid to your station. 
Permanent Homes—NOT PORT. ABLE. Many styles to choose 
from. Write nearest mill today for FREE Money- 
Saving Catalog No. 117. 
BAY C 


The ALADDIN Co., MICHIGAN 
Wilmington, North Carolina; Portland, Ore.; Toronto, Ont. 


Agents Wanted! 


Salesmen~Distributors 


to use and introduce attachment 
that makes Fords run on 94% 
air. THERMOSTAT on ex- 
haust automatically turns 
down needle valve as Ba ong rOe 
warms, exactl Ford 
Manual says do by hand. 


Blancke Auto Thermo 

An Automatic Carburetor Control 

Makes Fords start easier winter or 

surmmer—saves half gas and oil—cuts 

repair bills one-half—reduces carbon 
mata soe half. Sells on sight to 
eve ‘ord owner as easily as giving 

Bim a $100 bill, bee 

every 10,000 miles. Ca c 

as standard equipment thermostatic 

Ea control under Blancke li- 

Big Money selling 


cause it saves $100 


Blancke 
own that 


xt necessary. 
ess of your 


e a mo ee eee . 
tA fre circulars No 


A. C. Blancke & Co. paz w, Labe, Sweet 
FOR DANDRUFF 


GLOVER’S exercises an antiseptic 
effect on the scalp. Cleanses, stim- 
ulates. Send for GLOVER’S 
HANDBOOK on the Scalp 
and Hair; free on request. 
It will tell you m 
things you should knov 

Write Dept. F-2, 


H. Clay Glover Co., Inc., 
119-121 Fifth Ave., 


New Yo 


For an invigor- 
ating rub—after 
the bath. It is 
refreshing. Try 
it! 
Service Laboratories, Inc. 
Chicago 


| readiness with which many men discuss | 


their family lives. 
| “When a manicure shop is in a large 
| office building, business men get into the 
| habit of going down frequently. This is 
| because they find that a manicure relieves 
the nervous strain, and sends them back 
to their work refreshed. 

“Even busy U. S. Presidents find time 
for a manicure. While they are in office, 
they do not go into the public shops. A 
barber and manicurist are sent to the 
suite at the hotel where our Presidents 
usually stop. 

“ And that reminds me: 


No manicurist 


is ever allowed to go out of the shop to a | 


hotel room or office unless she is chap- 
eroned. Sometimes she goes to a hospital. 
But that is only when a regular customer 
has been ill a long time. 

“Men may be confidential, but you 
ought to hear some of the things women 
el us! A prominent woman walked into 
the Pennsylvania Hotel parlor one day. 
She had never been there before. But 
she is so well known that she is easily 
recognized. 

‘The manicurist, an utter stranger, 
had not finished filing one thumb before 
she knew that her customer was having 
a very bad time with her husband. There 
was another woman in the case. And 
there were letters which had been dis- 
covered by the wife. The husband was 

oing to Canada. And the wife was on 
ker way somewhere else. She went into 
the greatest detail concerning her family 
life. The manicurist was embarrassed, 
but there was nothing she could do 
about it. 


“TIPS vary almost as much as the 
dispositions and habits of the folks 
who give them. Some men increase their 
tips with their income as the years pass. 
One of the richest sporting men in New 
York regularly gives me a tip of ten 
dollars. Seventy-five cents is the price 
of the manicure. He has been coming in 
for twelve years. But he has not always 
been so generous. 

“When I first started to work, this 
man was poor. He could afford only 
an occasional manicure even when they 
cost but fifty cents. His tip was always 
ten cents. 

“A few years went by. He began to 
look more prosperous. Pretty soon he 
was coming in regularly, and he ae 
gave a quarter tip. This continued 
several years. One day he surprised me 
by handing me a dollar bill. Ee check 
was half that amount. But he gave me a 
dollar regularly after that. A few years 
-ago, he gave two dollars. Then five. By 
this time the price of the manicure had 
gone up to seventy-five cents. Now he 
always gives a ten-dollar tip. 

fy be man has been coming regu- 
larly every week for eight years. I have 
never known him to give even a ten-cent 
tip. But the size of a tip never makes any 
difference in the quality of the manicure. 

“When a woman wants to give a 
manicurist a large tip, she is more likely 
to buy an expensive present than to give 
money. One rich woman gave a diamond 
ring to the manicurist who had been 
doin her work for a year and a half. 

n another New York shop, a promi- 
nent actress came in one day ın excellent 
humor. 


After she had a marcel and a | 


ellin’s 


Food 


Lillian Hunt 
Trenton, N, J 


Use the Mellin’s 
Food Method of Milk 
Modification for your 
baby. It has raised 
thousands of healthy, 
robust babies and will 
bring health and ha 
piness to your little one. 
Write to us for a Free Trial Bottle of Mellin’s 

Food and a copy of our book, “The 


Care and Feeding of Infants” 


Mellin’s Food Company 


177 State Street, Boston, Mass. 


-fix that loose chair now’ 
Fix it forever for a few 25°% 
cents with JOINT-LOKS. 


No sticky muss or glue. may 
Lock fits over end of round sare 
or leg and drives back in $4 i 
hole. Simple, cheap, many #60 t 
uses, 25¢ postpal: "brings . 


easy directions and trial jointlok 


package. 
JOINT-LOK CO., 6 Porter Garage Bldg., Lansing, Mich. 


Be Your Own Music Teacher 


Learn to Play at Home 

This Quick, y Way! 

A remarkable spare-time, homestudy method 

now makes learning to > play, your favorite instru- 

ment casy as o te us work—no 

teacher, neal notes,’ rts only few 

Send for FREE Be sklet “Music 

ons in Your Own Home'' and Demonstration 
4 Tenai Today. te obiigation. 

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 449 Brunswick Bidg.,New York 


Sell Tailor ing" 


Earn liberal steady income, sell’ fine tailored-to- 
order all-wool suits at $31.50 direct to wearer, 
100 styles. All one price, biggest values. Sell on 
sight. Biggest commissions, paid in advance. 
We deliver and collect. 6x9 swatch samples sent FREE, 
Representatives earn $85 and up weekly. Write today. 


W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., 161 W. Harrison St. Dept. J-406, Chicago 


The American Magazine 


TPL CO; 
Redwood Siding 


Looks better 
and lasts longer 


IDE T.P. L. Co. Redwood Bun- 

galow and Colonial Siding con- 
tains no knots, 
defects to mar beauty of a house 
modeled on the lines of early New 
England or Dutch Colonial homes. 


Cut from properly seasoned, selected 
1%" Redwood stock, this siding is 
smoothly dressed and bundled in stand- 
ard lengths. It lays flat, stays flat, and 
assures tight joints because it does not 
swell, shrink or warp. With an even 
texture and a surface containing in- 
numerable tiny cells, Redwood takes 
and holds paint admirably. 


T. P. L. Co. Redwood Bevel Siding is 
supplied in 4”, 5” and 6” widths and 
in 3 grades — clear grade, “A” grade 
and “B” grade. Every piece is care- 


fully milled, properly seasoned and in 
all respects complies with the most 
rigid grading rules. Every T.P.L.Co. 
is smoothly and 


Redwood clapboard 


CHICAGO 
1 McCormick Building 
K4 So. Michigan Avenue _ 


itch streaks or other 


NEW YORK CITY 
Pershi Buildi 
Oh menial Seen 


In order that you may see what 
T. P. L. Co. Redwood Siding looka 
like, ita fine texture, olose grain, 
excellent painting surface and ita 
Sreedom from pitch or other sim- 
tlar substances, we will gladly 
send you a amall sample of our 
Clear Bevel Siding upon request, 


squarely butted and ready to use. They 
save carpenter’s time keep waste 
down. 


Permeated during growth with a natural pre- 
servative, Redwood is protected against fun- 
gus and insectactivity. So when you specify 
Redwood siding, clapboards, shingles, win- 
dow and door es, foundation timbers, 
cornices and trim, porch columns, rail and 
balusters, pergolas, summer houses or rustic 
work, garden furniture, or greenhouse equip- 
ment, you automatically insure against big 
repair and maintenance charges. Yau get a 
home that keeps its good looks and does not 
suffer rot even if painting is neglected. 
Before you build, write for our “Redwood 
Homes Booklet,” and for our digest of ‘“Tech- 
nical Note No. 173,” a U.S. government pub- 
lication which places Redwood in the highest 
class of all commercial woods—soft or hard— 
for durability. 
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© 


SAN FRANCISCO 
Robert Dollar Building 
311 California Street 


THE LARGEST MANUFACTURERS AND DISTRIBUTORS OF CALIFORNIA REDWOOD 


Five Hours” 


experience needed. Many earn 
$100.00 weekly and bonus. 


Write for 


MADISON SHIRT MFRS., 611 Broedway, 


Ford & Chevrolet 
California:-Tops: ~- 


Ford Touring Cars. 


Winter. 
Price Low 


Quality High 
Write Factory Today. Dept. A. 


Koupet Auto Top Co. =: 


Belleville 


“I Made $21.00 in 


Writes Peter Werner, Ill. | for baking, electric fireless 
Sell Madison ‘Better-Made’’ | cooker for boiling. Electricity start» 
Shirts for Large Manufacturer | cooking. It automatically shuts off 
Direct to wearer. No capital or | 924 fireless cooker finishes the cook 


Free Samples | 


Koupet California Tops for 
Ford Roadsters, Chevrolet and 


Economical Closed Car Com- | 
fort. Protects your health. | 
Keeps out dust, wind and rain. 

Cool in Summer. Warm in | pri 


Illinois 


‘Campbell’s “RAPID” ELECTRIC 
Fireless Cooker Range —_ F 


| Exactly what you've been waiting 
for—the Automatic Rapid Elec- 


tric Fireless Range has double 
Electric grill for frying, 17-in. oven 


ing. Works off home lighting circuit 


SPECIAL 30 DAY TRIAL OFFER 


Write for FREE home science cook book, 
Cash or easy ents. Low price will 
amaze you l do. 

» 1005 Union hy. 
Alliance: 


Here is an amazing new kind of play which 
r and will power, creates 

curate minds, forms habits 
ginality —in a natural, 
This new kind of play— 


x— was invented b essor f 
y C. Beery, President of the Parents Association, an acknowledged 
authority on child training. 


Special Low Price Offer 


So convinced are we that every home 
needs the Playbox that we are making, Sex Book 
‘or a short time only, an amazingly low 

ce. You want your children to make FREE 


the most of their lives — to be happy and 
successful. The Playbox will heip them 
to have confidence, originality, resource- 
fulness. 


The Mother's Reply isa 
little book which shows 
parents how to telltheir 
children about the im- 
portant matters of sex. 
Ask for a copy. 


Full description of The Playbox and spe- 
cial low price offer will be sent on request. 
jo obligation. Just send a letter or post- 


THE PARENTS ASSOCIATION 
Dept. 1379 Pleasant Hill Ohio 


manicure, she called up one of the most 
expensive shoe shops on Fifth Avenue 
and asked to have a salesman sent around 
with a dozen pairs of shoes in various 
sizes, and stockings to match. Every 
girl in that shop, which was devoted en- 
tirely to women, received a pair of shoes 
costing at least fifteen dollars, and a pair 
of stockings worth about five. The check 
was less than two dollars. But the tip 
amounted to over a hundred.” 

“Do men ever propose to their mani- 
curist?” I asked Miss Noble. 

“‘Frequentiy they do,” she said. “‘Often 
they marry them. If statistics were 
available I think you would find that 
manicurists marry good providers oftener 
than any other type of business woman. 
It may be that they have more oppor- 
tunities to marry well, because they come 
into daily contact with more men. 

“Sixty girls were married from the 
barber shop in the Hudson Terminal 
Building during the first ten years of its 
existence. It was necessary to change 
the entire staff twelve times. Every 
May and June, at least five or six—some- 
times the whole force—would announce 
they were leaving to be married. So far 
not one has been divorced. Manicurists 
are pretty good judges of men, and are 
not likely to make mistakes in getting 
married. 

“Nearly all of these girls married self- 
made men. One married a bank president. 

“There is another reason, too, why so 
many of these girls found good husbands. 
The management of the Terminal Barber 
Shops had a rule that only girls who 
lived at home and assisted in the support 
of their parents or other relatives were 
eligible as manicurists. So when the men 
did visit these’ girls, it was in their own 
homes. : 

“Sometimes the manicurist has dis- 
agreeable experiences. A wise girl knows 
that the best way to treat objectionable 
remarks is not to hear them. The man 
may not like it when he finds she is deaf. 
But he treats her with respect after that.” 


poe YOU know that every manicure 
means over one hundred operations? 
Ten are performed on each nail. Miss 


Noble explained the order: 


1. Filing. 

2. Pumice. The top of the nail grows in 
thickness as well as length. Pumice removes 
ridges, stains, and dirt. It is not used under 
the nail. 

3. The first hand is soaked in warm water 
and liquid soap. Then the second is gone over 
the same way. The first hand is dried thor- 
oughly. 

. Olive oil is rubbed into the cuticle to 
soften it. k 

5. Surplus flesh is removed gently with a 
knife. - 

6. Cutting corners. This is a real science. 
If properly done you never feel it. One slip 
of the scissors can make the finger tips so sore 
you will not want to touch-anything for two 
days. 

z Each nail is polished twice. 

8. Whiting is put under each nail. 

9. Rough edges left after filing are removed 
with an emery board. 

10. The hand is washed again thoroughly. 

11. Final polish. 

12. Each nail is gone over with an orange- 
wood stick to remove superfluous flesh. 


And each nail has four parts: (a) the 
free edge, which’ extends over the tip of 
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the finger; (b) the mantle; (c) the lunule 
or half moon; (d) the matrix. The surface 
of each nail is made up of little cells, 
which are constantly growing out and 
become a solid plate. 

Men and women who bite their nails 
are the worst trial of the manicurist, 
Miss Noble explained. Nervousness is 
one cause of this. The other is that the 
skin is dry. Cuticle and nails become 
rough easily. 

Like any other bad habit, biting the 
nails can be overcome with determination. 

In New York, sanitary conditions in 
all manicure shops are now inspected 
by the Board .of Health as regularly as 
are those in dairies and restaurants. 
oseph B. Schusser, president of tke 
Terminal Barber Shops, and Alfred J. 
Adams, general manager, explained some 
of the measures taken to guard against 
infection. Paper dishes are now used to 
hold the soap water in which the fingers 
are rinsed. Each is used only once. 

All instruments are sterilized at the 
table before the eyes of the person who is 
being manicured. This is done just as 
thoroughly as a surgeon disinfects his 
instruments for an operation. 

Liquid soap is used, because soap in 
cake form cannot be kept hygienically 
clean. Germs collect on its soft surface. 
Cuticle removers are soap in highly 
concentrated form. 


NNEW YORK most manicurists receive 

one half the profits of their work, a 
guarantee, and tips. The latter increases 
their salary usually by two thirds. A 
manicurist who gives ninety manicures a 
week seldom receives less than forty tips. 

Two years’ experience are required 
before a girl can get a place in the best 
shops. The manicurist works from eight 
to ten hours a day. Ten manicures are the 
least that may be turned out daily. Some 
girls can give twenty or more. 

More manicures are given daily in 
New York than in any other city in the 
world. Manicuring is, in fact, an Ameri- 
can institution. The first barber shop to 
employ a manicurist was one at 25 Broad 
Street, New York City. This was in 1900. 

After New York, Los Angeles gives the 
greatest numbers of manicures and has the 
finest parlors. This is because of its large 
leisure class, and the nearness of Holly- 
wood. There, even more than on Broad- 
way, people of the stage and screen make 
a study of their personal appearance. 

The worst and most expensive mani- 
cures are given in Paris. They cost about 
a dollar in American money. Little more 
than filing and cleaning is done to the 
nails. 

In London, a manicure never costs less 
than eighty cents, and, says Mr. Schusser, 
an English manicure is nearly as bad as a 
French one. 


*“‘IF YOU Have Indigestion, You Are 
Probably to Blame,” according to 
Dr. William S. Sadler, who next 
month offers you one of the most 
practical health articles he has ever 
written. ‘‘When people sit down 
to the table,” he says, ‘‘they usually 
so too fast and too far! Out of his 
wide experience as a physician, Doc- 
tor Sadler gives you many valuable 
tips on what to eat and how to eat it. 


ss vic 
A nei pyorbes 


Pyorrhea. Will you escape? 


Pyorrhea is a disease of 
the gums—not the teeth 


That’s one outstanding fact everybody 
should know. And if everybody did 
know it, the number who have Pyor- 
rhea would soon be greatly reduced. 
You may take splendid care of your 
teeth— brush them several times a day 
—and still get Pyorrhea. Once Pyor- 
rhea secures a firm hold, the gums be- 
come weak and flabby, the teeth loosen 
and fall out no matter how white 
and sound they may be. 


Forhan’s For the Gums contains just 
the right proportion of Forhan’s As- 
tringent, as used by the dental profes- 
sion in the treatment of Pyorrhea. It 
protects and preserves the gums, keep- 
ing them in a firm, pink, healthy 
condition; cleans and whitens the 
teeth, and keeps the mouth sweet, 
fresh and wholesome. If you don't 
care to discontinue the tooth paste you 
arenowusing, at least brush your teeth 
and gums once a day with Forhan’s. 

Forhan’s is more than a tooth paste; 

it checks Pyorrhea. Thousands have 

found it beneficial for years. For your 


own sake ask for Forhan's For the Gums. 
All druggists, 35c and 6oc in tubes. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


Forhan 


FOR THE GUMS 


More than a tooth paste— 
it checks Pyorrhea 


4 out of 5 


Dental statistics show that four 
our of every five over 4o—and 
thousands younger, too — have 


Just as a ship needs 
the closest attention 
under the water-line, 
so do your teeth un- 
der the gum-line 
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It is unnecessary to 
further delay that much 
needed painting job — Get in 
touch with the Lucas dealer and 
arrange through dealer and the 
painter for protection against further 
property loss, on convenient time 
payments. To provide a depend- 
able and economical protec- 
tion against weather, select 
LUCAS Tinted Gloss 
Paint. 


gallons 


“If it requires 1342 gallons of 
i paint for your house, 
10 gallons of LUCAS Tinted Gloss 
Paint will do the job, saving not 
only 314 gallons but also the cost 
of applying them.” Let this dealer’s 
sound advice guide you in buying paint. — 


IT COVERS a ee . ‘ 
: more square feet lon and more thoroughly hides the surface, due to 
fac, frog of mata Maker percentage f pore el ol ard 
superior m c ents into one 
IT BEAUTIFIES 
and its beauty lasts because of its high gloss and clear, perfect shades, made 
with pure tinting colors of Lucas’ own manufacture, possessing maximum 
permanency. 
IT LASTS 
longer because it is made of high est grade materials, carefully selected, scien- 
tifically combined by skilled workers of long experience. 
IT PROTECTS 
positively because its smooth, glossy surface is resistant to weather. Its elas- 
ticity prevents checking or g during temperature changes, consequently 
preventing moisture, the cause of decay, from getting to the underlying surface. 
IT IS ECONOMICAL 
Its GREATER COVERING CAPACITY reduces the cost of a ion. 
Its GREATER LASTING QUALITY decreases the cost per year of pro- 
tection. 
Its GREATER PROTECTION saves costly repairs. 
Its GREATER BEAUTY increases the value of your property, reflects 
prosperity and radiates happiness. 
Ask the nearest Lucas dealer—or write us—regarding the Easy Pay- 
ment Plan for preserving your property. 
BOOK ON HOME DECORATION—FREE 
Send to us for “The Book of Happiness” which gives artistic 
and scientific color combinations — interior and exterior. Written 
by a noted propa. Explains color reactions on human 
ery interesting. 


happiness. your copy now. Address Dept. A-9. 
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when you were so short of money? 


Dickey Made His 
Money Out of Mud 


(Continued from page 59) 


bottom of many business failures—and 
home failures too, for that matter. 

“Anyone will agree that if a thing 1s 
well done it must be thoroughly done; 
every little detail must have attention. 
System is merely a means of being sure 
that nothing is neglected. 

“If you see a fine, successful business 
institution, or a beautiful, comfortable 
home, you may be certain that somewhere 
in it there is a systematic person, tending 
to the grubby little details. 

“My business is pretty big now,” he 
went on; “but in my office are records 
that tell me exactly how I stand every 
day. I can tell you to a dot just how many 
of a certain size pipe we have on hand in 
the various plants, and where they are. I 
have to know that. 

“Even a man whose only business is a 
job, and whose only income is a salary, 
ought to know the same thing. But few 
of them do. They know in a general way 
how much they get and how much they 
spend; but they don’t know the details, 
and that knowledge is just as important 
to them as it is to me.” 

“After you got hold of the Deepwater 
plant,” I said, “how, could you get along 


s” 


“Well,” he explained, “as I told you. 


iI bought the stock on hand and gave my 
notes for it. The men whe owned the 


business were discouraged, and were look- 
ing for a way out. So they sold it cheap. 

“I could sell cheap and still make r S 
enough to carry on. My problem was to 
find a market. I started to hustle. That 
year they had the settlers’ rush into the 

ndian Territory when it was thrown open. 
I had wagons loaded with sewer pipe and 
drain tile standing on the line waiting for 
the United States troopers to give the 
word. 

“Most of it was used for the purpose 
for which it was made; but some genius 
discovered that you can make a rattling 
good chimney out of clay pipe, and a lot 
of it was used that way. 

“T sold it anywhere and everywhere. 
If the man who bought it didn’t have the 
cash I took his note. These notes I was 
able to discount at the bank and get the 
ready cash I needed. It was simply a 
question of hustle, hustle, morning and 
night. I soon had things running in 
pretty good shape. But always I watched 
the little details and I stopped the leaks. 


“ZOU know,” he went on with a smile, 

“Tama pretty observant fellow. In 
another plant, later on, I was able to turn 
a loss into a profit by seeing some water- 
melon rinds lying in the weeds.” 

“How was that?” I asked. 

“This was the plant of the Kansas City 
Sewer Pipe Company, which finally came 
back into my hands. It’s too long a story 
to give you all the details, but I followed 
about the same course I had pursued with 
the first plant. 

“Well, this plant hadn’t made any 
money for a long while. After I took it, 
I gave it a pretty thorough combing over. 
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I was able to find some of the leaks and 
stop them, but the plant kept on losing 
money. 

“Finally, I just moved down to the 
plant and stayed there. There was a little 
two-story wooden office building in the 
yard. I put an army cot up-stairs, and 
slept there. 

“T scouted around some nights, and 
found that the firemen were not as 
careful as they should be about keeping 
the kilns at an even heat. I learned a few 
other minor things too; but the big leak 
escaped me. 

“By this time, it was nearly the fall of 
the year. One day, while I was making an 
inspection trip, I noticed some water- 
melon rinds in the weeds off to one side of 
the yard. I stopped and looked at them. 
There was no legitimate way for them to 
come there. 

“All day those rinds kept coming back 
to my mind. They had me puzzled! 

“That night I set my alarm for one 
o’clock, and when it rang I rolled out and 
slipped over to this place. After I had 
been there a little while, a couple of fire- 
men came out and stood talking near me. 
A little later, a wagon drove up. The 
driver had a little quiet conversation with 
these men, handed over a couple of water- 
melons, and then proceeded to load up with 
coal! 

“T had spotted the leak. Dishonest 
was the one thing I had never suspected, 
and never even thought of looking for. 
The men were selling my coal in large 
quantities. The watermelons were merely 
complimentary. That discovery led, in 
a very short time, to my putting the plant 
on a profitable basis.” 


“AFTER you got started with the Deep- 
water plant, was it all plain sailing for 
you?” I asked. 

Dickey laughed. 

“Not by a jugful!” he ejaculated. 
“Easy sailing? Why, for ty was like 
a man juggling with £ N. T. bombs. I was 
all right as long as I kept them in the air, 
but if I had dropped one, the explosion 
would have shaken the country! 

“You see,” he went on, “within a year 
after I leased the Deepwater plant, 
another clay plant in the same neighbor- 
hood, which had always lost money, was 
sold by the receiver. i bought it. Three 
years later I bought the Kansas City 
Sewer Pipe Company’s plant. 

“Then the panic of 1893 struck us. I 
was operating and was the nominal owner 
of three big plants, worth in the neigh- 
borhood of half a million dollars. Busi- 
ness began to drop off right and left. 
Banks began to fail. Like everyone else, 
I had my back to the wall and was fighting 
for air. 

“I knew that things would work out all 
right if I could just hang on until con- 
fidence was restored. The great new 
empire of the West was just being opened 
up; the richest soil in the world was just 
beginning to feel the touch of the plow; 

ulation was rolling in; cities were 
bein built! Why, any man who could 
just hang on and grow up with the country 
was bound to win out big! 

“Well, I was a pretty big business man, 
but I wasn’t proud. I knew exactly the 
value of a dollar, and I knew that a dollar 
in cash then was worth a hundred on 


paper. I rented my house furnished for | 


DETAIL VIEW of 


CHINA SPOUT 


china nozzle. 


preparations. 


Boston 


World's Largest Makers 
of All-Clay Plumbing 
Fixtures 


© avy (fw 
ONCA 
-=> 2 gau 


TEPEC 


ALL CLAY PLUMBING FIXTURES 


| Luxury plus 
True Sanitation 


EPECO China Lavatories are made with an Integral Mixing 
Chamber and Supply Spout, as well as with the regular brass 
fittings. There is no exposed nickel 
beautiful and sanitary. i 
water, tempered in the mixing before it discharges through the 


plumbing fixtures can be made. 


just china— gleaming white, 


This feature permits washing in running 


San Francisco 


“Tepeco” Plumbing Fixtures, whether bath, lavatory, water closet, 
or kitchen sink, are true china and porcelain, gleaming white—burt, 
far more important, sanitary beyond any other material from which 
Evenly glazed china is immune to 
corrosion. Sediment will not readily adhere to its smooth, glossy 
surface, nor will that surface wear away because of cleaning 
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Both homes cost the same to build 


Consider their value today 


It costs real cash not to paint regularly. Just as 
surely as the weather varies, property deteriorates 
when left unprotected from air, rain, sun and snow. 


OTH the homes you see here 
were built of the same ma- 
terials. The workmanship in both 
was of equally high standard. The 
designs were identical—the costs 
alike. i 
Yet the passing years have 
made quite a change—a change 
in appearance, a change in dollars 
and cents. One house is ugly, 
shabby. Rain, wind, sunshine 
beat down on it. Steps, window 
sashes, porch pillars are rotting. 
The entire house is in danger. 
The second house still looks 
like new. It needs no: costly re- 
pairs. It is worth every cent it 
originally cost, and more. What 
makes the difference? From year 
to year the surface of the second 
has been saved and kept beautiful 
by a constantly maintained film 
of weather-resisting white-lead 
paint. 


Your best weather insurance 


Dutch Boy white-lead is 
nature’s true paint pig- 
ment. It is made from lead 
and like the metal possesses 
extreme durability, tough- 
ness and weather-resist- 
ance. 

Mixed with pure linseed 
oil it makes a paint that 
neither force nor time’s 
changes can separate from 
the surface it covers. 

The same qualities of 
toughness, elasticity and 
hiding power that have 


The Dutch Boy 
Painter has become 
the exponent of 
beauty and protec- 
tion. He inspires 
confidence in every 
one he serves. 


made Dutch Boy white-lead the 
preferred exterior paint, also rec- 
ommend it for all interior work. 
When mixed with Dutch Boy flat- 
ting oil, it makes a paint that is 
smooth and-silky. With it rare 
finishes once found only in homes 
of wealth can now be produced at 
the cost of ordinary painting work. 


Free booklet tells how 


Anew booklet, “ Painting— Protec- 
tive and Decorative,” tells what 
paint is, what paint does, and why 
paint protects the surface. It also 
contains color plates of exteriors 
and interiors decorated in correct 
color tones, and many useful sug- 
gestions for interior wall effects 
that can be obtained with paint. 
Write for this booklet. It will be 
sent free. 


Other Dutch Boy products 
Besides Dutch. Boy white-lead, the Dutch 


Boy line includes flatting oil, solder, red- 
lead, linseed oil and babbitt metals. 

National Lead Company also 
makes lead products for prac- 
tically every purpose to which 
lead can be put in art, industry 
and daily life. 


NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY 


New York, 111 Broadway; Boston, 131 
State St.; Buffalo, 116 Oak St.; Chicago, 
goo West 18th St.; Cincinnati, 659 Free- 
man Ave.; Cleveland, 820 West Superior 
Ave.; St. Louis, 722 Chestnut St.; San 
Francisco, 485 California St.; Pittsburgh, 
National Lead & Oil Co. of Pa., 316 
Fourth Ave.; Philadelphia, John T. 
Lewis & Bros. Co., 437 Chestnut St. 


three months for seventy-five dollars, 
cash in advance, and sent my family 
North. Then I slept in my office. 

“The amount of money I was able to 
get hold of in this way, contrasted with 
my obligations, looked mighty small, but 
it did the trick, and I pulled through. 

“ After conditions got better, the busi- 
ness began to have a gradual but steady 
growth. From time to time, I took on 
another plant—always in the same way: 
First, an option, to give me time to look 
over the situation; second, a lease, to give 
me time to operate the plant and see if my 
original judgment was right; third, a 
purchase clause.” 


DICKEY’s business naturally has made 
him interested in community upbuild- 
ing. He likes to see a new town rise, or an 
old one expand. But his viewpoint is not 
entirely selfish. Everything he has, he 
says, he owes to Kansas City. 

This gratitude toward the community 
that brought him prosperity has been 
manifested in many ways. He was one of 
the moving spirits behind Kansas City’s 
marvelous park and boulevard systems, 
which make the town one of the most 
beautiful home cities in America. 

In 1900, after strenuous efforts by 
Kansas City boosters had secured the 
Democratic Convention for the town, the 
great Convention Hall, built to house the 
gathering, burned to the ground. While 
the fire was still blazing, Dickey began to 
put his money and his time into an effort 
to rebuild in time to save the convention— 
and they did it! 

The paper he owns, the Kansas City 
“Journal,” came into his hands through a 
community philanthropy. Founded in 
1854, it was the oldest newspaper west -of 
the Missouri River. For a decade or so, 
it had been failing. The time came when 
it was going to be closed down. Some of 
the leading citizens gathered and dis- 
cussed ways and means of saving it. When 
they were all through, Dickey, who had 
hitherto been silent, spoke up: 

“TIl buy it and run it,” he said simply. 

“Why, man,” they expostulated, ‘‘ir 
will cost you a mint of money! That 
paper has been on the down-grade for 
years.” 

“Don’t matter if it does cost money,” 
retorted Dickey. ‘Everything I have is 
due to this community. I am willing to 

ive some of it back that way and, any- 
ow,” he finished whimsically, “there are 
no pockets in a shroud!” 

e later purchased the Kansas City 
“Post,” and combined the two. This 
venture is now in a fair way to get on the 
credit side of the ledger. 

“If you had difficulties during the 
panic of 1893,” I suggested to him, 
“there must have been times when you 
found it hard to meet your obligations.” 

“Of course there were,” he replied. 
“There were times when I simply couldn't 
raise the money on the day it was due. 
But whenever that happened I went to 
my creditor with a full and frank explana- 
tion on that very day. I was never refused 
the additional time I needed. 

“In my own business, I am never 
afraid to trust the man who comes to me 
honestly and says he can’t pay, but who 
shows that he is trying his best. 

“But if the man who owes you money 
doesn’t show up when it is due, but waits 
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for you to hunt him up—look out for him! 

“And whenever I meet that kind of 
man, I cut off business relations with him 
just as quickly as I can. There are too 
many good fellows in this world to waste 
time fooling with the skates!” 

“Where did you get this systematic 
tendency of yours?” I asked. 

Dickey laughed. 

“That is really due to an accidental 
discovery that my father made back in 
Toronto when I was sixteen years old. 
He happened to look into my school bag 
one day. Instead of the history, geog- 
raphy, and arithmetic he expected to find, 
he pulled out three cheap novels. 

“He gave me a pretty severe look. 

“‘Son, he said, ‘I see you are not 
interested in your school work. Now, you 
will have to work, either in school, or 
somewhere else!’ 

“I wanted to go to work, and I was able 
to get a job in a wholesale dry-goods ware- 
house as entry clerk. My working hours 
were from eight in the morning until six 
at night, and, in the winter time, when 
business was brisk, sometimes until mid- 
night. My salary was fifty dollars a 

ear. 

“There I sat all day at a high desk, 
writing down and figuring out the cost 
of the goods sold. The work rather 
attracted me, because we were shipping 
goods to all sorts of out-of-the-way, roman- 
tic places. I filled my book with such 
names as Hudson’s Bay, Moose Factory, 
Conjuror’s House, and I loved to think 
about them as I billed woolen blankets, 
parkas, red cloth for the Indians, and the 
like. 

“It took lots of figuring and it had to be 
accurately done. The facility I gained 
there never left me, and I learned to be 
thorough and accurate. 


“MHEN, when I was nearly eighteen, I 

decided that there was too much work 
and not enough pay in the job. I men- 
tioned this to Father and he got me a 
place in the Provincial Educational De- 
partment, at Toronto. 

“Here I worked from nine until four 
at an increased salary. My job was 
strictly a ‘white collar’ one. Pretty soon 
I began to get interested in ‘society.’ 
In the afternoon, with my little swagger 
cane in my hand, I joined the promenade 
of fashionables on King Street.” 

Dickey gave a little burst of laughter. 

“Oh, I can tell you I was quite a la-di- 
da in those days!” he said. 

“ But one day I got tired of it. I said 
to myself, ‘Here, Walter, this isn’t going 
to get you anywhere. There’s no future to 
it. You want to bea business man. Now 
is the time for you to be learning how!’ 

“I was about twenty then. I wanted a 
real job with lots of work in it. That kind 
isn’t hard to find when you are in earnest 
about looking for it. I soon had a place as 
a bookkeeper in a wholesale grocery ware- 
house. A little later I changed to a 
wholesale jewelry and fancy-goods house. 
There I stayed until I was twenty-two 
and my father sent for me to come to 
Kansas City. 

“Both concerns were old-fashioned, 
very methodical, and as sound as oaks. 
There I learned the principles of business 
and a love of order and system that has 
never left me.” 
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A PERSONAL MESSAGE 


To Men Who Want to Earn 


Big Money Every Year 
By J. E. Greenslade 


HEN a civil service clerk earning only $25 

a week surprises his friends by increasing 
his earnings to over $100 a week—when a farm 
hand earning only $60 a month begins to earn 
$500 a month—when a railway mail clerk earning 
$1,600 a year changes his job and earns $500 in 
thirty days—when hundreds of others go from 
anall. pay to magnificent earnings—then blame 
yourself if you do not do equally well. 

There is nothing exceptional about any of these 
men. They'll tell you that themselves. Many 
had been clerks, bookkeepers, mechanics, farm 
hands—in fact, they came from all walks of life. 

then in a very short period of time they found 
themselves making more money than they had ever 
dreamed possible. Today 
they know the thrill of 


money-making. 


IPledge You My Word 
You Can Do It 


What these men have 
done, hundreds have done, 
hundreds are doing today, 
and hundreds will do to- 
morrow. And you can be 
one of them. 


“Last month, I earned 
$1,350 as a salesman. 
Have averaged $1,000 
a month the last year. 
I couldn't have done 
it without N.S. T. A. 
training.”""— 

A. H. Ward, Chicago. 


“The very first month 
I earned $500." I was 
formerly afarm hand.” 
—Charles Berry, 
Winterset, Iowa. 


“Your training has 
enabled me to learn 
more, earn more and 
be more. I am now 


But first let me tell you 
why the same opportunity 
exists for you. n 12 
months the National Sales- 
men's Training Associa- 
tion received requests -for 
more than 43,000 salesmen 
from wholesalers, man- 
ufacturers, and jobbers— 
representative concerns all 
over the United States 
and Canada. Surely that 
is a tribute to the manner 
in which we train men for 
Master Salesmanship. 


Presidentof anational 
organization, and my 
earnings for 1925 will 
easily exceed the five 


Dgure mark. 

Charles V. Champion 
“Last week my earn- 
ingsamounted to 
$554.37; this week 


will go over $400." 
—F. Wynn, Portland, 


Oregon. 


H. D. Miller, of 
Chicago, made $100 
amonth as stenogra- 
pher in July. In Sep- 
tember, 3months 
later, he was making 
$100 a week asa 
salesman. 


There are countless 
openings for men who really 
know how to sell—unlimit- 


ed opportunities to make real money. 
A Foolish Notion About Salesmen 


For some reason the average man imagines 
that, in order to make good in selling, he must be 
a “born” salesman. Nothing could be further 
from the truth. There is no such thing as a 
“born” salesman. 

There are certain principles, certain rules, cer- 
tain secrets to selling just as there are certain 
principles in mathematics and medicine. Once 
you know these principles you can quickly make 
good in the selling profession. 

Step by step this result-securing system of 
salesmanship training takes you through every 
phase of celina: 

Then there is the Free Employment Service at 
your disposal when you are qualifed and ready. 


Remarkable Book, ‘‘Modern Salesman- 
ship” Sent —FREE 


With my compliments I want to send you a 
remarkable book, ‘‘Modern Salesmanship.” It will 
show you how you can easily become a Master 
Salesman—a big money-maker—how the N. S. T. 
A. System of Salesmanship Training will give you 
the equivalent of years of selling experience in a 
few weeks. And it will give you success stories 
of former routine workers who are now earning 
amazing salaries as salesmen. Mail the coupon 
today. It may be the turning point in your life. 


NATIONAL SALESMEN’S 
TRAINING ASSOCIATION 


Dept. M-23, N. S. T. A. Bldg. 
Í National Salesmen's Training Association, 
| Dept. M-23, N. S. T. A. Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 


| Send me FREE your book ‘Modern Salesmanship” and 
proof that I can become a Master Salesman. 
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Best Players 


Have a Great Respect 
for the Rules of 
the Game 


There Are Rules Governing 
Life As Well As Sports 


HERE are three rules of healthy 

living. Masticate everything 
slowly and thoroughly. Eat some fruit 
or green salad with at least two meals 
out of every three. Spend an hour or 
longer in the open every day. 

Present day customs make it almost 
impossible to live the simple life, and 
here, ENO gives timely aid. 

One of the banes of present day 
living is what is known as intestinal 
sluggishness. ENO assists in correct- 
ing this condition without bringing 
into the system anything doubtful or 
drastic. ENO acts gently and harm- 
lessly and therefore has its place in 
morning wisdom. 


ENO 


TRADE MARK 


THE WORLD FAMED 


&ffervescent Salt 


At All Druggists 


Handy size, suitable for the traveling 
bag, 75c. Household size, so often to 
be seen in many good homes, $1.25. 


Sales Agents: 
HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Inc. 
171 Madison Ave., New York 


Sydney 


Toronto Wellington 


Prepared only by 
J. C. ENO Limited, London, England 
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Something Diff’rent 


(Continued from page 33) 


those are the songs Noah used in the Ark 
to sing the baby hyena to sleep—and the 
hyena laughed at ‘em, because they were 
so old! Back in Tin Pan Alley—” 

“Why, it’s the gentleman who put New 
York on the map!” twitted Hallie, her 
mouth grave, her gray eyes alight with 
laughter. G 

“That’s a dirty dig. I'll say this for 
you, sister, even if you do drag skeletons 
out of their grave, you certainly know how 
to make your fingers shimmy. Ever think 
of going on the stage?” 

all laughed, a thrill behind her 
mockery. 

“Oh, sure! I starred a few seasons, and 
then threw over the footlights for Gro- 
gan’s basement!” 

“Well, you could, at that, a fine little 
accompanist like you! By the way, meet 
Mr. McGlarry!”” With a flourish he laid 
a handbill on the keys of her piano. Hal- 
lie’s eyes widened, as they took in the 
import of its huge capitals: 


Larry McGlarry 

The Talk-It-to-Music-Man! 
Sensational Song and Patter Success! 
America’s Favorite! 


“You and Mary Pickford,” remarked 
‘Hallie lightly, determined not to let him 
see that she was impressed.’ “It’s a nice 
little calling card, Mr. McGlarry; but 
please take it off my piano keys, the floor 
walker’s looking this way.” ' 


AMERICA’S favorite lounged against 
the piano, graceful, debonair, very 
sure of himself, and smiled down at her. 

“See here, Miss—Miss—” 

“O’Dell,”” murmured Hallie, wonder- 
ing why she let him make her tell him her 
name. 

“Thank you! This is for you, Miss 
O'Dell!” He put a little white square of 
pasteboard into her hand. “For you!” he 
repeated, grandly. “A pass for the show 
at the Palace to-night! A pass for one!” 

“But I can’t come to a show alone!” 

rotested Hallie, faintly. “How would 
3 ” She stopped abruptly, on the verge 
of asking him ew she was to get home. 

“PIL see to that!” laughed Larry Mc- 
Glarry, as if she had spoken the words 
aloud. “Why do you suppose I gave you 
a pass for one? After my act, I want to 
show you around. Behind scenes, you 
know! I want you to meet some of the 
other troupers, and then we'll get a bite to 
eat somewhere, and I’ll see you home. 
You'll come, won’t you?” he urged, a 
little too confidently. 

“Maybe,” murmured Hallie. 

Behind scenes! It was the compelling 
magic of the words that drew her. She 
told herself that she wasn’t going to the 
Palace on a pass given her by a complete 
stranger; of course she wasn't! The very 
idea! All the same, she was glad that she 
had worn her new satin-backed crépe to 
work that day. She wouldn’t go; but if 


she did, she could stay all night with Aunt . 


Mattie, here in Seattle. At noon, she 

telephoned to ask a neighbor in Three Tree 

Point to tell Norah not to expect her home 
| that night. 


At the last moment, Hallie very nearly 
changed her mind about going. She 
walked around the square four times be- 
fore she could muster up enough courage 
to present her pass at the door of the 
Palace. Her cheeks flamed as she followed 
the usher down the unending aisle to the 
third row of seats in the front, center. 
After a time, her embarrassment left her, 
and an odd elation took its place. Del- 
icately flushed, her eyes very bright and 
almost black, Hallie sat upright, with her 
slim hands tightly daped ia her lap, her 
paze glued to the stage. Everything on it 

ad charm for her—the trick dog, with 
his pompous little master, the consump- 
tive-looking tenor who sang in Italian, 
the blatant principals of the seashore 
skit, the Musical Millikens, the cast of the 
one-act play, and, most of all, of course, 
America’s favorite, Mr. Larry McGlarry, 
the Sensational Song and Patter Success. 

“He’s good!” Hallie paid him tribute. 
“He’s wonderful!” 

Obviously, the audience agreed with 
her. Larry McGlarry’s pleasantly metal- 
lic singsong voice SRRA, the crowd to his 
will with an ease that proved his magnet- 
ism as great as his musical ability was 
slight. They greeted his sallies with roars 


- of laughter, they beat their hands together 


in a frenzy, and would. not let him stop. 
“I don’t think much.of that girl who 
lays his accompaniments!” thought Hal- 
A jealously. ‘She doesn’t know the differ- 
ence between jazz and a funeral march!” 

There was at least as much truth as 
envy in the criticism. About the move- 
ments of the girl at the piano there was a 
languid unconcern that seemed inexcus- 
able to Hallie. She was a slim tall young 
creature, with a small, chalk-white face, 
dark circles under her down-dropped eyes. 
There was something sullenly unhappy in 
the set expression of her face. How could 
she look like that—the fortunate girl so 
blessed by fate as to play Larry McGlar- 
ry’s accompaniments! 

The problem didn’t engross Hallie long. 
She forgot it in the thrill of following the 
summoning usher down the aisle, and up 
the narrow passageway that led behind the 
boxes to the undiscovered realm of back 
of the scenes. A narrow, grubby realm, 
but Hallie didn’t know it: an Aladdin’s 
carpet of sheer magic hid its imperfections 
from her eyes. 


FIRST of all, Larry McGlarry—amaz- 
ingly and somewhat embarrassingly oc- 
cupied in_ slapping cold cream over the 
rease paint on his comely, self-satisfied 
fice, the gray suit protected by the latest 
thing in lavendes lounging robes—pre- 
sented her with the key to the enchanted 
land. At his summons, the Musical Milli- 
kens clustered around Hallie, hailing heras 
“dearie,” and chatting with the utmost 
cordiality. The consumptive-looking tenor 
presented her with a throat lozenge, and 
an Italian compliment. The trick dog 
prey shook hands with her. Miss Bob- 
y Roberts of the seashore skit—divorced 
from her ‘rouge and her violently striped 
parasol, she seemed a staid and matronly 
soul—had wistful questions to ask. 
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EVERSHARP “75” is the name of a 
new series of Eversharps using leads 
almost twice the thickness of those 
carried by the standard Eversharp. 

You will like this big, smooth- 
writing lead. And Eversharp “75” is 
made in large barrel models—a big 
pencil as well as a big lead. 

The big pencils have all the Ever- 
sharp features, including the famous, 


patented, rifled tip which holds the 
lead firmly at the point, so it cannot 
wobble or turn. They are obtainable in 
black, red, or mottled, with gold trim, 
at $3—in black or red, nickel trim, at 
$1. And all are handsome. 

Regular model Eversharps with 
the new thicker lead complete the 
“75” family. Try the Eversharp “75” 
at your dealer's. 
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My Earnings Increased 


Many Times 
Thanks to Higher Accountancy 


“Today my earnings are 500 per cent 
larger than when I started with LaSalle,” 
writes W. A. Melcher, a New Orleans man. 
“When I received my first LaSalle assign- 


ment in Higher Accountancy,’ he con- 
tinues, ‘‘I was employed by a large produce 
house of this city. I left that position to 
audit with a local Ani of accountants, and 
finally accepted a lucrative offer from the 
business house with which I am now con- 
nected. The personal touch which you give 
to your clear instructions makes the student 
realize that you have a very vital interest 
in his success.’ 


You Have the Same 
Good Opportunity 


Not an unusual report to receive from a 
LaSalle-trained man. During only six 
months’ time as many as 1,248 LaSalle 
members, pursuing various lines of ad- 
vancement, reported. definite salary-in- 
creases totalling $1,399,507. The average 
increase per man was °89 per cent. - With 
men who are trained the LaSalle way, pro- 
motion is the rule, not the exception, 


` Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 


Is it worth two cents and two minutes of your 
time to learn in detail of the opportunities that would 
bo; youre in the field of Accountancy? 

ll this information, together with an outline of 
the steps by which you may quickly fit yourself to 
take advantage of such opportunities, is clearly set 
fcrth in LaSalle’s 64-page book, *‘Accountancy, the 
Profession that Pays,” a book of invaluable assist- 
ance to the man who is seriouslý cónsidering Ac- 
countancy as a career. _ i 

The coupon will bring it to you without the slight- 
cst obligation, and with it details of-the LaSalle 
salary-doubling plan, also the inspiring testimony ‘of 
men still in their twenties and early thirties who have 
broken away from the low-pay ranks and today are 
expert accountants—with. incomes ranging from 
$3,000 to $10,000, $15,000, $20,000 a year. 

Your start toward a bigger salary is as near you 
as the point of your pencil. For the sake of a brighter 
future —ACT, $ > 

LaSALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 
Dept. 933-HR Chicago 

I would welcome details of your salary- 
doubling plan, together with copy of ‘‘Ac- 
countancy, the Profession that Pays,” also 
a copy of ‘‘Ten Years’ Promotion in One,”’ 
all without obligation. 


OHigher Accountancy 


Training for positions as Auditor, Comp- 
troller, Certified Public Accountant, st Accountant, ete. 
Other LaSalle Opportunities 
LaSalle opens the way to success in every important field 
of business. If more interested in one of the fields indi- 
“cated below, check here: 5 
OBusiness Management 
O Modern Salesmanship 
OTraffic Management 


OPersonnel and Employ- 
ment Management 
OBanking and Finance 


O Railway Station Man- O Modern Business Corre- 
agement spondence and tice 

OLaw—Degree of LL.B. OExpert Bookkeeping 

OCommercial Law OC. P. A. Coaching 


Olndustrial Management [Business English 
O Modern Foremanship OCommercial Spanish 
_ and Production Methods OEffective Speaking 


Present Position. 


Addres6........-c.cececcccccccecccccccocccecenccescccececccosce 


“A nice home girl, aren't you, dearie?” 
she wanted to know. ‘Tell me—d’ye live 
in a house?” 

“A house? Why, yes!” Hallie made 
astonished answer. 

“I lived in a house for a month once in 
Sheboygan, Michigan,” said Miss Roberts, 
raptly. “It was August, and I made me 
some blackb’rry jell!” 

So Hallie held intoxicating court until 
Larry McGlarry was ready to lead her 
thrillingly by the stage exit from the 
theatre. As they were about to go, the 

ir! who had played his accompaniments 
barke past them without greeting, her 
small face grimly disconsolate. A cold 
wind seemed to blow upon the warm glow 
that lighted Hallie’s heart. 

“What made her look at me like that— 
the girl who plays your accompaniments?” 
she asked Larry McGlarry over an excit- 
ing welsh rabbit at the biggest hotel. 

He scowled, a scowl that changed his 
likable boyish face into a mask of cynical 
sophistication. 

“Nan Evers? 
a grouch on nowadays! 
Dora!” he added harshly. 

Hallie recoiled a little from his tone. 
She knew that Joe would never have 
spoken in that way of any girl. 

“I thought she played awfully well, if 
she'duntyconefaat enoughi” shadelended, 
half-heartedly. 

“It takes you women to 
handed boosts!” grinned Larry 
“Come on, sister; let’s dance!” 


ft WAS late that night when Hallie noise- 
lessly tiptoed into Aunt Mattie’s prim 
hall. Cate still on nights that followed. 
For with that initial excursion behind 
the scenes a new life had opened for Hallie. 
Nearly every evening saw her hurrying 
down the passageway that led back-stage, 
a vague smile on her childish mouth, 
excitement dancing in her lovely eyes. 
She had become an accepted part 
of the chance-assembled, open-hearted 
family behind the scenes. Miss Bobby 
Roberts had told Hallie all about her 
husband, not getting much better at 
Saranac, and her three-year-old baby, 
with. his grandmother in an East Side 
Manhattan flat. The Musical Millikens, 
who jangled horribly off stage, had elected 
Hallie to the unwelcome office of referee in 
their family fights. The Italian tenor had 
embarrassed her pleasantly by kissing her 
hand, and the trick dog had come to 
herald her approach with joyous yelps. 
Only the sullen-faced girl who played the 


Oh, she’s always got 
She’s a dumb 


ive back- 
McGlarry. 


„accompaniments for America’s favorite 


still held aloof. 

As for Larry McGlarry—he seemed at 
once some radiant being from a new planet 
and. a friend she had known all her life. 
He told Hallie so much about his career 
that she felt that she had always known 
him. Little rounded chin propped in slim 
hands, gray eyes wide and wonder-touched, 
she had listened to the marvelous account 
—the time he had toured South America, 
the gay weeks when he had captured the 
erratic fancy of Paris, the glad occasion 
when he had taken Broadway by storm. 
No Iliad ever had a more enraptured 
listener. 

“Its wonderful, just wonderful!” mur- 
mured Hallie, over and over again, while 
Larry McGlarry looked at her flushed 
face with complacent approval. 


“It’s nothing to the things m going 
to do!” said Larry McGlarry. 

No wonder that Hallie, who had longed 
for “something diffrent,” felt that she had 
stepped into a fairy tale. It was her 
days at Grogan’s that seemed unreal to 
her now. Her fingers flew mechanically 
through the song hits that prospective 
customers insistently demanded, but her 
thoughts were far away. 

“Snap out of it!” advised that faithful 
friend, Miss Julia Simms. “Come on, 
Hallie, can the sleeping-beauty stuf! No- 
body home above the finger tips! Hitting 
the high spots of evenings, Hal? You're 
wearing mourning bands under your eyes! 
And what have you done to Joe? I saw 
him waiting in his truck around the corner 
the other afternoon, and, say, down in the 
mouth was the word!” 

“I haven’t seen him lately,” said Hallie 
briefly. 

“Listen, Hal, if you leave a boy like 
that lying around loose, someone I know’s 
going to nab him some fine day, naming 
no names!” 

“ Help yourself,” advised Hallie lightly, 
though a little jealous pang shot through 
her as she spoke. 

She had been so busy that she hadn't 
had time to think of it before; but now she 
realized that she had missed Joe. For a 
moment, a strong temptation assailed her 
to hurry away from Grogan’s at closing 
time, and ride out with Joe in his truck. 
But she was having dinner with Larry 
McGlarry before the evening performance. 
She shrank from the thought of the scorn 
of America’s favorite if he should see her 
clambering into a truck! 


[E WAS on a Monday night just a week 
from the day that he had first come into 
Grogan’s that Larry McGlarry kissed 
Hallie, as they stood in the dim shade of 
the maple tree that overhung Aunt Mat- 
tie’s gate. Hallie quite honestly hadn't 
known that it was going to happen, hadn't 
wanted it to happen yet. Nee that she 
didn’t believe now in the possibility ot 
love at first sight, and not that she didn’t 
consider Larry McGlarry the most won- 
derful person in an oddly wonderful 
world. She didn’t quite know why it was, 
but she didn’t want him to kiss her. 

“You mustn’t!” she protested, in a 
troubled voice. “You mustn’t, Larry!” 
He had made her promise:to call him that. 

“Why not, you funny little kid?” 
laughed Larry. But he did not kiss her 
again. 

It was on Wednesday night that he 
casually made the announcement that 
was to change Hallie’s world. 

“Nan Evers is leaving the show,” he 
peal her. “How’d you like-to have the 
job?” 

“You're joking!” Hallie tried to laugh: 
but her voice trembled. 

“Forty iron men a week and traveling 
expenses. Say, I mean it!” impressivel; 
declared America’s favorite. i 

“Oh, Larry!” Hallie’s eyes were black 
with emotion. “But I couldn’t!” 

“Sure you could,” he assured her. 
“When it comes to making the digits 
dance you’ve got Nan Evers backed neht 
off the map into the Pacific Ocean!” — 

“Why’s she leaving?” Hallie didn't 
know what made her ask the question. 
~ “Oh—tired of it, I guess! Lying ‘down 
on the job!” Larry’s voice lost its genial- 
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607 © Save the Surface Campaign, 1925 

LOOMY surroundings breed gloomy minds; maker.. From: their systematic use come the 
unsanitary surroundings endanger health; large rewards of preservation and beauty—a 
neglected surroundings destroy self-respect. | home that’s more valuable, more attractive, 
They depress body and mind and the value of | more cheerful, healthier, and easier to keep 
property. Paint and varnish fight darkness and | clean. “ Wherever people live” it is true that 
dirt and deterioration. save THE SURFACE CAMPAIGN, 507 The Bourse, Philadelphia, Pa. When you ‘‘save the 
They help the home- AS.chics omersengroner and beauty practically every kind of propeny, surface, you save all.” 
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‘The Most 
Convincing 
Story I Ever 

Heard 


“The Fyr-Fyter Representative who called on 
me had me sold in three minutes but I let him 
go on for ten. That man had the most in- 
teresting story, the most powerful ar nt 
for fire protection I ever heard and the evi- 
dence he laid before me in favor of his Fyr- 
Fyter was a knockout. I offered him a job 
right then and there but couldn't name a figure 
big enough to interest him. 

hope my own men don't get wind of that Fyr-Fyter 


feoposition ee have: thè- job-of getting, a: Tw sales 
orce. 


Its YO UR That's the kind of talk you henr 


about the visits of Fyr-Fyter Rep- 
resentatives, and the convincing 
TOY — story they have to tell. And it’s 
your story, your opportunity f 


you have in you a grain of ability to succeed in what 
doi tably. ; 
Look around you, see inflam- 
mable materjal everywhere. listen 
to the fire alarms and the fire en- 


others are doing so 


gines dashi: 
street, read ‘the 
Sam's statistics 


lars a year, and then realize what 

inadequate fire protection you 

find on every hand. That’s wh 

Fyr-Fyter_ men e so mi 

money, $20 to $60 a day and 

often more. 

There's not a logical reason under 
the sun why any home, factory. garage, institution or 
any of ah other places can out of being your 
customer for Fyr-Fyters after you ve told the story we 


tell you to tell. 
Lition ya and tha 
who are not talking about any one day 
luck. Mendenhall works half time 
it Tell You and aon out $100 = week. 
Frank Depri de $500 in one week. following an 
ILeyear chy Job st $85 a month, and aveaee! $i 
pia 
y 


Payne averaged $20.77 per day for 
217 days and that shows you we're 


week. There are scores more. hundreds of records 
show how Fyr-Fyter men make | a 

100 of them will tell you “If you're a man 

of average ability, just one of the reg- 

ular fellows and want to make good 

hop on to the Fyr-Fyter prop- 

osition.” 


WriteToday 


And we say, write 
today paige 

as 
bition; 100 
good men are 
to round 


This 
is the 
Fyr-Fyter, 


J marrel of in- 
genuily and ef- 
ency, low priced, 


> approved by (fire) Un- 
derwriters Laboratories, 
and used by U. S. Govern- 
out our big na- ment, Standard Oil and other 
tional sales force. big businesses. 


The Fyr-Fyter Co. 


831 Fyr-Fyter Bldg., Dayton, Ohio 


Clip This Coupon or Write a Letter 


The F: 'yter Co. 
831 Fyr-Fyter Bldg., Dayton, O. 
Gentlemen: Just send me particulars. 


ity. “What does it matter why? How 
about it? Want the place or not?” 

“Want it?” breathed Hallie. ‘“‘It’s— 
oh, it’s too wonderful! I can’t believe it! 
I'll never be able to thank you! If only 
my folks will let me go!” 

“Don’t tell them till afterward,” ad- 
vised Larry McGlarry. “That’s the best 
way to handle families. It saves a lot of 
back talk. We leave Saturday night after 
the show. Three days to get ready to beat 
it—plenty of time for a Fa little worker 
like you!” 

As a matter of fact, Hallie didn’t have a 
great deal to do in the way of getting 
ready, for few of her clothes, she decided, 
were good enough to take along on such a 
splendid enterprise. She’d wear the best 
she had, buy that taffeta frock with the 
demure little basque and the bouffant 
skirt at Fisher’s, down the street, and 
leave her other things for Norah. Lucky 
they were so much ofa size. Hallie longed 
to tell Norah all about it, but she didn’t 
want to worry her needlessly; probably 
Larry McGlarry was right, and it would 
be best for the family not to know until 
she was gone. 


ALLIE had brief moments of doubt. 

On Thursday evening, she and Larry, 
the principals of the one-act play, and the 
Musical Millikens, had planned a little 
supper together after the show. As they 
were about to go, Nan Evers appeared in 
the passage and called peremptorily to 
Larry McGlarry. Hallie couldn’t hear 
what they said to each other, but Larry’s 
tone was undeniably brusque, and once 
she heard what sounded like an oath. She 
knew it couldn’t be, of course; men didn’t 
talk to women like that. But the incident 
spoiled the evening for her. Afterward in 
the restaurant, she had an embarrassed 
feeling that the party was making itself 
conspicuous by its noisy manners. 

“Don’t be a dunce!” Hallie chided her 
critical self. ‘‘They’re from New York, 
aren’t they? I guess they know how to 
act!” 

Friday evening, the last one of the old 
life, she insisted upon spending at home. 
She felt a wistful homesick pang in ad- 
vance as she thought of leaving them all: 
dear Norah, so kind and sisterly for all 
her blunt ways; dependable Newt; little 
Newty, with his cunning, twisted chatter, 
and Sister, with her gleeful gurgle, and 
her fuzzy yellow head. 

“Want to go? Sure?” asked an insist- 
ent small voice in the back of Hallie’s 
heart. 

But it had been the second ironing da 
of the week, and Norah was very tired, 
and consequently irritable. 

“Like your pie, Newt?” she demanded 
at dinner. 

“Sure, honey,” her husband agreed. 

“Like the chops, and the peas, and the 
potatoes, and the graham gems I made 
especially for you?’ 

“All O. K., honey!” Newt declared. 

“A pity you couldn’t say so, then!” 
blazed Norah. “I declare, it’s easier to 
tell when old Prince is pleased with his 
meals—he may not say any more than 
you do, but at least he wags his tail.” 

“Tf I stay here and settle down I'll 
have to work as hard as Norah does, and 
eet to be like that,” Hallie reminded her- 
self. 

As she wiped the dishes for the last 


time, she thought with an incredulous 
thrill that a week from then she’d be put- 
ting on a pink dress, getting ready to 
play before an audience! It didn’t seem 
possible. What a lucky girl she was! 

“First time you’ve wiped the dishes in 
a week,” observed Norah, with sisterly 


frankness. “It’s a wonder Aunt Mattie 
doesn’t charge you board. How’s Joe: 
“ ME g ”» = 

I guess I'll go see,” answered Hallie. 


She hadn’t meant to encounter him again. 
but suddenly she saw that it was impos- 
sible to go away for always without seeing 
oe. 
“Come on out!” she called when Joc 
had answered the imperious summons of 
a shower of pebbles on the roof of his 
shack. 

He came, eagerly. But his face fell as 
he scanned Hallie’s absently dreamy face. 

“ You haven’t changed your mind, have 
you, Hal?” he asked. 

“Tm afraid not. But don’t be mad at 
me, Joe!” begged Hallie, childishly. 

“Sure, I’m not.” Joe was stoutly cheer- 
ful. “Sorry I acted like a sore thumb the 
other night. . . . I know darn well I’ve 
nothing much to offer you... don’t 
know where I got the nerve to ask a pretty 
kid like you to spoil her hands doing 
housework. But I thought, maybe— Well. 
we'll just forget it. Say, Hal, won’t you 
ride out with me in the old boat again, now 
that you know I’m not going to bother 

‘ou! 

“If—if I can.” There were tears in 
Hallie’s voice as she remembered that she 
would never ride in the old boat again. 
“‘I—I do like you, Joe!” She leaned for- 
ward impulsively, dropped a hasty kiss 
near Joe's astonished right ear, and fled. 


HALLE’ fingers didn’t seem to be a 
part of herself at all, that last day at 
Grogan’s. They were someone else’s fingers. 
going about their business dutifully and 
with surprising zest, while Hallie’s mind 
flew in distracted circles. What would Gro- 
gan’s do on Monday, with no one at the 
iano? They had been so good to her. 
t did seem mean to walk out on them like 
that! Would Julia Simms really make up 
to Joe when she was gone? 
he unwelcome idea prevented her from 
kissing Julia-good-by. She flew from the 
store at closing time, stopping only long 
enough to get the box containing her new 
pink dress at Fisher’s, before she hurried 
to the Palace. The matinée performance 
would be over, but she was to have dinner 
with Larry McGlarry, and perhaps he 
would be waiting for her now. 

Hallie, with a sudden catch in her 
throat, hoped that he would; all at once. 
she felt little and lonely and lost. And, ot 
course, she wouldn’t feel that way with 
Larry. True, there were moments—such 
as last night after the play—when Hallic 
didn’t feel very well acquainted with him. 
But that was nonsense, of course. Hadn't 
there been other nights when he had kissed 
her in the shadow of the maple at Aunt 
Mattie’s gate, and Hallie had not pro- 
tested? Though they hadn’t talked about 
it yet—at least, not in words—wasn’t he 
the man whom Hallie would doubtless 
marry one day? 

Behind the scenes it seemed quite de- 
serted, however. Hallie, seeing it for the 
first time in the daylight hours, was 
astonished at its garish ugliness. A pile 
of carelessly stacked scenery mocked at 
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THE QUALITY RAZOR OF THE WORLD 


i > HETHER your daily shave is an annoy- 
M ing duty or a mere five-minute incident 
DN depends upon the judgment you use in 
the selection of a razor. 

The New Improved Gillette is offered as the 
means to the truly perfect shave. 


What it promised to do in theory, by virtue of 


i 1 i i i i Whether have a beard 

its scientific design, it performs in actual use. Mince ice 
It is submitted for the judgment of men whose time, good nature silk, your GOOD shave 
and facial appearance are of sufficient importance to make them will become a PERFECT 

demand a faultless shaving implement. shave if you read “Three 

Reasons’’—a new shaving 

Try it once witha Gillette Blade—possessing the finest edge that steel booklet just published. A 
cantake...and you will realize that yourshaving problem is solved. postcard request and we'll 

gladly send you a copy 

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO., BOSTON, U. S. A. with our compliments. 


i 


< In gold plate, $6. 


“The New Imp oved 


None as Y 3 \ The Gillette New Standard 


In silver plate, $5. 


The Gillette Company as- é “ d 
sumes full responsibility H é E. 
for the service of Gillette L l 


genuine Blades it 
cannot take responsibility 
of Gillette 
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D OEE E - -e 


188 


The American Magazine 


An old-timer sets 
` a quantity pace 
for pipe-smokers 


Here is a remarkable letter from an old- 
time traveling man in Seattle who says he 
has smoked five-eighths of a ton of Edge- 
worth during the past twenty-four years. 

He tried to keep his identity a secret. 
But one of our scouts tracked him down, 
induced him to sign the letter and permit 
its publication, on condition that his name 
would not be mentioned. 


Larus & Bro., Co. 
Richmond, Va. 
Gentlemen: 


Seattle, Wash. 


I have smoked a pipe for about forty-four 
years. In. 1900/1 read a report issued by 
some Federal Bureau in which it gave a 
rating of pureness `of nearly all the then 
best. known smoking tobaccos. If my 
memory has not played me a trick Edge- 
worth stood at the head of the list. I was 
mimdenty interested: to try a can of 
Edgeworth.: Since that time I have smoked 
nothing but Edgeworth, and when I tell 
you thatsI. buy,a one pound can every 
week, ér-fifty-two pounds a year, sometimes 
more, you will. surmise that I am some 
pipe fiend.*' - 

"A* pound of tobacco per week for twenty- 
four years makes twelve hundred and forty- 
eight pounds of Edgeworth, five-eighths of 
a ton. 

The reasons for my loyalty to Edge- 
worth are these: 

It is always the same. Another reason is 
that ‘Edgeworth is sold everywhere. This 
letter-is not, for publication, but just in- 


tended ‘as a notification that you have a 
few inveterate smokers scattered over the 
country who smoke Edgeworth because 
they believe it to be the best tobacco on 
the market. 


I have purposely 
cut off the business 
heading of this pa- 
per and will just 
sign myself 
Yours very truly, 

“A qualified judge of 
smoking tobacco.” 


Let us send you free 
samples of Edgeworth 
so that you may put 
it to the pipe test. If 
you like the sam- 
ples, you'll like 
Edgeworth wher- 
ever and when- 
ever you buy it, 
for it never 
changes in qual- 
ity. Write your 
name and ad- 
dress to Larus & 
Brother Company, 3-I South 21st Street, 
Richmond, Va. 

Edgeworth is sold in various sizes to 
suit the needs and means ofall purchasers. 
Both Edgeworth Plug Slice and Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed are packed in small, pocket- 
size packages, in handsome humidors hold- 
ing a pound, and also in several handy in- 
between sizes. 

We'll be grateful for the name and ad- 
dress of your tobacco dealer, too, if you 
care to add them. 

To Retail Tobacco Merchants: If your 
jobber cannot supply you with Edgeworth, 
Larus & Brother Company will gladly send 
you prepaid by parcel post a one- or two- 
dozen carton of any size of Edgeworth Plug 
Slice or Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed for the 
3ame price you would pay the jobber. 


illusion; beauty lay buried under a layer 
of dust. A chill descended upon Hallie’s 
spirits. She was grateful for thé cheery 
hail that came at that moment from Miss 
Bobby Roberts. 

“That you, sweetie? Come right in. 
Set down on that chair—just brush the 
clothes to the floor. Larry wanted I 
should tell you that he had to go toethe 
hotel to make sure they got his clothes 
back from being pressed. He certainly is 
the Beau What-You-Call-Him about his 
clothes, that boy!” 

She deftly went ahead with her task of 

acking make-up accessories into a small 
bess explaining that there was so little 
time to get the train after the show that 
she was obliged to leave her afternoon 
make-up on for the evening performance, 
and remove it at her leisure en route. A 
worn suit case, thoroughly battered and 
disillustoned-looking, gaped in the corner. 


“(CLEARED my truck out of the hotel at 
noon to save another day’s rent!” 
sighed Miss Roberts. “ I must say, sweetie, 
this living in a suit case ain’t {the thing 
I’m fondest of!” She made an obvjous 
effort- to brighten. “Well, dearie, think 
you'll like the stage?” 

‘Oh, Pm sure I will!” cried Hallie, 
somehow unable to feel as fervent as she 
sounded. ‘‘How could anyone help it? 
It’s something diffrent, all the while!” 

Miss Roberts stared. . 

“Something diffrent?” she exclaimed. 
“My land, child, you make me laugh! It’s 
the same old thing all the while: living in a 
wardrobe trunk, taking trains that get in 
at three A.M., eating rotten meals in cheap 
boardifig-houses, washing out handker- 
chiefs*on the sly, doing exercises to keep 
from getting fat, seeing your baby once a 
year, and having him cry then because 
he’s scared of you—your own kid!” 

“ But—you’d rather be on the stage 
than anywhere else, wouldn’t you?” 
begged Hallie. “You wouldn’t want to 
do something diffrent, of course?” she 
demanded incredulously. 

“Something diffrent! Pll say I would!” 
The voice of the actress was wistful and 
far away. “Say, want to know what I’d 
like to do? Keep house. In an honest-to- 
Mike house, y’understand, with the hus- 
band well enough to weed the onion bed— 
not that that boy’d know an onion bed 
from a davenport!—and the kid making 
mud pies in the back yard!” She drew a 
long peel “Tl say that’s something 
diff’rent, all right!” she jeered at herself. 

Hallie got up from her chair. Her small 
face looked flushed and disturbed. Her 
eyes held an expression of disbelief and’ 
uncertainty in their depths. 

“PII just go see if that wasn’t Larry 
that I think I heard come in,” she ex- 
plained to the principal of the Seashore 
Skit, and slipped from the room. 

It was a prevarication. Hallie hadn’t 
really thought that she had heard anyone 
come in. She merely wanted to remove 
herself from the range of heresy, wanted 
to be alone, and reassure herself that the 
stage life was the most thrilling one in the 
world. 

Outside the door of Larry McGlarry’s 
dressing-room, she hesitated. She knew 
that she would be in no way offending 
back-stage conventionalities by waiting 
for Larry inside, but a momentary thought 


of what Norah would say made her pause. 

Suddenly there came to her astonished 
ears the sound of voices raised in angry 
debate. With no thought of eavesdrop- 
pine, Hallie found herself forced to over- 

ear those insistent words: 

“Clear out of here, I tell you!” Those 
were Larry McGlarry’s pleasantly metal- 
lic tones, curt now, and rough with annoy- 
ance. 

“But, Larry!” The words were choked 
with tears, flat with despair, so that for a 
moment Hallie hardly recognized the 
voice as that of Nan Evers. ‘* Not to say 
a word till to-day, and then to chuck me 
like this!” 

“T gave you two weeks’ pay in advance, 
didn’t I?” demanded Lar sullenly. 
“That was more than most folks would 
have done when you haven’t any contract. 
But nobody can ever say I don’t do the 
right thing!” 

“What do I care about your old two 
weeks’ pay!” wailed the girl. ‘‘Oh, Larry, 
don’t make me go away Foc you! You— 
you did like me, Larry, you know you did, 
till you got mad because I wanted us to be 
engaged! You said—” 

eh, well, a fellow says lots of things!” 
admitted Larry, tolerantly. ‘‘ What of it? 
Trouble with you skirts is, you have to go 
and take everything seriously! You make 
me tired!” 

“It’s that other girl!” Hallie shivered 
at the terrible hatred in Nan Evers’s 
voice. “‘You’re in love with her; that’s 
why you’re giving me the sack! You 
want to marry her!” 

Larry McGlarry laughed. 

“Say, kid, you’ve got me wrong!” he 
rotested. “Im not the marrying kind! 
’m not saying this kid isn’t a baby doll— 

even if she is a little fool—with that yellow 
hair and that wide-eyed stare of hers! 
But marry her! No, thank you! I’m 
taking her along because—”’ 


THE dressing-room door burst open. 

“You’re mistaken!” contradicted Hal- 
lie, with a calm that belied the flame in 
her eyes and the flush on her cheeks. 
“Youre not taking me along!” She turned 


to go. 

“See here!” Larry McGlarry was all 
the outraged star. “You can’t do a thing 
like this! You’d better explain!” 

“Can’t 1? Oh, yes, I can!” laughed 
Hallie. “Explain? I haven’t time. | 
have to hurry!” 

Yes. She had to hurry. She prayed 
that she would not be too late, as ns flew 
out of the stage door and down the street. 
looking back over her shoulder once, like 
a child who fears a pursuing bugaboo. 
Little sobs arose in her throat, but she 
swallowed them resolutely. What a fool. 
oh, what a dreadful little fool, she’d been! 
If only she could get back to the security 
of Joe, and his love, she’d never want any- 
thing diffrent again, in all her life! 

Joe’s truck was still waiting around the 
corner. As Hallie’s eyes fell upon it, a 
miracle happened, and suddenly 1t seemed 
to her the most splendid and desirable of 
conveyances, and a glamour fell upon the 
sturdy figure at the wheel. But how down- 
cast was Joe’s face! Hallie couldn’t bear 
him to look like that another moment! 

“Joe!” she called eagerly, not caring 
who might hear. “Here I am! Please, 
Joe, take me home!” 
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built a $2,000,000 
~ Hardware Business 


How the Phillip Gross Hardware Co. became 


one of America’s leading retail stores 


ORE of the largest and best 
equipped hardware stores in the 
United States is the Phillip Gross 
Hardware & Supply Company, of 
Milwaukee. 

Although most retail hardware 
stores come well under the $100,000 
class, Gross Hardware does a busi- 
ness of $2,000,000 annually. 

This remarkable business has been 
built upon an idea, part of which is 
expressed in the slogan, “If it’s from 
Gross it’s Good.” 

The rest of the idea has been ex- 
pressed by Mr. Gross in the state- 
ment above—reliance upon nation- 
ally advertised products. 


. A policy that has paid 


‘Our slogan,” says Mr. A. G. Hein- 
miller, merchandise manager of 
Gross Hardware, “has made it al- 
most necessary for us to carry na- 
tionally advertised products, as they 
carry a guarantee that stands right 
back of our promise. 

“In all of our advertising, most 
of which is done in the daily papers, 
we make an effort to tie up with 
national advertisements in the Wom- 
an’s Home Companion and other 
magazines.” 

Substitutions of unknown brands 
for nationally advertised merchan- 
dise is never attempted by the Phillip 
Gross Hardware Co. 

Part of the company’s business is 
wholesale—and that too stresses 
nationally advertised products. 


How manufacturers help 
The Phillip Gross Hardware & Sup- 
ply Company has simply demon- 
strated in a striking manner a fact 


that successful merchants in al lines 
of business recognize: National ad- 
vertising is the best kind of local ad- 


‘vertising for the retail merchant. 


In the columns at the left, for 
instance, is a list of products adver- 
tised in the Woman’s Home Com- 
panion—America’s greatest woman’s 
magazine. 

very month women in 2,000,000 
of America’s best homes read Com- 
panion-advertisements featuring 
these products. 

Right now scores of women in 
your neighborhood are reading manu- 
facturers’ advertisements in the 
August Companion—advertisements 


of products you carry. 


- Who these women are 


ManufacturersadvertiseintheWom- . 
an’s Home Companion because . 


- they know that Companion readers 


are the most valuable type of cus- 
tomers you can have. 

They are the women in 2,000,000 
of the better homes. They belong to 
the above average families—people 
whose incomes are above the av- 
erage, who own their homes, who 
have families to clothe and feed, who 
buy steadily and in good volume. 

These are the kind of customers 
that make a retail business pay. 
Only a few more, added to your 
regular business, would make a big 
difference in your net profit. 


Tie-ups that bring business 


Every month these women spend 
thousands of dollars for merchandise 
in your trade area as a direct result 
of manufacturers’ advertisements in 
the Woman’s Home Companion. 
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Are you getting this trade? 

Are you letting these women know 
that your store is the place to get 
this merchandise? 

Manufacturers are ready to hel 
you do this. They supply you wit 
window trims, counter displays and 
other means of tying up with their 
national advertising. 

They are willing to do everything 
possible to help you let people know 
where to get the goods—after the de- 
sire for them has been created. 


The open door to better business. 


This is the method by which Gross 
Hardware and a great many other 
successful retailers have built up 
volume and profit. 

Irrespective of the kind of busi- 
ness you are in, the same method is 
at your disposal. You too can get 
this profitable trade in the same way 
that others are getting it. 


First: Carry the “merchan- : 
dise advertised in the. 
Woman's HomeCompanion. 


Second: Feature this mer- 
chandise—let people know 
that you carry these Com- 
panion-advertised products. 


In the list of Companion-advertised 
products at the left check those 
you carry and start featuring them 
now. Also ask the salesmen and rep- 
resentatives of these lines for adver- 
tising and display suggestions. They 
will be glad to give them to you. 
Why not start now to make your 
store known as the place where these 
products can be bought? Begin this 
week to use more and more of the 
display material manufacturers have 
sent you, and to build up a clientele 
of steady-buying, profitable Wom- 
an’s Home Companion customers. 


WOMAN'S HOME 
COMPANION 


2,000,000 circulation TOF 
THE CROWELL PUBLISHING COMPANY, NEW YORK 
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“| Learned About Women From Law 


I asked sternly. “Don’t you know that 
you must always tell the truth to your 
lawyer?” 

“Oh, yes’m!” she bri htly agreed. ‘ ‘But 
you see, Miss Falls, i was afraid you 
wouldn’t take the case if I told you!” 

There was no time to scold her. 

“Tell me something,” I said, in my 
most confidential tone. “Are you engaged 
to that young doctor who comes in here 
with you?” 


She blushed. “We-l-l, not exactly!” 
she qualified. 
ut you’re in love with him, aren’t 
you?” I insisted. : 
A deeper blush. ‘‘We-l-l—” she ad- 
mitted. 


“If you’re married by next Monday, we 
can win your, case,” I explained. “ Other- 
wise, there’s not a chance in the world!” 

“Oh; I couldn’t possibly tell him about 
it!” ste ‘exclaimed. “You see, he’s never 
asked me, not in so many words! I don’t 
know-rfor - sure—whether ne wants to 
marry me or not!” 

you mind if I find out?” I asked. 
“You go into the inner office and leave the 
door ajar! cs 

“Tm going to ask you a very personal 
question!” I told Doctor West, when he 
came.in answer to my telephone call. “You 
admire Willie May Stone very much, do 
you not?” 

“Very much,” he said, getting red. 

“Are you in love with her?” 

‘‘Er—yes!” he confessed, as guiltily as 
if he ha 
crime. -- . 

“Tf you knew that she was going to 
marry,somebody by next Monday morn- 
ing, what would yon say?” 

“I'd gay that somebody was going to 
be me!2: hé blurted, with more vets 
than.correctitéss. Men o 

““She’s in there!”’: I pointed out. And 
then I; left—that office was no place for 
me, just ‘then!—and looked up a minister, 


and made arrangements for ice cream and- 


cake at four o’clock, Then I went: back 
and hurried’ them out to get the license, 


N MONDAY, when the case wascalled, 
the rather cocky young lawyer for the 
defense: arose, smiling complacently, and 
made a motion to dismiss the case, on the 


ground that there was no cause of action, . 


since. the girl was a minor. -I got up. 
“May it please this court, Ishould like 
to amend the petition to show the author-. 
ization of the‘claimant’s husband,” I said. 
“Her husband!” wildly exclaimed the 
attotney for the defense. - 
Well, we won that time; but it took 


extreme measures to. do it, and I had ' 


learned an important lesson—that most 
women are keeping something in reserve. 


Perhaps that’s what makes them an intet- `- 


esting sex. 

Men take women too much for granted, 
I think, in view of the fact that women are 
the mysterious sex. Almost every hus- 
band is prone to believe that he knows his 
wife down to her smallest thought. Don’t 
be too sure! That is my recommendation 
to him! A quarter of a century of being 


“been confessing to some major . 


‘ances. highly; - 


(Continued from page 37) 


made the repository of the hidden thoughts 
of women, their usually unspoken grieve 
ances, their small resentments that easily 
accumulate into an alarming mass, their 
unvoiced suspicions, their unrevealed hun- 
ger for affection, things that seldom 
come to light except in the case of real 
break between husband and wife, when it 
is perhaps too late, sometimes makes me 
wonder whether any husband really knows 
his wife. 

“Have you told your husband how you 
feel about this?” I frequently ask a chent 
who shows me startling depths of bitter- 
ness toward the man whose name she 
bears. 

“Oh, no—he hasn’t the least idea of 
it!” is the usual answer. 

Every husband should make an effort, 
once a day at least, to learn what is at the 
back of his wife’s mind. He may not 
always succeed in this, but she will ap- 
preciate his interest, and the attempt will 
keep them from drifting apart. 


SECOND characteristic of women, 
and one responsible for much misun- 
derstanding between the sexes, is that ap- 
pearances are far more important to her 
than to man. A large percentage of do- 
mestic difficulties, I have found, is occa- 
sioned by the tendency of women to em- 
phasize the importance of appearances, 
and the inability of men to understand 
the feminine viewpoint in this matter. 
One of the most frequent indictments 
that women make against their husbands 
runs something like this: 
“He won’t let us live on the fashionable 
side of town. He pretends that he can’t 
see what it would mean to the children to 


grow up over there! I scrimp and save 


all the time, and then he complains every 
time (and goodness knows it isn’t often!) 
that I get a new dress.” 

-There are’some men, it is true a very 


` few of them, who are born with reverence 


for the looks of things. There are others 
who acquire it, and far more who have it 
thrust upon.them.. But the vast majority 
of men, obsessed by their interest in their 
work, cannot understand why women 
must make such a to-do about what men 
regard as comparatively unimportant. 
Practically every woman values appear- 
if notyher own personal 
appearance, then, that of her children, or 


` of her household furnishings, or of her 


home, or her neighborhood. Eve was the 
only woman, I suppose, who never said 
indignantly to her husband, “But just 
think how it will look to the neighbors!” 


- Nor is this feminine insistence upon show- 


ing a good front to the world too much to be 
decried, since much of the progress of the 
world has come about as the result’ of it. 

“A Woman is a woman, no matter what 
situation she may happen to be in, and as 
such she almost invariably has a thought 
to give to appearances, even in the midst 
of sorrow and fear and bitterness and pain, 
a statement which brings to my mind the 
case of Martha Brown. Things were look- 
ing just about as black as possible for 
Martha Brown, who lay in a darkened 


` 


š 
hospital room, swathed in bandages, mi- 
nus eyebrows and eyelashes. at. day 
the front pages of the New Orleans p papers 
had carried great headlines: , 


Explosion in the Garden. ict. 
Martha Brown, ex-Boarding- House 
er, Suspected of Arson and Murder, 


““Well—ain’t I a sight?” Those. were 
her first words to me when I went_to her 
in answer to a plea telephoned by a nurse. 
“I guess I’m up against it,” she added; as 
a quite secondary thought. “Say, clean- 
ing old clothes isnt any crime, is-at?” 

The story she told me was briefly. this: 
Having failed in a boarding-house venture 
on Lafayette Square, she had leated a 
furnished house in the Garden Disth ct 
sharing it with a younger woman, a’ gay 
young thing who spent most of her eve 
nings at the dance halls on Lake Ponechar- 
train. Martha Brown, about to undertake 
a new business venture, considered elf 
desperately in need of new clothes, and 
was without money to buy them.. She 
therefore procured a large quantity of 
gasolene, and one evening she cleaned 2 
number of dresses and furs, as well as some 


“hangings and a rug, and hung thèm bn 


lines in the kitchen. The girl who -lived 
with her, coming home very late from 2 
dance, went into the kitchen for a_dsink 
of water, and there struck a match, ta get 
her bearings. “Crash! Bang!” Disaster! 
Death! Nothing remained but a badly 
butned and- nearly suffocated Martha 
Brown, who was hurried to the hospital. 
Her story sounded quite plausible; and I 
verihed all the details:shezhad: giver: hie. 
But the current of ‘suspicion ran: h€avy 
against her. She had had large insurance 
upon the personal belongings whichghad 
been destroyed. The girl who had died 
in the fire had had many friends. Vague 
and formless scandal was circulatéd-about 
Martha Brown, such meaningless “but 
deadly gossip as might be formulated. 
about any unknown and ‘anatt ed 
woman with no visible means of sup} 


T 


UICK: action was demanded. 
went at once to Chief of Police’ yes 

and urged that no criminal cha 
brought against Martha Brown Sede 
ately; that, on the contrary, she- be ‘per- 
mitted to bring civil action” for. the 
payment of the insurance on her prop 
destroyed in the fire: The best lawyers cn 
the Louisiana bar, I pointed out to him. 
were in the employ of the insurance comp- 
anies. They could be depended upoan: to 
ferret out all the evidence against Martha 
Brown. If she won the case against them.” 
she would be free to face the world withpire: 
the stain of a criminal accusation agamst 
her name. If she lost—well—try her then 
for murder and arson! l 

Chief of Police Boylan finally con- 
sented. Martha Brown was removed to 3 
sanitarium as a charity patient, with 7 
policeman stationed in the corridor out- 
side her door. Every soul in the place 
believed her guilty of murder. 

Her nerves were so shaken by the 
ordeal, and by the atmosphere of sus- 
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picion about her, that I despaired of her 
ability to tell a straight story on the stand. 
One day when I was at work on her case, 
a frenzied message from her was tele- 

honed to me. She must see me at once. 
Beane I hardly knew whar, I hurried to 
her. She had been crying, and she looked 
at me with a guilt on her face chat froze 
my blood. 

“There’s something I’ve got to tell 
you”’—her words were far from reassuring 
—‘‘can’t keep it to myself any longer!” 

“What is it?” I snapped. I saw myself 
forced to confess to the chief of police that 
I had been in the wrong. I saw my client 
hanged by the neck until dead—a fright- 
ful vision for any lawyer to see! 

“I don’t know what you'll think!” she 
wailed. 

“Go on!” I said grimly. 

“Well, it’s terrible, I kauwi but I use 
hair dye, and I haven’t been able to get 
any since the fire, and now just look at my 
hair! I just can’t go and face that judge 
and jury this way—I’d simply die! You'll 
go out and buy me some of the hair dye I 
use, won’t you?” 

I looked at Martha Brown’s softly gray- 
ing hair, a pleasant frame for her unre- 
markable face, and thought how much 
harder and less in need of sympathy she 
would look with dyed black waves over her 
forehead. 

“No hair dye for you!” I said firmly. 

I explained that her very life might 
hinge upon that fortunate chance of het 
gray locks. In spite of all that I said, after 

had gone, Martha Brown tried to per- 
suade the attendants to get hair dye for 
her; but luckily failed, having no money 
to give them. We won the case; but I do 
not think that she ever forgave me for 
making her appear with gray hair before 
twelve good men and true, in one of the 
most public moments of her life. 


HE third characteristic is that. women 

appear to be the more mercenary sex, 
a quality due less to their inherent 
natures than to the long generation of 
economic dependence ‘behind them, and 
their present lack of understanding of 
business and financial affairs. They Rave 
come to exaggerate the value of money 
which has been doled out to them so long. 

Let me be understood very clearly on 
this point: I am not implying that women 
are mean in money matters.: I think that 
if the respective position of the sexes were 
suddenly reversed, so that men should 
suddenly become the -financially depend- 
ent! sex, women might very possibly be 
more generous than men are now. But as 
it is at present, too many women see 
money issues through a magnifying glass. 

He doesn’t give me a fair amount of 
the money he makes,” they say. 

“How much does he make?’ 

“Well, he says” “always that lingering 
accent of doubt upon the “says”—“ he 
makes a hundred dollars a week. But that 
doesn’t sound very likely to me. Why, I 
had a plasterer at work last week who 
makes twenty dollars a day; and is it 
probable that my husband, who is in 

usiness for himself, would make only a 
hundred a week? Anyhow, if he isn’t 
making more than that, he certainly 
should be!” 

It is a rare wife who is satisfied with her 
husband’s money-making ability, I have 
found. “If husbands weren’t so easy- 


oing, if they only had the grit to ask the 
bow for a raise, if they cared at all about 
the needs and desires of their wives and 
children, they could get more money just 
as easily as not!” My clients assure me 
that this is so. 

The average husband has himself to 
blame for this attitude on the part of his 
wife. She considers him a remarkable 
being, much more able to work wonders 
than men in general, and therefore able to 
make more money, if he really desires to 
do it. As a rule, her husband swaggers a 
bit in this good opinion of hers, preferring 
admiration to sympathy. He fails to make 
his wife a partner in his business diff- 
culties. When he is hard pressed, male 
conceit prevents him from saying so, 
except in a vague and petulant way that 


his family too often mistakes for mere self- ` 


protective camouflage. 

If his wife does not understand the 
value of money, it is usually because he 
has not helped her do so by giving her 
a regular and adequate allowance, and 
insisting that she keep within it. 

But as the matter stands at present, I 
admit that the most disillusioning fact I 
have encountered in the past twenty-five 
years ts this tendency of my sex to “take 
the Cash and let the Credit go,” as Omar 
puts it. Frequently, they take the credit 
too, until their charge accounts sometimes 
become terrible bugaboos that haunt the 
dreams of the men who must pay them! 
This tendency toward apparent greediness 
in money matters I have found in women 
of varying classes and social and financial 
condittons. 


NE of the most dramatic incidents in 
my career as a lawyer came about 
through this apparent, rather than real, 
mercenariness of woman, owing to the lack 
of understanding of the wife and the failure 
of the husband to take her into his con- 
fidence. One of my clients was a man who 
had been in very comfortable circum- 
stances, but who was now faced by utter 
failure through unprofitable speculations, 
into which he had been betrayed, I knew, 
through a desire to get money quickly to 
ratify the desires of his young and beauti- 
fal wife. On the day when the story of his 
failure broke in the papers I went to the 
up-town hotel in which he and his wife 
occupied a suite. 

“They don’t answer,” the clerk told 
me. 

Somehow or other, in spite of this infor- 
mation, I felt sure that the man was in his 
apartment, shutting his ears to telephone 
calls, no doubt, since they could have 
nothing but humiliating news to bring to 
him. I went up to his floor in the elevator 
and rang his bell. ‘There was no response. 
The sixth sense that sometimes tells law- 
yers when their clients are in desperate 
need of them came to my aid. Unhesitat- 
ingly, l turned the knob of the door, and 
when it yielded to my touch went un- 
announced into the room. My client sat 
at his desk, with a revolver in his hand and 
the picture of his wife before him. 

“You aren’t going to be a fool, are 
you?” I demanded. . . . There are times 
when the thing a client needs most is a 
litele brutality. 

“ Read this,” he said dully. 

His wife had gone, at the first hint of the 
trouble, without even a good-by, except 
the written one which told him that hehad 


had “no right to make things so awkward 
for her!” Mercenary? Yes; but it was he 
who had taught her to be greedy, by 
indulging her beyond all rhyme or reason. 
If he had ever treated her as a real wife, 
rather than as a spoiled child, very prob- 
ably she would have been at his side at 
that moment. 

Since this is no romance, but a chapter 
from life, I feel compelled to add that she 
never came back to him. He had treated 
her so long as a paltry and inadequate 
creature that she had finally become onr. 
Happily, he did not make this mistake in 
his second marriage, in which he had the 
good sense to choose a woman who cared 
for him rather than for his money. 


OE of the most amusing as well as one 
of the most pitiful cases in my ex- 
perience, in which the feminine greed for 
money was apparent rather than real, was 
that of the mother of a small girl who was 
to inherit a hundred thousand dollars at 
the age of twenty-one. The mother was 2 
former chorus girl who had married a rich 
man considerably above her in breeding 
and station, from whom, for years before his 
death, she had been alienated. The child 
Was.a precocious mite, fully conscious of 
her own importance as the future bringer 
of wealth. On one occasion, when the 
mother had brought the little girl to 2 
conference in my office, I asked two to 
luncheon. 

“Now we'll have some ice cream!” | 
said, to make the supernaturally solemn 
mane mk pi 

“I don’t eat ice cream!” she soberly 
piped. “It might make me sick?” 

“You don’t know how careful E-feed 
her!” observed the mother. “‘ If wega: 
get that hundred thousand, it bak ri 
my fault of mine!” oo 

he youngster was taught at home, “She 
ate, slept, and played the few safe and 
decorous games permitted to her undegthe 
constantly watchful eye of her mothes. | 
used to toy wistfully with the thought of 
kidnapping her for a day, and taking her 
to a nice, germy circus, where she ay 
eat her fill of peanuts and pop and pmk 
ice cream! It seemed to me thae her 
mother valued her mest of all as a &mamcul 
asset. But this thought was put to shame 
when I went to her home one day send 
her seriously ill, and her mother Kisti 
with fear. i 

“I know what you’re thin 
blazed at me. “Well, it ain’t sof f 
give a hang if I never see a cent of 
money, just so my kid gets well!” Fam 
glad to say that che did. 1 

It seems to me that I cannot re too 
strongly that, in my opinion, the feminine 
lack of understanding of business affairs 
and, more particularly, of money, is át 
the root of more family trouble im the 
United States than any other one cause. 
When people bewail the growing economie 
independence of women in the nation, on 
the ground that it is threatening the 
marital state, I can’t help thinking that 
they are taking a thoroughly superficial 
view of the matter. The economic depend- 
ence of women and their ignorance of 
money matters is a far greater enemy to 


-true marriage than the reverse. 


The fourth characteristic is that wom- 
en are capable of greater depths of 
pettiness and greater heights of unselfish- 
ness than most men, in my opinion. Both 
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these qualities are well illustrated by their 
attitude toward will making, and divorce. 
When it comes to the wills made by others, 
women are very infrequently satisfied, 
and they often manifest a childish dispo- 
sition to be unreasoningly certain that the 
deceased must have left more money in 
existence than that mentioned by the 
terms of the will. I recall one instance in 
which I arrived at a home (the home, too, 
of supposedly well-bred, well-to-do peo- 
ple!) to find the very mattresses ripped 
open and the chair cushions torn apart in a 
futile and angry search for money that did 
not exist. Even the family Bible was 
ransacked in the furious endeavor. 

“ Please don’t open that! Oh, please!” 
the loyal, stay-at-home daughter begged, 
when finally a little pasteboard box fell 
into the hands of the vandals. 

Made certain by her plea that they 
were on the right trail at last, ‘the other 
daughters and the daughters-in-law tore 
open the box—and out fell a poor, pathetic 
gray switch, the last innocent vanity of 
the dead woman, who had wanted every- 
one to think that her hair was her 
own! 


F IS frequently a difficult thing to make ` 


a will for a woman, because she so often 
desires to keep on controlling her posses- 
sioris after her death. As a rule, she prefers 
to leave the property in trust, its interest 
to go to her beneficiary fof life. But, of 
course, eventually it must go to someone 


outright, and this realization is usually a - 


shock to its feminine owner. 

: Very often the phraseology that women 
wish to insert into their, last- will and 
testament is an amusing if appalling 
example of a woman’s desire to have the 
last word. Almost every woman has some 
in-law whom she particularly dislikes, and 
I have known many cases where women 
have left bequests to these in-laws appar- 
ently for no better purpose than because 
it gave them an opportunity to accompany 
the gift with a final gibe. 

“I leave my emeralds to my beloved 
sister-in-law, Jane ——, who so long has 
coveted them, though I fail to see how, 
with a complexion like hers, she can ever 
hope to wear them,”’ is a very fair instance 
of the feminine phraseology which lawyers 
must tactfully persuade women to omit 
from their wills. One of my clients, a 
peppery old lady, the wives of whose sons 
were always at swords’ points, wished to 
include her epitaph in her will, and had 
hit upon this as her idea of an enduring 
reproach: 


Here I lie, at peace at last, happily deaf to 
the quarreling of my descendants. 


But there is a bright side to the story of 
women as will-makers. Women, far more 
than men, I think, deprive themselves of 
small and larger luxuries, in fact of things 
that would commonly be considered neces- 
sities, in order to ae more to leave 
to their children. And in all the years that 
I have practiced law I have never made a 
will for a woman who desired to leave her 
money to her husband on the condition 
that he should never marry again. Indeed, 


_mates had outgrow .thęm and, could’no 


the great majority of them have said 
something like this: 

“My husband’s the kind of man who 
needs someone to look after him. All I 
want is for him to be happy!” 


HEN it comes to the matter of 
divorce, women sometimes present 
the most childish and unreasonable griev- 
ances as their reasons for action. The mere 
good looks of their husband’s stenographer 
seemsa perfectly adequate cause for divorce 
tosome wives. One cheat. I recall, declared 
that her husband was unsocial to the point 
where he became a public nuisance, and, 
being pressed for details, explained that 
he refused to learn to play bridge! 
But here’s an important point to re- 
member: The average woman who goes 
to a lawyer to talk about a divorce does 
not really want one at all. She wants, first 
of all, to tell her troubles, to get sympathy, 
erhaps to have a polite club to. hold over 
her husband; to be able to discipline him 
with: * My lawyer tells me—” Very often 
she wants, touchingly, just to be reassured 
of her husband’s love by this outsider. 
I remember one pretty and inconsistent 


. wife who rattled off a long list of com- 


plaints against her husband, and wound - 
up by demanding whether all that was-not 
ample reason for divorce. - 2 
“Yes, if your husband has really done 
all that you say he has, you can get a 
divorce,” I told ber. ‘‘Do you want one?” > 
“Why, certainly not!” she flashed. , 
On the other hand, I have known several 
wives who loved their husbands deeply 
and genuinely, yet acceded to their request 
for a divorce because they felt that their 


longer be happy with, them. -And I have . 


‘them, however, for the results 
‘accomplished by a ver 


other times, would give almost any evi- 
dence on the stand to save those they love, 
if they were not rigidly pinned down to 
the truth by their lawyers; not at all 
because these witnesses were naturally 
untruthful, but because, in such crises, 
women seem to have the faculty of believ- 
ing that a thing is true because they want 
it to be true. 


TH E sixth and probably the most con- 
spicuous characteristic of women is 
their hunger for affection and love. Of 
course this is a quality which they share 
with the whole human race; but they seem 
more dependent upon love than men, 
more ready to sacrifice for it; their lives 
are more likely to be a failure or a success 
according to its absence or its presence. 

More than wealth or luxury or ease, the 
average woman wants to love her husband 
and to feel sure that he loves her. 

I had a title once in New Orleans of 
which I was very proud. After the pleasant 
Southern fashion, I was called Miss Rose, 
the Reconciler. Happiness pays no fee, 
as O. Henry has somewhere pointed out; 
but I have never been so pleased by any 
cases I have won as by those that never 
came to court. I don’t claim credit for 
were 
simple formula, 
one that would doubtless be scoffed at 
to-day as hopelessly sentimental by many 
up-and-coming young graduates of the 
law. schools. 

~‘ I want you to tell me where you spent 
your honeymoon,” I would say, when the 
womap-had finished her statement of 
grteyances. ‘‘Tell me all about it, please.” 


-` Yhe.story would be told, impatiently 


at kfirst, then more gently, punctuated 


known’ other women, who, though , they ~withisthiles at times, and sometimes with 


had long ceased to love their-husbands and 
had been given every reason for divorcing 
them, yet refused to do so upon grounds 
which would be harmful to the men. 

“ He’d lose all his friends if I did,” such 
women have said to me. ‘It would hurt 
him dreadfully in business!” 

For the mother instinct frequenti 
persists in women, even when love is qed 
A judge tells the story of a case on record 
at the Court of Domestic Relations, in 
New York City, of an Irish wife who, 
appearing to make complaint against her 
husband for cruelty and failure to support 
her, nevertheless gave that belligerent 
individual fifteen cents to go out and get 
a clean collar before court opened: “So 
that the jedge kin see you lookin’ pretty.” 
And almost all women, I have foundewant 
the men who belong to them to, ‘look 
pretty” in the eyes of the world. 


HE fifth characteristic is that when 

women are inclined to be lawless, they 
are frequently more lawless than men 
or, at least, more openly and flagrantly 
lawless. Any lawyer whose practice has 
extended over a period of years must have 
many instances of the instinctive dis- 
regard of the law which women seem to 
feel when it clashes with the best interests 
of those dear to them. Sometimes women, 
thoroughly good in other respects and at 


tears. For the women who still wanted a 
divorce at the conclusion of that tale, 
there was one question more: 

“‘Aren’t you ever terribly lonely now 
for the man you married then?” 

“What’s the use? He isn’t like that any 
more!” they would protest. ‘*He—why, 
he couldn’t be!” 

“Maybe that’s what he’s thinking of 
you!” I would suggest. “Maybe he 
terribly lonely too, for that girl who loved 
him so much, who believed in him, who 
was going to help him do great things! 
Don’t you want to find out if he isn’t, 
before you go any further with this?” 

Sometimes they wouldn’t, of course, but 

uite often they would. And their mutual 
decison would frequently be that a divorce 
was the last thing in the world of which 
they had any need. 

Por, after all, when it comes right down 
to it, men and women are pretty much 
alike, take them by and large. They're 
just plain, everyday folks, all of them, 
who sometimes muddle themselves up in 
mistakes and twist themselves about in 
naughtiness, like the bigger children they 
are, but who, for the most part, would 
like to be good, who turn bewildered and 
wistful eyes toward the rainbow end called 
happiness, and who have usually a better 
chance of finding their way to it with a 
friendly hand in their own. 


EDGAR A. GUEST tells you next month what his religion means to him. Tolerance and rev- 
‘ erence and faith, he says, are the mainsprings of his life as well as of his work. In this article he 
‘ takes you into his confidence, relates how he came to have high respect for all denominations and 

creeds, and shows how religion has brought him moral strength, great happiness, and prosperity. 
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An ornament in 
any room 


The newARCOLA,with its 
glistening porcelain enam- 
eled jacket and transparent 
door panels, isan ornament 
in any room. And, by its 
scientific construction, au- 
tomatic damper control 
and tight-fitting door, it 
saves a surprising amount 
of fuel. Send for the book 
that gives the full facts. 


lT WOULD hardly be fair to tell you 
t | her name; but she lives in a little 
town in Iowa, and she has to be very care- 
ful, for her means are exceedingly limited. 


So careful, indeed, that when her house 
was heated witha stove, she allowed herself 
only two scuttles of coal a day. She wore 
her shawl most of the time and on very 
cold days, as she said, “I just went to bed.” 


The heating dealer who installed her 
Arco a glanced at her thermometer while 
he was at work. Outside the temperature 
was zero; inside it was only 45°! 

The next day ArcoLa was warming the 
livingroom and three American Radiators 
had transformed the three other rooms. 


The dealer, stopping in to see the results — 


of his work, found the temperature at 
70° throughout the house. 


IDEAL BOILERS AND AMERICAN RADIATORS FOR EVERY HEATING 


that tuea 


through radiator warmth in every room 


The crowning element in the little old 
lady’s happiness was the discovery that 
ArcoLa actually burned less than the two 
scuttles of coal which she had been allow- 
ing to the dusty, inefficient old stove. 


Transform your home, as her home has 
been transformed. You can do it far more 
easily than she did, because our new Easy 
Payment Plan enables you to have ARCOLA 


` for justasmall down payment,thebalance 


in easy monthly installments. Your Heat- 
ing and Plumbing dealer will explain the 
plan; meanwhile, send at once for an 
interesting Arcota book. 


TRADE MARK 
ARCOLA 
Reg.U.S. Pat. Of. 


For sale by the Heating and Plumbing Trade everywhere 


- AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 


Dept. 52, 1807 Elmwood Avenue, Buffalo, N.Y. Sales Offices in all principal cities 
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SMOKELESS 


198 


Distinctions 
Without 
Differences 


O men start out in life 

on the same footing; 

each works hard, each 

strives to provide against 

the future, butold age finds 

one a success; the other, a 
failure. 


Wherein lies the differ- 
ence between these two 
men? Why does one suc- 
ceed and the other fail, 
when each has the same 
impulse tosaveand invest? 


One distinction is in the 
way they choose their in- 
vestments, for while one 
buys blindly, his haphaz- 
ard choices reflecting 
neither judgment nor ex- 
perience,the other soberly 
weighs every factor of safe 


investment. 


Your own investment 
success is such a simple 
matter to assure that you 
cannot wisely delay deci- 
sion. Today, send for a 
book which has safely 
counselled many; a book 
responsible for invest- 
ments mounting into the 
hundreds of millions, 
every dollar of which has 
been faithfully paid when 
due. To get this book, costs 
nothing — simply ask for 


Booklet I-1521 


S.W. STRAUS 
& CO, 


Established 1882 Incorporated 
INVESTMENT BONDS 


Srravus BUILDING 
505 Fifth Avenue 
at goth St. 
New York 


STRAUS BUILDING 
Michigan Ave. 
at Jackson Blud. 
CHICAGO 
STRAUS BUILDING 
79 Post Street, SAN FRANCISCO 


43 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS 


TO ANY INVESTOR 


f| © 1925—S, W. S. & Co., Ine 


The American Magazine 


THE FAMILY'S MONEY 


If All Women Were Like My Wife Every 
Man Would Own His Own Home 


ALL started with the set idea m 
wife had when we became engaged. 
She insisted that we must never pay 

rent, but that we must always have our 
rent money working toward buying a 
home. 

With her assistance I managed to save 
half my salary each month, which meant 
that we had $500 at the end of the year. 
It was the first money I had ever saved, 
and it gave me a feeling of pride and re- 
sponsibility which I had never before ex- 
perienced, 

The days we spent looking around for 
our home were the happiest of our court- 
ship. We found in a growing section of 
the city a delightful Bye cone home, 
for which we paid the staggering figure 
(in those days) of $3,500, putting our $500 
down as the first payment. Our monthly 
payments were $30, including interest on 
the principal. 

In a few years my wife conceived the 
idea that we ought to go into income pro 
erty. I was now earning $175 a month, 
and although this was more than double 
what I made when I married, the cost of 
living had tripled. Also, we had two grow- 
ing children to consider. Yet, in spite of 
all this, my wife managed somehow to lay 
aside some little sum, either five or ten 
dollars every month, so that we soon had 
about $1,000 in our savings. We sold our 
home for $5,000, receiving $1,000 down 
payment, and a first mortgage of $4,000 
carrying six per cent interest. 

We now bought a flat, with five rooms 
on the upper and five rooms on the lower 
floor. For this we paid $7,000, making a 
cash payment of $2,000, represented by 
the $1,000 down payment we had just re- 
ceived from the sale of our house and the 
$1,000 in the savings account. The 
monthly payment was $60. We rented 
the upper flat for $35, and we paid the 
balance of $25. The monthly payments 
which we received on the $4,000 bee mort- 
gage were left intact and allowed to ac- 
cumulate at interest. 


WHEN our eldest child married, my 
wife thought it would be nice to 
move into an apartment. 

We found a desirable house containing 
four apartments of four rooms each, for 
$17,000. The terms would be a cash pay- 
ment of $5,000 with monthly payment of 
$150. We sold our flat for $8,500, $1,500 
down, taking a first mortgage of $7,000 at 
six per cent for the balance. 

his $1,500, plus $3,500, represented by 
funds accumulated from the $4,000 first 
mortgage, made up the $5,000 paid down 
on this apartment house. We rented three 
apartments at a rental of $40 each, netting 
us $120 per month, and we paid the differ- 
ence of $30, allowing the $7,000 mortgage 
money to accumulate. 

Just this last month we made our last 

ayment on the apartment. Besides, we 
fave let about $7,000 accumulate on the 


first mortgage on our flat. to-day we 


1 | have $120 rentals coming in from the 


apartment, and around $35 a month in- 
terest from the mortgage. The figure. 
show that at no time did we pay more than 
$30 a month for shelter. This sum is 
surely much more reasonable than most 
rents. H J. S. 


Why I Have No Clothes That 
Are Fit to Wear in Public 


AM always deeply interested in your 
articles dealing with the family's 
money. It delights me to know that 
so many young married couples see the 
wisdom of laying by a certain part of 
their savings against their declining years. 
My story shows the other side of the 
picture. l am writing from the experience 
of a wife and mother in a home where the 
saving habit was ignored. All too fre 
quently, my husband persisted in pinning 
his faith to the too familiar slogan of 
“Let each day take care of itself.” 
The children came along rapidly, as 
they almost always do in poor families. 
had to be fed, clothed, and educated. 
Fitung my children for useful lives has 
been one of my unyielding determinations. 
I am carrying out my purpese, but it is 
saly through much self-denial, hard work. 
and the strictest economy that I am able 
to keep them in college. Of course I am 
thankful that I can do so, at the expense 
of any personal hardship. I cannot help 
thinking, however, that a bank account 
—even a small one—to which to tum 
she other resources fail, would be a god- 
send. 
Here are some of the perplexing, and 
often humiliating, conditions which, after 
thirty-five years of hard work, I am forced 
to meet, ail beesnte we lacked the wisdom 
to save: 
I seldom attend church, because I have 
no clothes fit to wear in public; I long for 
a little vacation and a visit back to my old 
home, but there is never any money; I can- 
not entertain my friends, much as I would 
like to, since I seldom have a day off. 
With what little time and money I can 
spare, I do manage to visit the sick and 
help the destitute in a small way. I ama 
great reader, but lack of means prevents 
my having my much-loved magazines 
except back numbers, on my table. | 
cannot even afford a newspaper. 
Besides keeping the home, making 2 
arden, raising chickens, doing all thc 
amily sewing and keeping summer 
boarders, I earn a neat sum in various 
ways. But college books, college clothes. 
even severely plain ones, and enrollment 
fees call for so many dollars that there is 
seldom a dime left for pleasure. However. 
I am looking forward to the time, not sv 
far away, when my four children will have 
finished college and be ready to take theiz 

laces among the world’s workers. Then 
shall no longer spend my waking hours 
trying to solve the problem which, 3: 
present, is ever confronting me. 

MRS. L. R. Y. 
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Paint NOW— 
Pay in 10 Months 


Consult the Devoe Author- 
ized Agent in your commu- 
nity about the Devoe Home 
Improvement Plan, which 
will enable you to paint your 
house — inside and out—and 
pay for it in ten monthly in- 
stallments. Or write us. 


$ 
4 
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vy 


ference ! 


s OU’D hardly think it was the same room. It used to be 
so drab, gloomy and depressing, it almost drove me to 

distraction. Now look at it—bright, cheerful and fresh. 
“Paint certainly does make a difference! It turns frowning 
walls, ugly woodwork, faded floors, dismal furniture into 
things of beauty where all can see them and enjoy them. All 
you need to do is to apply bright, cheerful coats of Devoe 
Paint and Varnish Products.” 
When you want to know anything about paint or painting, 
look for the sign of the Devoe Authorized Agent. You'll 
get advice worthy of Devoe’s 171 years’ experience. 


Devoe & Raynolds Co., Inc., 1 West 47th Street, New York 
Branches in Leading Cities 


DEVOE 


Paints, Varnishes; Stains, Enamels, Brushes 
Artists’ Materials & Insecticides 


Is your brush hitting on ALL 32 


Decay germs reach ALL your teeth—does your Tooth-Brush? 


GOOD brush cleans your teeth thor- 

oughly. It reaches all your teeth. It 
sweeps off the film of germs and mucin 
from every tooth. It leaves no tooth en- 
dangered by the acids of decay. 


Skilled men studied the contour of the 
jaw. They made a brush to fit. The bris- 
tles of this brush curve; the picture shows 
you how. Every tooth along the length 
of the brush is reached and cleaned. 


They put a cone-shaped tuft on the 
end of the brush. This helps you reach 
your back teeth. They curved the handle. 
That alone makes it easier for millions of 
tooth-brush users to reach and clean every 
tooth in their mouths. 


Think of what help these features of 
the Pro-phy-lac-tic could be to you. No 
more trouble trying to make a flat brush 
clean a curved surface. No more awk- 
ward stretching of your mouth by brushes 
with the wrong shape of handle. No more 
fear that ALL your teeth may not be 
thoroughly clean. 

Consider this tooth brush of yours. Is 
its bristle-surface concave? Does it fit 
the shape of your jaw? Does its handle 


It pries into all the depressions and crev- 
ices, no matter how deep. 


There isn’t a part of a tooth this brush 
can’t clean, and its scientifically arranged 
bristles are of such resilience that the film 
of germs and mucin is quickly swept away. 


1. Test this yourself 
To 


ree 


sizes. Prices in the United S 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Adult, 50c; P 7 
tic Small, 40c; Pro-phy-lac-tic Baby,2 
Also made in three different bri 
tures— hard, medium and soft. | 
sold in the yellow box that prot 
dust and handling. 


sh L : l l 
hebrisdes | 
and in the curve of the conforms | 
to the curved formation of the jaw. 
Pro-phyac-tic you can easily 


tooth and brush every part of every 
thoroughly. 


in 


Tooth brushes for 
a new headline 
tisements. The 


advertisement is “ 
hitting on ALL 32? 


ing the text can i 
new headline? We offer 90 he 
writer of the best one ted 


one lucky 


follow the curve of your mouth? Is it 
easy to reach your back molars with it? 


The index finger in the pict 


you how you 


reader each month 
—free tooth brushes 
for the rest of his or 
her life. 


The Pro-phy-lac-tic gets in between 
teeth. The saw-tooth bristles pry into 
every crevice, break upand 
sweep away the mucin, and 
dislodge food particles 
that otherwise might hide 
away and cause trouble. 


The big end tuft helps in If 
this work and also performs 
another very important 
task. With it you can easily 
reach and clean the backs 
of teeth, even the backs of 
hard-to-get-at molars. 


Right — This picture 
shows how the Pro-phy- 
lac-tic fits the inside con- 
tour of the teeth. You 
can see how much more 
irregular are the tooth 
surfaces on the inside | 
curve. The Pro. phy-lac- 
tic fits the prominent 
curves of each tooth and 
penetrates deeply into 
the crevices between. 
When the teeth are 
brushed correctly, verti- 
cally away from the 
cums, the bristles clean 
every curve and crevice 
thoroughly. 


Pro-pny-Lac-tic Brus Co., Florence, Mass. 4-BB6 
Gent 
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in Silk 


then the vividness of Paris Colors 


OTHING has done so much 

to accentuate the beautiful 
gowns as the present color mode 
in hosiery. No wonder Paris is 
depending more and more upon 
its tones to complete the color 
scheme! 


But in this profusion of color it has been too easy to 
center madame’s attention on the shade and hasten her 
inspection of the fabric. 

The flawless texture of filmy silks gives to Holeproof the 
style atmosphere which exquisite hosiery must have. No 
shadows, no uneven threads or knots can escape detection 
in our process of inspection. 

In Holeproof, as in no other hose, fine weaving means 


ing over 
There is no charge. 


Shall we forward September's 


Paris fashion letter to you? 


Another letter from our Paris observer has just arrived. 
It is full of last minute news about what women are wear- 
there. Also several surprises you'll like to know. 
Where shall we send your copy? 


those extra weeks of wear. And 
perfect fit . . . so trim that there 
is not the tiniest wrinkle to dis- 
appoint milady on correct and 
fashionable appearance. These 
are the things that must be sought 
even before color is considered. 

And today, you will find Holeproof showing the newest 
Paris shades, discovered by our observer and sent to us 
with utmost haste from exclusive shops along the Rue de 
la Paix. 


All are fashionably correct. You may see them in any 
fabric you prefer, sheerest chiffons or heavier silks. In every 
style, both full-fashioned and semi-fashioned. See them at 
the shop of your nearest Holeproof dealer. 


ffoleproof ffasierg 


HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY, MILWAUKEE, WIS. 


HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY OF CANADA, LTD., LONDON, ONT, 
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JOHN MURRAY ANDERSON HAS BEEN A JACK OF ALL TRADES MARY B. MULLETT 
JOHN MURRAY ANDERSON. A portrait in photogravure 

JAMES M. KURN. A portrait in photogravure 

THE PUFF OF A LOCOMOTIVE IS MUSIC TO HIS EARS EDWARD HUNGERFORD 
THEY LOVE THEIR HOMES AS MUCH AS YOU LOVE YOURS ARCHIBALD RUTLEDGE 
HOW UNCLE SAM COINS THE MONEY YOU SPEND JOHN T. FLYNN 


THE LOST TOWER OF RODONDO. Astory HELEN TOPPING MILLER 
Illustrations by George Giguére 
BEHIND THE SCENES AT WOR ALLAN HARDING 
“THE WAY TO LIFT A HUNDRED TONS IS TO LIFT IT WITH 
YOUR HEAD!” CHARLES G. MULLER 
SUCH A NICE OLD MAN! A story MARION POSCHMAN VALENSI 
Illustrations by Herman Pfeifer 
SEVEN SIDES OF HUMAN NATURE AS A GREAT DETECTIVE 
SEES THEM > WILLIAM S. DUTTON 
THE CLOSEST CALLS I EVER HAD E. ALEXANDER POWELL 
YOU CAN’T TRAVEL FAR BY TREADING ON PEOPLE’S TOES ORLINE D. FOSTER 
DISCARDED. A novel (continued) INEZ HAYNES IRWIN 
Illustrations by J. Simont 
INTERESTING PEOPLE 
Mrs. Kate Walker Article by Jean Piper 
Tom Grant Article by Mrs. Tom Grant 
Thomas J. Shinners Article by Katherine Edelman 
Mrs. Madeline Snyder Article by Nina S. Purdy 
John L. Hanna Article by Robert H. Denehey 
THINGS I WISH MY WIFE (OR HUSBAND) WOULDN’T DO 
1st prize—I Wish She Wouldn't Blame Me for Everything! . E. 
2d prize—If He Were Only More Thoughtful! Mrs. L. P. 
3d prize—But I Wouldn’t Swap Him Off! Mrs. E. L. W. 
MY PET PEEVE 
Prize contest announcement 
THE FAMILY’S MONEY 
We Are Giving, Saving, and Are Buying a House on My Salary of $2,400 a Year C.C. J. 222 
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Money’s Red Flag 


IHEY—thousands of men and women 
—have precious dollars saved through 
years of self-denial and courage. 


Once they get the notion that their dollars 
can be doubled or trebled in a short time, 
through speculation or luck, nothing but the 
loss of all or part of their treasure brings them 
to a clear understanding of the perils of in- 
vestment. They need the danger signal— 
money's red flag of warning—the danger 
signal of unwarranted risk. 


e + + $ 


To the office of a big insurance 
company come pathetic stories of 
money lost in speculation and un- 
wise investments. Dismayed men 
and women, when it is too late, 
tell their experiences of funds pro- 
vided by life insurance or saved 
by thrift, lost in wild-cat schemes 
promising great returns, sunk in 
“sure thing” tips from well-mean- 
ing friends and relatives, or frit- 
tered away in stock speculation. 


The pity of it is that the hardest 
blows often fall on those least able 
to bear them—on men past the 
age of self-support, on women 
with no business experience, on 
young sy trying to get a start 
in the world. 


The Eternal Temptation 


Over and over again one hears, 
“Surely there must be some way 
that I can get more than 6% on 
my money with safety. I am prom- 
ised—practically guaranteed— 
that a certain stock will pay 10% 
or more and probably double in 
value. Only a few people know 
about this. A friend has just told 
me and says I must act quickly 
or lose the chance. Shall I invest?” 
The answer, in most cases, is 


The United States Government is tryin 

to put out of business and put in jail al 
investment crooks and especially those 
who prey upon persons of small means— 
who can least afford to lose their money. 
Whenever you receive circulars or pamph- 


lets or letters offering to make you rich 
over night, turn them over to the Post 


Office Department so that the Government 
mayinvestigateand,if necessary, prosecute. È 


Better Business Bureaus of various cities, 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY -NEW YO 


bankers associations, national associations 
of manufacturers and other groups are 
issuing warnings against fake stoc! 
moters. 
ing hands to prevent the stealing of 
billions of dollars 


DOLLAR PIRATES! 


“The first thing to do, Blackie, is to look at the map 


and pick out a town where smart people have 


money in banks. Somewhere in this big United 
States people have been saving up coin for years, 
just waiting for us to come and get it.” 


So said J. Rufus (Get-Rich-Quick) Wallingford, 
smiling and engaging character from the pen of the 
late George Randol h Chester. So true to life—his 
counterparts are to be found the world over. Bold 
in the open and cunning behind cover, they plunder 
alike the simple, the greedy, the rich and the poor. 


According to Postmaster General New, the people 
of this country are robbed by dollar pirates of more 
than $1,000,000,000 a year in mail-fraud schemes 
alone! How much more is lost through other 
frauds cannot be estimated. 


Don’t let a Wallingford get your savings! 


“NO—that is not an investment, 
it is a speculation.” 


The dollar pirates point to a few 
fabulously wealthy men and tell 
you that these men took chances. 
But they say nothing about the 
brains and the hard work which 
these men put in, along with their 
money. The victim listens, be- 
lieves, plunges—and loses. 


Records show that in all lines of 
business, good, bad and indiffer- 
ent, large and small, the majority 
of new enterprises fail. And in 
the purely speculative, big-prom- 
ise ventures the losses are appal- 
ling. 


pro- 
Many organizations are join- 


by these financial 


Suggestions for 


Published by 


notices will be mailed on request to in- 
terested executives. 


The Metropolitan Life Insurance Com- 
pany will neither criticize nor 
any particular investment but will be 
tricksters. g to mail free a booklet, “How to Invest 


Many of the foremost manufacturing 
lants are trying to protect their workers 
y issuing warnings in pay envelopes and 
on Bulletin Boards. 


our Money” dealing with the general 
problem of investing which may aid you 
to avoid financial pitfalls. 


HALEY FISKE, President. 


There is a definite danger line 
in investing money, and that line 
is located today at about 6“%r. 
This does not mean that every- 
thing below 6% is sound, nor that 
everything above is speculative, 
but—Money’s Red Flag of warn- 
ing appears at this level. Beware 
of the untried, unseasoned offer- 
ings. Remember—“the higher 
the rate the greater the risk.” 
Remember also that those who 
have but little money to invest 
are the ones who can least afford 
to take chances. 


Investing is a Profession 


Investing money is a highly spe- 
cialized profession based on a 
wide knowledge and constant 
study of many lines of business. 
None but experts know the com- 
parative and ever changing values 
of various investments. Safe in- 
vestments cannot be made on 
memory of past values. 


Go to a bank and ask to be di- 
rected to the best man to advise 
you about investment. You will 
find yourself welcome 
in the best bank in 
your community,even 
though you have only 
a small amount to 
invest. The banker 
of today will try to 
rotect you against 
raudulent invest- 
ments because general 
prosperity, which in- 
cludes yours, helps 
the bank’s prosperity. 


advise as to 


Send for it. 
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What My Religion 
Means To Me 


ELIGION has been the great- 
est single influence in my life. 
At forty-three, I can look back 
and see that but for the 

, spiritual teaching and help 
which I received from my mother, the 
achievements which have strengthened 
and comforted and pleased me most could 
never have been. Without that religious 
belief which she impressed upon me, I am 
certain that I should not be where I am 
to-day. I should not have the friends 
which are mine, nor the place which I 
occupy. I should be somewhere back in 
the desert of doubt and skepticism, grop- 
ing and struggling along, seeking material 
success with only the poor tools of my 
ability. 

Without my religion, I should have 
made enemies where I have gathered 
friends. 

Without my religion I should have gone 
down, where I have climbed up; ” should 
have been sordid, where I have found joy 
in being sentimental; I should have been 
shunned, where I have been welcomed, and 
although I might have made money and 
saved some portion of it, I am sure that I 
should have done many things which 
would have been to me a shame and a 
regret. 

ithout .my religion, I should have 
suffered a loss in self-respect and in the 
esteem of others. 

Į am convinced that religion is necessary 
tò worth-while achievement. 

I want Bud, my boy, to know this. 
The sooner any young man discovers that 
belief in God and belief in his own divine 
purpose are vital to his career, the better 
it will be for him. I would rather die 
leaving nothing to my boy but his reli- 
gion, than to die leaving ha a fortune, 
with no religion. 

If I can but impress upon him, as my 
mother impressed upon me, the fact that 
God has given him a soul to be his for all 
eternity, that he has been blessed with 
divine powers to beautify and glorify 
that soul, if I can give to him the sure 
belief in a Supreme Being, I shall not 
have to worry about his future. He will 
be safe against temptation. He will be 
able to see crooks and liars and cheats 
prosper temporarily, and still retain his 
own honor. With that faith, he can be 
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manly, self-reliant, independent, humor- 
loving, artistic, athletic, friendly, and 
whatsoever he wills to be. The boy who 
has faith in God will have faith in himself. 

The football player with a religion is a 
better player than the boy without one. 
The business man with a real, live, ear- 
nest religion is a better business man than 
the scofing non-believer. All the great 
men of nearly all the ages have had a 
religion. 

ut with Bud’s own faith I want him 
also to have respect for the religion of 
others. His soul can never become truly 
reat by warping it into the strait- 
jacket of the bigot. Religion has suffered 
most from two classes of people—the 
hypocrites and the bigots. 

The bigots have stained their concep- 
tion of Christianity with bloodshed and 
crimes; the hypocrites have made religion 
appear ridiculous and dishonest. It is 
difficult to guess which has done the more 
harm. The bigots have driven men away 
from the church; the hypocrites have 
kept countless numbers out of it. 

want Bud to know that he can have 
his religion without being a mollycoddle. 
He can keep his manhood and his faith 
side by side. He can laugh and be reli- 
ious; he can play football, swim, go 
shing, and hunting; in short, he can 
express in his own way the joy of being 
alive, and at the same time be religious. 
I can see nothing in the church or its 
teachings which should change a naturally 
robust, healthy-minded, joyous human 
being into a pasty-faced, smug-smiling, 
hand-stroking, intolerant creature, neither 
all man nor all woman. 


NOTHING has hurt the church more, in 
N my opinion, than the fear among the 
young people that religion would put an 
end to laughter and amusement. The old- 
fashioned church entertainment was a 
nightmare of boredom. It was reckoned 
almost a sin to laugh in the vicinity of a 
church. 

Hypocrisy has dealt more than one 
foul blow to the church. The saintly 
hymn-singing person of the Sabbath who 
spent the week days in anything but 

hristian business practices has been an 
enemy and a hindrance to religion. He 
has made cynics and scoffers of our youth. 


The religious fanatic and the religious 
See have been too much in the lime- 
ight, although they are not true types of 
the Christian religion. They have uncon- 
sciously made the teaching of religion 
most difficult for its best and manliest 
leaders. They have builded a wall of 
prejudice which still exists, against which 


the real people within struggle in vain, 


and over which the young people without 
disdainfully refuse to climb. 


HAT church which can convince the 
young people that they may live their 
lives normally within its fold, may have 
their pleasures and their freedom of 
action, may think for themselves and 
express their own opinions without fear 
of being squelched and humiliated, will 
find youth participating in its activities, 
and will come into an ever-broadening, 
soul-inspiring influence. 

I was born into and taught in the 
Swedenborgian faith. This is one of the 
beautiful religions of the Protestant side 
of the Christian church. Numerically it 
has never been strong, and probably never 
will But spiritually ıt has had an 
influence which has been felt throughout 
the world. Its growth is held back, 
perhaps, by the fact that its doctrines 
require close and intensive study, without 
which much of its beauty is difficult to 
grasp, and much that it teaches difficult 
to understand. 

I never passed very deeply into the 
doctrines of my church. I received my 
religious training in the Swedenborgian 
Sunday-school in Detroit; but I learned 
mare from my mother than from anyone 
else. Into the intricacies of the church’s 
correspondences and symbols, its explana- 
tions of the doubtful and puzzling passages 
of the Scriptures, I cannot go now. How- 
ever, I did take out of that little church, 
which stood for years at the corner of 
Cass Avenue and igh Street, in Detroit, 
a faith in God and life eternal which has 
sustained and protected me through all 
the trials and temptations which the years 
have brought. Perhaps, after all, that 
was the purpose of those ponderously 
heavy doctrinal sermons which oftentimes 
were over my head and far beyond my 
youthful understanding. 

Since our marriage, my wife and I have 
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attended the Episcopal church,. because 
shes an’Episcopalian. 'So I am a Sweden- 
borgian by birth, and an Episcopalian by 
marriage. Ay “a 

And now fér an inventory of: my reli- 
gious experiences. I am'satisfied beyond 
the slightest doubt that whatever good 
habits I have acquired’ I owe to my 
religion, and whatever bad habits and 
shortcomings and failings I have, I owe 
to grosser and more material influences. 

Out of my religion have come the verses 
of mine which have had the widest appeal. 

I owe to my religion my 
home and the peace within 
It. 

I owe to my religion my 
ability to make friends and 
keep them. 

I owe to it whatever of 
patience has been mine and 
whatever steadfastness of 
purpose I have displayed. 


I OWE to it my powers of 
t understanding, for it was 
from my mother and her 
religious teachings I caught 
my first glimpse of the 
great brotherhood of man. 

And it has all been so 
simple, and so practical. It 
has not changed my nature 
nor altered in the feast my 
manner. It has regulated 
my conduct, but it has 
never kept me from a sport 
in which it was proper to 
indulge, nor has it kept me 
out of a business venture in 
which it was honest to 
engage. l 

ave met and walked. 
and talked with all manner 
of men. I have laughed 
with the loudest, joked with 
the coarsest; visited as a re- 
porter the vicious and the 
vile, and have done it with- 
out losing their respect or 
my own. 

I have been neither a 
mollycoddle nor a brute. I 
have preached religion to 
no one nor have I tried to 
alter any man’s religious 
opinions. Ihave tried never 
to be a wet blanket on the 
fire of any man’s pleasure. 
I have made just a few 
rules for mysli, and none 
for my neighbor. I have Bo 
tried to keep my religion, my belief in 
God, and my faith in eternity, as a re- 
straint for me alone. oe 

I have not been what is called a regular 
church-goer. I have never been a deacon 
or a warden or a pillar. As a boy, I 
pam ed the church organ twice every 

unday for two or three. years, and once 
in a spirit of mischief I let the wind die 
out, to the utter destruction of the 
‘anthem. It was something I had secretly 
wanted to do. I thought it would be 
funny to desert the organist in the middle 
of his masterpiece! 

The temptation to try that experiment 
was irresistible. On three or four occa- 
sions I let the wind die down until the 
little indicator was almost at its last notch, 
but my courage failed me. At the last 
second I swung the bellows stick viciously 
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up and down and saved the day for the 
‘ otganist. . : 

` But the time came when I simply had to 
go through with it. I céased pumping, 
and sat back and awaited results. They 
came speedily enough. Soon the organ 
flattened out in one long, dismal wail! I 
could hear the organist’s fingers striking 
the ivory kevs, but there was no other 
sound. The choir tried to continue with 
the anthem, but the congregation began 
to titter and the titters increased to 
audible laughter. There were frantic 


My Creed 


O LIVE each day as though I may never 
see the morrow come; to be strict with 
lenient with 
others; to give the advantage, but never to ask 
for it; to be kindly to all, but kindlier to the less 
fortunate; to respect all honest employment; to 
remember always that my life is made easier and 
better by the service of others, and to be grateful. 


myself,’ but patient and 


To be tolerant and never arrogant; to treat all 
men with equal courtesy; to be true to. my own 
in all things; to make as much as I can of my 
strength and the day’s opportunity, and to meet 
disappointment without resentment. 


To be friendly and helpful wherever possible; 


to do, without display of temper or of bitterness, 
all that fair conduct demands; to keep my money 
free from cunning or the shame of a hard bargain; 
to govern my actions so that I may fear neither 
reproach nor misunderstanding nor words of 
malice or envy, and to maintain, at whatever 
temporary cost, my own self-respect. 


To keep faith with God, my fellow men, and my 
country. 


This is my creed and my philosophy. I have 
failed it often, and shall fail it many times again; 
but by these teachings of my mother and my 
father I have lived to the best of my ability; 
laughed often, loved, suffered, grieved, found 
consolation, and have prospered. By friendships 
I have been enriched, and the home I have 
builded has been happy. 


calls for me on the electric buzzer, and the 
next week there was a new boy pumping 
the organ. 

Thus ended my connection with the 
church in an offcial, capacity. I con- 
tinued to attend, but my place thereafter 
was in the family pew, where the family 
could keep an eye upon me. 


: AFEW years later I was a reporter on 

the Detroit “ Free Press,” and my duty 
on Sundays was to report news about the 
churches. Within a few months I had sat 
beneath the teachers of nearly every reli- 
gion and creed. I had attended services in 
orthodox Jewish synagogues and reformed 
Jewish synagogues; masses in Catholic 
churches; baptisms in Baptist churches; 
revivals in Methodist churches, and 
‘so on through the long list of them all. 
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I had been in cathedrals and little frame 
mission houses, and I made the discovery 
that all of them, from the greatest to the 
humblest, were trying for the same resuli— 
tu do good. I have never been in a church 
in which I have ever heard a minister 
attempt by his utterances to degrade a 
man or lower his standards or ideals. 

Inthecourseof time I made still another 
discovery: My visits to these churches 
had enriched me with various friendships. 
Rabbi Leo M. Franklin has been my 
friend almost from the day of his arrival 
in Detroit, more than 
twenty years ago. The 
same ts true of Bishop Gal- 
lagher, of the Catholic 
Church, and Bishop Hen- 
derson, of the Methodist 
Church. I count among my 
friends the priests and 
ministers and the laymen 
of all the denominations 
and almost all the known 
faiths of the country. 


HAT a loss would be 

mine if I should let re- 
ligion build a wall of preju- 
dice about me! 

What if I were to live my 
life only among Sweden- 
borgians or Episcopalians’ 

What if I were to restrict 
my friends to those of my 
own particular little faith? 

I might as well determine 
to walk only with people 
who wear bow ties like my- 
self, or gray suits. I don't 
like pumpkin pie, but if I 
shunned all the people who 
do I should have to give up 
the company even of my 
wife and children, who are 
very fond of it. 

So in those early reporto- 
rial days of mine I added to 
my religion a resolution not 
to be a bigot. I determined 
never in advance to like or 
dislike any human being 
because of his religion. 
That which gives comfort to 

` another, I decided, I would 
respect. The man whose be- 
lief in God is strong enough 
to lead him to go to any 
church has that kinship with 
me which makes of him a 
brother. He may lose my 
friendship by wrongdoing: 


‘may lose my respect by vicious habits 


and crooked dealing; I may shun him 
because he is loud and vulgar and dis- 
tasteful; I may despise him because I 
have found him to be a liar or a cheat or 
self-centered to the extreme, a faithless 
husband and an unkind father, but I 
shall never censure him for his faith nor 
deny him my good will because of his 
religion. 

I have always tried to be tolerant. 
Clinging fast to my own religion I have 
endeavored, as far as it was within my 
power to do so, to support and respect all 
churches. . 

Bud, my boy, ‘be tolerant of your 
brother’s faith. Nothing that he learns in 
his church will degrade him or you. No 
religion will teach him to cheat you or 
harm you or lead you astray. If you shall 


What My Religion Means to Me, by Epoaar A. Guest 9 


find him unworthy of your trust and your 

- companionship, it mil noe be because of 
his church but in spite of it. You may be 
sure that he got his vicious habits and his 
mean practices elsewhere. He is not bad 
because he is Catholic, Jew, or Protestant; 
he is bad because he has deserted his 
religion. 

One of the most pleasing little bits 
which have ever appeared in print about 
me was published a few years ago by 
a Catholic weekly which is circulated 
through Michigan. An inquiring corre- 
spondent wrote to the editor this question: 

“Is Edgar A. Guest a Catholic?” 

The editor printed his reply in about 
these words: 

“Edgar A. Guest is not a Catholic. 
We understand that he is an Episcopa- 
lian; but we should like to say to our 
inquirer that all Catholics who know him 
consider him their friend.” 

The further I go up the hill of life the 
more tolerant I become. The more I see 
of men and their practices, the more I 
discover this truth: The best people are in 
the churches, and the worst people are 
out of them. 


ELIGION is more necessary to a young 

man than to an old man. Old people 
may find comfort in the church, but their 
habits of life are fixed and they are 
comparatively safe from serious dangers. 
Young people have suffered little, and 
they do not need the comfort which the 
aged seek. They need friendships and 
ideals and wisdom and strength and 
counsel, and an opportunity to fulfill their 
dreams. They need arhit and song 
and good nature and kindly thought 
and human understanding. Religion 
could provide them all. 

Religion pays. Get this straight, Bud— 
crooks-and highwaymen and gangsters 
and rioters, and all the lowest elements of 
mankind, are seldom or never religious. 
But Presidents, and statesmen, and great 
lawyers and great artists, and the leaders 
in all the trades and professions, usually 
are. 

The people who go to the churches are 
the best people of the community. For- 
get the smug hymn-singing hypocrite and 
the narrow little bigot, and remember 
only this fact: If you hope for the best; 
if you would make the most of yourself 
and your opportunity; if you would win 
honor and good will and the world’s 
esteem, you will need all the courage and 
all the inspiration and all the strength 
which your religion can give you. With- 
out religion you will never be as great a 
man as you would be with it. 

Bud, you can keep your faith in God 
and follow any profession you may choose. 
It will not restrict your opportunity or 
become an obstacle to your ambition. 
It will not deprive you of a single decent 

leasure or rob you of a single manly 
j sae You will not have to associate 
with sissies to be religious. You can be 
red-blooded and virile and strong. If you 
should choose to become a pa fighter— 
JI hope you won’t—I should want you to 
cling to your religion. You would be a 
-better prize fighter for your faith. Your 
geligion would keep you from striking a 
foul blow. It would make you a generous 
victor and a gracious loser. It would give 

ou character and demeanor which would 
gmake you popular with your spectators. 
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Edgar A. Guest, who is one of the most popular newspaper columnists in the United 
States, has also won a place in many hearts as the teacher of a practical spiritual 
philosophy. In the accompanying article, Mr. Guest tells why he has tried to make 
tolerance and reverence and faith the mainsprings of his life, as well as of his work 


You would lift prize fighting to a higher 
level by your example. 

You may not believe it now, but some 
day you will discover that the good men 
in milters and all professions and in all 
places have a religion. They don’t all go 
to church every Sunday. They don’t all 
wear black clothes and somber expres- 
sions on their countenances. They don’t 
despise decent fun. They go to baseball 
games and theatres and dances; they 
play cards, and they have their little 
Fades and weaknesses, but in the main 
they are sustained in trial by an unfalter- 
ing faith in God, and they keep their 
souls and lives as clean as possible for the 
life eternal which surely is to come. 


'THE man who ís in any way worth- 
while has a religion of some sort. 
Frank Reilly, my publisher, and I were 
sitting together one day a few weeks ago. 
Suddenly he turned to me and said: 
“Eddie, do you know where 
greatest strength lies?” 
“No,” I answered. ‘‘Where is it?” 
“It’s in the religious note you strike 
in your verses,” he replied earnestly. 
“In all the letters which comé to us 
regarding your work there is always men- 


your 


tion of some particular little bit which has 
to do with your faith.” 

“Im glad to hear you speak of it in 
that way,” I said. “In other words, you 
mean that my religion has made me a 
little better workman, a little more valu- 
able to myself and to you.” 

“I wasn’t thinking of it in those words,” 
Reilly continued, “but I suppose that is 
precisely it. With your religion you un- 
doubtedly are a better man for us than you 
would be without it. I should say that we 
sell many thousands more of your books 
because you are, at heart, deeply religious, 
than we should sell if you were not.” 

“Then, Frank,” I said, “my mother 
was right when she taught me to believe 
in God, and I have been right in sticking 
to that belief. It has actually paid me in 
dollars and cents. All the time, I was 
simply writing the thoughts I have had 
and have come to believe, which spran 
out of my mother’s early training an 
counsel, and those things which have 


-seemed so true to me have also seemed 


true to others. But I wasn’t thinking of 
por or popularity when I did those 
its.” 
“No,” he answered. ‘That is probably 
the reason you (Continued on page 107) 


With a crash, the door, that Magnusson had closed behind him, burst open. In it stood a fireman, 
soot and coal dust and sweat from his ears to his naked waist. . . . ‘‘Captain, the fire-room!’’ he panted 
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A story of the sea 
By R. de S. Horn 
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T WAS in the American consul’s 
office I first saw him. He was sitting 
back in a dark corner, apparently 
waiting for someone or something; 
the only impression I got of him in 

the shadow was of a huge body much too 
big for his small chair. Then the vice 
consul looked up from the man he was 
talking to, and nodded at me. 

“Hi, Doc. How’s the hospital? Dwight 
was in here, but had to skip on; he left 
word he’d be back by for you. I’ll talk to 
you soon as I finish with this fellow.” 

“No hurry,” said I, as I sat down. 

The vice consul was already speaking 
again. “I tell you I can’t do anything 
for you!” I heard him say curtly to 
the slouchy, unshaven creature he was 
addressing. ‘‘You should have thought of 
all this before you jumped ship.” 

The creature set up a whine: ‘‘You’d 
’a’ jumped yourself, sir. Weevils in the 
grub—scotten beef—it wasn’t fit grub for 
a pig even!” 

“But why do you come to me?” 
demanded he vice consul quickly. “I 
can’t handle any complaints about 
British ships.” : f 

“You mean you ain’t going to do 
nothing for me?” whined the deserter. 

“ No; I found one job for you and you 
quit it. Now you'll have to look out for 
yourself. When you find a skipper that’ll 
take you, PI sign you on—and that’s all 
I'll do for you.’ 

At that the slouchy, beery thing 
turned to the rest of us, as if to call us to 
witness. ‘One fine Guv’ment we got, 
ain’t it?” he whined malevolently. ‘Lets 
a guy starve, in a furrin country like this!” 

At that I could see the vice consul flush. 
He stood up quickly. “That’s enough!” 
he said. “You shiftless bum—get out of 
here before I pitch you out!” 

He started as if he would carry out his 
threat. But just then the big man stirred 
in his corner; he came out into the light 
with a speed surprising in one of his bulk. 
He slipped in front of the slouchy de- 
serter, and his voice when he spoke was 
like oil on troubled waters—deep but 
marvelously smooth. 

“Here,” he said; “I take him, sir. I 
don’t need no more men—but I take him.” 

** But—but he’s no good, Captain. He’s 
shiftless. A deserter. A bum.” 

“That’s all right,” was the placid 
answer. “You get my papers; I sign 
him on.” 
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HE vice consul stood for a moment as 

if to protest, then slipped away into the 
inner office. While he was gone I looked at 
the stranger. He was bigger even than I had 
thought. He was enormous—feet, hands, 
body, and head. This last, under its 
thatch of yellow hair, was Scandinavianly 
square. His face, despite all its weather- 
beaten ruggedness, had a guilelessness 


about it that reminded me somehow of a 
child’s. But the crow’s-feet at the corners 
of his eyes, and the faint gray at his 
temples, made me feel ininediately that 
more years had buffeted him than his 
vigorous frame would indicate. 

he deserter was appraising him too. 
He spoke up hurriedly in his whinin 
voice: “How much wages you pay? 

“I pay the reg’lar American wages,” 
was the easy answer. ‘“‘You know how 
much they are.” 

“Huh—” began the sailor complain- 
ingly. “I ain’t goin’ to sign on fr no 
forty-five. It’s wuth fifty, and—” 

But the vice consul, returning, had 
caught the last words. ‘‘What’s that?” 
he demanded. ‘Say, Captain, you aren’t 
going to pay him wages, are you?” 

he blond old captain nodded. “Yes,” 
he said gruffly; “I pay him reg’lar wages. 
Then take him straight down to the 
ship. 


WHEN they had gone, the sailor slouch- 
ing behind, I spoke to the vice con- 
sul—the big sea captain had somehow at- 
tracted my fancy—‘‘ Who’s the Viking?” 

“Who, that? That old squarehead?” 
He laughed. “Why, don’t you know 
Magnusson? He’s the skipper of ‘The 
War Baby’?” 

‘The War Baby’?” I repeated un- 
com rehendingly. 

“Well, that’s what they all call her 
around here,” he laughed. ‘‘Her real 
name’s the ‘Columbia.’ Lumpy, bluff- 
bowed, waddling—regular old bathtub. 
Don’t you know the ‘Columbia 

I shook my head. “But why ‘The 
War Baby’?” e 

“Because she was one. There were 
folks who profiteered in ship-building, 
you know, the same as in everything else. 
Of course most of their hulks are rottin 
back home now—couldn’t compete wit 
real boats after freight rates dropped; but 

ou still see one every now and then. 
{f Magnusson wasn’t 3 darned squarehead 
this one would have broke him long ago.” 

“You mean he owns part of her?” 

“Most of her. He got her pretty cheap, 
I suppose, after the war. Pi bet it took 
all his savings at that, though. If he 
wasn’t his own skipper and operator, 
he couldn’t run her at all. That’s all 
these squareheads are good for, though 
—milking cows, raising potatoes, and 
running one-ship, shoe-string companies 
on a shoe-string margin!” 

`“ Isn’t he American?” I inquired. 

“Oh, yes; has to be to hold an American 
master’s ticket. Came over when he was 
a baby, I guess; he’s got very little accent, 
you notice. Some American to put on 
exhibit out here!” There was exquisite 
sarcasm in the vice consul’s voice. Then 
suddenly he grabbed my arm. And this 


time there was no sarcasm whatever: 


’ p” 


“Now, that is what I call a proper 
American!” 

Someone had come out of the. inner- 
office door, accompanied by the consul. 
There was something in the stocky body, 
the dark features, the reddish-brown 
beard, and the alert, bulletlike head that 
seemed vaguely familiar. Evidently, he 
was a person of importance, from the 
deferential way the consul attended him 
all the way to the outer door to bid him 
good-by. “Sorry you have to hurry 
away,” I heard the consul say. “Any 


‘time I can be of assistance, all you have 


to do is call on me.” 

“That’s Lunnberg! Lunnberg himself!” 
whispered the vice consul in my ear. 

Then I remembered where [ had seen 
the face—in a newspaper I had hurriedly 

lanced through at the hospital. ‘‘Lunn- 
rg? Shipping man, isn’t he?” 

“PI sa P The vice consul was em- 

hatic. e of the biggest in America! 
ver here to make some sort of bi 
deal now. Ships aren’t all, either: o 
wells, refineries—gosh only knows what 
he hasn’t got! And factories—they say 
he did half the Government’s contracts 
during the war!” 

“He doesn’t look like an American,” I 
ventured. “Not even as much as our 
friend Magnusson.” 

“They're both naturalized. Mag- 
nusson’s from the north of Europe; 
Lunnberg’s from the south somewhere.” 

Just hen Dwight, the doctor on the 
cruiser ‘‘Concord,” came in, and I went 
away with him. We had been medical 
internes together, Dwight and I, but 
hadn’t seen each other for years, until 
we ran onto each other away out here in 
the East—he on the American cruiser up 
from Manila, and I at the Christian 
Hospital. The “Concord” was returning 
south next day, and it was to be our last 
dinner together aboard. 

As we passed the docks on our way 
down, the story of Magnusson and his 
ship came back to me, and I mentioned it 
to Dwight. He suddenly laughed and 
flung out his hand. “That’s the old 
‘War Baby,’ he announced, pointing. 
“That’s the ‘Columbia,’ right now.” 


LOOKED over at the freighter. She 

was not pretty. She had the bluffest 
bow and stumpiest derricks I had ever 
seen. No one would ever have mistaken 
her for a yacht by her lines. But I did note 
that her paintwork was clean and neat, 
and there were no rustflakes nor disfigure 
ing blotches of red lead anywhere on her. 

“ Magnusson certainly keeps her clean, 
anyway,” grinned Dwight. 

‘You know Magnusson then?” 

“Know that old squarehead? Who 
doesn’t! He’s been banging around the 
East out here ever since the war; does 
most of his carrying out here.” Dwight 


n 


shook his head. ‘‘There’s something 
quite pitiful about his getting stuck with 
that old tub. Even a crack boat has a 
time making expenses these days.” 

**Well, exactly what is wrong with her?” 

“Wrong with her? She’s one of the 
graftiest little items on our war bill—or 
so I’m told! You know the shipbuilding 
scandals during the war—wooden rivets, 
defective plates, rotten boilers, and the 
like? Well, this is one of ’em.” 

“Seems funny that an old sea captain 
would get stuck with one like this, doesn’t 
it?” I observed. 

“Oh, I dunno,” returned Dwight 
carelessly. ‘‘Sea captains are funny 
ducks, anyway. I guess these merchant 


skin- +s all look forward to the day when 
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Lunnberg was in the same boat with the captain and me... . 


they’ll have a ship of their own. Mag- 
nusson couldn’t ever have bought a really 
good boat, so he just bought the best 
one he could—this one. He's happy, I 
suppose— But, hello: here’s our gang- 
Way. 

And then in the cruiser’s wardroom, 
with the talk all of target practice, and 
going south, and what sort of summer the 
crowd had had at Baguio, I forgot all 
about Magnusson. 

In fact, I might have forgotten him 
completely if the consul hadn’t sent him 
up to the hospital ten days later, with a 
note in his hand and a bad foot. A freight 
box had dropped on it and mashed it 
up, and then inattention hadn’t done 
it any good. It was in bad shape. I 


But Magnusson 


put him straight to bed, despite his pro- 
tests. 

“Better a week in bed, and two good 
legs, than one leg the rest of your life,” I 
told him. “By the way, Captain, how’s 
that deserter getting along?” 

He looked up in surprise, and then 
smiled, apparently remembering me in 
the consul’s office. “Oh, that feller? 
Theck-k-k; he’s no good! I knew he 
wasn’t when I signed him on.” 

“You knew—then why in the world 
did you ever take him?” 

My patient grinned, and again I caught 
that impression of childlike guilelessness 
that had so attracted me. ‘Oh, I just 
hate to see an American sailor on the 
bum in a foreign country. It makes the 
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had no eyes for him, no eyes for anything -except the ‘‘Columbia’’ back there 


natives look down on us. That deserter 
feller, though, he jumped again to a dago 
ship.” Magnusson squinted down at his 
bandaged foot. “How long it’s going to 
keep me here?” 

“Depends on how you behave,” I 
retorted. 

He grinned again. “It’s good thing 
then I got a good mate, hey?” And he 
penned himself to bed and a rolling chair 
with patience unusual in a seaman. 

But he did not find time heavy on 
his hands. The second day the children 
found him; we had a great many chil- 
dren patients. With children’s perspicacity, 
they penetrated right through his hard 
old shell-back exterior to the friendliness 
beneath. They would cluster about his 


chair by the hour, pestering him for his 
amazing sea yarns, or mythological and 
folk tales from the North. I thought he 
must have children of his own. But when 
I asked him, he shook his head vigorously. 

“Y’see,” he explained, with his eyes 
twinkling, “when I was young I was 
too much on the go. Time i begun liking 
a girl in one port, my money ’ud run out, 
and Id have to ship for another port, 
maybe the other side of the world. 
When I’d get back shed always be 
married!” 

“But when you were older?” I per- 
sisted. 

The twinkle left his eyes then, and he 
became more serious. ‘‘Well, when I 
was older, I’d been to sea on ships so 
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long I’d got away from the idea of trying 
it ashore with a girl. Figured an old 
shell-back like me hadn’t no business 
imposing on some nice, gentle girl ashore. 
Anyway, ships are an awful lot like wom- 
en, and more like children, you know. 
Got the same little tempers and tricks, 
good and bad.” He suddenly grinned 
again, half-seriously, half-humorously. 
“Why, that little old ‘Columbia’ of mine, 
she’s that mischievous sometimes, you’d 
think she was alive, with a temper and a 
soul and feelings you could hurt—just 
like a darned kid ie 

It was on the tip of my tongue to ask 
if the ‘Columbia’ had bad points too, 
when Chee San came up with little Eunice 
and saved me (Continued on page 76) 


MAY never reach genius heights as 
an author or as a banker, but as a 
professional automobile passenger 
my technique is just about perfect. I 
have been getting free rides in other 

fellows’ automobiles since just after the 
days when an automobile looked like a 
camel, and was little more than an at- 
tachment bolted to the side of a large 
brass horn with a rubber bulb the size of 
an inflated hot-water bottle. And the 
free rides I have had would, if placed end 
to end, reach from hither to yon and back 
again—except in a few cases, when we 
never did get home. 

I began letting my friends own the 
adic ies: while I rode free, away back 
in the days when a woman passenger 
considered herself practically nude unless 
she had a pair of goggles and a nine-foot 
veil, and a you entered the automobile 
by a rear door in the second story. 

I was probably first chosen as a car 
companion because I had Grade-A legs, 
and could walk home from practically any 
distance an automobile could carry one 


I'm The 


before all the tires blew out and the motor 
melted and ran out through the exhaust 
pipe—which was about twelve miles. 

also had a strong, raucous voice, with 
ability to make itself heard above the 
whanging of the motor, useful in yelling, 
“ Aw! go chase yourself!” when the yout 
of the nation shouted, “Get a horse! Get 
ahorse!” This permitted the owner of the 
automobile to give his entire attention to 
steering, which he did with both hands, 
both feet, distended eyes, and grim reso- 
lution to meet death like a man. 

In steering an automobile in those early 
days of my free rides, the driver needed 
the help of all present. The path of a car 
down a dirt road was as straight as a map 
of the coast of Maine; it was just port and 
starboard, here and there, starboard and 
port all the time; and whenever anything 
appeared in the road it was necessary for 
every passenger aboard to stand up and 
shout, “Right! Right! Right!” This 
meant the driver should turn to the left. 

When we approached a horse or team, 
it was the duty of the passenger to open 
the back door of the 
car’ and climb down 
and lead the horse 
or team around the 


Champion 


Free-Rider Of 
The World 


By Ellis Parker Butler 
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automobile. This was to prevent the 
horse or team from putting its or their 
front hoofs in the car while standing on 
its or their hind legs. 

The driver, at these perilous moments, 
usually ran the car off the side of the road, 
sinking the off wheels in the muck to their 
axles. And after the horse or team had 
passed, the free-rider assisted in taking 
down fences to be used in getting the car 
out of the muck. 

If the job was successful and the car 
was got back on the road, it was usually 
decided that we had gone far enough, and 
we drove home. If the job was not suc- 
cessful and the car was not got back on the 
road, it was usually decided that we had 
gone far enough, and we walked home. 

As I recall it, manufacturers made 
nothing but second-hand cars in those 
early days. At least, no one seemed to own 
anything but second-hand cars. There 
was probably one man somewhere—a 
billionaire—who bought cars when they 
were new; but among my friends the style 
was to hunt up a car that had cost $8,000 
and buy it for $780. This included the 
hairpins that had been used to reconnect 
parts that had decided to get out of the 
automobile business and go elsewhere. 

I remember one car that, in addition to 
its original appurtenances, contained 418 
hairpins, and all absolutely necessary to 
the continued existence of the automobile. 
Of these 327 were of the black-enameled 

variety of hairpins, 
64 were brass, and 27 
were “invisible.” No 
one ever started on 
a long tour—say 
thirty miles—in those 
days without one 
woman and one child 
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With no scenery in view except our host’s trousers seat 


aboard; the woman to furnish emergency 
hairpins and the child to furnish chewing 
gum for mending radiator leaks. 

I knew one man—I don’t think much 
of him, because he never gave me a free 
ride—who, some years later, actually 
made an automobile trip to California and 
back, and his only expense in repairs, 
aside from a set of tires, was five cents for 
a pace e of chewing gum to mend a 
radiator leak. 


HAVING been one for so many years, 
it is my opinion that the free-ride 
specialist is born and not made. Of late 
years, with automobiles becoming so 
plentiful that they fill every. road and 
stick over the edges of bridges, there has 
come into being the “‘hitch hika” Some- 
times he is conceited enough to claim to 
be a free-rider, but he is not really entitled 
to admission into our organization. 

The hitch hiker stands at the edge of 
the road and points with his thumb in the 
direction he wishes to go. He usually 
mentions, when he is given a seat, where 
he wishes to go. He often has a complete 
tour mapped out; he will start—as one 
did—from northern New York State, go 
across to Boston, down through Provi- 
dence and into the Berkshires, round by 
Millerton, north to Albany, and so back 
to northern New York and home. 

The young man in question was 
moving on a better schedule than he could 
have made by train. He had left home on 
a certain day, and would reach home 
again on a day decided upon before he left 
home. He said that sometimes he had to 
wait a while at a “change automobiles” 
junction, but the longest he had ever had 
to wait was thirty minutes! 

These hitch hikers now travel every- 
where throughout the United States. If 
they are respectable in appearance they 


can get hitches to anywhere. As this lad 
said to me, “It lets me see the scenery.” 
But your real professional free-rider looks 
down on the hitch hiker as a mere 
amateur. 

The genuine free-rider never buys a car 
and never expects to; he depends on his 
friends for his rides. The hitch hiker is 
like Cousin Susan, of Bill Center, who 
comes once a year to spend a week with 
you; but the professional free-rider is like 
Aunt Julia, who comes and stays the rest 
of her life. 

Up at Smith College the seniors are 
permitted to have cars during the final 
semester, and a lot of them do have them 
—everything from imported cars to flivver 
station wagons—but the rest of them are 
in what they call up there the “Sponge 
Club.” 

It is a merry little jest; but all over the 
United States I and my fellow professional 
free-riders have an unorganized Sponge 
Club that does business in all the se- 
mesters of all the years. We were in 
business long before the automobile was 
invented. 

In those days we accepted drinks or 
cigars, but never handed them out. The 
unofficial president of the Sponge Club in 
those days was the fellow who said, when 
asked to have a cigar, “‘If you don’t mind, 
Jim, I’d rather have the dime.” Now the 
unofkcial president is the fellow who takes 
the free ride, lets the car owner buy his 
meals, and takes a nap in the shade at the 
side of the road while the tire is being 
changed. 


S a ride sponger, I began my career 

back in the days when going forth in 

a gas wagon was an adventure permeated 

with weird dangers, when only the reck- 

less and daredevil men could be coaxed 
aboard the dangerous vehicles. 


When one of my friends came for me 
with his one-lunger, and it stood at the 
foot of the walk rattling like a tin shop 
suffering from Saint Vitus’s dance, and 
shaking so that it jarred the apples from 
the trees in the back yard, my whole 
family used to kiss me good-by, and go 
back into the house with tears in their 
eyes to see if my will was still in the place 
where I usually kept it. 

I would climb in, put on my friend’s 
extra goggles, brace my feet, and he 
would throw in the clutch. Instantly the 
car would give a jerk, throw me against 
the dashboard, jar my teeth loose from 
their sockets—and stop dead. My friend 
would then get out and wind the crank. 

This—in those prehistoric days—was 
called “cranking the car.” It consisted in 
getting in front of the car, putting the 
handle of the crank low down, bracing the 
knees and pulling sharply upward on the 
crank handle. This caused all the blood in 
the body to rush into the veins at the 
temples. This, I understand, was what 
started the car. If not enough blood 
rushed to the head at the first try the 
operation had to be repeated. 


OMETIMES I have started for a ride 

early in the morning, and had to sit in 
the car all day while my friend cranked at 
the car—and then go back into the house. 
This was what we called “an all-day ride.” 

Sometimes my friend could rush enough 
blood to his head after eighteen or twenty 
tries to start the car to agitating again. 
Usually, he was so exhausted that he had 
to sit down on the horseblock and rest for 
half an hour before he was able to climb 
into the car. If he was a gentleman he 
handed me a cigar to smoke while I 
waited for him to recuperate. 

I have never cranked a car. I never 
learned how. After (Continued on page 208) 


A Gust Of Wind Played A Curious 
Part In MacEivoy’s Career 


It blew a paper off his desk, and caused him to submit a bid $119,000 lower than he 
had intended — But he thought himself out of this hole, and learned 
a lesson from the incident that has helped to make him 
one of the leading contractors in the East 


By Helen Christine Bennett 


F IT had not been for the prank 
played by a mischievous gust of 
wind, Clifford F. MacEvoy would not 
have built one of the greatest public 
markets in the world. 
It happened six years ago, when the 
City of Newark, New Jersey, decided to 
build a public market, and called for bids 
for its construction. MacEvoy, one of the 
young contractors of the city, barely 
thirty-three years old, was 
among the bidders. It was 
by far the biggest contract 
he had ever bid on. He 
labored for months over the 
estimates, working and con- 
sulting with various sub- 
contractors who would take 
over certain parts of the 
enterprise. 

When the final copies of 
the estimates were made the 
assistants checked them 
again and turned them in 
to the chief for a last read- 
ing. MacEvoy pushed back 
the other papers on his desk 
and began to go over the 
contracts. When he was 
about a quarter through, 
his ’phone rang, and he 
turned away to answer it. 

At this moment a gust of 
wind came dancing down 
the street and in through 
the window, lifted the top 
sheet from the pile of esti- 
mates, and shifted it across 
the desk to a pile of papers 
covering an entirely differ- 
ent subject. When Mac- 
Evoy finished telephoning, 
the pile of papers lay appar- f 
ently as before. Time pressed. His assist- 
ant ran off the totals, and the bid was 
sent in. 

When the bids were opened MacEvoy 
was found to be $114,000 below the next 
lowest bidder! The difference in the 
amounts was so great that it disturbed 
him and he made a hasty review of his 
estimates. Everything seemed all right. 
He was awarded the contract for building 
the market. 

A week later, while examining the 
papers on another contract, he came 
across the missing sheet. The figures upon 
it totaled $119,000. Had this sheet been 
inch 14 in his bid he would not have 

e contract, as he was $5,000 
the next bidder. And now, 
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on his own estimate, he faced a loss of 
over a hundred thousand! It was a bad 
predicament. If he confessed his error he 
stood convicted of carelessness in making 
up his estimates; if he did not confess, he 
must stand a considerable loss. 

His friends counseled him to be frank. 
The city had no desire to see anyone lose 
money, and the discrepancy between -his 
bid and that of the next man had already 


Think Out the Short Cuts— 


Then Go Ahead 


BEGIN any piece of work with the idea 
that for each part of it there is a simpler, 
quicker, less costly method than the one in gen- 
eral use,” says Mr. MacEvoy, “and I consider 
it my first task to find that better way. I de- 
liberately look for short cuts, and I look for 
them in advance. I do not allow myself to be 
stampeded into starting anything until all 
the operations and methods are clear in my 
mind. In other words, I don’t start a job 
until I know how I’m going to finish it. The 
time to hurry is after you have tackled the 
physical aspects of your job. 

“But never let anyone hurry your thinking. 
The more thoroughly you think in advance, 
the more short cuts you will find, and the 
more speed you'll make in the long run.” 


been the subject of much comment. Mac- 
Evoy acted on this advice. The commission 
discussed the matter at length, and de- 
cided that to disturb an awarded contract 
would establish a bad precedent. Mac- 
Evoy would have to go ahead. He squared 
nis shoulders. 

“All right,” he said. 

He realized within the next few days 
that he had a very difficult road to travel. 
A part of the press of the city was skep- 
tical. He was a young man who had been 
singularly successful in the contracting 
business, it is true. He had put up ad- 
ditions to the Mutual Life Benefit Associ- 
ation Building; he had built the Ampere 
Station for the Delaware, Lackawanna 
and Western Railroad; and under adverse 


conditions he had constructed a railroad 
for the United States Government for the 
carrying of war supplies. But he was a 


.very young man for such a big piece of 


work as the building of this gigantic 
public market. Besides, he had openly 
admitted an error in his estimate. The 
citizens of Newark prepared to watch the 
construction of the market which was to 
be paid for out of their pockets. 
Meanwhile the young con- 
tractor was going over his 
contracts figure by figure. 
He had based his costs on 
regulation methods; if he 
was to come out without 
loss and rehabilitate him- 
self in the eyes of the public 
he must devise methods 
that would save time and 
labor. He spent long hours 
in study. When the equip- 
ment for digging the foun- 
dations arrived, there was 
an immediate sensation. In 
place of the twenty-ton 
steam shovel ordinarily used 
. for digging foundations, 
MacEvoy sent to the mar- 
ket site a seventy-ton steam 
shovel heretofore used only 
in railroad construction. 
Several rival contractors 
shook their heads. Some 
of them had never used 2 
shovel of this weight. 


“THE boy is crazy,” thev 
said. But when the 
shovel went into operation 
they stood on the walks and 
pondered. The site of the 
ha: market had been occupied 
by buildings, and the removal of dirt for 
the foundation was made more difficult 
by the stone and brick of the old cellars. 
Where the twenty-ton shovels would have 
taken three quarters of a cubic yard of 
this mixture as a maximum, MacEvov’s 
importation was taking two and a quarter 
cubic yards at a bite! The work was pro 
gressing at a much more rapid rate than 
that stipulated by the contract, when 
suddenly there came a halt. Reaching 
the level set by the engineers for the 
supporting pillars of the market, Mac- 
Evoy had come upon “bullsliver.’? Now. 
bullsliver is a sticky, reddish clay almost 
fluid, and about as useful for foundation 
work as quicksand. It was evident that 
the foundations (Continued on page 210: 
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MR. MacEVOY is here seen standing in the shadow 
of the huge dam he built at Wanaque, New Jersey, for 
the North New pereey Water Supply Commission. 
Although he is still in his thirties, Mr. MacEvoy is one 
of the big contractors of the East. His achievements 
include the construction of the famous public market 


at Newark, New Jersey. Because his earnings were 
needed to help support his family, he quit high school 
at the end of two years, but he put himself through a 
technical school by taking night courses while he was 
holding down a job as a bookkeeper. At nineteen, Mr. 
MacEvoy went into business for himself. 
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CHESTER T. CROWELL, 
writer of short stories and 
magazine articles, and his 
small daughter, Cathleen, at 
their home near Pompton 
Lakes, New Jersey. Mr. Cro- 
well looks as if he were trying 
to think up an answer to 
Cathleen’s question, “Daddy, 
why do people have noses?” 
Born in Ohio, and reared in 
Texas, Mr. Crowell, who is 
thirty-seven years old, came 
East in 1919, in order to be in 
closer touch with the maga- 
zines to which he was a con- 
tributor. (Left) The Crowells 
holding down the family car. 
From left to right, they are 
Chester, Junior; Chester, Sen- 
ior; “Teddy,” Cathleen, Mrs. 
Crowell, Madeleine, and Mary 
Elizabeth. 


Its A Wise Father 
Who Can Answer His Own Child 


I have five children, and they have convinced me that little folks do not ask foolish - 
questions — They want to know things that are so profound that none of 
us can explain them, and because we can’t we have got into the 
habit of listing children’s questions as silly —Some brain 
twisters that my youngsters have put to me 


By Chester T. Crowell 


LL my life I have heard that 
children annoy their parents by 
asking silly questions. Know- 
ing no facts to the contrary, I 
assumed that the generally 

accepted statement on this subject must 
be true, and prepared for quite a bom- 
bardment as our flock grew to five. 

They were the first little ones that I 
had really known. But through them I 
have since become acquainted with quite 
a number of children. Much to my 
surprise, I have found their conversation, 

articularly their questions, every bit as 
intelligent as those of grown persons—and 
very frequently moreso. 

The fact that you are unable to answer 
a child’s question—and I often find my- 
self in that position—certainly does not 
prove that the question is silly. It is far 
more likely to mean that the question 
aims so directly at a fundamental problem 
that no one has been able to answer it. 

Some of the finest examples of the 
honest, inquiring mind, uncorrupted by 
false premises or guesswork philosophies 
that Í have ever encountered were ex- 
hibited by children about four years of 
age. No matter how erudite a scientist or 
philosopher may become, I do not believe 
that he can improve upon the integrity of 
method employed by a bright child of 
four. 

Comparison is fair, because the wise 
man and the child are doing precisely the 
same thing; namely, trying to increase 
their store of truth. But the adult, by the 
time he is thirty-five years of age, has 
waded through so maok trash that he is 
lucky if the very course of his efforts has 
not gone astray. The child, having had 
no such experience, possesses a marvel- 
ously accurate compass, even though he 
doesn’t know the sea. 

I am tempted to say that any person 
who finds children’s questions silly had 
better look himself over a bit—there is a 
chance that he may be growing sluggish 
mentally. 


ASSUMED the rôle of father with just 

about the usual preparation, which 1s to 
say, none at all. And I have worked at it 
in just about the usual manner, which is 
to say, irregularly and with only hazy 
notions of plan or purpose. Therefore my 
remarks on the subject are to be taken for 
just what they are—remarks, not preach- 
ments. 


Heaven knows I’m no expert. If I have 
any message at all, it is possibly to 
indicate some of the things a parent can 
get from his children. As to what he 


should do for them I never have been sure.. 


Indeed, I doubt if a man could have been 
more ignorant about children than I was 
when the nurse attempted to place our 
first-born in my arms, and nearly caused 
me to collapse from sheer panic. 
perspiration broke out on my forehead, 
my knees were weak, and I felt as though 
I had been hit in the stomach. Several 
days later I had the same sensations when 
I looked on while the nurse bathed the 
baby. I didn’t know how firmly those 
little limbs were fastened on, and the hor- 
rible thought assailed me that the child 
might come to pieces. That’s the kind 
of father I was. 


To a busy man time passes rapidly. 
Three years skipped away in what 
seemed to me a few weeks, and presently 
the little lady whose introduction had so 
unnerved me was asking questions. There 
she stood, wearing a halo of blond curls, her 
eyes alive with interest, adorably dimpled 
knees peeping out from under her tiny 
skirt. The very idea of her asking ques- 
tions! But she wanted to know a lot of 
things about I sat there dum- 
founded, blinking at her. I wanted to say, 
“Look here, young lady, did some y 
put you up to this or have you been read- 
ing a history of the Middle Ages?” 

As to whether her questions were silly 
or not you have my permission to supply 
your own answer, but they were the very 

uestions that the learned men of France, 
Germaine. England, and Italy debated for 
upward of half a century. Some of these 
questions were settled at various great 
congresses, others were so unsettled by 
these congresses that wars resulted. 

More than once it occurred to me that 
my infant stated her questions just a 
bit more clearly than the old scholastic 

entlemen who fought over them so long. 

y answers, I am afraid, were pretty badly 
fumbled, but it is my recollection that 
there was no fumbling on the part of the 
quiz-master. Some of those questions 
have always impressed me as unprofitable, 
but other men who gave their lives to 
learning didn’t think so. 

Among the ones I remember were: How 
old is God? Where does he live? How big 
is he? Is he afraid of the devil? How big 


are angels? Can you see them? Are they 
like steam or mist, so that when seeing 
them you also see through them? (In 
other words, what space, if any, do they 
occupy? which was at one time a much- 
debated question.) Did God put the grass 
burs on the vacant lot at the corner? If 
so, why? And could he remove them? 
This course of inquiry, by the way, is 
precisely the same as that which engaged 
the energies of the original pessimists and 
optimists. One school held that God had 
made the world for human woe in order to 
lead us to heaven. The other held that 
there was much material for happiness in 
this world. The latter belief was set forth 
in the form of a declaration that has 
always amused me, because it stated that 
God had put just as much of beauty and 
happiness into the world as he could 
“under the circumstances prevailing at 
the time.” Who on earth, I wonder, 
knows what those circumstances were? 


QVR second child was a boy, and it is 
my observation that mental develop- 
ment proceeds much more slowly in the 
male. The cosmos and its puzzles didn’t 
trouble him very much until he was about 
seven or eight years old. Then he opened 
fire with this: ‘‘ Daddy, why are people?” 

“Well, son,” I said, “there has been a 
lot of argument on that subject for the 
past five or ten thousand years, and, to 
tell you the plain truth of the matter, I’m 
not sure that anybody has ever found out.” 

“That’s funny,” he commented. It 
was evidently quite a surprise to him that 
I couldn’t answer this question. Presently 
he asked, “‘Don’t you think that’s funny, 
Daddy?” And so I told him that it may 
be just as well for us to answer this 
question each in his own way; that if we 
knew everything life might be much less 
interesting. That, however, struck him as 
rather unsatisfactory. Children are look- 
ing for facts, not theories; and the ease 
with which they discard theory and put 
their guns right back on the original 
target commands my admiration. Son 
closed this interview by remarking that he 
was going out to play baseball all after- 
noon, but that if I found anything definite 
on the subject he’d be glad to hear it at 
dinner time. 

On the whole, it seems to me that “Why 
are people?” is a footless question; but 
haven’t wise men been answering it since 
the beginning of (Continued on page 72) 
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When he would come in and find her rocking the baby gently against her breast, singing 
softly, he would feel pushed out, unwanted. . . . Then the ache for Vermont, for the 
land and the folks he knew and understood, would come over him in a smothering tide 


The Hills Of Home 


The story of a man who found that home is where the heart is 


By Nelia Gardner White 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY FREDERIC ANDERSON 


S FAR as you could see, they 
stretched,withoutliftorchange, 
to the place where they merged 
into the sky. No sharp line of 
hill against blue. No quick 

new beauty of mountainside around the 
bend in the road. Just flatness. 

To Henry Linderman it was terrible 
and hateful. The men working in the 
fields, the buildings, all set in their level 
pattern, theeven rows of the whispering 
poplars seemed to put some weight on his 
soul. He was a rugged, silent man come 
out of the rugged, silent, Vermont hills, 
but he was used to lifting his eyes to the 
glories of the mountains. His feet were 
used to paths that went up and down, 
about rocks—not just  straight-ahead, 
level roads. 

“ Don’t see how you stand it, without 
any hills to look up to!” he said to his 
cousin George. 

‘*Say—stand it! I wouldn’t take a hun- 
dred acres of your old granite quarries for 
one of these!” George laughed. “Look at 
your father, bent over, and old before his 
time. And what’s he getting? Just a bare 
living—no fun!” 

Henry did not answer. He went to the 
kitchen door and looked out. Level fields 
of corn, rustle of ugly poplars, road that 
looked laid out with a rule! He wished he 
had not made this visit, even to please his 
father. From the kitchen door at home 
he could see old Baldy, majestic, eternal, 
running the gamut of reds, and greens, 
and yellows. The great towering pine that 
had been his landmark since babyhood. 
The huge rock with its cave to hold a 
thousand boy’s secrets. His father—yes, 
he was bent and gnarled and still, while 
George was big and hearty and prosper- 
ous; but Henry felt such a sudden wave of 
homesickness that the screen of the door 
swam before his eyes and the poplars made 
only a gray blur. 

Then the blur was gone. His eyes took 
in Anna Larssen, lifting the bright-scoured 
milkpan to the sun-flooded porch shelf. 
Anna Larssen had been there at George’s 
right along. She helped George’s wife 
with the work. But Henry had not seen 
her before. He might not have seen her 
now, had it not been for that hideous wave 
of homesickness. 

But the rhythm that he could not find 
in the flat fields before him, and for which 
he unconsciously ached, he saw suddenly 
in Anna Larssen’s strong white arms, 
lifting, reaching. down, lifting. Then the 
slow, sure movement of her y as she 
spread the dish towels on the little line. 

e turned and saw him in the doorway, 
smiled a little. Then she picked up an 
earthenware pitcher and went over to the 
pump where George’s team of horses were 
drinking. Henry came out on the porch 
and, taking up a whip to make it appear 
that he was going to tend the team, he 
followed her. 


She walked as if just the movement of 
her limbs was a joy. Her head, with its 
smooth flaxen braids, was a little lifted, 
as if there were mountains to see some- 
where above. Henry Linderman felt as 
if some unknown force had suddenly 
gripped him, whirled him about, shaken 

im out of the ruts of years. 

That night he took Anna Larssen out 
riding in George’s best buggy. George’s 
folks didn’t seem to see anything queer 
about it. But it was an adventure to 
Henry Linderman. 

They didn’t talk much. For all she was 
of the West, she was as still, really, as he. 
The moon came up like a great orange ball 
and made the poplars and cottonwoods 
even rows of shadow sentinels. Once 
Anna Larssen did say: 

“You don’t like it here, do you?” 

“I miss the hills,” Henry answered. 

“Well, you get so you can see a long 


ways!’ 

That sentence went round and round 
and through and through Henry’s head, 
as if it were significant. But presently 
the pleasant jog through the shadows 
drove it away. k was the next day, when 
he was at the breakfast table, that he first 
looked straight into Anna Larssen’s eyes. 
They were an exceedingly deep blue, and 
fringed with lashes much darker than her 
hair. The sentence of last night came 
clearly back to Henry: “Well, you get so 
you can see a long ways!” 


HENRY was to have gone home the next 
Friday. Instead, he and Anna Lars- 
sen were married the following Sunday in 
the little frame chapel at the crossroads. 
Henry was frightened and yet exalted. 
George had slapped him on the shoulder. 

“Whaje mean—taking off the best help 
we ever had!” he’d boomed heartily. 

Henry didn’t know what he meant. He 
had not known any of the time, except 
that he was being swept along by a force 
that left him helpless. But on the day 
when he stood in the church beside Anna 
he felt suddenly strong and unafraid. 

Henry hadn’t looked ahead much. He 
had looked, instead, into those intensely 
blue eyes on a level with his own, and for- 

otten the deadly level of the fields, the 
Beloved hills of home—all the world. But 
in the back of his head there had probably 
been all the time the thought that he 
would take Anna back to Vermont. He 
might have known that among the anemic, 
flat-chested, tired women of home she 
would loom incongruously—a Freya, an 
Ingeborg. 

They did not go to Vermont. 

“There’s a little piece of muck land, 
down past the Waldensens’. I think it 
would be a good thing to buy it,” Anna 
said to him. 

Henry looked at her, startled. 

“Why, I haven’t any money!” he said. 
“Just my fare home!’ 


Anna looked at him for a few seconds 
of steady wonder. 

“Well,” she said finally, “I have enough 
saved up so we could pay half down on it!” 

Something within Henry Linderman 
struggled violently for a moment. But 
then Anna, with one of her rare caresses, 
bent, as she stood by his chair, and pressed 
his dark head against her heart, put her 
lips to his hair. 


THEY bought the little piece of muck 
land, an acre of it, that is. There were 
fiveacresin all; but Anna was afraid of debt. 

They put up a three-room frame house, 
bought a bed, a table and a stove, two 
chairs and a few cheap dishes, and began 
housekeeping. ; 

They had, also, Anna’s chest. They 
drove over to the Larssen place, fifteen 
miles away, and fetched it. In it were 
tablecloths of linen, finer than Henry had 
ever had on his table at home. Dresser 
covers. Tidies. Petticoats. Pillowcases 
with set-in designs of delicate hand-made 
lace. Henry had moments of wondering 
about that chest. It was, it seemed, bot- 
tomless. And it held all of beauty that 
was in their home for many months. 

They had no money, only the little 

iece of land and their hands and their 
aith. They were up with the sun. The 
worked till dark. They kept a tiny patc 
for themselves and the rest they put into 
celery. An acre had seemed so little to 
Henry, to talk about. The farm back in 
Vermont had seventy acres; but it had, 
also, only a little piece here, a little piece 
there, that was fit for anything but pas- 
ture land. Not an inch of this rich, black 
dirt went to waste. 

Anna seemed never to tire. It gave 
Henry strength just to watch her as her 
splendid figure moved down the rows of 
celery. They were very close to each other, 
for all their different environments. Some- 
times Anna would sing as she went about 
her work. Though she never spoke Nor- 
wegian, her songs were always in the 
tongue of her mother. Somber things, and 
ve not somber when Anna sang them. She 

ad a deep contralto voice chat soothed 
and lifted at the same time, and Henry 
often found himself wishing she would 
begin humming that thing that meant: 


Out of the North the storm will ride, 
Close, closer—Babe—lie closer! 


It was not till winter had set in with its 
steady unhindered sweep of snow across 
the flats that Henry had time to feel the 
pul of home. Things hadn’t gone so 

adly. If they had good luck they would 
last the winter out, and have enough to 
start the next springon. Henry had never, 
in fact, done as well back home. They 
hadn’t, of course, counted on the baby— 
or Henry hadn’t; but out of Anna’s chest 
came a bolt of very fine white cloth. 
Anna bent over it during the long winter 
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days making incredibly small stitches 
with her big, capable hands. There was 
lace, too. Anna’s mother, her golden hair 
faded, her blue eyes dimmed, but still 
emanating that same impression of limit- 
less strength, took the long ride through 
the drifted roads with a box of lace, saved 
for just such a time. 

Anna’s eyes grew softer during the 
months of waiting. But she never stopped 
working, not a minute. Up with the dawn! 
Never any grumbling about a pain here or 
a pain there! She took to motherhood as 
a lark takes to the sky. 


UT it was then that Henry felt Ver- 
L? mont pulling at him. He wanted his 
son born Sais hill That old feeling he’d 
had when he’d first come visiting George 
roused in him again: a spiritual nausea 
at the sight of the endless stretch of snow, 
a longing for a snow-capped mountain 
forest, so intense that ıt made him 
feel brutal toward Anna for keeping 
him here. Not that he acted brutal. But 
now and then he found himself saying a 
cutting word, or setting his jaw in granite 
lines. He took himself to task for it, 
groping around in his mind till he found 
why he had done it. But finding that it 
was homesickness did not, somehow, ease 
the ache. He took to wondering, in un- 
guarded moments, why he had ever let 
himself settle down here. 

In the busiest time of the year the baby 
came. Not a son. A litele girl, unbe- 
lievably small to have been borne by an 
Anna Larssen. Nothing of Anna about 
her, except her blue eyes. Anna was up in 
eight days and out in the celery and the 

arden again. Henry had a vague remem- 
Biance that his sister had been in bed four 
weeks, and then had had lots of trouble 
afterward. But Anna seemed just the 
same, as if she had never gone down into 
purgatory for six eternal hours. 

“Seems as if you're doing too much!” 
he protested. “You haven’t got your 
strength back yet!” 

Anna only laughed indulgently. 

Henry’s homesickness increased with 
the baby’s coming. He didn’t seem to 
matter so much to Anna. When he would 
come in and find her rocking the baby 
gently against her breast, singing softly: 


“Ut fra Norden stormen drager, 
Narmere, Barn—leig narmere!” 


he would feel pushed out, unwanted. 
Anna’s eyes would seem to be looking far 
off to some place beyond his vision; and 
then the ache for Vermont, for the land 
and the folks he knew and understood, 
would come over him in a smothering tide. 

The fact that they had to owe the doc- 
tor for eight months, and that finally 
Anna managed to wipe out that debt by a 
few days’ work at George’s, was like salt 
on the sore. 

“If I were home, on land I know, you 
wouldr’t be going out and doing house- 
work to pay the doctor!” Henry said 
resentfully. 

Henry had forgotten he’d said that, 
when one day Anna wanted to go home. 
It was getting late fall and the roads were 
rutty and bad. Henry had no horse. 
When they wanted one, they had to walk 
the three miles to George’s and rent or 
borrow one. 

“ Better wait till we can use the cutter,” 
he said. But Anna was persistent about 
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it. So Henry went over and got the buggy, 
and they drove to the Larssens’. It was a 
long way in the biting December wind, 
but Anna didn’t seem to mind it. Henry 
felt blue and a little grouchy all day. 
When Mrs. Larssen said, in bei kindly 
way, “She’s no Larssen, little Brenda, 
she’s all Linderman!” he felt resentful, as 
if he hated having a child who was a Lin- 
derman, out here. If she was a Linder- 
man, what was she doing here? 

All the way home, he was silent. Not 
the silence of pleasant companionship, 
but a bristling, anger-charged silence. k 
began to snow, a fine, dry snow that cut 
and stung. - The. fact. that there. would 
never be a mountain to windward buzzed 
continually in Henry’s mind. 


"PHE next night, after the baby was 
asleep, Anna brought out a book, thick, 
and worn with much reading. 

“This was my mother’s; it’s called 
‘Fjeldstigeren’™—the Hillclimber,” she 
said, with a hesitancy that seemed part 
embarrassment and part something akin 
to fright. “It is in Norwegian, but I 
thought—if I went slowly—I could trans- 


Her head, with its smooth flaxen braids, 
erman felt as if some unknown force had 


late it as I went. I know it almost by 
heart. Would it be too dull, too slow for 
pes do you think? My mother loves it, 

ecause it is about the hills where she was 
raised. I’ve almost forgotten them; I was 
only four, you know, when we came. Shall 
we read a little in it?” 

It seemed to Henry unfitting, a book in 
Anna’s hands. They had never read any, 
never had any books or any time. But 
he could not say “‘No,”’ so she began to 
read. She read slowly, as she did all things 
slowly, but with a sure rhythm and un- 
derstanding. Henry, sulking, forgot his 
resentment in following her deep voice. 
Now and then she would pause, searching 
for a word. 

He remembered the first time he had 
noticed her. She was just the same. She 
hadn’t let marriage make her untidy or 
anything like that. George’s wife twisted 
her hair up in a tight knot mornings, left 
little wisps stringing at temples and back 
of neck. But Anna’s hair was still in its 
smooth, neat braids about her head. Her 
pink dress, for all it was the one she'd 
worn the day through, was crisp and pleas- 
ant. Henry’s aching heart felt curiously 
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was a little lifted, as if there were mountains to see somewhere above. Henry Lind- 
suddenly gripped him, whirled him about, shaken him out of the ruts of years 


warmed as the deep voice went on with its 
music. 

He was no fool. He saw clearly enough 
what Anna was doing. She was trying to 
ease his homesickness with a picture of 
someone else’s home country. He had not 
credited her with so much discernment, 
and it shamed him. She had seemed to 
belong to the land, outdoors, not to the 
scanning of words on paper. After a little, 
she paused, laid the book down on the 
table beside the little kerosene lamp. 

“I guess that'll be about all you can 
stand for once!” she said. “I’ve kind of 
forgotten Norwegian, though Mother 
made all of us study it and read in it when 
we were smaller. Maybe we can get some 
more books after a spell, if everything goes 
all right. I like children to grow up hearing 
books read in the house!” 

With a sudden gratefulness that seemed 
to choke him, Henry got up and went to- 
ward her, went down on his knees before 
her, put his head in her lap. 

“Im not good enough for youl” he 
whispered. 

She did not answer; but her big, kind 
hands touched his hair as if they had heal- 


ing kisses in them. The plain, bare little 
room seemed full of an almost too com- 
plete understanding. Presently they got 
up, a little e A and went to bed. 

After that, when Henry was wont to 
hanker for Vermont, the memory of that 
first night they had read together would 
still his longing like soothing fingers. 


(GEORGE was building a wing on his 
house that winter, and Henry went 
over and helped him with it. He earned 
twenty-four dollars at it in all, and when 
he went into town next time, he brought 
home curtains and a book. Anna sang 
above her dishes that night. 

“I don’t know but Mother's got rags 
enough—maybe I could braid a couple 
of rugs before spring!” she said. 

It was several weeks before she could 
get to her mother’s—it drifted badly in 
the worst months; but before the winter 
was over there was a cheery big red and 
blue rug on the living-room floor and 
another lite one in the bedroom. Nearly 
every night they read a chapter or two 
aloud, and Henry grew pleasantly used to 
Anna’s voice—slow and full of its deep 


music—to the light flickering on the red 
and blue rug, to Anna’s fair beat against 
the high back of the old black painted 
chair. He looked forward to evenings. 

“Maybe we can get a horse next fall. 
George’d sell one reasonable!” Anna said 
one night, after the reading. 

So the next summer they set their aim 
on a horse, and got it. They didn’t have 
any chance for reading once the spring 
work set in. Little Brenda had to fend for 
herself mostly, though she was never out 
of Anna’s sight. But she would sit out at 
the field’s edge and let her little fingers 
make lines in the black soil by the hour. 
Or sometimes she would curl up in the 
ragged shade of a great cottonwood and 
go to sleep. Or she would follow Anna 
down the long rows, going carefully in 
her mother’s footprints, making pleasant 
little chattering noises. 

There was another baby the next year 
but it didn’t live. That saddened them, 
and sometimes the Norwegian songs took 
on a real somberness that was like a soul’s 
wail in the dark. Sometimes Henry lay 
awake all the night through, and then, 
when dawn came, (Continued on page 176) 


Do People Get On Your Nerves? 


Are you getting into the habit of blowing up when things don’t go to suit you? — 
If so, you had better look out, for “emotional sprees,” or “nervous jags,” 
are almost as harmful as getting drunk—How to pre 
vent nervous explosions by acquiring self-control 


By William S. Sadler, M. D. 


NY number of you who are read- 
ing this article would look 
upon it as an everlasting dis- 
grace if you were so lacking 
in self-control as to allow your- 

self to go on an alcoholic spree. Yet you 
probab y think it nothing unusual if you 
‘blow up,” “go to pieces,” or otherwise 
indulge in words and acts which prove 
that you have completely lost control of 
your emotions. 

The effects of these “emotional sprees,” 
or “‘nervous jags,” on the health are al- 
most, if not equally, as bad as the results 
of an alcoholic spree. 

A lot of people who get drunk reg- 
ularly are sick, and practically all of 
the people who indulge in emotional 
sprees are sick—mentally sick, nervously 
disordered. They are victims of deficient 
self-control. 

At bottom, in their real physiologic 
root and psychologic origin, these differ- 
ent sorts of sprees are practically all the 
same. They are an outcropping of habit- 
ual repression, of constantly recurring 
emotions which so accumulate as to re- 
sult in these periodic blow-ups. They all 
show deficient self-control. 

Emotional or nervous people—and 
nervous people are always emotional— 
lay the blame for these upheavals on 
some past experience, or on what some- 
one has said or done to them. They al- 
ways have a plausible alibi. But they 
must learn to face the responsibility for 
emotional sprees, and cease to excuse 
themselves for breakdowns in nervous 
morale. Even if someone else apparently 
contributes to these upheavals, the nerv- 
ous individual must recognize that he 
is, after all, morally responsible for the 
breakdown which, he must realize, was 
largely determined by the way in which 
he reacted to the sayings and doings of 
other people. 

The trouble with most nervous people 
is that they are bestowing too much 
thought upon themselves. They are 
wasting on themselves those very things 
which the world is so much in need of— 
love, pity, and sympathy. That is what 
we ‘mean when we tell nervous people 
that they are self-centered, self-absorbed, 
and introspective. 

A few weeks ago I met a woman who 
was ‘‘all fussed up” over a theatre part 
she was to attend. She made herself sic 
for a whole week worrying and fretting 
about this party, and then when the 
thing was called off because of sudden 
illness she promptly “blew up,” went to 
bed, and sent for the doctor. In plain 
English, she went on a “neurologic toot” 
—just like many a weak-willed man goes 
off on a liquor spree when he encounters 


disappointment or meets with some other 
sort of trouble. 

Recently I have been making notes 
of a few things that peeved some of my 
patients. I find more than forty “pet 
peeves” in the list, most of them foolish. 
One man was upset because a new busi- 
ness partner was always sayin “Listen,” 
as an introduction to anything he said. A 
woman allowed her room-mate to “get 
her goat” because she left her things 
strewn all over their apartment. A busi- 
ness man “blew up” if anyone in the 
office was a moment late at work in the 
morning, and he saw to it that he was 
there early enough to indulge in his 
favorite nervous jag. 


You might be interested in knowing 
how we helped this man who got so 
worked up over his partner’s saying 


“Listen.” I was convinced his partner 


would probably continue this habit, so I 
set about to discover the best way of 
teaching my patient tolerance—helping 
him to reconcile and adjust himself to 
this little mannerism. We claim for our- 
selves the right to live our own lives in our 
own way, and we ought to be willing that 
our friends and associates enjoy the same 
privilege. 

Well, the very first conference I ever 
had with this patient I discovered that 
he had a habit! Every time he finished 
a paragraph or speech, he added “ Do you 
understand?” It was very annoying to 
have him tell you something and then 
invariably ask, “Do you understand?” 
So when he complained so bitterly about 
his partner’s saying “Listen,” I went 
right after him; told him about his own 
mannerism and explained how he should 
devote all his energies to breakmg himself 
of the habit; that I thought his habit was 
worse than his partner’s. 

The recognition of an equally or more 
objectionable thing in himself developed 
tolerance and sympathy for his partner. 
He had a friendly chat with his associate 
and learned how his “Do you under- 
stand?” irritated him. He tells me they 
are now having the time of their lives, 
both trying to overcome these things, 
and enjoying the joke of it all immensely. 

In the case of the woman who was so 
fretted because her room-mate scattered 
things over the floor, I advised my 
patient to do the same thing—and to 
quit picking up after her room-mate. In 
less than a week their apartment was a 
sight. Even the careless room-mate began 
to complain about its appearance, and 
thus the thing was brought to a head. 
There was a grand blow-out, and then the 
sense of humor of the two women came 
to the rescue. 


They sat down and had a conference. 
The guilty one confessed to her lifelong 
habit of untidiness, and begged her room- 
mate to help her overcome it. Before 
going to bed that night they prepared a 
written schedule for everything about 
the apartment, and now the very instant 
one of them neglects a matter the other 
promptly calls attention to the over- 
sight. They have come to love each 
other and enjoy—really enjoy—their 
efforts to master their little shortcomings. 
You know, when you come really to 
understand your associates—to know 
their better selves—you do enjoy helping 
them overcome their faults. 

One man’s pet peeve was to blow up 
when his wife let him get off the trail 
when they were motoring. This thing 
worried her so that she all but refused to 
go on a trip East with him, and came to 
my office and told me her troubles. | 
pecseribed driving for her; told her to do 

alf the driving each day. This, you see, 
compelled her husband to manage the 
road maps. Well, of course you know 
what began to happen. He let his wife 
gei off the trail every now and then, and 

had rehearsed her so that she could 
blow up in great style—simply get furious 
at him for failing to keep her on the 
right road. But I had taught her to 
finish each explosion of temper with a 
laugh, and go on just as if nothing 
ha happened: Her husband had sense 
enough to catch on. Before the passing 
of a single summer this foolish thing 
which threatened their happiness was all 
but gone. When he starts to blow up she 
now starts to laugh, and they are having 
real fun out of it. 


WISH all wives would take their hus- 

bands less seriously in little things like 
this. They should learn that a husband's 
bite is never so serious as his bark. 

I once knew a good-hearted mother 
who said the childish pranks and com- 
monplace noises of the young ones were 
“simply driving her crazy.” 

When I set out to help this mother I 
found I had a real job on my hands. I 
talked and reasoned with her, but it did 
little good. Next I had her go away from 
the children for six weeks, and put her on 
a rest cure and diet.. Before she came 
back to the children, I persuaded her to 
look upon her little ones as playmates, 
taught her the value of growing up with 
her children—living life over again and 
keeping young with the little ones. 

wish you could visit that home now. 
All the children in the neighborhood want 
to congregate there, because they have 
such great times with this piaying 
mother, and she has become the ring- 
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leader in all the fun and can make just 
as much noise as any of the youngsters. 
I'll never forget what the little six-year- 
old told me the last time I called at this 
home. He rushed into my arms and as he 
hugged me, he said, “Oh, Doctor, we are 
so glad you cured Mama! Now we can 
make all the noise we want to, and we 
just have the most fun all day long.” And 
the mother looked on and smiled. Yes, 
she is cured—first, of her tired nerves, and, 
second, of the notion that the happy and 
gleeful noises of live, healthy children get 
on her nerves. She has changed her 
mind, her viewpoint, her reaction; and 
now is getting joy and happiness out of 
the very things that formerly got on her 
nerves. 

Another woman enjoyed an emotional 
spree for no other reason than that her 
husband and daughter insisted on sitting 
in rocking chairs, and rocking when they 
read. A cynical young woman was bored 
by the fact that some of her associates 
were so hopelessly ‘“‘mid- 
Victorian.” A well-behaved 
woman wanted to scream 
every time she saw anyone 
cleaning his finger nails in 
public. 


MUST confess failure in 
helping the cynical young 
woman. I think it will re- 
quire some real sorrow and “ 
a little more experience in 
life to cure her; but I was 
able to help the woman who 
had such trouble with the 
rocking chairs. I tried to 
show her that this habit 
was harmless; that it was 
not like drinking, smoking, 
and such practices. Then 
I explained that family life, 
community life, even na- 
tional life, has to consist of 
give and take; that we can- 
not always have our own 
way. I even prcenited a 
rocking chair for her, told 
her it would assist in de- 
veloping the muscles in her 
feet and ankles (she suf- 
fered from flat-foot tend- 
ency), and at last I per- ; 
suaded her to join the rocking-chair 
brigade. 
he complained bitterly for several 
weeks but now she can rock, or not, just 
as she pleases. 

The woman who got all wrought up 
when she saw anyone cleaning his finger 
nails in public hasn’t overcome her vio- 
lent antipathy toward the practice. I 
don’t know that I have the heart to t 
to force her to make a stronger effort. id 
really does seem that people ought to 
have time in their own homes to clean 
their finger nails. But the point for nerv- 
ous persons to remember is that, no 
matter where the blame rests, if you allow 
other people to get on your nerves, you are 
allowing their habits to tyrannize over you. 
No matter how reprehensible their prac- 
tices, you just cannot afford to let them 
make you miserable. You can’t control 
the habits of the rest of the world, and 
therefore you must, in self-protection, 
learn to react with less vehemence. You 
must continue to live in this world as tt is. 
You cannot possibly regulate and control 


the habits and practices of all those with 
whom you come in contact. 

A young woman I once knew got the 
jim-jams because Grandfather constantly 
tapped his cane on the floor while sitting 
in the living-room. A wife was ruining 
her nerves over a nervous habit on the 
part of her husband of incessantly clear- 
ing his throat—and it just made her 
“furious” because he had to’ indulge 
in a sharp, barking cough every time he 
went to answer the telephone. 

I have a fastidious patient who special- 
izes in all sorts of “eating noises.” If 
anyone makes the slightest noise con- 
suming his soup or any other food, she 
loses her appetite and wants to leave the 
table. Another high-strung woman is 
all but sick most of the time, worrying 
over what other people are thinking or 
saying about her. And there is a man 
who can’t stand to see a person pick his 
teeth. He once refused to sell a piece 
of real estate to a customer just because 


Don’t Waste Your Strength 
In Fighting Sham Battles 


GREAT many people are wearing them- 
selves out fighting sham battles,” says Doc- 
tor Sadler. ‘They use their imaginations for the 
purpose of framing up difficulties, obstacles, 
ailments, and other fictitious situations. 

“In a way, they know this, and their wills fight 
against the phantom troubles. But the will is 
weakened because it hasn’t the codperation of the 
imagination. Folks who are inclined to magnify 
their troubles, or to create them out of their fears, 
should start at once to make an ally of their 
imaginations. Don’t think of yourself as ailing; 
think of yourself as feeling fine! Imagine that you 
are the person you would like to be, and then call 
your dramatic sense into use, and act the part. 
It is often a great aid to make-believe.” 


the prospective buyer had a toothpick in 
his mouth. 

I wish I could tell you how I cured 
the wcman who gets so disturbed over 
“eating noises,” but the truth is I still 
have her on my hands. This is only one 
of a score of things that get on her nerves. 
She is one of those proverbial bundles of 
nerves. I am trying to teach her the art 
of living with herself as she is and the 
world as it is. I am trying to help her to 
judge people in accordance with their 

eredity and opportunities for culture 
and education. 


STILL another acquaintance of minecan 
stand anything but to be pushed or 
shoved in a crowd. And I know of a 
woman who had “brain storms” if a 
servant or any member of the family 
touched a thing in her dresser drawer. 
She acted like a lunatic if she didn’t 
find things just where she had put them. 
Another pet peeve of hers was getting 
nervous watching someone cross his legs 
and toss his foot up and down. 
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This woman is an interesting case. 
I tried for several months to help her, 
but didn’t get very far. In the meantime 
she passed through a severe physical 
illness, and it was during this sickness 
that a neighbor—a very religious woman 
—called on her one day, and there sprang 
up an association which survived this 
illness and eventually resulted in m 
patient’s embracing the religious beliefs 
of her neighbor. She joined the church, 
and somehow, in this new experience, she 
underwent such a psychological trans- 
formation that all her pet peeves (for she 
had several) suddenly disappeared. 

I have seen equally wonderful cures of 
nervous persons brought about by sim- 
ply falling in love. You see, self-centered, 
nervous folks (unconsciously selfish) are 
wonderfully helped by any- and every- 
thing that makes them get their minds 
off themselves. 

A married woman patient of mine has 
a husband who tries to be funny. He’s 
hardly a natural-born hu- 
morist, and his attempts . 
to be smart terribly upset 
his wife. 


You know every doctor 
meets this thing con- 
stantly—this thing of 
married folks irritating each 
other. Of course they don’t 
tell everybody, but they will 
tell the doctor. About six 
weeks after most folks are 
married they begin to dis- 
cover things in each other 
that are a bit undesirable, 
not to say irritating. I be- 
lieve in married folks bein 
_ frank and honest with càch 
_ other, and trying to help 
each other overcome faults; 
but in these little and pecu- 
liar personal traits both 
husband and wife ought to 
be big-hearted and tolerant. 
In married life we take 
each other for better or 
worse, and we must not be 
so foolish as to let little 

things upset the home. I 

have seen an otherwise 

happy home spoiled more 
than once over just trifles. 

Now let us suppose that you are one 
of these high-strung, inordinately sensi- 
tive souls; that you carry your nerves 
all on the outside of your skin; and that 
somebody is always getting on them. 
This means that you are the slave of every- 
body who gets on your nerves. But since 
you have this trouble, the one thing you 
want to know is what to do about it, and 
that is the purpose of this article. 

You are certainly doomed to lifelong 
suffering unless you acquire some degree 
of emotional control. I have just talked 
with a newly married woman. She thought 
she was entering into a lifelong union 
with 3 hero, and something has happened 
since her marriage to disillusion her. She 
says he is always hurting her feelings; 
that he is akng: that he ıs not thought- 
ful; and that he is cross. She got sick and 
went to bed the other day because he 
read his paper nearly the whole time dur- 
ing breakfast, and hardly spoke to her. 
She had supposed that they would spend 
all of their lives (Continued on page 156) 


Robert Quillen, his wife and daughter, on the lawn of 
their home in Fountain Inn, South Carolina. Mr. Quillen 
is a widely read country editor, his witty paragraphs and 
other syndicated features appearing in 120 newspapers, 
with an aggregate circulation of more than 7,000,000. He 
is also the author of two books, “One Man’s Religion” 
and ‘“‘The Path Wharton Found,” is a contributing editor 
of the Baltimore ‘‘Sun,’’ and runs a small paper of his 
own, the Fountain Inn “Tribune.” Mr. Quillen, a native 
of Kansas, moved to this little town of about 1,500 imhab- 
itants several years ago. He first attracted attention as 
editor of the weekly paper he established, and gradually 
his reputation became national. But he never left Foun- 
tain Inn, and still does his work there. (Left) A scene 
at the railway station, with Quillen and several other 
citizens arguing over a point ina horseshoe-pitching game 


Why I Stick To The Sticks 


By Robert Quillen 


HE task of writing this was 
wished on me by the Editor. The 
title was wished on me by my 
tomboy daughter, Louise, who is 
. thirteen and who has freckles on 
her little nose. 

Making analyses is an unromantic 
business. I do not know why I love my 
wife. There are other women as pretty; 
there are others as efficient and as witty; 
possibly there are others as charming. I 
just love her, and can’t help it. 

My reason for sticking to the sticks 
must appear equally illogical to persons 
who abominate the sticks. In order to 
make the reasons seem plausible I will 
confess that I am not normal. There is 
general agreement that the degree of a 
man’s intelligence may be gauged by the 
importance of the matters in which he is 
interested. 

Judeed by that standard, I grade 

ints below par. I do not care 


for the things that other people care for. 

I do not care for fame. Fame is a 
headline in yesterday’s newspaper. It 
can be cashed at the paying teller’s 
window, and in that particular it has 
value; it affords a thrill when first it is 
acquired, as all new things afford a thrill; 
but I do not believe that any man is 
ha pier by reason of having it. 

Vhen Lee a boy I learned the art of 
setting type, and this accomplishment 
gave me assurance of bread and butter 
wherever I might find myself. I got my 
fill of riding on trains. I spent sixty un- 
eventful days on the Pacific, and got my 
fill of ocean travel. I like to be at home 
when night falls. 

Crowds are not essential to my happi- 
ness. I like people, but I can entertain 
myself. I like best those people who talk 
about inconsequential things and do not 
chew upon ancient ideas to display their 
erudition. 


I would not feel at home in a great 
house; I am miserable in new clothes; I 
like my car much better since the paint 
peeled off and I need no longer guard it 
against scratches; I like furniture that 
confesses hard usage; the play-pretties 
and the show trinkets that are for sale in 
the shops do not interest me. 

I cannot share the current frenzies and 
enthusiasms, for I know that each genera- 
tion since the beginning has made a great 
pother about such matters. Crises are 
not at all impressive in retrospect, and 
to-morrow will afford the retrospect. 

There was a rain last night, and this 
morning I sat at my bedroom window for 
a little while to enjoy the kingdom that 
my fence encloses. The bridal wreath is a 
bank of white and the lilacs have not yet 
begun to fade. The roses are budding and 
seem unusually vigorous; they should do 
well this year, for BE EEE the garden 
thoroughly and worked in quantities of 
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good manure. And the black 
spruce I set out in January is 
going to live. 

It is not a very large kingdom, 
but it is very enjoyable in the 
early morning when the wet 

rass has a silver sheen and the 
Birds are hurrying about their 
business of getting breakfast. 
This morning a brown thrasher 
raced back and forth across the 
lawn without apparent reason, 
and I think he is impatient to 
get at his new house. Last year 
he and the madam lived in the 
lower branches of a water oak 
near the front porch, and had a 
very hard time. They kept at 
their labors until long after sun- 
set, and many times I saw them 
bringing in worms after passing 


cars had switched on their lights. a ——, PE 
Possibly their family was un- = “r ir, er a ES 

usually large. If it was, some- PHOTO BY DOWLING, GREENVILLE, $. C. ` 

thing happened toit; for I watched There is no scarcity of entertainment in Fountain Inn. Almost any time you 

closely and saw but one youngster want to, you can find someone to play checkers, pitch horseshoes or go hunting 

abroad for lessons in flying. The or fishing with you. The man bending to the task of pitching a horseshoe in 

old birds scolded and pampered that the picture above is W. T. Thackston, a farmer of the Fountain Inn section 


one out of all reason; and when 
nightfall found it unable to ne- 
gotiate the lower branches of the 
oak, they tucked it in an English 
juniper, where none but the sharpest 
eyes could find it. 


| some reason that I cannot 
fathom, the mocking birds will 
not build in my kingdom; but they 
nest in an apple orchard across the 
street and take their baths in my 
front yard. They pay generously for 
the baths. Every morning they 
perch on the topmost twigs of the 
water oaks and trill a new melody, 
and every night I hear them singing 
love songs. I do not know when 
they sleep. 

My birds are excellent neighbors, 
but I like the other neighbors as 


MOTOS GY DOWLING. GREENVILLE, S$. C. 
Im the oval) Colonel M. C. Nichols and Henry Curry, both cotton buyers of Fountain Inn, engaged 
n a hot game of checkers. The picture below the oval shows this same game as it neared an end. 7 4 4 
"he horseshoe pitchers have laid off their own game to see whether the colonel can vanquish his It is much easier to smile 
‘oung opponent. Robert Quillen is the spectator with the wide-brimmed light hat and corncob pipe (Continued on page 103) 


well. This morning 
one of them came to 
et his lawn mower. 
i felt rather bad 
about it at first, for 
I had borrowed it 
late last summer 
when my own mower 
got out of fix; but I 
did not apologize, 
for I remembered in 
time that he had 
borrowed my rose 
spray late last sum- 
mer, and never had 
returned it. I was 
writing when he 
came, but I rather 
enjoyed being dis- 
turbed, for he stood 
in the driveway and 
called, “Oh, Bob!’ 

It is very pleasant to 
be “Bob” instead of 
“Mister.” All of the 
people I pass on the 
street call me Bob—all of 
them except the young 
women, and I think some 
of them call me Bob 
when they have occasion 
to speak of me in their 
homes. The little girls 
who play with my little 
girl do not call me any- 
thing at all; but if they 
are across the street when 
I pass, they wave at me, 
and that 1s almost the 
same as saying “Bob.” 


ALL of the people I 
42 pass on the street 
smile when they speak. 
They are that kind of peo- 
ple. And the dogs I pass 
wag friendly tails. They 
are that kind of dogs. 
Nobody hurries. Here in 
the village one can get a 
living without hurrying. 


“I’ve a proposition to lay before you, Martha. I don’t believe it’s going to be as easy to state as 
I thought it would be; but I’m going through with it. Mind if I light my pipe?” He sagged 
down into comfort and opened the door of the car to make more room for his long legs , 


“In Such A Night” 


A love story 


By Agnes Sligh Turnbull 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY LESLIE BENSON 


ARTHA WARING walked 
slowly through the late May 
afternoon sunshine with her 
monthly report book under 
her arm. There was a warm, 

sweet fragrance in the air. 

The spirit of the old earth itself was 
exhaling a joyous perfume, was crying out 
triumphantly, “A few months ago I was 
old and forlorn; now I am young! I am 
the mother of new life! Beauty covers me 
like agarment. I am May! I am going 
to be June!” 

May was always a hard month for Mar- 
tha. In the first place, it was the time 
that the school board presented new con- 
tracts to be signed, and Martha set down 
in black and white her intention of di- 
recting the high-school students through 
the warfare of Cæsar and the oratory of 
Cicero for another year. 

Martha hated the sight of these con- 
tracts. They meant that life somehow 
had pushed her into a corner. However— 
she always signed them. Year after year 
she taught school conscientiously for five 
days of the week, presided over a Sunday- 
school class on the seventh, attended the 
weekly meeting of the Young Women’s 
Tuesday Night Club, and for extreme di- 
version went along with her sister Mary 
to one of the infrequent parties the town 
afforded. The sisters always returned 
from these social events as they had gone 
—unaccompanied. 

The other reason that May was a hard 
month for Martha was because her birth- 
day fell within it. And all blithe philos- 
ophies of the ‘“Grow-old-along-with-me” 
order to the contrary, Martha could not 
help feeling a little sinking of the heart as 
they kept mounting to the one now about 
due, where the digits were alike—both 
threes. 

She walked slowly past the Larimers’. 
Mr. Larimer was mowing his lawn, coat- 
less and perspiring. 

“Well, Martha, comin’ pretty near the 
end now, ain’t you?” 
aunt about, Mr. Larimer.” 

“Well, I s’pose you ain’t sorry!” 

She passed the Sloans’. Mrs. Sloan 
sat rocking on her porch swing. 

“Well, Martha, you can soon take a 
rest now.” 

“ Pretty soon, Mrs. Sloan.” 

She passed the Lawrences’. Old Mr. 
Lawrence stopped digging and leaned on 
his spade. 

“Well, Mattie,” he drawled, “I s’pose 
you’re puttin’ the finishin’ touches on 
them kids now!” 

“Were nearly through for this year, 
Mr. Lawrence.” 

“Yes, an’ I reckon you'll be as glad to 
see summer comin’ as the kids are. 

Martha walked on. Here she had an 
epitome of life in New Salem. Reitera- 
tion! Monotony! Year after year re- 
peating itself, in fashion kindly enough, 


but with a sameness that was deadly. 

She went on across her own lawn and 
into the big, cool living-room. Mrs. 
Waring was sewing by the west window. 
Mary was busy in the kitchen. The at- 
mosphere was one of modest comfort and 
of the steady recurrence of busy, unevent- 
ful days. 

Martha deposited her books on the 
table, ate a piece of Mary’s freshly baked 
cake, told her mother that all the seniors 
had passed their finals, and was about to 
go into the garden, when Mary remarked: 

“Oh, Martha, you’re to call Philip up. 
He said to tell you as soon as you came 


in. 

Martha stopped. ‘Call Philip?” she 
asked, trying to make her tone casual. 

“Yes; I don’t know why he couldn’t 
come over. Too lazy, I guess.” 

“He came home early to-day,” re- 
marked Mrs. Waring, looking across the 
stretch of green lawn that separated her 
home from that of her lifelong neighbor. 
“Mrs. Lindsay says he’s been out to so 
many big parties lately he’s all tired out. 
He has to wear a dress suit to all these 
fine Harrisville affairs. I expect he looks 
handsome in one, with his blond hair. 
Well, you’d better call him up, Martha, 
and see what he wants.” 


MBS- WARING calmly threaded her 
needle. Mary went back to her cook- 
ing. Martha gave the number, and listened 
for Philip’s voice with a quick beating of 
her heart for which she despised herself. 
“This you, Martha?” the quiet drawl 
came at last. “Could you come for a 
drive this evening?” 
“T chink so. Why, yes, of course.” 
“At eight then?” 
“Allright. At eight.” 
Mrs. Waring looked up as the receiver 
clicked again upon the hook. 
“Well, that was short and to the point. 
What did he want?” 
“A drive—this evening,” Martha said, 
m Branly fear lest her cheeks would 
ush. 


“I think it’s about time. He hasn’t 
taken us out all spring. Mrs. Lindsay’s 
always apologizing because Philip’s so 
busy. It isn’t her Pile. But I do think, 
as a neighbor, Philip might. Well, why 
do you suppose he didn’t tell Mary, when 
he was pik to her?” 

“Tt isn’t all of us this time,” Martha 
tried to make her voice light; “he just 
asked me.” 

Mrs. Waring put down her sewing. 

“Philip asked you of his own accord to 
take a drive—” 

“Just yourself!” finished Mary from 
the doorway. 

The flush Martha had feared came, but 
she laughed it away. 

“Now, you two old dears, don’t be 
silly! You know Philip! He probably 
has been reading Roman laws in the origi- 


nal, and wants to talk them over. No 
doubt he will have a page of Latin for me 
to translate to him while he drives.” 

She could hear her mother and Mary 
still discussing it as she turned and went 
up to her own room. Once there she sat 
down on the low window seat and clenched 
her hands. She must have more self-con- 
trol. She must overcome this little inner ' 
trembling that the voice or the presence 
of Philip Lindsay always aroused in her. 
She knew perfectly that this invitation 
was a mere impulse of Philip’s. 


HE CAME over spasmodically to consult 
her on a tricky bit of translation, or to 
talk over a hard case with her, evidently 
for the purpose of crystallizing his own 
thought on an audience. He respected 
her mind, she knew; but as for seeing her 
attractions as a woman, or paying her any 
of the small attentions a man pays to 
one of the opposite sex, this was wholly 
incompatible with Philip’s careless, de- 
tached, superior attitude. 

His status in the family was exactly 
the same as it had been when, as a boy of 
ten, he had condescendingly drawn Mary, 
aged five, and Martha, aged two, in his 


express wagon; or when from the loft 


height of eighteen he had tweaked their 
hair bows or ignored them utterly, ac- 
cording to his mood. 

The years, instead of bridging the gap, 
had widened it. When Martha, feeling 
very mature and not wholly unconscious 
of her own prettiness, had graduated from 
the quiet little college where she had ac- 
quired the maximum of scholastic training 
along with the minimum knowledge of 
life, Philip had already been practicing 
law for Fee years in Harrisville, the 
county seat; had become a member of the 
country club there; been taken up by the 
most exclusive set; and was in the eyes of 
New Salem a full-fledged man of the 
world. 

Martha accepted the position offered 
her in the village high school. She often 
thought tenderly now of that far-away 

irl of twenty-two. Very happy she had 

een, very sure of hérsell an of life. All 
a-tremble sometimes at the thought of 
the great joy that must come some day. 
And in all these fair dreams, the Prince 
had always worn Philip’s form. He had . 
always been very tall and blond, with a 
negligent grace about him; with quizzical 
blue eyes that wrinkled up at the corners 
when he was thinking; with whimsical 
jokes, and a quaint, slangy philosophy for 
all occasions; with a noncommittal smile 
that might mean anything, and an oc- 
casional great laugh that made one feel 
the world was a good place. 

So ran the dreams. But the years ran 
otherwise. Martha continued teaching. 
The little town folded her to itself. All its 
small interests reached out and held her. 
Besides, it was her home. And in her 
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simple code a girls place was in her 
home, if that was possible. So she went 
on her quiet, useful way year by year, 
while the dreams receded. 

Philip still lived next door with his 
mother, driving back and forth to Harris- 
ville each day in his high-powered car. He 
still sauntered in occasionally, quite at 
home, on an errand for his mother or to 


borrow a book. He shoveled* their walk ~ 


on snowy Sundays, and was called on 
sometimes for certain bits of masculine 
advice which every household of woman 
needs. Friendly, familiar, commonplace, 
was Philip; and yet as remote as a star. 

Martha felt it without Mrs. Lindsay’s 
news: That he had been to dinner at 
judge Howard’s; that he had been to a 

ridge party at the Lansings’. Every- 
body in the county knew that gilt-edged 
name. That he had been to Sunday sup- 
per at the Kings’. Another name to con- 
jure with. That he had escorted a sen- 
ator’s daughter to the Christmas dance. 
And so on and on, year by year. 

Then there was his growing career. 
Even in his home town people admitted 
that Philip was reckoned a Enjin law- 
yer and was being quietly discussed for 
a judgeship, even though he was barely 
over forty. 

All these things Martha knew better 
than anyone else, for every scrap of in- 
formation about Philip was indelibly 
graven on her mind. But yet, in spite of 
all this, as she sat now by the window, 
with the enchanting fragrance of the May 
afternoon assailing her senses, she felt a 
shy, hopeful pleasure. Whatever his mo- 
tive, Philip had at least sought her 
company once, alone. Even though they 
did discuss Rome under Vespasian, they 
would ride together once, they two, through 
the spring twilight. 


pROMeTLY at eight Philip drove up to 
the Warings’ curb. He called to Mrs. 
Waring and Mary, greeting Martha with 
his usual careless friendliness as she got 
into the car; then drove off. 

Martha tried to talk of this and that as 
they went up the street. She was con- 
scious of curious eyes from the porches 
they passed. She was not in the habit of 
driving with young men. 

Once out of town, Philip left the popu- 
lous macadam to his right and turned 
down a quiet country road. Martha 
stopped talking and he made no move to 
break the silence. At last, where the 
roadside widened to a level spot at the 
edge of the woods, he drew the car close to 
the trees and stopped. 

“There,” he said. “I think no one will 
interrupt us here, unless it’s a tree toad. 
I’ve a proposition to lay before you, 
Martha. I don’t believe it’s going to be 
as easy to state as I thought it would be; 
but since I’ve brought you here to tell 
you, I’m going through with it. Mind if 
I light my pipe?” 

He infa i down into comfort and 
opened the door of the car to make more 
room for his long legs. 

Martha looked about her. Below the 
road ran a little creek, fringed with 
ferns and young, lacy trees. The soft 
tinkle of its tiny falls was clear in the 
silence. Above it rose green hills shad- 
owed by the approaching dusk. Just 
beside them on the wood’s edge were 
dogwood trees in blossom and masses of 
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trilliums and May apples. The air was 
sweet with the breath of flowering thorn. 
Martha’s heart beat tumultuously at the 
beauty of it. “In such a night as this... .” 
At least she would have this one perfect 
evening to cherish. 

Philip drew steadily at his pipe for a 
few moments, and then spoke: 

“You know, Martha, I’m in a hard 

lace. I’ve got along well in my work— 
Lecter than I ever dreamed possible. I’ve 
made headway, and it looks as though 
bigger things were coming. But to do it 
I’ve had to use every honorable means at 
my command. One was to go in for a lot 
of society stuff that I don’t care for. I’ve 
come to be one of the crowd now—you 
know, the Howards, and the Lansings, 
and Kings, and so on—and once in it’s 
hard to get out prettily. Nice people, 
most of them, very; but 
here’s my trouble:’’ 
Philip paused, fingering 


his pipe. “I hate to say 
this. It sounds as if I were 
a conceited ass. But it’s Á 


the truth. Im bothered to 
distraction by fool girls and 
women, Because I’m a 
bachelor, you see, I’m their 
lawful prey. They hound 
me to death. Heaven knows 
what they see in me. I’m hardly civil to 
them. I run in the other direction when 
I can, but it doesn’t do any good. Now, 
the worst one in the lot is the daughter 
of the man that’s done the most for me. 
I’m fond of him and I’m deeply indebted 
to him. Even now, my interests are 


bound up with his. But they’re crowding 
me into a corner, the whole family of 
them. This girl is the apple of her 
father’s eye. And you can see that he 
wants the match. But to me she’s im- 
possible. I would as lief marry a Persian 
kitten! 

“As long as I stay unmarried it’s just 
as if I said to her, ‘I’d rather never have 
a wife than have you.’ Now, while that’s 
the truth, it doesn’t sound pleasant. But 
if I married, especially someone out of the 
set altogether, someone none of them had 
ever known, but whom I had known for 
years—” 

He stopped. So did Martha’s heart. 

“You can see,” he went on, “how that 
would solve the whole problem. Maybe 


you’ ve guessed now what I’ve been driving 
at, Martha. 


We've known each other all 


Mrs. Waring put down 
her sewing. 

“Philip asked you of his 
own accord to take a 
drive—”’ 

“Just yourself!’’ finished 
Mary from the doorway 


our lives. And I wondered, assuming that 
you don’t actually dislike me, if having a 
home of your own and the comforts I 
would hope to give you would make you 
consider marrying me.” : 
“Philip!” It was not  self-controlled 
Martha that cried out, but something deep 


“In Such a Night,” by AGNES SLiGH TURNBULL 


within. Philip started at the sharp sound. 

“I don’t wonder you’re surprised,” he 
went on, “so was I when the idea first 
came to me. I know it sounds cold- 
blooded and businesslike as I’ve stated it. 
But of course I can’t deceive you. I like 
you, always have. It’s a steady, pleasant 
affection. - But it’s not love; so I don’t 
pretend to ask you on the usual basis. It’s 
just because you are so sensible and’ free 
from foolishness that [I’ve dared to pre- 
sent the idea at all. What I’m thinking of 
is a perfectly sane, clearly defined partner- 
ship without any romantic falderals. Such 
a marriage just now would be a tremen- 
dous relief to me, and I thought you might 
happen to feel the same way, if you’re 
tired teaching. I don’t want an answer 
That wouldn’t be fair to either of 


now. 


us. Let’s take a day before we discuss it. 
To-morrow night we can come out again 
and talk the thing all over, pro and con. 
What do you say?” 

What Martha was bursting to say was: 
“But I love you. I have, since I was 
twelve. I will marry you and go to the 
world’s end with you!” But a thousand 
inhibitions held her back. So she only 
said, very quietly: 

“ Perhaps that would be best.” 

On the way back they spoke of other 
things entirely, falling often into long 
silences. To Martha it was as though the 
warm, fragrant springtime earth had 
made her a part of itself. No longer was 
she a detached, lonely outsider, hile life 
in its fullness passed her by. A shining 
destiny had overtaken her. Even the far 
twinkling stars must 
know that she was going 
to marry Philip. For to 
Martha there could be 
but one answer to the 
strange proposition she 
had heard. 

As they neared home, 
Philip glanced at her. 
“There is one thing 
more you have a right 
to know: My public and 
peas life have both 

een clean. That sounds 
like a campaign speech,” 
he added whimsically, 
“but it’s true, never- 


theless. To a woman 

like you that would 
” 

matter. 


"two. 
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“Oh, I knew that without asking,” 
Martha said simply. 

Mrs. Waring and Mary were still on the 
porch. Philip said, “All right, Martha, 
see you to-morrow,” then called good 
night to the others, and drove into his 
own yard. 

Martha sat down a moment, told her 
mother and Mary that Philip wanted her 
help on a little matter for an evening or 
Then, having satisfied their curi- 
osity, temporarily at least, she ran up to 
her room, scarcely touching the stairs. 
What would they say when they knew? 
What would everybody say! 

Martha sat down on the window seat 
and looked up at the stars, giving way at 
last to the sheer ecstatic wonder of it. The 
small joys and the great thronged upon 
her. No more teaching! An engagement 
ring! A shower from the club! wed- 
ding! A house of her own! A chance to 
free her mind from Latin verbs, and let it 
grow in a new atmosphere. To be mar- 
ried to the most brilliant young attorney 
in the county, who might some day be 
judge! 

But that was all beside the mark. The 
overwhelming joy and wonder was that 
she was going to be Philip’s wife. It 
would have been all the same if they had 
been going into the African jungle. 


WHEN she looked into the mirror at 
lastas she turned out the light, she saw 
a beautiful stranger. A girl, quite young, 
with soft brown hair framing cheeks of 
rose; with brown eyes telling the secret of 
their shining, without fear. 

It was nearly dawn when Martha fell 
asleep. Emboldened by the revelation of 
the mirror she was wondering in a half- 
ashamed rapture what Philip would say 
and do when she gave him her answer. 

All the next day Martha went about 
her work with a joyous abstraction that 
amazed the high-school students. That 
evening, as she dressed for the second 
drive, her hands trembled a little. She 
hoped they would go to the same sweet 
spot of last night. She 
would like to tell him 
there. 

Philip was late coming. 
He had had a hard day. 
He spoke of the case he 
was working on as the 
drove through the dar 
on out of the town, and 
finally into the country 
road. Then he added ab- 


ruptly: 

“Well, are you ready 
to discuss Mios to- 
night?” 


artha gave a soft 
laugh and looked straight 
before her. 


“There will 


.be no 
need for discussion,” she 
said. 

She could see the 


quick turn of his head. 

“Which way do you 
mean that, Martha?’ 

“I mean—’’ She 
paused. They were near- 
ing the place of last 
night. mean—that 
I will marry you, Philip.” 

It was said. Momen- 
tous, (Coni’d on page 191) 


He Had To Build His Ladder 
Before He Could Climb It 


When Isaac S. Kibrick came to America, less than twenty years ago, he was friend- 
less, penniless, and, so far as the English language was concerned, speech- 
less— But to-day he is one of the biggest life insurance salesmen in 
the East, and one of the most popular and honored men in 
his city of seventy thousand —“It was the American 
ideals,” he says, “that fired my soul with ambition” 


IGHTEEN years ago a smilingly 
energetic young man delivered 
morning and evening newspapers 
to the residents of the Pearl 
Street neighborhood in New 

York. He was on the job before sun-up, 
never missed a day and, 
though he could speak few 
words of English, he man- 
aged always to convey an 
impression of generous good 
humor. With him, the cus- 
tomer was always right. 
“Say, Kibrick, I didn’t 


and at its end received two dollars. Not 
much, but encouraging, since most learners 
had to work a month before they were 
paid. The fifth week his envelope con- 
tained three dollars, and he ran most of 
the way home to show his wife this solid 


Don’t Try to Cash in On 
Your Friendships 


By George W. Gray 


went. You put it by mistake in the green- 
horn’s envelope.” 

-And at that exact moment the green- 
horn ceased to be so green. 

“I quit,” he announced, and turned to 
get his hat and coat. 

“Listen,” begged the boss, 

“you'll be making plenty 
money soon.” 

“No,” insisted the young 
man; “I go now.” 

“You think you go get a 
job down the street, eh?” 
suspected the wily man of 


get my paper yesterday,” a 
subscriber complained. — 
“Sure,” said Kibrick, 


NEVER consider personal friendship with 
a man as an opportunity to sell him insur- 
ance,” says Mr. Kibrick. “I think it is poor 


I 


trade, his eyes narrowing. 
_ “No, I get a job outside, 
in America somewhere— 


nodding pleasantly. “Sure.” 
The word was the first 
Americanism he had learned. 
He made a note in his book 
to deduct the charge for 
yesterday’s paper from the 
customer’s weekly account. 
The entry meant a dead 
loss to him, for of course he 
had to pay whether the 
subscriber paid him or not. 

Similar adjustments fol- 
lowed, more entries in the 
little book, more deductions 
from his meager earnings. 
But he took his medicine 
smiling. He listened to many 
complaints, but made none 
himself. Some weeks his 
income would shrink from 
an expected eleven dollars 
to six dollars. Even in pre- 
war times that was ghostly 
little to support a wife and 
baby. 
Finally, it seemed that 
newspapers just would not 
stay where they were delivered. Even the 
optimist who delivered them decided that 
he ought to take up some other livelihood. 
He obtained a place in a garment factory, 
where the proprietor agreed to teach him 
how to make waists at a tuition fee of 
five dollars, and to pay him weekly wages 
after he had learned 

So Isaac S. Kibrick, late a teacher of 
Latin in his native Russia, and before that 
a student in the University of Moscow, 
became a student of waist-making in a 
dingy tenement loft on Third Avenue. 

The fourth week he was put on wages, 


policy to use such levers for business. Six years 
ago a certain wealthy man said to his physician, 
‘Why don’t you bring young Kibrick up here? 
I want to meet him.’ So the doctor invited me 
to come and meet his friend. 

“Thank you for the invitation,’ I said, ‘but, 
if you will excuse me, I won’t go. I want to in- 


sure that man for one hundred thousand dollars 
some day, and if we are personal friends it will 
be hard for me to do it.’ 

“I have since insured that man for the amount to 
I planned, and am now his personal friend. 

“I have found that it is better to make friends 
through business than to try to make business 
through friends. Idon’t play golf with a man and 
then sell him insurance. I sell 
first, then play golf with him. After having trans- 
acted our business, our friendship is free and un- 
embarrassed by any possibility that either of us 
is trying to make something out of it.” 


evidence of progress. But next week 
confidence dropped to zero when Kibrick 
found in his envelope only two one-dollar 
bills. After a painful introspection he 
decided that it must be a mistake. He 
hurried to the proprietor. 

“A wrong count,” he said timidly. “I 
got only two dollars.” 

“Two is right,” snapped the proprietor. 

“ But last week I got three dollars.” 

The employer stopped his work and 
gazed at his employee. Then he turned 
and called to his bookkeeper. 

“Hey, Joe, here’s where that dollar 


him the insurance 


New York’s no place for 
starting.” 

And that night, in 1907, 
Kibrick quit New York. 


N NOVEMBER, 1924, a 
unique meeting was held 
in the Maseachuserrs city of 
Brockton, near Plymouth, 
where the Mayflower Pil- 
grims landed. Nowhere is a 
neighborhood better entitled 

e called American. 
At this meeting in Brock- 
ton was a group of three 
hundred citizens. The 
mayor was there, prominent 
business men were there, 
and representatives of the 
professions. Kibrick was 
the guest of honor. The 
man whohad delivered news- 
papers from door to door in 

ew York sat blushing 
through the hour of speech- 
making that was focused 
on him. He was given the 
keys of the city, metaphorically, and 
publicly acclaimed a first citizen. Ít was a 
great night! 

“Kibrick is a wonder,” one of his 
neighbors said to me the other day. 
“Ten years ago he was a factory worker 
in a nearby shoe factory, submerged, 
unknown. To-day he is a leader in our 
community life, one of the best-known 
citizens in this city of seventy thousand 
people, a director of our public library, of 
the chamber of commerce, a trustee of the 
city hospital, and active in all civic 
enterprises. 


He Had to Build His Ladder Before He Could Climb It, by Grorcre W. Gray 


“He is so much a part of Brockton that 
no community effort here takes place 
without Kibrick. This recent meeting 
was a public testimonial to his service as 
a good citizen and a tribute to his genius 
for friendship. I sometimes wonder how 
we got along before he came.” 

It was in ie office on Main Street that 
I met Mr. Kibrick and asked him some 
pertinent questions about himself. , 

“In Russia I taught school, and was 
expecting to go into the legal 
profession when I finished 
my university course,” he ex- 
plained. “But I got mixed 
Bp in the Russian revolution 
of 1903-1905, was arrested by 
the Czar’s police, and spent 
the greater part of a year in 
prison in Moscow. I was only 
nineteen years old. 

“With the proclamation of 
amnesty to political prisoners 

was released, and went 
home to Balta, a city near the 
Black Sea. Then, in 1906, 
word got abroad that the 
Czar was preparing to re- 
arrest all political prisoners, 
and I began to look for a way 
out. One dark night I slipped 
across the border into Ger- 
many, made my way to Ham- 
burg, and got passage on the 
steamship ‘Blucher,’ bound 
for New York. I had married 
shortly after my release from 
prison, and Mrs. Kibrick was 
already awaiting me in the 
new country. She had sailed 
the month betore. 


“ AMERICA was just a 
lace of refuge to me 
then. RF scarted for it as a ship- 
wrecked mariner might swim 
to a desert isle. I wanted a 
place of safety, a temporary 
resting station, where I might 
ause for a brief space until 
f remained my breath and my 
nerve. 

“But in my bag I had 
slipped two books in Russian 
translations, Tocqueville’s 
‘Democracy of the States of 
North America’ and Zom- 
bart’s ‘Agricultural Develop- 
ment of the United States.’ 
I had brought them along as a traveler 
would bring a novel, to pass the time 
away; but they were a revelation to me. 

“We had a tempestuous voyage. It was 
my first experience at sea, and life down 
in the steerage was anything but com- 
fortable. But when I landed in New York 
my whole thought of America had changed 
from the reading of those two books. 

“The ideals of America were the very 
stuff of my ardent revolutionary dreams. 
I wanted to become a part of the sort of 
thing that America stood for. A man 
born and bred in the United States cannot 

ssibly realize the difference between a 
and in which the aristocracy is set and all 
classes of society are strictly fixed by 
birth and social custom, and a land of free 
opportunity, where a man can win recog- 
nition for what he is. 

“But before I could make myself felt, 
as I very soon discovered, I would have to 
make myself understood. English is a 


shoe factory. 
trying ones. 


business. 


difficult language. Much of my energy in 
my first few years here was used in learn- 
ing the language. All of the time I could 
spare from the insistent job of making a 
living was spent in night schools. 

“I wanted to be an American, but in 
New York I found myself in a district far 
more Russian than American. The pre- 
vailing language in the garment factory 
was Yiddish. 


“The whole situation came to me 


Isaac S. Kibrick and his young son, Herbert. Mr. Kibrick 
came to America as a political refugee from Russia, his 
native land. For a time he sold newspapers in New York 
City, and later worked in a garment factory, and then in a 


clearly that day when I discovered that 
the precious extra dollar I had prized as a 
mark of special merit had come my way 
by accident. I would work for nothing if 
I felt I was learning something, making 
progress in my new life, getting a grip on 
anything worth holding. But to be 
exploited, to have to bicker for every mite 
of recognition, to have to fight, and then 
not be anywhere—that was hopeless. 


“I WENT home from the garment fac- 
tory that night and told Mrs. Kibrick 
that we’d stagnate if we stayed in New 
York, and that I was going to leave New 
York and not rest until I had a steady 
job outside somewhere. 

“We divided our savings in two, and 
with my half I started out to find America. 
I tried various cities in Connecticut; but 
this was the winter following the financial 

anic of 1907 and employment was scarce. 
Finally, I landed a job in Auburn, New 


In Russia he had been a teacher of Latin; 
but he knew no English. His first years were bitterly 
Finally, Kibrick went to Brockton, Massa- 
chusetts, where he still lives, and entered the insurance 
In nine years he wrote $10,000,000 worth of 
insurance, his record for 1924 being nearly $2,000,000 
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York; it was sweeping out a shoe factory. 

“You wouldn’t call that Auburn job 
much. It was janitor’s work, and my 
wages were four dollars a week. But I’ve 
always called Auburn my American birth- 
place, because it was there I first felt my- 
self a part of my new country.” 

There was something in Auburn besides 
a job. The lonely immigrant found a 
friend. His innate good humor, that had 
kept him patient and courteous with even 
the most truculent of his 
newspaper customers, found 
understanding and neighbor- 
liness here. 


ss ONE Friday night,” Kib- 

rick went on, “at the 
close of the night school I at- 
tended, I came down the stairs 
with Miss Anna C. Connover, 
one of the teachers. ‘Don’t 
you live on Church Street?’ 
she asked me. 

“I answered that I lived in 
that neighborhood. Her home 
was in that direction. She 
talked in a gentle, friendly 
way as we walked along, 
asked about my old home in 
Russia, about my family, my- 
self, my ambition.. It was the 
first time that an American 
had spoken to me on any- 
thing but work. 

“When we parted at the 
entrance to her home, Miss 
Connover invited me to drop 
around to see her Sunday 
afternoon. She said her eye- 
sight was not good, and she 
would be glad if I would come 
and read to her. 

“So the following Sunday I 
showed up, early in the after- 
noon. Miss Connover handed 
me a copy of a magazine 
dealing largely with general 
information and current 
events. She sat in her easy 
chair by the fireplace while I 
read aloud. I started in with 
the editorials on the first 
page and read straight 
through, stories, poems, arti- 
cles, book reviews, every- 
thing. 

“Of course it was broken 
and halting reading. Many 
of your Anglo-Saxon words are tongue- 
twisters to a foreigner. It isn’t the big 
words—most of those are of Latin or 
Greek origin, and were easily manageable. 
‘Girl’ was a word that I had most trouble 
with, perhaps. The little word ‘the’ was 
bothersome, as it is to all Russians, for we 
have no ‘th’ sound in our language. Nor 
have we any ‘wh’ sound. ‘Whether’ is a 
very difficult combination to manage until 
the tongue has been drilled again and 
again to speak it. 

“Miss Connover would not allow any 
error in pronunciation to go by until I had 
corrected it. Sometimes I would read an 
article over a second time to see how much 
better I could manage it. 

“In this way I became acquainted with 
the currents of American thought in 
politics, religion, literature, science. I 
soon discovered that the eyesight of my 
tactful friend and teacher was as good as 
my own; but I was (Continued on page 196) 


John Murray Anderson Has Been 
A Jack Of All Trades 


He is producer of the famous Greenwich Village Follies, but before he 
broke into the theatre he was an accountant, a merchant, a 
dancing teacher, and a clerk in a government bureau 


By Mary B. Mullett 


HEN the war closed— 

which, as you recall, was in 

November, 1918—a young 

man named John Murray 

Anderson was living in 
New York City, an inconspicuous figure 
among the swarming millions of the 
Bi Town. 

He was unknown in the theatre. Five 
year before this time, the public had 
heard of him; but he dropped out of sight 
a little while later; and, so far as popular 
notice goes, out of sight soon becomes out 
of mind. 

At the close of the war he had a posi- 
tion in a military supplies bureau in 
Brooklyn, one of the thousands of jobs 
which vanished when the Armistice came. 
It hadn’t amounted to much, anyway. 
Still, it had given Murray Anderson a 
living at a time when he didn’t care 
particularly whether he lived at all. 

So there you have a picture of him half 
a dozen years ago: Without work, with- 
out money, without a name to command 
public interest, and without experience 
that would gain for him the attention of 
the theatrical world. 

In spite of all those important “ with- 
outs” he boldly invaded that world of the 
theatre. His brain was as full of ideas as 
his pockets were empty of dollars. With 
the aid of two friends he scraped together 
enough money to relieve, temporarily, the 
dollar deficiency; and he put some of his 
ideas to work in a venture which he called 
“The Greenwich Village Follies.” 

Murray Anderson has put on six of these 
offerings. Not always with a free hand, for 
he didn’t own the show, or any part of it. 
The dollars he scraped together at the 
start were too few, and he had to sell his 
interest in the production. 

Nevertheless, Murray Anderson, the 
once penniless newcomer in the theatre— 
you might almost call him an interloper— 
has walked off with most of the honors 
in one big field of the stage. . 

In the five seasons since he produced 
the first Greenwich Village Follies, there 
has been an ever-increasing annual crop 
of these so-called Revues. All of them, 
and even other kinds of stage productions, 
have reflected some of Murray Anderson’s 
ideas and methods. 

Beauty, simplicity, art, imagination, 
knowledge—all these he has brought into 
the theatre, applied them in ways that 
have revolutionized scenic effects, light- 
ing, stage settings. The public does not 
realize the debt it owes him. 

I never shall forget the wonder and 
delight with which I saw his second pro- 
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duction, which he called “What’s in a 
Name?” It was a dream of beauty, from 
beginning to end. When I read, on my 
program, the name of the producer, I 
said to myself: 

“There is a man who is worth watching. 
This thing that he has done can’t be a 
mere accident. I wonder what his his- 
tory is.” 

Í kept on wondering, at intervals; but 
it was not until very recently that I met 
him and learned what had preceded his 
sudden and compelling entrance into the 
world of the stage. I found then that I 
had been right: his achievements are not 
mere accidents. Real achievements never 
are. 

He was born in St. John’s, the capital 
of Newfoundland. It isn’t a large city, 
not more than thirty thousand popula- 
tion. But it is the only good-sized town on 
the whole island, most of the places being 
bleak little fishing villages. How this 
man, with his dreams of beauty, could 
have had his origin on those grim, for- 
bidding shores is one of the miracles of 
human nature. 


ERHAPS, as so often happens, the 

explanation is to be found in his mother, 
with her love of music and with a certain 
talent for writing. Or perhaps, against 
the gray fogs which so often shut down 
around him, the boy could dream color 
and light and form all the better because 
there was no reality to interfere with 
the dream. 

But just why his earliest imaginings 
were of the theatre I do not know, nor 
does he. There was only one playhouse 
in the town. At rare intervals some 
wandering stock company visited it, 
played for a week or two—very badly— 
a departed. But they thrilled him, 
nevertheless. Ask him about his boyhood, 
and his visits to the theatre are the only 
memories he can evoke. 

No! There is one other, a very sig- 
nificant one. Before he was five years old, 
he produced his first “show.” He took a 
pasteboard shoe box and, in one end of it, 
set a Sunday-school card, a picture of the 
Crucifixion. In the top and the sides of 
the box he made openings, over which he 
fastened pieces of colored gelatine. In 
this way he could illuminate the picture 
with colored lights; and the resulting 
effect could be viewed through a peephole 
cut in the end of the box opposite the 
picture. That little peep show was the 
germ of the wonderful things he does 
to-day with lights and color. 

The date of this early experiment. is 


known, because it happened before he 
was taken to England by his mother, an 
event which occurred when he was five 
years old. His father, a merchant in St. 
ae wanted his son to be educated in 
"nglish schools; so the boy stayed over 
there for several years, until his father 
could stand the separation no longer and 
brought him back to Newfoundland. 

A few years later he was again sent 
across the ocean; this time to become a 
pupil in the Edinburgh Academy, a school 
which Robert Louis Stevenson and other 
famous men have attended. But of this 
experience, too, the only detail which 
Murray Anderson supplies is the fact that 
he went to the theatre every time he had a 
chance. 

Now the plot begins to thicken. You 
can readily understand this when I tell 
you that da boy, with his leve of beauty 
and his absorption in the theatre, was to 
be made, according to his father’s plans, 
into what we call a certified public ac- 
countant! Chartered accountants, they 
are called by the English. 

It is a good profession. So good, that in 
England and Scotland a boy is very lucky 
if he can get into an office where the train- 
ing is given. Young Murray Anderson 
was one of the “lucky” ones. 


N HIS New York apartment, on top ofa 

lofty building, he told me about te the 
other day. The rooms are filled with fine 
old furniture; and the open doorway leads 
out onto the roof, floored with tiles and 
set with growing shrubs. Over the para- 
pet he can look down on the endless 
masses of buildings, the rivers and the 
harbor. Above is the unbroken dome of 
the sky. The sun rises in his back yard, so 
to speak, and sets in his front yard. The 
only passers-by are the clouds. His 
neighbors are the stars. It was in these 
surroundings that he told me how he did 
not become a chartered accountant. 

“When I was in my early teens,” he 
said, “my father arranged to have me 
taken into an office in Edinburgh. He 
had to pay a hundred guineas—five hun- 
dred dollars—for the privilege; and I was 
apprenticed to the firm for five years! 

he only pay I received was about eight 
dollars a month; at which rate, you see, 
the hundred-guinea fee would be returned 
to me by the end of the five years. 

“I stayed only two! I don’t know why 
I say ‘only,’ for those two years seemed 
as long as two centuries. My father was 
so kind and indulgent that I tried my 
best to do what he wanted me to do. But 
after two years (Continued on page IFI) 
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John Murray Anderson 


MR. ANDERSON is the creator and producer of the 
famous Greenwich Village Follies. Born in St. John’s, 
Newfoundland, he was sent to England for his school- 
ing. He persuaded his parents to let him study 
singing, amang, and acting. But lessons were expen- 
sive, and soon he had to earn his living. Just as he 


was established as one of the most popa? teachers 


of dancing in New York City, he had to take his 


young wife West in an unsuccessful search for health. 
After her death, he returned to New York. He had 
neither stage experience, money, nor influence, but 
he had revolutionary ideas about scenic effects. A few 
of his friends raised enough money to enable him to 
try out his ideas in the Greenwich Village Follies, 
which for the past five years have set the standard 
for revues of this kind. 
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Strauss Portrait 


James M. Kurn 


Mr. KURN, who is president ofthe St. Louis and 
San Francisco Railway Company, popularly known 
as the Frisco, was born within a stone’s throw of the 
railroad tracks, and he has never been very far away 
from them. From his father, an old-time railroader, 
he learned the Morse code along with his A B C’s, 
and when he was only fourteen he landed a job as 
telegraph operator on the Michigan Central. Later, 
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he became dispatcher and train master for the Santa 
Fé, rising steadily to the superintendency of the 
system. From this post, he was called to the presi- 
dency of the Detroit, Toledo and Ironton Railroad. 
In 1918, he took over the Frisco road, and made it 
into a first-class railroad. Mr. Kurn is fifty-four 
years old and he makes his home in St. Louis. He 
was born in Mt. Clemens, Michigan. 


The Puff Of A Locomotive 
Is Music To His Ears 


James M. Kurn is an old-fashioned railroader who was born with railroading in 
his blood — His father was a station agent, and Kurn himself became a 
telegraph operator when he was only fourteen years old — To-day 
he heads one of the great railway systems of the country 


By Edward Hungerford 


HE telegraph instrument on the 
table in front of the chief dis- 
patches of the Michigan Centra! 
ailway burst into a clatter. 
“DS!” it sounded, “ DS, DS, DS.” 

As that was the dispatcher’s call, the 
chief took his pipe out of his mouth, 
leaned forward and threw the switch. 

“J, I, I,” he replied in staccato Morse, 
meaning that he was all attention. He 
closed the switch again and waited. 

“My name is James M. Kurn,” the 
instrument said. “My father is the agent 
at Bay City. I want a job as telegraph 
operator.” 

The chief dispatcher considered for a 
moment. He did have an opening for an 
operator. The man at the sending end 
certainly knew telegraphy. Morse code 
more crisp and clear had never come over 
his wire. Then he reached for his own key. 

“O. K.,” he tapped out. “Report at 
West Branch to-morrow and relieve the 
man now on duty. You will take charge of 
the station.” 

West Branch was a little town and the 
railroad had only one employee there. 
Whoever held the job combined in his 
single person the functions of agent, 
operator, baggageman, freight handler 
and sweeper-out. 


SEVERAL weeks passed, and the chief 
dispatcher began to notice that the 
mew man at West Branch was holding 
down the job very capably. 

Then, about three months later, the 
chief dispatcher made an inspection trip 
over the road. One day he swung off the 
train at West Branch and looked for the 
operator. He could see no one in the 
station except a fourteen-year-old boys 
who was checking over some freight bills. 

““Where’s the operator?” he demanded. 

“I’m the operator,” was the astounding 
reply. i 
“Are you the fellow who applied for a 
job by wire three months ago—and got 
ïe?” demanded the chief. 

oe sir.” 

“How old are you?” 

The boy admitted that he was just 


fourteen. 

The chief dispatcher shook his head. 

“My boy,” he said, “you are entirely 
too young for a responsible position like 
this. I’ll relieve you to-day. You go back 
to school.” 

Once more, so far as the chief dispatcher 
was concerned, the incident was closed. 
A year passed. Then, one day, as he was 


studying his train sheet, a voice at his 
elbow inquired: 

“ Mister, do you need a good operator?” 

The chief swung round. It was the 
same boy, back again. The chief shook 
his head. 

“Nope,” he retorted. “You'll have to 
grow a little, son, before you can hold 
down a man’s job.” 

The boy walked out of the office without 
a word, 


IX months later, as the chief was 

walking up the street from his office 
someone fell into step with him. A now 
familiar voice sounded in his ear. 

“Mister, don’t you need a good oper- 
ator? I’m an inch taller now!’ 

The chief dispatcher was a little ex- 
asperated. 

“Say, what’s the idea?” he demanded. 
< Why are you in such a rush about a 


“I’m gonna be a railroad man,” was the 
retort, “and I don’t want to waste any 
more time startin’ than I have to!” 

Something about the tone in which this 
was delivered struck a sympathetic chord 
in the chief’s heart. He was himself a 
man who put the welfare of the road before 
everything else, and intuitively he knew 
that here before him was a born railroad 
man. He surrendered. ! 

“You get the job!” was his verdict. 

It was forty years ago that the chief 
dispatcher gave in to the importunate boy. 
His judgment has been amply vindicated, 
for to-day, as president of the St. Louis 
and San Francisco Railway, James M. 
Kurn is at the head of one of the greatest 
transportation systems in the country, 
with more than five thousand miles of 
main line railroad under his charge, and 
thousands of men looking to him for 
leadership. 

Kurn is what the rank and file of the 
Frisco call a “working president.” His 
somewhat short, active figure is likely to 
appear anywhere on the system without 
notice. But, wherever it is, the men are 
glad to see him. He is only fifty-four years 
old, which is fairly youthful for a man of 


his position. 

With all of his reputation as a dis- 
ciplinarian, it is true that this distinctly 
old-fashioned railroader has a human 
touch with his men that is rarely equaled. 
You do not see it at first. You see a 
stockily built, square-jawed citizen with 
stock blue eyes and a great shock of hair, 
prematurely white. . . . Hard-fisted— 


that’s Kurn, at first sight. A command- 
ing voice. As he sits in his business car it 
rumbles out at his associates: 

Why was this not done? And that? 
What's the explanation of those leaky 
oeme at that last terminal? And why 
didn’t that promised tonnage come up out 
of Oklahoma last month? uations like 
these are forever being asked by him. He 
has a keenly directed curiosity and a 
tremendous grasp of details. 

“I like to keep my men right up on 
their toes,” Kurn bas said more than once. 
And the men like it. They respect him 
mightily; fear him, wholesomely; and love 
him, genuinely. With him, it is “Harry” 
this and “Ed” that, until comes the 
inevitable moment of criticism or reproof. 
Then it is “Mr. Smith” or “Mr. Brown.” 
Serious business then. 

Some folks, who have made a study of 
such things, think that being one of a 
large number of children militates against 
a man’s chance to rise in the world. They 
ought to study Kurn. He was one of ten 
children. Others contend that the first 
child has the advantage. Kurn was the 
seventh. He has six sisters and three 
brothers. 

` At fourteen years of age, as you have 
already read, he was a good enough 
operator to hold down a job so long as the 
dispatcher didn’t see him and discover his 
youth He learned telegraphy almost 

fore he knew his A B Cs. His father 
was agent at Bay City, Michigan, for more 
than thirty years. Before that he was 
agent at Mt. Clemens, Michigan, where 
James was born, within a biscuit’s toss of 
the tracks. 

The elder Kurn had rigged up a tele- 
graph instrument in the house and found 
pleasure in teaching his children to use it. 
All of his sons and daughters were able to 
operate the key as soon as they could 
read and write. 


YOUNG Jim Kurn’s second job was 
at Alger, Michigan. There-he stayed 
until he was seventeen. Then he started 
out to see the world. 

Telegraph operators are great roamers. 
They are always talking with each other 
during the long hours of tedious night 
watches, and through the medium of the 
Morse code they become familiar with 
many cities. Sooner or later the time 
comes when they want to start out and 
see the things they have been hearing 


ut. 
Maybe you have (Continued on page 140) 
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They Love Their 
Homes As Much 
As You Love Yours 


By Archibald Rutledge 


ROM the first day of September 

until the fifteenth day of the fol- 

lowing January—for more than 

a third of a year—day in and 

day out, earnest men had had 
tireless designs upon his life. They were 
head hunters; and his was the coveted 
head. 

The fastest and most sure-footed horses, 
the most patient and sagacious hounds, 
the craftiest hunters, armed with shot- 
guns and with rifles of almost incredible 
range, all these had been employed in the 
stern business of trying to cut short the 
romantic career of an old friend of mine. 

A thousand perils he weathered. A 
thousand wild races, deft dodges, sly elu- 
sions, dim lurkings, silent crouchings; 
all these he executed with the finesse that 
only a wary wild creature can employ. 
And when the season closed, that long 
and periious season, the antlers of the 
great buck were not drying out drearily 
at a taxidermist’s; they were still wet by 
the fragrant dews of the pineland morn- 
ing, and from them the early starshine of 
the lonely swamp shed little silver 
sparkles. 

While he was being hunted, this buck 
had fled from home; but a day or so after 
the season closed, back he came; back to 
where his mother, long before, had first 
bleated tenderly to him, and taught him 
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his first trembling steps; back to those 
very places whence he had been 
hounded and shot at; back to the wild 
places he knew well and loved best. 

He had quit the country for a 
while; but off in the hinterlands he 
had nearly perished of homesickness. 
He simply had to get back. He just 
had to see the old home again—even 
as you and I! 

This particular stag I had known 
for many years; and I was made 
aware of his return home almost as 
soon as he came, for his track was 
unlike that of any of the other deer 


(Above) Alligator, photographed in the act 
of slipping into the water. Though about 


on our plantation. The hoof of the 
right foreleg was twisted, so that his 
track was readily identified. All the 
hunters in that part of the country 
knew it well; but they did not seem 
to be able to improve their acquaint- 
ance with him in the manner they 


sixteen feet long when full grown, the alli- 
gator is timid unless cornered. It spends 
most of the day asleep in the sun on a mud 
bank or log. A strong and active swimmer, 
it is chiefly a fish eater, but it will devour 
small swimming animals. (Below) A char- 
acteristic lagoon in the alligator country 


wished. I was a little better ac- 
quainted with him, I think. At least, I ap- 
reciated his high intelligence and his 
ove of home. 

Since fawnhood he had been one of my 
friends. I knew just what walks he took 
at night, in those dim and dewy hours 
when he loved to roam the glimmering 
country of the.darkness. It made me glad 
to see his tracks reappear along their 
ancient wildwood routes. It did my heart 


poog to see that his own wild, sensitive 
eart was enjoying once more that keen 
delight that only a return to the old home 
can give. 

A boy may be born in Sandy Corners; 
he may go far away to college; he may 
rise to fortune and fame in some metrop- 
olis; but, depend upon it, one of his most 
secret and ardent ambitions is to retum 
some day to his native heath. There are 


They Love Their Homes as Much as You Love Yours, by ARCHIBALD RUTLEDGE 


few stronger holds upon people than 
geographical ones.. The human spirit - 
pines for home; and since wild creatures 
are remarkably, sometimes absurdly, 
like us, they have many of our own 
inspirations and longings. 

Phat old dulnusaoed stag lived on 
what I called my place, near the San- 
tee River, in South Carolina; but in a 
certain very real sense he was. the 
genuine owner of the property. A boy 
once asked his father who owned the 
mountains, and the father said that he 
who loved them owned them. This 
splendid buck loved my woods even 
better than I did; for I might as well 
confess that if someone had hounded 
me and shot at me and raced me off 
my own domain, I might hesitate long 
ere returning to the hearthstone. 


BYT with a wild creature this pull of 

home is irresistible; and to me, the 
recognition of it is pathetic, appealing. 
To understand it is to be opening one 
more of those magic, mysterious doors 
in the great House of Life. Wander- 
ing in that spacious dwelling, getting 
fleeting glimpses of how our comrades 
live, of A cares and hopes and loves, 
we come at least dimly to understand 
somewhat better the meaning of our 
existence. We call ourselves the chil- 
dren of God; but perhaps all are His 
children. In the tremendous fact of 
possessing the gift of life itself, all of us 
are the same. And we are the same too, 
in this matter of loving home. 

Within sight, indeed within call, of 
my house, wild turkeys nest a year. 
During more than one season I: have 
watched a brooding hen turkey come 
from her nest into the bowed and 
brown cottonfield for her noontide 
meager foraging. I have found nests 
close to the rail fences that border the 
home fields. Anyone who has watched 
a tame turkey’s craft in nesting time— 
her patient, tedious secretiveness, her 
gentle self-effacement—can have avery 
correct idea of the behavior of the wild 
turkey at such a season. 

But, touching and strange to relate, 
this most wild and astute bird, once on 
her nest, can be readily approached. 
For a man to catch a wild turkey on 
her nest is no difficult task. “Perfect 
love casteth out fear.” Even so. I 
have seen it with my own eyes. 

In due time her brood comes forth, 
and she knows the mystic and infinite 
pride of motherhood. She watches 
with delight the behavior of every one 
of her little helpless children. She loves 
them. She mothers them. She radiates 
maternal affection and that watchful and 
constant sacrifice that is the chief charm 
of deep devotion. 

I remember watching one day in late 
spring such a brood in a wild tangle of 

reenery just beyond a field of young corn. 

he turkeys had been hatched in an ad- 
jacent thicket, a dim, sweet place, where 
3 asmnines tossed their showers like golden 
fountains playing, where smilax rioted 
over hollies, scrub oaks, and myrtles, 
with here and there a patriarch oak keep- 
ing the copse away from the generous 
area that he sheltered. Shimmering little 
sunny glades beneath huge pines were 
here, lonely fair paths beside which the 
tall wood violets grew; aisles carpeted 
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with brown pine straw, offering always a 
spicy odor in which the scents of dew, 
jasmine blossoms, myrtle leaves, and pine 
seem commingled. To those who are 
aweary of attar of roses, I can recommend 
that hale fragrance. 


WAS sitting on a stump in a small 

clump of myrtles when the turkeys were 
heard approaching. But for the noise 
they make walking through the leaves 
and brush, a flock of grown wild turkeys 
can be singularly silent. But it was not 
so with these children. I heard a faint 
elfin piping—flute notes of a quality 
most delicate, yet almost piercing in their 
soft sweetness. 

And for every plaintive or excited call 
that the little ones gave, the old mother 


This attractive apartment, while of the type called in cities a ‘““walk-up,” has plenty of 

fresh air, sunshine, and all modern conveniences—for black bears. Though widely hunted 

for many years, the black bear is still found throughout the wooded and mountainous 

sections of the United States, and in parts of Canada. It is shy and wary, and a great 

climber. In its wild state it will not attack man unless cornered or in defense of its 

young; but in captivity, after the first year of cubhood, its temper becomes uncertain 
e. 


had an instant reassuring answer. I am 
not sure what language she was using, but 
what she assuredly said was, ‘‘ Never 
mind; that’s all right.” The infants 
seemed to stray a good deal, running 
into blind alleys among the deep greenery, 
getting into dense heaps of leaves, and 
not being able to extricate themselves 
just handily, lagging behind the flock to 
gaze about at the great new world into 
which they had come. They were real 
babes in the woods, full of innocence and 
of wonder. 

Whenever he was in doubt, one of the 
little fairy wanderers would pause, look- 
ing to be, though not actually, on tiptoe, 
would gaze about for a moment with 
glistening eyes, and then would complain 
of his plight in a (Continued on page 124) 


How Uncle Sam Coins The 
Money You Spend 


About ten billion coins have been turned out by the Government’s “money factories,” 
the output of copper cents, alone, being enough to fill six hundred trucks. 
But if it weren’t for bank checks all the money in circulation would 
not be sufficient for a single day’s business — Stories 
of strange requests that come to the mint 


OW much money has Uncle 
Sam coined since he went in- 
to the business back in 
1793?” I asked Miss Mary 
O'Reilly. Miss O'Reilly for 
a number of years has been assistant 
director of the United States Mint. 

“ Something over five bil- 
lion dollars’ worth of coins: 
have been turned out,” she 
answered. 

“But of course we have 
a great deal more money 
than that,” she hastened 
to add. “The figure I 
gave you applies only to 
coins; that is, to metal 
money—gold, silver, nickel, 
and copper. Then there is 
all the unminted gold in the 
Treasury vaults, and the 
large circulation of treasu 
notes, Federal Reserve ban 
notes, and National bank 
notes. The grand total of 
all this is about nine bil- 
lion dollars. 

“Our national wealth— 
and wealth in this sense 
means resources and not 
merely money—was re- 
cently estimated to amount 
to $330,000,000,000. That 
gives each of us about 
$3,000. 

“ But if we were to divide 
our actual money among 
our population, each one of 
us would have about $40. 
So, you see, for every 
seventy-two dollars in na- 
tional wealth there is only 
one dollar in money. 

“All the money the Gov- 
ernment has ever made 
would not meet the pay 
rolls of the country for 
three months; and all the money now 
actually in existence, if we did not have 
such things as bank checks, would be 
used up in the business transactions of a 
single day!” 

Like most people who are accustomed 
to see money drip in just a thin and 
hesitant trickle, have always been 
curious to know something about the 
great “money factories” run by the Gov- 
ernment. There are three mints in opera- 
tion at the present time, Miss O’Reilly 
told me. One is at Philadelphia, another 
at San Francisco, and the third at Denver. 
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By John T. Flynn 


The Philadelphia establishment is the 
oldest, dating back to 1793. It was one 
of the first institutions authorized by the 
founders of America. There are also 
mints at New Orleans, and at Carson 
City, but they are now used merely as 
assay offices, which means that they are 


Where Do All the Pennies Go? 


*DEOPLE often ask what becomes of all 
the copper cents,” said Miss O’Reilly. 
“The mints have turned out over four billion 
of them. Now, in all Uncle Sam’s 131 years 
of money manufacturing, only about 2% per 
cent of those coppers have been returned to “ 
the mints. Out of every 100, more than 97 
are, so far as we know officially, still out- 
standing, buying papers, getting lost in slot 
machines, and playing other rôles expected of 
pennies. 
“But as a matter of fact hundreds of mil- 
lions of them must be gone. Do you ever see 
a bronze two-cent piece? Yet, so far as we 
are officially informed, 20,000,000 of them 
are still floating about. None of these pieces 
has been coined since 1873, more than fifty 
years ago. 
“This isn’t surprising, for a penny is the 
color of the ground, and has no great value. 
When you drop it, you take a look, and, failing 
to see it, go on about your business. You 
probably have lost a good many pennies in the . 
fields or the streefs.”’ 


branches of the mint service where raw 
metals for making money are tested, 
accepted, and shipped to one of the three 
operating mints. The mints do not make 
paper money. All paper money is made 
at the Bureau of Engraving and Printing, 
in Washington. 

There are six other assay offices in 
various parts of the country, and in one of 
them is the greatest treasure the world 
has ever known. It is pure gold, and is 
worth more than the gems in all the 
royal crowns, in all the temples, and in all 
the jewel boxes of the beauties of the 


earth. This treasure comprises more than 
one third of the gold remaining in the pos- 
session of man after centuries of digging 
and hoarding. 

Three billion dollars is the value of this 
gold, yet it is only a part of the reserve 
upon which our financial system rests. 
And you may bet your bot- 
tom dollar that Uncle Sam 
sees to it that no bold 
thieves will ever have a 
chance to take even a fleet- 
ing look at this great treas- 
ure! It is protected by walls 
of stone and of steel; by 
safety devices, and by the 
courage of honest men 
whose duty .it is to guard 
it. 


OTHING like all of 
the money the Gov- 
ernment has issued is in 
circulation,” Miss O’ Reilly 
continued. “Some of it is 
in the Treasury vaults, and 
some in the Reserve banks. 
Of the gold coins that have 
been minted not more than 
half are in circulation, and 
only one silver dollar in ten 
is moving about from palm 
to palm. 

“Nobody really knows 
how much coined money 
is actually in circulation. 
The Government has been 
manufacturing coins for a 
century and a quarter, and 
has turned out about ten 
billions of them. But enor- 
mous quantities of these 
coins have been lost forever, 
or put to some other uses. 
And some have been re- 
turned to be remelted and 
canceled. 

. ne onper cents disappear by the mil- 
lions. Hundreds of thousands of dimes 
have gone to make bangles for young 
ladies’ wrists. Pen half-dollars, and 
dollars have been turned into watch 
charms and medals and keepsakes of van- 
ous sorts. Over $29,000,000 in gold coins 
were shipped abroad last year alone. 
Millions of dollars of gold and silver 
coins are used every year by jewelers 
and other manufacturers for the metal in 
them. How much we have left, therefore, 
is largely a matter of guess. It is prob- 
ably somewhere in the neighborhood of 


How Uncle Sam Coins the Money You Spend, by Jonn T. FLYNN 


$1,677,358,000. About one half of this 
is in actual circulation. The rest is held 
in the vaults of the Treasury or the 
Federal Reserve banks. 

“There were no five-cent nickels 
coined until after the Civil War, but we 
have made 1,244,307,662 of them in the 
fifty-eight years since the first one was 
struck. About ten per cent of these coins 
have wandered back, battered and worn 
from the wars of trade, to be fed again 
into our big crucibles. This means that 
the rest, more than a billion, are still 
doing service as money tokens, so far as 
the official records show. But of course 
countless numbers of them-have 
passed on to the happy hunting 
grounds of dead coins. 

“This makes it difficult for 
us to know how much United 
States coin there is in existence. 
However, we can do some 
guessing at it. We have not 
quite a billion dollars in gold 
coins, a little over half a billion 
dollars in silver dollars, about 
$277,510,375 in halves, quarters, 
and dimes. We are supposed to 
have outstanding $100,626,322 
in nickels and cents of various 
sorts. 


es E LIKE to think of our- 

selves as the richest peo- 
ple in the world. Taken as a 
whole, we are. We coined more 
money in the past two years than 
all the rest of the nations put to- 
gether. But individually there 
are peoples better oft when 
measured in terms of money. 
We have enough gold and silver 
to allow every man, woman, and 
child $39.22 each. But in the 
Argentine there is $57 for every 
inhabitant. The Uruguayans 
have $41.89 each and the thrifty 
Dutch $41.92 each. 

“Some nations, however, 
scrimp along with inconceivably 
small coin allowances. The 
Chinese, for instance, manage 
with 34 cents apiece. In all that 
vast empire there is not so much 
coin as there is in one good-sized 
American city.” 

The making of money for 110,- 
o©00,000 of us Americans is all done by 
about seven hundred persons. The aver- 
age cost of “manufacturing” ten dollars’ 
worth of money is one cent. But, as a 
matter of fact, it costs the Government 
nothing, because the mints are a very 
sronitable business. The cost of running 
them last year was a little over two mil- 
lion dollars. The income was almost 
$27,000,000. The Philadelphia mint alone 
showed a profit of over $13,000,000. 

The chief source of this profit is called 
seigniorage. Seigniorage is the difference 
between the face value of a coin—the 
value stamped on it—and the actual 
value of the metal in it. Thus, our silver 
dollar when coined and stamped and 
issued is worth just one dollar, but the 
silver in it, at the current price of silver, is 
worth about 521% cents. 

The mint makes a small profit b 
assaying gold and silver for dealers. It 
makes a number of national medals, and 
most of the decorations for the army 
and navy. 


The mint also makes coins on request 
for other nations and, at one time or 
another, has struck coins for most of the 
countries of South America. But this is 
always done at cost. 

“Coins are not molded,” Miss O’Reilly 
explained when I asked her about the 
minting process. “They are not made b 
pouring molten e into thousands 
of little lozenge-like forms. They are 
stamped out of cold metal, and the designs 
are driven into them by dies acting under 
tremendous pressure. 

“The process begins with the making of 
ingots, small brick-shaped blocks of metal, 
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Miss Mary M. O'Reilly, assistant director of the United 
States Mint, knows more, perhaps, than anyone else about 
how coins are made, and what becomes of them after they 
get into circulation. For more than twenty years she has 
worked in the Government’s ‘‘money factory,” and for the 
past nine years she has held her present important post 


which have been assayed and alloyed. 
“The next step is called breaking 
down! The ingot is passed between 
powerful rollers, and flattened. Then the 
rollers are brought closer together by 
the turn of a screw. The ingot is carried 
through them again, and the process is 
continued until it has been broken down 
to the thickness of the coin to be made. 
“This plate is passed through another 
machine, which punches out the planchets 
—something like cutting out biscuits. 
These planchets are little disks the exact 
size of the purposed coin. They are put 
one by one into a collar, which tightens 
around their edges until these edges are 
raised above the level of. the coin itself. 


“NOY follows the ‘striking’? of the 
coins. The planchets are fed into a 
vertical tube from which they pass one by 
one, but very rapidly, between the dies. 
These dies bear the impressions of the 
design. The dies close upon the surface 
of the planchet with tremendous force— 
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forty tons in the case of the dime, 17 
tons in the case of a twenty-dollar zoid 
piece. These striking machines will turn 
out dimes at the rate of one hundred a 
minute and other coins almost as rapidly.” 

“Where,” I asked Miss O'Reilly, 
“do you get your machines for coining 
money?” 

“We make many of them in the mints,” 
she replied; “and, what is more, most of 
our machines have been designed there. 
It is one of the most extraordinary things 
in this service that men paid such small 
wages have perfected some of the most 
amazing devices for cheapening the pro- 
duction of money. 

“Our automatic weighing ma- 
chine is the work of our own 
mechanics. This device operates 
with marvelous delicacy and 
accuracy. Coins are fed into it, 
laid ai astonishing gentleness 
upon the balance, weighed, and 
distributed. Then the coins of 
proper weight are carried auto- 
matically to one basket, those 
under weight to another basket 
and those over weight to still a 
third. The machine was de- 
signed, perfected, and manufac- 
tured by our own workmen, some 
of them getting at the time not 
more than four or five dollars 
a day. 


“TET me tell you of a little 
war romance that very few 

people know about. When the 
Government was turning every 
available factory into a muni- 
tions plant, it soon learned there 
was not a sufficient amount of 
platinum to be had, and certain 
platinum gauze is necessary in 
the making of explosives. So 
the Government appealed to the 
people. In answer to that appeal 
considerable platinum came to 
the mints. f was in a great 
many pieces of jewelry, broken 
electric light bulbs, and other 
articles. All of the platinum 
was paid for and turned over to 
the munitions makers. But it 
was valueless unless made into 
the essential gauze. And that 
secret we did not possess. 

“While millions of soldiers were being 
drawn into position behind the lines in 
France for the last desperate struggle, 
and hundreds of thousands were being 
mobilized in the munition centers of this 
country, one small-salaried government 
expert in a little room of the New York 
assay office toiled day and night over 
this problem of making the platinum 
gauze. He finally perfected a process for 
producing it. 

“This man was Beno P. Wirth. The 
value of his labors was immeasurable to 
the Government. Private concerns offered 
him large sums to enter their employ. 
But he stuck to his post. His only reward 
was sixty dollars a week from the mint. 
He asked no more. He gave not only 
his unrequited mechanical genius, but he 
gave his life as well, for shortly after 
the Armistice he died, leaving fatherless a 
large family. 

“People are. fond of saying that be- 
cause the Government pays such small 
salaries it cannot (Continued on page 165) 


The rock moved—and then fell back again. From the cell below had come a hollow, crumbling crash! 
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EFORE they had been three 
days in the sand and pine wilder- 
ness, Craig found himself look- 
_ing too often and too intently at 
Dick Vereen’s brown throat. 

Temptation like that has come to men 
before, shut in by silence, rasped by soli- 
tude; but the continual recurrence of the 
impulse turned Craig’s body cold and 
made him clamp his fingers till the knuckles 
whitened. 

Every summer since Syracuse had sent 
them out with a C. E. apiece, Craig had 
prowled in wildernesses with Vereen— 
two friends as utterly different as it was 

yssible for human personalities to be, 

ound in a wordless sort of comrade- 
ship which suits wild places and black 
nights beside a fire. And never before 
had a single dispute marred their per- 
fect friendship. Vereen did what he pleased 
with an insolent recklessness, and downed 
logic with laughter, and Craig had always 
been content. 

Actually, Craig was the younger, but a 
grave, dark trick of silence added to his 
twenty-six years. All his life he had been 
a serious boy, who loved solitude, haunt- 
ing poetry, and rain. Handsome ina dark, 
romantic fashion, with thin, strong brows 
and black hair which grew low in front of 
his ears, giving hima look of the Latin, he 
had the sensitive mouth of the dreainer, 
and the level gaze which is never sanguine 
and never credulous. 

Always he had been a little lonely, with- 
out understanding why. Now, squatting 
between the knees of a ghostly old cypress, 
ancient-looking as the world, and staring 
off into the green, eerie dimness where 
moss-hung live oaks dipped their tresses 
in amber stagnant water, Craig knew the 
answer to his inhibiting loneliness of spirit. 
He knew, too, why Vereen’s careless 
and incessant talk roused this strange, 
deadly rage he felt. The answer was Janet 
Rush. 

Craig had met girls before; but from 
most of them he had fled in diffident 
misery, hating their glibness, their painted 
lips, their dazzling “line.” But Janet was 
different. “I didn’t know there was a girl 
like you left in the world!” he had told 
her that last morning, dragging the trib- 
ute awkwardly out of his numbing shy- 
mess. 

He was in love with her. He knew it, 
and the realization awakened in him a 
feverish humility so intense that it was 
almost a pain, and an incredible wonder 


that anything so lyrical, so unbelievably 
wonderful, could have happened to him. 
For two days, sunk in a wordless madness, 
he had filled every void in his life with the 
sweet new dizziness, assuring himself that 
when he came out of the wilderness he 
would tell her he loved her. 

And then, on the morning 
when their little steel boat 
swung out into the river and he 
and Vereen were finally off on 
their journey into the old, 
vague, little-known Florida 
jungle—Vereen had shifted his 
paddle casually, and remarked 
out of a clear sky, “ Reckon I’ll 
have to cut out this pirate- 
huntin’ business when Jinny 
and I get married. She'll 
insist on goin’ along, and 
women are the devil in the 
woods!” 

Something in Craig’s stiff 
consternation must have 
shown itself in his swiftly 
guarded eyes, for Vereen 
added a cheerful note of ex- 
planation: “Been fixed up 
in both families for years 
for Jinny Rush and me to 
get married. The major put 
something in his will about 
it. 

The major was Vereen’s 
father. Craig was Vereen’s 
guest. It was through Vereen that he had 
met the Rush family. There was nothing 
to say, nothing to do. But as he sat 
stiffly gripping his paddle with hands that 
ached with tension, Craig knew that he 
had been a fool to come. 

He and Dick Vereen had been friends 
for years. But no boat was ever built long 
enough, no mountain was high enough, no 
world wide enough to hold two friends and 
the dead ghost of their friendship. 

_Vereen sat now beside the fire. His 
cigarette had gone out. His arms showed 
brown below the torn-off sleeves of his 
shirt. His head was flung back with god- 
like insolence. 

“What you think, Johnny? Better be 
driftin’ on?” he inquired blandly. 


CRAIG nodded. Their avowed objective 

was an old Spanish ruin. No one knew 
where it was, but wandering Seminoles 
and negroes declared that it still existed 
back in the interior wilderness. Strange, 
sinister tales were whispered about this 


All day, driving the boat through that wilderness, he 
had struggled to bring back the old frank footing; but 
his own mood was steely, and would not be fought off 


mysterious place, and the purpose for 
which it had been built. Most of the 
natives professed a scornful disbelief in its 
existence, but simple-minded cracker fish- 
ermen insisted that they had viewed the 
crumbling walls through the jungle, seen 
the “ torture stone,” upon which Rodondo, 
cruellest of Spanish governors, had be- 
headed his tormented English and Indian 
prisoners, heard the weird cries which 
gika the dusk about the place at twi- 
ight. 

From the first whisper, Vereen had been 
fascinated by the grisly history of the half- 
mythical Hidalgo fortress. “We’ll find it, 
pis , and interview the wailing ghost! 

robakiy he comes back to see what the 
amiable Spaniards did with his head. Cute 
little way they had of changing their vic- 
tims’ architecture—those whiskered Pe- 
droes. Stretch ’em out in the sun for a 
week or so, and occasionally lop off a few 
inches to shorten their misery!” 

Craig gathered up their scattered mess 
kit, stamped out the fire, and flung his 
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blanket roll into the boat. Ahead of them 
the forest closed in, drinking up the nar- 
row amber river, sweet and panting in 
steamy heat—a furtive, mysterious, al- 
most breathing land. 

Birds like blue flames swung down from 
white-bellied bays, and shrieked astonish- 
ment at them. Insects circled madly, and 
Craig fought them with his hat. Dick 
lighted a match. “No use batting ’em, 
Johnny. Smoke ’em out.” 

“Too hot,” Craig said, as he sete 
into the boat and took up his paddle. “No 
sort of country for manual labor.” 

“Deeper water here,” commented Ve- 
reen, as he shoved the boat off. ‘‘Won’t 
have to be fighting roots and stuff all the 
time.” 


THEY drifted through the heavy tim- 
ber, arched and dim: live oaks as mas- 
sive and solemn as pillars, grave green 
towers of bay, palms shooting up their 
scaly trunks. There was less undergrowth 
now, and the ground was dry. Craig tried 
to bring back his enthusiasm over choos- 
ing a camp site for the night. Always be- 
fore on these adventurings he had been the 
captious critic, insistent about water and 
drainage, taking pains with trenches, 
tightening ‘guy ropes over and over, fussy 
about removing every twig that {could 
harbor an insect. But now, as dark fell, he 
merely heaved the bed roll into a corner. 

He could feel Vereen’s eyes resting upon 
him questioningly; buti Vereen was wise 
enough to feel is mood and not to talk. 
It was Vereen who tramped about with the 
hatchet, Vereen who cut the poles and laid 
the fire, Vereen who unloaded the boat. 
Craig made a fumbling job of slinging the 
tent up, going half-heartedly over the 
ropes a second time as a matter of habit. 
But there was no thrill in it for him. 

He struggled against the pressure of his 
own silence, and once, when Vereen sat 
before the fire holding the griddle with 
some slabs of bacon laid across it, Craig 
made a desperate attempt to tear aside 
the barrier of misunderstanding which had 
been thickening between them all day. 

“Something about this darn spooky 
place—” he Besa helplessly, and a bit 
wistfully. “I can’t seem to throw it off.” 

“Yeah,” returned Vereen absently. 
“You encourage that sort of stuff, Johnny.” 

Craig’s groping friendliness chilled and 
then flared, shimmering to an ember. 
Something warned him that now was the 
time to slay this folly. Dick Vereen was 
his friend. Dick’s inil ence with Southern 
capital had got him his job with a crew of 
harbor engineers. It had been a beautiful 
and perfect thing, their friendship. But 
the gripping stiffness would not yield. 

Vereen finished his supper and dipped 
his plate in the river, scouring it clean 
with sand. “Wonder why those old fel- 
lows ever came up here in the first place?” 
he remarked, looking about at the moss- 
hung trees. “After gold, probably. Two 
hundred years is a long time, though. 
Queer to think that men were here two 
hundred years ago—and that they’re gone 
now, with the wilderness fiercely destroy- 
ing their tracks.” 


r WAS then that Craig saw the spider. 
Squarely before them, scintillant in the 
light of their fire it hung—orange-bodied, 
' of velvet wire, jetty eyes unblinking 

‘ty—old, hoary, and evil. Uncon- 
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sciously Craig moved back. There was 
something hideously repulsive to him in 
those crouching insects, with their poi- 
sonous, sinister air of waiting; their sly, 
wise scuttling; their busy spinning of gray 
palls over the crumbling works of men; 
their barring of doors with their spangled, 
triumphant curtains. _ ` 

Viciously, Craig seized a paddle and 
lashed out, sweeping down the bannered 
web into the river. Instantly the spider 
began a spraddling struggle, swimming 
for the paddle, his dry bright body like a 
jewel on the amber water. Sweat stood 
on Craig’s wrists; he felt a curious nausea. 

“Kill him,” he said huskily. 

Vereen laughed. ‘‘Can’t be done. 
They’ve got a million lives apiece. That 
chap’ll probably climb ashore and spend 
the rest of his life trying to get even with 
us. They’re vindictive cusses.” 

The spider scrambled up the bank, and 
Dick set his heel on him, crushing him 
lightly. Craig caught himself wincing as 
the weight broke the velvet body. Some- 
how the poisonous, scuttling thing seemed 
a part of himself, a grinning essence of the 
rankling impulse which had tormented 
him all day. 

“Glad you got him,” he said hoarsely, 
unaware that Tis face had drained gray. 
“He’d be in our beds, likely.” 

Vereen gave him a straight, judicial 
look. “Better get hold of yourself and cut 
out this finicky business, Johnny,” he 
counseled. “ You’re getting as flighty as a 
woman.” 

Craig accepted the reproof silently, 
somehow grateful for it. He found himself 
wishing that Vereen would rage at him, 
bawl him out as in the old comradely days. 
A row would clear the air, help him to get 
a grip on himself. But Vereen tramped 
into the tent, and began kicking his bed 
into shape, without a backward look. 

The fire sank, night things began to cry, 
but still Craig sat thinking. ‘Almost fe 
could feel a presence bende him, see a 
cloud of bright hair close to his shoulder, 
hear a voice which was strong and sweet 


- with understanding. He groaned a little 


as his head sank on his hands. Craig was 
very young, and life for him had been a 
lonely affair. 


LL of another day they paddled 

through tangled, fantastic richness— 
fan palms lifting widespread fingers, 
aghast at their intrusion; vines, cascading 
over dead live oaks, frothing bloom from 
earth to sky. 

Vereen slumped in the boat, smoking, 
swinging his paddle with an arrogant 
absence of effort, his head back, his brown 
throat bare. Craig had shaken off his 
black mood a little, mastered the surging 
hate which had bitten to the core of his 
ascetic spirit, so that he was able to speak 
calmly, to enter into the spirit of the ad- 
venture, at least without loathing. 

Then Vereen spoiled it again. ‘Got 
your camera?” he inquired casually. 

Craig swung his arm, and the eather 
case which was seldom away from his side 
slip ed into view. 

‘Want to get a picture for Jinny, if we 
find anything,” Vereen went on. “Old 
Cong has got her all excited with his tales. 
She’s expectin’ us to run into a regular 

host pasture, with skeletons dangling 
rom every limb, and skulls lying round in 
the dungeon keeps, and everything!” 


“ Not enough light for pictures,” mum- 
bled Craig. i 

“Might be to-morrow,” Vereen returned. 
He slumped down further, his arms behind 
his head, as the boat drifted. “Look here, 
Johnny, there’s one darn fine girl!” he 
mused. 

Craig did not answer. His eyes were 
hidden by the shadow of his hat. 

“Not much use talking to you,” Vereen 
grumbled; “old Dominican like you! All 
you need is a hair shirt, and a shaved spot 
on top of your head. If ever you do tum- 
ble, though, there'll be an awful fall. Pd 
like to be around to see the rock disinte- 

Tate. . Go easy, old man—this river 
is darned wet!” 

By a quick, resourceful swing he had the 
bow back in midstream, grazing an imper- 
iling bank. Craig’s face was white. He 
had laughed as a jagged root thrust out, 
ripping harshly down the steel side of the 
boat—and the laugh had startled him, 
almost as much as it had perplexed Vereen 
with its short, bitter bark. 

Vereen looked at him intently. ‘‘Let 
me padde he said in a quiet voice. 

“PIL hold her,” protested Craig nerv- 
ously. “I didn’t see that one.” 

Vereen gave him a queer, hard look, 
but he did not speak again. 


A _TWILIGHT of the third day the 
river madeasudden bend, widened and 
deepened, washing a bank of shell which it 
was apparent nature had never builded. 

“‘Hey—there she stands!” cried Vereen, 
excitedly. ‘‘There’s your ruin!” 

“Fortifications, undoubtedly,” added 
Craig, Pyn the vine-covered heap of 
crumbling wall that rose abruptly from 
the shore. 

“River got part of it,” said Vereen. 
“See that wall there—sunk in the mud? 
Head her in, Johnny; this shore is sloping.” 

„Craig dug his paddle deep. The bow 
bit into the rattling bank, and Vereen 
sprang ashore, dragging the boat well up 
on the shell. He was eager, reckless, ani- 
mated again after a day of strained, curt, 
baffled tension which neither of them had 
been able to end. 

Craig followed, relieved by the friendli- 
ness of Dick’s voice. All day, driving the 
boat through that wilderness, he had 
struggled to bring back the old frank foot- 
ing; but his own mood was steely, and 
would not be fought off. Always Janet 
Rush came between, with her bai and 
eyes like the glow of an October day; and 
whenever he thought of her, Craig felt the 
old sick rage surge back, felt his eyes fix 
upon Vereen’s careless, godlike throat. A 
quick spring—a garroting grip! . . . His 
sensitive face would twitch with anguish 
as he fought the thought. Somewhere 
back in his history there must have been 
a dark-eyed Latin, who had bequeathed to 
him not only his melancholy eyes and 
glistening hair, but also his swift, uncon- 
trollable hatreds. 

They cut their way in to the old walls, 
slashing through the tangled undergrowth. 

“ Those old chaps understood solid con- 
struction,” Vereen was saying, as they 
surveyed the crumbling curve of a slender 
salient to the east, which defended the 
main wall. “Look at this stuff—six feet 
thick, and everlasting as the Rocky 
Mountains. How do you reckon they 
got it in here, seventy-odd miles from 
the coast?” 


The Lost Tower of Rodondo, by HELEN Toprpinc MILLER 45 


The walls stood in a rectangle, studded 
with grim portholes, great cedars growing 
vigorously in the broken angles. 

“This shell bank was probably the orig- 
inal moat,” Vereen went on, as they 
tramped into the ruin. “Watch your step 
—this is a snakes’ paradise!” 

The hollow square was roofless, but the 
tangled verdure ` 
shut out the light, 
so that the sunken 
chambers within 
were lost in a weird 
green gloom. Mois- 
ture beaded the 
moldering walls, 
and dripped from 
crevices where 
feathery rock ferns 

rew. Craig fol- 

owed Vereen 
under a high arch 
shaggy with old 
cobwebs, and 
through a low, 
vaultlike chamber, 
where they scram- 
bled over the 
jagged remains of 
fika roof. Be- 
yond, in a damp 
wall, was a low 
round door, appar- 
ently leading down 
into utter black- 
ness. 

“The dungeon 
keep, by George!” 
exclaimed Vereen excitedly. 
“Here’s where they holed 
up the hostile redskins, and 
any unlucky English scout 
who happened to prowl on 
this side of the river!” 

“Don’t try it, Dick,” 
warned Craig nervously; 
“the hole may be bottom- 
less, and there are certain to 
be rattlers in it.” 

The wall at the opening 
was four feet thick, and 
Dick Vereen leaned in, 
swinging his flashlight into 
the murk. 

“Single cell,” he said, 
pulling his head out and 
scrubbing the cobwebs off 
his neck. “Ten feet square 
maybe, and hot as Hades. 
There’s the slab they sealed 


“ Hand it down,” ordered Vereen, crawl- 
ing through the low opening, and turning 
his body with difficulty as he reached 
down an exploring foot. ‘‘Gosh, this wall 
is thick. Used to be a ladder here, from 
the holes bored in the rock. Wonder if 
there’s a slide down here somewhere, lead- 
ing out into the river? Monte Cristo stuff! 


up the door with—see how 
easy it rolls? Those old 
guys had the dope on hand- 
ing out death and torture 
without any great effort on 
the part of the executioners. 
Just give that rock a gentle 


“Why, Craig!” she 
cried,‘‘you aren’tgo- 
ing? You were going 
withoutsaying good- 
by?’’ Craig stumbled 
up. ‘‘I—I’msorry,”’ 
he stammered. 
“It—it’s a busi- 
ness matter. I wrote 


kick, and the unlucky cuss 
down below drew six or 
seven hours of hell, and an 
unheroic and unpublished 
demise! Then, I suppose, 
they heaved him into the river. Hold the 
light a minute, Johnny; I’m going to see if 
there are any bones down there.” 

Craig opened his mouth to protest, and 
then fell silent. Something sly and horri- 
ble within him was stirring, moving poi- 
sonous feet, spinning—spinning! He took 
the flashlight, and his hands shook so that 
ihe white eye of it danced on the inner 
wall. 


you a 


note—I—”’ 


Stick around, Johnny; I'll need some 
assistance getting out.” 

His voice came muffled, and the plump 
of his feet as he landed. 

Craig hardly heard. He stood stark- 
still, sweating. Under his hand the great 
rock, hewed and engined in a vengeful age, 
moved a little. The torture stone of Ro- 
dondo! A push, and it would crash forward, 
closing the arched opening solidly, hiding 


for another century the doom cell of those 
grim old adventurers. 

Craig snatched away his hand, watched, 
fascinated, the almost imperceptible return 
of the stone to its equilibrium. Then he 
looked up, and saw blinking at him from 
the dead vines clinging to the masonry 
the furtive, evil eyes of a spider. 

Almost it leered at him 
with the sly grin of a 
familiar. 

“See?” it seemed to say. 
yal spin and spin. I hide— 
hide! Evil and good, crime 
and martyr, the loves of 
men and the hates of men, 
I bury under my clotted 
web. What if I should spin 
a dusty banner across this 
old stone? Who would 
know what lay below?” 


Craig jerked himself away. Every nerve 
in his body was taut, singing. The spider 
hypnotized him with its unwinking, jetty 
eyes. For a hundred years, it seemed, it 
had lurked there, spinning and hiding, 
spinning and hiding. It seemed a part of 
him—it had been waiting for this hour— 
for him! White as death, his eyes ghastl 
as grave flares, he stood and stared bac 
at the spider. (Continued on page 116) 


‘Behind The Scenes At WOR 


Even veteran speakers and actors get stage fright when broadcasting for the first 
time —“I lost nine pounds in fifteen minutes!” said Charlie Chaplin 
after his experience — How people are picked for the radio 
sO many want to “go on the air” 


and why 


‘ie Y TELEPHONE rang the 
other morning, and when I 
| answered it a voice said: 
“This is Mr. McCosker, of 
F) Station WOR. We should 
like to have you give a fifteen-minute 
talk over the radio two weeks from next 
Wednesday.” . 
“Me!” said I, registering surprise. 
“Talking isn’t in my line.” 
“Anybody can talk,” he protested; 
“at least, about what interests him.” 
“If that’s so,” I retorted, ‘‘I’ll come 
to your office to-morrow and let you talk.” 
“What about?” he demanded. 
“About the people you put on your 
programs—just as you were trying to 
put me on,” I said. “Tell me how you 
pick them out, and how these folks act 
when they broadcast for the first time. 
Do many people ask you for the chance?” 
“Thousands!” he exclaimed. ‘‘Why, if 
I could tell you—” 
“You can—to-morrow,” I interrupted, 


By Allan Harding 


“TIL be there at four o’clock promptly.” 

Station WOR has two broadcasting 
studios: one in Newark, New Jersey; the 
other in New York. When I arrived at 
the latter, the afternoon program was 
just over, and the young woman who had 
furnished the final number was describ- 
ing her sensations. 

She was a motion picture critic on a 
daily paper. This was the first time she 
had been “‘on the air;” but she evidently 
had done other kinds of public speaking, 
for she was telling how ake missed seeing 
her audience. 

“I missed their smiles,” said she, “and 
the light in their eyes! How am I to 
know whether I got it over or not?” 

“You probably never will know,” ob- 
served Mr. McCosker, ‘‘unless people 
write in about you.” 

“Ts that what they do?” she asked. 

“It’s what some of them do—some- 
times,” he replied. “We will forward to 
you any letters that may come for you.” 


After she had gone, I asked whether 
she was paid for giving her talk. 

“Certainly not!” exclaimed Mr. Mc- 
Cosker. ‘‘None of these people are paid. 
A good many of them would be glad to 
pay us for the chance to be broadcasted. 

“We can’t talk here,” he added, 
glancing around the office, where a 
strange assortment of men, women, and 
children were waiting. “‘Come into the 
studio.” 

The studio proved to be a large room, 
with two grand pianos, a long table, 
several comfortable arm chairs, and a lot 
of smaller chairs. There was one micro- 
phone on a tall metal standard and 
another on the table. Half a dozen win- 
dows flooded the room with light. 

“Are those people in the outer office 
going to be on your programs?” I asked. 

“Possibly they wil, but probably they 
won't,” he said. “They are just one small 
squad in the army of applicants. Most 
of the would-be broadcasters are musi- 


| Mie 


“Firing” the ‘‘shot heard round the world” was one of the novel experiences recently ‘‘put on the air” from Station 
WOR. This picture shows the trial of a bullet-proof, shock-absorbing vest. Justice Cotillo of New York has just 
fired the revolver. Burr McIntosh, through the microphone seen in the center, is explaining the operation to the 
radio hearers. The white spot on the vest shows the point at which the bullet struck Alvar Jacobson, the human target 
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cians—or think they 
are. They sing, or 
they play some in- 
strument. 

“We give them an 
audition. They do 
their stunt, whatever 
it is, here in front of 
the microphone. It 
goes, by way of our 
private circuit, from 
this room to Newark, 
and then back here 
to the radio receiving 
instrument in the next 
room. That is the 
only real way of find- 
ing out how well they 
will broadcast. 

“You might think 
your sister, for in- 
stance, has a lovely 
voice. But do you 
realize that the radio 
magnifies sounds sev- 
eral hundred thou- 
sand times? It’s like 
making an enlarge- 
ment of a snapshot 

hotograph. very 
ittle defect is magni- in 
fied.” wi 

“Why are all these S 
pore so eager to $ 

e broadcasted?” I 
asked. 

“Well,” he said, 
“most of them want 
to get paid engage- 
ments as entertainers; not over the radio, 
but for clubs, churches, and in private 
houses. If they broadcast, they will be 
heard by thousands of people; and among 
these thousands there may be some who 
will hire them for a concert, or perhaps 
to give a talk. 


“FOR instance, suppose that Jennie 
Jones sings over the radio and that 
Mrs. Smedley Smythe, living in one of the 
suburbs, hears her. Mrs. Smythe is plan- 
ning a party. She wants to hire someone 
to entertain her guests, but she can’t 
afford a high-priced artist. 

“When she hears Jennie Jones, she says 
to herself, ‘That girl has a nice voice. I 
wonder if I could get her.’ And she 
promptly telephones to the studio, ar- 
ranges the details, and there you are. 

“I have booked one small orchestra, 
before it even left the studio after broad- 
casting, for almost seven hundred dollars’ 
worth of concerts. As the orchestra re- 
ceived less than one hundred dollars for 
each concert, you can see that this meant 
quite a number of engagements. These 
probably led toother engagements; so their 
fifteen minutes ‘on the air’ were worth a 
lot to them. 

“That is the usual motive; they think 
the radio will put them ‘on the map’ as 
well as ‘on the air.’ Of course it does 
help if they can show people a printed 
program, and say: ‘You see! I broad- 
casted from such and such a station on 
such and such a date.’ 

“Did you notice the children waiting 
out there in the office? Hundreds of 
mothers try to get their young hopefuls 
on the radio programs. Occasionally we 
come across a talented child who fur- 
nishes a really good number. Most of 
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these children are pianists or violinists, 
but we had one little girl who was 
unique. She was only nine years old and 
she had a really marvelous memory. We 
had a dozen men—mostly reporters and 
teachers—come to the studio, and we 
rouped them around the little girl, in 
ront of the microphone. Then they 
fired questions at her: 

“When was the Battle of Waterloo?’ 
. . . ‘When did the Normans invade 
England?’ ... ‘Who made the first 


steamboat?’ . . . ‘When was printing in- 
vented?” . ‘Who was Peter the 
Great?’ 


“They asked questions like those, and 
the girl answered them in a flash. There 
was no fake about it either. She never 
had seen any of those men before she sub- 
mitted to that test here in the studio. 
In her case, it was her father that sug- 
gested our having her, and his motive was 
pride in his daughter. 

“However, with a good many of the 
folks who want to broadcast their own 
performances, the motive is vanity rather 
than pride. They get a big kick out of 
knowing that the radio public will hear 
them; but the idea that their own friends 
will listen in gives them even more of a 
thrill.” 

“Yes,” I said; “and they talk about 
it for weeks and months afterward. 
Several of my acquaintances have broad- 
casted; just once apiece, that was all. 
But they are always referring to it. No 
matter what the subject of conversation 
may be, they find some opportunity for 
saying, ‘When I talked over the radio.’ 
To be perfectly honest,” I laughed, “I 
probably would do the very same thing.” 

“You probably would!” he agreed. 
“And you would be justified in feeling 
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“Jolly Bill” Steinke, who gives drawing lessons by radio every week from Station WOR, and his dog, ‘‘Chief.”’ 
People all over the country have grown interested in the dog, which takes part in each lesson by barking 
into the microphone, and have sent him every imaginable kind of present, including several layer cakes 


proud. Don’t get the idea that it is easy 
for a person to be accepted for a radio 
program. Big as New York is, we comb 
it very carefully to find people who can; 
do something really well, or who have 
thoroughly mastered some subject in which 
the listening public will be interested. 

“If they have ‘news value,’ so much 
the better. I used to be a newspaper man 
myself; and in picking our feature num- 
bers, I employ that ‘sixth sense’ which all 
journalists are supposed to have. 

“For instance, I read in the paper 
one day about a woman over in Brooklyn, 
who was playing the piano in a motion 
picts theatre and who suddenly fell 

eir to two million dollars! I asked her 
to tell, over the radio, how it feels to be- 
come unexpectedly a great heiress. We 
all have dreamed of something like that 
happening to ourselves. Here was a case 
where the dream had come true. 


“I WATCH the daily papers and get a 
good many ‘tips’ from them. When 
the Russian grand duke, Boris, was in 
the limelight last winter, I got him for a 
short talk on his ‘Impressions of America.’ 

“Our programs are made up two weeks 
in advance, but these ‘feature numbers’ 
are crowded in as soon as we get them. 
You see, if we can be the first station to 
present something new and of special 
interest, it is a ‘scoop’ for us. 

“Important people are almost always 
hard to get. In the first place, they don’t 
need publicity. Many prominent per- 
sons, like big business and_ professional 
men, or women of social position, are not 
really in public life and they are not seek- 
ing publicity. But the greatest difficulty 
is that they are so busy. 

“We would get (Continued on page 148) 


“The Way To Lift A Hundred Tons 
Is To lift It With Your Head!” 


Richard Doughty, widely known rigger, tells you how he moves giant bank vaults, 
huge pieces of machinery, and other loads, from place to place, and hoists 
them from one level to another—Stories of his most difficult jobs. 

“We riggers work with our heads,” he says, “and we know that 

if you can move a thing a foot, you can move it a mile” 


By Charles G. Muller 


OR fifty years “Dick” Doughty 
has been moving things that 
were too heavy for other people 
to move. 

He has lifted hundreds of huge 
safes high up into skyscrapers, has trans- 
ported dynamo’ pares weighing more than 
a hundred tons, has erected great steel 
smokestacks, has hauled outlandish loads 
from city to city, and done all sorts of 
other seemingly impossible things in 
the rigging line. In New York, where 
his office is located, and in many other 
cities, Mr. Doughty is known as one 
of the best riggers to be found any- 
_ where, and a ngger’s job is to lift and 
haul enormous weights. 

And it is all because he lifts with his 
head. By main strength and awkward- 
ness you can move a few hundred 
pounds; but if you lift with your head 
there isn’t anything, he says, that you 
can’t move. 

When he was a boy Mr. Doughty 
was a truckman; but in the years that 
followed he lifted himself, as well as 
great loads, by using his head. His 
story is the kind that is always taking 
place in America: He started with 
nothing but native ability, and now he 
is the owner of an important enter- 


rise. 
s “One of the hardest jobs I ever 
had,” he told me recently, “was very 
easy after we had thought about it a 
little. We had a contract for setting up 
a twenty-two-ton steel smokestack in 
Stamford, Connecticut. The stack was 
a hundred and twenty-five feet high, 
and our longest poles were only eighty- 
six feet. There wasn’t any derrick on 
the scene, so we had to think up a way 
to put that stack in position. 

“The plan we decided on was the 
simplest thing in the world. We erected 
one pole on one side of the cement base 
on which the stack was to stand, and a 
second pole on the other side. Then, 
just as a circus tent pole is made fast 
with ropes, we fastened those two up. 
There were long ropes, or stays, from 
the top of each tied to stakes in the 

round some distance away from the 

ase. The poles leaned slightly in, 
toward each other, and each had a half 
circle of these guy ropes about it. 

“Next we hauled the stack so that it 
lay between the poles, and dropped a 
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block and tackle from the top of each one 
of them. A strong rope was wound around 
the stack several times, a little nearer the 
top than the foot of it, and we hooked the 
blocks from the top of the poles onto this 
rope. The winches started to pull, and the 
stack started to rise, top end first. As we 
lifted higher and higher, the base of the 
stack slid along the ground on a runway 
we had made, while the top of the big 
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BROWN & DAWSỌR, STAMFORD, CORE. 
This 125-foot steel smokestack had to be put 
up in one piece, though the lifting poles were 
only 86 feet long. In the accompanying 
article Mr. Doughty tells how the rigging 
was used to make the stack help set itself 


steel tube went up and up in the air. 

“At last the stack was upright, with 
the bottom over the cement base. We let 
it down a few inches, bolted it in place, 
and our job was done. 

“The main idea in solving that problem 
was the fastening of the blocks just above 
the middle of the stack. By doing that we 
made it right itself, and at the same time 
we never did, except at the very last 
minute, have to lift the entire weight 
of the piece. 

_ “All we used on that job was some 

simple equipment, a lot of patience, 
still more forethought—and common 
sense. 


“NAOST of the time our work is to 

put things up, but once, a few 
years ago, we were called in to tear 
something down. It was a big smoke 
stack too, but was made of brick, and 
the owners wanted to salvage the 
bricks. The stack was a hundred feet 
high. Thousands of people came out to 
see us work, though what we did could 
have been done by any man in that 
crowd if he had thought about it fora 
few minutes. 

_““We wanted the stack to come down 
diagonally across the lot on which it 
stood, for that was the direction in 
which the lot was longest. First, our 
men cut away some of the bricks near 
the base on the side that faced the 
diagonal of the lot. Wood braces were 
put in to replace the bricks as they 
. were removed, until a large hole in the 
side of the stack had been plugged with 
wood. 

“The crowd was held back by police 
—for this work was done inside the 
city of Hoboken, New Jersey—while I 
went up and set fire to the wood braces. 
The fire burned a little while, and as 
the wood gave way, down came the 
great stack right along the line we had 
intended it to fall on. Only a few of the 
bricks were broken, and every single 
one was knocked loose by the force ot 
the fall. In that case we not only tore 
down the stack in a hurry, but at the 
same time got the bricks ready for use 
again! 

“T got a real ‘kick’ out of that job, 
because it was spectacular. Our jobs. 
as a rule, don’t give us nearly the thrill 
that the onlookers get. And you can 
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bet that we have plenty of onlookers! 
Most of our work, you see, is done inside 
of New York City, and New Yorkers have 
more curiosity than pet coons. 

“ Just start hoisting a safe up the out- 
side of a skyscraper, and everybody will 
stop and look, though a rigger can’t get 
excited over any such simple task. We 
find a place to put our pulley block. This, 
of course, must be above the floor to which 
the safe is to be lifted. Sometimes we 
hook the block to timbers that we have 
made fast in a window, and, again, we 
fasten it to a big timber that we put out 
over the edge Ae roof. That piece of 
timber, with its fixings, is called a ‘cat- 
head.’ I guess it got that name because, 
if you use your imagination a little, the 
thing looks like a big cat peering out at 
you over the edge of the building. 

“Then we drop the ropes from 
the pulley block, and fasten them 
to ropes that we have wrapped 
around the safe. The lifting is done 
by a winch. Meanwhile, a lon 
rope, fastened to the safe, is hel 
by a rigger who stands some dis- 
tance out from the building. This 
is a guide line, and is used to keep 
the safe from swaying and bump- 
ing into the building. Once in a 
while, riggers will ride a safe up or 
down, and use their feet to keep 
it from grazing the walls; but we 
discourage this. It’s a good show 
for the crowd when a rigger rides a 
load to or from a dizzy height, but 
it isn’t a common-sense thing to 
do, even if we are careful to see 
that every part of the equipment 
is in perfect order. 

e put out danger signs when 
we are hoisting anything over a 
street, but a lot of people don’t 
pay any attention to them. Men, 
especially, will look a few minutes, 
and then walk right under the 
load. There isn’t much chance 
that anything will go wrong; but 
what’s the sense of running even 
a slight risk, when a few steps 
would take you around the danger 
spot? 


“JE THERE is anything more 
popular with the onlookers 
than lifting a safe, it is lifting a 
big water tank to the roof of a 
building. This is a harder job 
than hoisting a safe, because a 
tank is unwieldy. But we go 
about it in much the same way. 

“Not long ago we pulled a big 
tank to the top'of a down-town New York 
City building. We did this with a ‘pair of 
legs, or shears. This apparatus consists 
of two long, upright timbers lashed or 
bolted together at the top and spread 
apart at the bottom to makean inverted V. 

his was placed on the edge of the roof, 
and leaned forward. It was kept from 
falling by a cable, called a spud, or back- 
stay, which was fastened farther back on 
the roof, and to the top of the shears. The 
shears were leaning forward at an angle of 
fifteen degrees, so the spud carried one 
third the load. 

*€Our winch hauled away, the tank rose 
to a foot or two above the level of the 
roof, and then was pulled back through the 
legs of the shears by ropes, and was placed 
in position. 


Richard Doughty, president of one 
of the oldest and largest trucking 
and rigging companies in the 
country, has spent fifty-one years 
handling heavy weights. His first 
big job was hauling the 10,000 tons 
of steel cable used to support 
Brooklyn Bridge. A recent job 
was trucking thirty vault doors, 
weighing from 15 to 85 tons each, 
for the Federal Reserve Bank of 
New York. Mr. Doughty’s home is 
in Hoboken, New Jersey. (Below) 
Wooden masts, or ‘‘shears,’’ were 
not strong enough to lift this 70,- 
000-pound electric motor, so use 
was made of large beams anchored 
on the roof, the short part project- 
ing over the edge. ‘‘Falls,’’ or 
blocks and tackle, dropped from the 
projecting ends, carried the load, 
and guide ropes prevented swinging 
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“We have done hundreds of jobs of that 
kind, one of the most tedious being the 
lifting of ventilator and elevator motors 
thirty-five stories on the Singer Building. 

“ Manila rope is used in all such lifting. 
It is tested to stand a strain very muc 
greater than any we ever put on it, and so 
is all the other equipment we use. 

“ Riggers, as a rule, are Scandinavians, 
and come from the crews of sailing vessels. 
Sailors understand ropes or knots, so rig- 
ging is a natural occupation for them. As 
a matter of fact, our work got its name 
from the old-time sailing ships.” 

If you can move a thing a foot, says 
Mr. Paaches, ou can move it a mile. 

“Take that Federal Reserve Bank job 
in New York City,” he continued, “where 
we hauled the largest vault in the world, 
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in addition to rigging turbines and 
boilers for three different com- 
panies whose stuff was coming in 
all at once. 


“JKIRST, we had to be sure all 
our permits were in order: 
permits from the department of 
licenses to hoist, and to cross 
bridges with our heavy tractors; 
permits from the police to block 
the streets for hours while we 
rolled and lifted the big pieces in- 
to place; permits from the ferry 
companies to put our heavy trucks 
on board the rear end and have 
the ferries turned around in mid- 
stream, so that our end would be 
docked first. Pll bet you never 
knew before why the ferries some- 
times turn around in the middle 
of the river for no apparent reason. 
It’s to help riggers get their loads 
off when the ferry docks. 
“When we had complied with all city 
regulations, we diverted: that the parts of 
the vault, which were shipped in special 
cars to the Jersey City waterfront ter- 
minal, be taken bs lighters to the pier 
nearest the bank site. Then we picked out 
the best route to the bank, selecting 
cobbled streets because we had had ex- 
perience with heavy bank vaults! Once in 
a while our trucks smash a manhole cover, 
or sink into an asphalt pavement when 
they are heavily loaded. Then they have 
to be jacked up. 

“But this time we didn’t take even a 
chance on asphalt caving in, and we 
worked at night, so traffic would not be 
interrupted. Traffic never bothers us, but 
we bother traffic. 

“The five vault (Continued on page 187) 


Such 
A Nice 
Old Man! 


The story of a lonely 
woman and her high- 
road to adventure 
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N THE thirty-sixth year of her age, 

Miss Emily Parks, of all people, de- 
liberately turned from the even tenor 
of her way into the highroad of 
Adventure! 

For twenty years, the days of her life 
had ticked away with the evenness and 
maddening regularity of an excellent little 
clock; ame she had been, after a fashion, 
content. She had lived in the same board- 
ing-house, risen always at seven, gone to 
the same church on Sunday mornings, and 
to the same desk on week-day mornings, 
not without a certain quiet satisfaction. 
In short, her life had become a sort of 
pendulum, swinging between Mrs. John- 
son’s second-floor rear, and the back book- 
keeping office of Krawley and Krawley— 
Wholesale Butter, Eggs, and Cheese. 
Without self-pity she had given the very 
essence of her life to ledgers, her sole 
devotion to debits and credits. 

And then, into the midst of 1t—Ad- 
venture! 

The Adventure began mildly in a day- 
dream back in September. At first it 
didn’t disturb Miss Emily at all. She was 
quite used to day-dreams. For twenty 
years they had brought the only gay 
glitter to the pendulum. But this last one 
had strange, clinging qualities. On a June ` 
night it had found entrance, changing in 
one magic moment that small pale person, 
Miss Emily, into an Adventuress. So 
that, on the following Sunday, although 
her knees trembled ridiculously, she laid 
an almost firm hand to the tremendous 
iron gate that guarded the “Home.” 

From the midst of its trim green lawns 
and gay flower beds, the great red brick 
structure rose forbiddingly. As she passed 
under the grilled arch two bright color 
spots burned in Miss Emily’s cheeks, and 
her hands in their neat silk gloves were 
like bits of ice. Nevertheless, she went 
on, looking neither to the right nor left; 
and yet, through a sort of haze, she had 
an impression that the old men sitting 
about the lawn, their knees under blanket 
robes in June, were far from promising. 
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It was therefore most encouraging when 
on the very threshold she came face to 
face with such a nice old man. He looked 
not only kind and gentle but benevolent. 
And in his youth he must have been 
handsome; Miss Emily was sure of that. 
She laid a cold and now trembling hand to 
the knocker. 

Now, Miss Emily had prepared an ex- 
cellent story; and, ase in that tight, 
terrible little room with the matron, she 
began in quiet desperation: 

“I want to do something for charity!” 

Then she stopped, waiting to be struck 
down for the lie. Nothing happened. 
The sun continued to shine through the 
scrim curtains, and the matron to smile. 
She ventured on: “I want to give one of 
the old men a vacation—two weeks. 
want to do it exactly the way ladies take 
orphans for a holiday.” She watched the 
matron’s eyes—blue, questioning. 

Miss Emily’s hands tightened about 
her patent-leather purse. She made a 
fresh start. “It’s a matter of sentiment. 
You see, I had an uncle—and I want to do 
it as I’d have done it for him if he’d 
lived!” There was at least truth in that. 
He never had lived! 

The matron nodded. “A sort of me- 
morial?”’ 

Miss Emily lifted her head. “You 
think it’s queer?” She waited. And in 
that second of waiting, the ridiculous 
thing happened. Her tongue, a thousand 
times rehearsed to the story, turned 
traitor, refused to go on with it; the words, 
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ready to tumble off, had to be swallowed 
back. 

Her eyes sought the door. She rose 
E “I can’t—” she said, “I—” 
The room had suddenly become a prison. 

“My dear—” The matron put her 
hand on Miss Emily’s shoulder. 


ISS EMILY could have counted the 

number of times a hand had touched 
her with kindness. It made her want to 
cry. “You—yov’d better let me go!” she 
said desperately. 

“Why not tell me the whole story— 
truthfully?” 

“How—how did you know?” whis- 
pered Miss Emily weakly. 

The matron smiled: “Pye lived a long 
time.” 

““You—you’d think I was a fool if I 
told you! You’d laugh at me!” 

“Tm quite sure I wouldn’t,” said the 
matron softly. And her eyes weren’t 
questioning any more. They were warm 
and friendly. 

“T—I’d like to,” said Miss Emily 
faintly. “Anyhow, I’d feel less sinful.” 
She slipped back into the chair, as if she 
were grateful for its support. Her small 
white face grew more wistful, the shadows 
under her dark eyes deeper. 

“Tt goes back to last summer,” she said 
finally. ‘It was the first time I could ever 
afford a real vacation. Before that, I'd 
always stayed at home for my two weeks, 
and sewed and mended and got ready for 
the fall. Last year I saved to go to 2 
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In a sort of daze . . . she heard Old Mr. Marshall talking to the clerk about a southern exposure. Terror-stricken, 


she glanced up... . 


lace I’d read advertisements about, Med- 
ford Springs. It was wonderful! At night 
the mountains seemed to creep up close. 
There was music and there were people. 
But,” she went on, “something must have 
get into me. The music or the mountains. 
ountains make you feel very little—and 
as if all the things that had seemed im- 
portant in your life weren’t important at 
all. And the music! It didn’t make me 
feel happy, it made me sad, sorry for my- 
self. People belonged to each other. And 
I was alone. They didn’t want me. They 
had friends. Anda night, when I tried 
to go to sleep—the music and the people 
laughing made me want to cry. I made 
up my mind to go home, that I was 
happier at work.” 


ISS EMILY glanced up. There was a 
shiny, defensive look in her eyes. 
**Then,” she said, “I found out. A red- 
haired woman, who wore a big diamond 
sunburst pin, was talking to her friend. 
She, the red-haired woman, wasn’t nice at 
all. She used to stare right through me. 
And she’d had three husbands! I was 
wedged in the corner behind them, and I 
couldn’t help hearing. After I got to 
thinking about it—it was like fate!” 
The matron lifted her eyes from the 
paper she’d been making little circles on, 
and looked at Miss Emily from head to 
foot, from the crown of her three-cornered 


blue straw hat to the soles of her well- 
blacked, rubber-heeled walking shoes. 
“And just what had you heard?” she 
asked slowly. 

Miss Emily took a deep breath. “I’ve 
said it over so often, I can remember every 
word. What she said was, ‘I’m alone this 
time, and I certainly notice it. A woman 
alone in a place like this is the most for- 
lorn and pitiable object in the world. If 
she had a husband or a father, or even a 

randfather, people would be friendly. 
n a good many years I’ve learned that 
any man is sought after, and any woman, 
alone, is left alone?” 

“Well?” said the matron. 

“Why—” gasped Miss Emily—“ don’t 
you see? It was the truth! That’s what 
gave me the idea. I thought how, if I 
were rich, I could adopt a grandfather, a 
nice poor old man, and bring him with me 
—and how everybody would talk to us. 
And—and gradually T chought it out. I 
guess I saw this way because I was raised 
in a Home myself, and I remembered how 
we used to watch the lucky ones that were 
taken away for two weeks in the summer. 
I told myself that any poor old man in a 
Home would be glad, too! And then I 
began to save off clothes and lunches. 
And I made up the story I could tell about 
my uncle, so that you wouldn’t know how 
silly I really was! And one night last week 
I made up my mind.” 


A heavy-set man in a gray tweed suit was watching them over the top of his newspaper 


The matron walked to the window. 

Miss Emily would have got up too, and 
walked out, if she hadn’t felt so dizzy. 
That came from not having had any 
lunch. But fifty Sunday lunches, at thirty 
cents each, made fifteen dollars. 

Miss Emily saw the matron coming 
toward her in a kind of blur. 

“I think,” she was saying, “‘that it is 
an excellent charity. However, you will 
have to leave it to me to place the matter 
before the board in whatever way I see 
fit—and give them your references.” 

“References!” whispered Miss Emily. 
“ But would they have to know?” 


HE matron smiled. “ No; we’ll manage 
that.” 

Miss Emily drew a pad and pencil for- 
ward. ‘“‘Krawley and Krawley; Reverend 
Mr. Clark, Amity Church; Mrs. Sara 

ohnson, Sycamore Street,” she wrote. 
hen she glanced up. “They've all 
known me a long time.” 

The matron nodded. ‘And now,” she 
suggested, “have you any preference as 
to the—the kind of uncle you’d like?” 
She smiled. 

Gradually the terrible whiteness left 
Miss Emily’s face; she flushed. She took 
a deep breath. “There was such a nice old 
man on the step as I came in.” 

The matron looked thoughtful. “That 
was Mr. Marshall. He hasn’t been with 


52 
us very Kie She watched Miss Emily’s 
eyes, “Well, we’ll see,” she said; “we'll 
see. 


Miss Emily didn’t move. Her fingers 
hovered over the clasp of her purse, drew 
out an envelope, thrust it into the matron’s 
hand. “For him,” she whispered mys- 
teriously. “For any little things he might 
need for a vacation—the ladies often did!” 
And then she turned very quickly, across 
the hall, across the porch, down the path, 
on out under the grilled arch into a com- 
monplace brick street—which had become 
the highroad of Adventure. 


ON THE following Saturday afternoon 
a small pale person occupied the end 
seat in a Woodward Avenue trolley. At 
Home Avenue she alighted, waited until 
the trolley had passed, and walked back to 


the taxi stand at the drug store. By 
coming this far in the trolley she had 
saved a dollar; yet she would arrive at 


the Home in proper fashion. Always, 
ladies coming to take orphans for the 
summer had arrived in carriages. Miss 
Emily began to experiment with a new 
feeling—an importance. 

But at the door, at the sight of Old Mr. 
Marshall, it fled. She couldn’t quite be- 
lieve her eyes. Her grateful glance fell 
upon the neat suit, the soft gray hat, the 
shiny shoes, and, last of all, upon the black 
ribbon which hung about his neck and 
undoubtedly carried his glasses. Miss 
Emily had seen pictures of such old gen- 
tlemen! 

As he came toward her, speaking in that 
gentle old voice, with an elegance of 
expression that bewildered her, Miss Em- 
ily’s likeness to the ladies who took the 
orphans vanished completely. She became 
aware of her own sensible shoes, her old 
suit. 

Then, with the closing of the cab door 
upon them, terror, stark terror, clutched 
her. And as the awfulness of the thing 
she had done smote her, Old Mr. Mar- 
shall in his gratitude raised her silk- 

loved hand to his lips. It was Miss 
Emily’s first encounter with gallantry. It 
left her trembling, foolishly humble. She 
thanked a blind Providence for havin, 
warned her to take seats in the parlor car 

And yet, when she found herself in the 
luxury of the green plush, she felt, if 
anything, smaller, and less important 
than ever. This was possibly due to the 
way that Old Mr. Marshall’s dignity and 
pompousness and poise grew under the 
selfsame conditions. It actually made her 
shiver to hear the way he ordered the 

orter about and had a hassock brought 
for his feet. How could she ever have the 
‘courage to ask such a man to pretend to 
be her uncle? Her thoughts were inter- 
rupted by the gentle old voice, a trifle 
firmer, a Pit more assured. 

“You see,” began Old Mr. Marshall, 
twirling his glasses easily, “my being in 
the Home needs a word: of explanation. 
Of course, child, you know I was once a 
rather important person.” 

“Of—of course,” repeated Miss Emily. 

“Quite so, my dear, quite so.” He 
nodded decidedly. “Pll venture to say 
that in my day I had more to do with the 
naming of a certain star than any other 
single individual.” He thrust out his 
slender aristocratic hands with a gesture 
of hopelessness. ‘‘Then, suddenly, I was 
no longer needed—young blood, new meth- 
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ods. My bank failed. I became ill. Sick 
and alone!” He sighed. 

Miss Emily sighed too. She was dread- 
fully confused. She wanted to ask ques- 
tions and could find no words. She had 
somehow a hazy impression of a lone 
observatory, a watcher of the stars, a 
scholar. 

Then he smiled at her, cleared his 
throat—even that not without a certain 
dignity. “Ah,” he brightened; “‘but this 
little journey back to the world again, 
mingling with people, will touch me with 
new life. Already I seem to feel a certajn 
lost confidence returning.” He bestowed 
upon Miss Emily a most appreciative 
glance. He bent toward her. “You 
know,” he was saying, “we must be very 
happy, forget unpleasant things. I won- 
der whether it wouldn’t be advisable to 
forget, first of all, the Home? Yes,” 
he concluded, thoughtfully twirling his 
glasses, ‘we ought to pretend!” 

“Pretend?” inquired Miss Emily faintly. 

Old Mr.. Marshall’s smile added a 
bishop’s benevolence. “Quite so,” he 
said gently. “If we are to forget the 
Home, I—I suppose I ought to be a kind 
of relative, perhaps an uncle. How would 
that do—an uncle!” 

A panic of gratefulness swept Miss 
Emily’s eyes. It must have been Provi- 
dence that had led her to Old Mr. Mar- 
shall. “I think,” she said, as steadily as she 
could, “that it would be very nice!” And 
she moved her head quickly to hide the 
piy tears. Later, she turned back to him. 
“The—the little bills, the cabs and extras, 
and things like that—it would look better 
if you paid them, wouldn’t it?” And half 
hiding it with her hand, she gave over to 
him the thin little roll of bills. 

“ My child,” he told her, “you are very 
thoughtful. Your—your Uncle James 1s 
very grateful!” His gentle smile robbed 
the words of their boldness. He sighed, 
leaned back luxuriously, and settled his 
feet on the hassock. 

But Miss Emily sat bolt upright, her 
heart beating like a small trip-hammer, 
while she visioned herself a creature of 
rose and silver and charm, the niece of 
that diseinguished scholar, Mr. James Mar- 
shall! 


ANP out of dreams—reality. Medford 
Station with its swinging sign. Miss 
Emily was actually afraid she would have 
an attack of indigestion, from the way she 
was trembling inside. In a sort of daze, 
when they had reached the hotel, she 
heard Old Mr. Marshall talking to the 
clerk about a southern exposure. Terror- 
stricken, she glanced up. The clerk wasn’t 
angry at all. He was apologizing. 

this was what the “Sunburst Wom- 
an” had meant! Miss Emily timidly 
straightened her thin shoulders; but as 
she lifted her head a new fear caught her. 
A heavy-set man in a gray tweed suit was 
watching them over the top of his news- 
paper. And, quick as he was to look down 
again, Miss Emily knew. What did it 
mean? Hotels had detectives! She was in 
a way misrepresenting herself. Her hands 
grew clammy. “Nonsense,” she told her- 
self. “Who could know?” 

Nevertheless, when she had been shown 
to her room she sat rigidly by the door, 
half waiting for a summons to the office 
of the hotel, and only when Old Mr. 
Marshall sent word that he was ready for 


dinner did she feel safe enough to go down. 

At the table he bent toward her so- 
licitously. “You are quite sure that 
draft doesn’t bother you, my child?” 

Miss Emily flushed with happiness. It 
was like—like having a father! 

After dinner, he stopped for a cigar, 
talking to the other men, just as if all his 
life he’d done such things. Miss Emily 
slipped out to the porch. It was all so 
wonderful. She sighed with content. 


MISS EMILY in her white piqué skirt 
and the blouse with the Irish crochet 
jabot went down to breakfast. Old Mr. 
arshall, talking to a tall man with a dark 
mustache, excused himself and came hur- 
tying toward her, immaculate, gallant. 

“Ah, good morning, my child. Sleep 
well?” 

Already people were nodding to them. 
A woman in the most elegant embroidered 
dress smiled directly into Miss Emily’s 
eyes—smiled directly into them! 

Miss Emily thought of the darned place 
in her skirt. 

“My dear,” Old Mr. Marshall was 
saying, ‘I’ve arranged for us to drive to 
the Springs with some people to-day; I 
hope you approve.” 

Again Miss Emily thought about the 
darned place in her skirt, and the beauti- 
ful dress that woman had worn. If she 
managed the old coat another winter, she 
could, perhaps, afford a new skirt from 
the shop in the village. She began to 
count. 

But she hadn’t counted the half of it! 
For when she left the shop in the village, 
three hundred desserts, a winter coat, and 
a fall hat had been bartered for one white 
chiffon dress with a rose-colored girdle. It 
had fairly taken Miss Emily’s breath 
away. But it was partly the fault of that 
French girl who told her such lovely im- 
possible things about her eyes, and the 
way her hair grew down in a little peak, 
if she’d just loosen it a bit. Back in her 
room, fastening the rose girdle, Miss 
Emily wept, for no reason at all. 

By evening of the second day, Miss 
Emily felt as if a fairy brush had swept 
clear a charmed circle about her. Every- 
one smiled at her. There was white magic 
in the way Old Mr. Marshall met people, 
had them following him about, showering 
him with invitations. The very best- 
dressed people invited them into their 
groups. Women talked to Miss Emily. 

And men! For the first time in her life, 
men seemed to want to talk to her. They 
asked her to go places with them—to the 
pictures, on the lake, and for walks. Of 
course she knew it was partly the white 
chiffon dress. In it, Miss Emily would go 
flutteringly up to her room and look al- 
most fearfully into the mirror. For. 
miraculously, there was a change. Her 
cheeks were rounder, pinker, and her eyes 
were different. In the half dusk thev 
almost frightened her. Her thoughts 
frightened her too. Especially one. For. 
really, what right had she to think of him 
atall. He had not even been introduced to 
her. And yet she did! And, ridiculous as 
it may seem, it was the very man who had 
watched them over the top of his news- 
paper, when they arrived. And he was 
still watching! 

At first Miss Emily thought she im- 
agined it. But now she was quite sure— 
that he really was slinage “followin her! 
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He wasn’t terribly young, about forty, 
she judged. And he wasn’t exactly hand- 
some—a bit stout; but he had nice eyes. 
If he wasn’t a detective, then the white 
dress was the answer. She loosened her 
hair a bit more, and went to the side 
porch. If he followed now, she would be 
quite sure. 

Eve—down through the ages—finally 
speaking to Miss Emily! 

But at the side porch she was brought 


face to face with the remembrance that 
even this was due to Old Mr. Marshall. 
For bearing down upon her like Fate was 
the one other person to whom gratitude 
was due, Mrs. Condon, the very Sunburst 
Woman herself. And, wonder of wonders, 
this time, instead of looking right through 
Miss Emily, she stopped and smiled. 
“My dear,” began that lady, “I under- 
stand that you are Mr. Marshall’s niece? 
I’ve just had the pleasure of meeting your 


Miss Emily 
laughed aloud. The sound startled her. She couldn’t remember when she had laughed like that before 


uncle, a charming gentleman of the old 
school!” 

Two girls, passing, called to her, “Come 
along, Miss Emil 7 

But Miss Emily smiled and shook her 
head. Her glance had reached out beyond 
them, to the path below, upon which 
slowly approached a slightly rotund figure 
in a gray tweed suit, nonchalantly flick- 
ing bits of gravel with his cane. 

A small wave (Continued on page 162) 


Seven Sides Of Human Nature 
As A Great Detective Sees Them 


“Crooks would have a harder time,” says Major Richard Sylvester, “if our memories 
were not so faulty, if we didn’t get excited, and if we were more observant.” 
The story of a great jewel “robbery,” of a mysterious sequence 
of outrages that stirred Washington, and other tales of 
police adventures—Why one sensational crime 
is often followed by a series of similar ones 


By William S. Dutton 


ARLY in the fall of 1893 a series 
of extraordinary depredations 
broke out in the city of Wash- 
ington. Major Richard Sylvester 
was at that time secretary to the 

District of Columbia Department of Met- 
ropolitan Police. The crimes started in the 
residence of Nicholas Young, then presi- 
dent of the National Baseball League. 

Mr. Young’s home was entered during 
his absence, and its furnishings almost 
destroyed. A watch and a 
few other articles were taken, 
but plainly robbery was not 
the real motive: the walls 
and pictures were smeared 
with mud; carpets and dra- 
peries were slashed; china- 
ware and bric-a-brac were 
broken; chairs and tables 
were mutilated. 

No motive could be as- 
cribed for the outrage. Mr. 
Young could think of no 
enemy who would do such 
a thing. The police were at 
a loss; and in spite of the 
wholesale destruction not a 
clue could be found on the 
premises; neighbors had 
seen or heard nothing! 

The entire District of 
Columbia was aroused by 
the odd crime; public indig- 
nation was at a height when 
the home of Judge Miller, of 
the Washington police court, 
was visited and wrecked inan 
almost identical manner. 
The night following, a third 
home was ransacked; and 
then a fourth, and a fifth— 
until almost daily reports 
came into police head- 
quarters of visits made by the destroyer. 

In each instance he came and went like 
a phantom, gaining entrance in seemingly 
impossible ways and covering his tracks 
with superhuman cunning. Police patrols 
were doubled. Detectives scoured the Dis- 
trict, arresting scores of suspicious char- 
acters. Citizens armed themselves and sat 
up nights, with lights burning and dogs 
on guard. All kinds of man traps were 
devised to catch the marauder, but to no 
avail. Week after week the weird horror 
continued. 

“One of the strangest facts about the 
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whole strange mystery,” Major Sylvester 
said to me, “was that nobody, or no part 
of Washington, seemed immune. he 
depredations were widely scattered, some- 
times occurring within an hour’s time in 
two widely separated places. And rich 
and poor suffered alike. 

“The wrecker was even known to get in 
his work in the upper floors of a house 
while the family was guarding the down- 
stairs. One night a police officer came 


How Vou Can Helpthe Police 


“TINHE surest means of identification is 

the finger print,” said Major Sylvester; 
“but if you are held up in the streets by a 
thug, or find a burglar in your house, you 
haven’t much chance to finger-print him! 
The next best thing you can do is to observe 
some peculiarity of the criminal. Perhaps 
there is something unusual about his voice, 
his eyes, or some other feature, his walk, or 
his manner of carrying out his crime. Look 
for something that cannot be altered by a 
visit to the barber shop, or by a change of 
clothing. The teeth often afford excellent 
means of identification, and so do the hands— 
especially when you can give a few other 
details. If the crime takes place in the dark, 
the voice of the crook and his manner are the 
things to observe.” 


home exhausted after the double duty 
imposed by the emergency. When he 
awoke it was to find that his clothing, 
hung close by his bed, had been cut into 
shreds while he slept. 

“Such acts led many to believe that a 
great ape had been loosed on Washington, 
capable of moving with a stealth not pos- 
sible to man. Others declared they were 
the work of a supernatural visitant, a 
usual explanation given by many to such 
mysteries when no other solution is at 
hand.” 

Major Sylvester paused to offer me the 


cigars and to let the boy clear away the 
remains of our luncheon, which had been 
served in his suite in the Hotel du Pont, at 
Wilmington. He is a rather small man, 
grayed of hair and mustache, with a 
military precision about his manner and 
carriage, and old-school in his courtesy. 
In 1915, after a service of thirty-two 
years with the Metropolitan Police of 
ashington, he was picked by the Du 
Pont company to organize and direct its 
semi-military guard and se- 
cret service. This was one 
of the most important be- 
hind-the-scenes tasks of the 
war, as the Du Ponts fur- 
nished mere than forty per 
cent of the powder and 
explosives used by the Allied 
armies. At present Major 
Sylvester is the Du Pont 
manager of protection and, 
at the age of sixty-five, is 
recognized as one of the 
foremost administrators of 
police affairs in America. 


“WHE trouble with most 

of us,” he resumed, ‘is 
that we presuppose a difficult 
solution to any problem 
which, on its face, is unusual. 
We like to be thrilled by 
mysteries and to marvel at 
theunexplainable; it’s vastly 
more interesting than the 
dry and tedious task of 
sifting out the facts, and 
finding an answer which has 
been right under our noses 
all along. 

“In this Washington case, 
the solution was disappoint- 
ingly simple; but it revealed 
the trait of imitativeness in people. 

“After the first few outrages, the news- 
papers began to call the mysterious de- 
stroyer ‘Jack the Slasher,’ and in a few 
days the name was on every lip. Singu- 
larly, the police noted, about the same 
time the breaking of heavy articles ceased 
—the depredations reported were limited 
entirely to the slashing of things. Also, 
some of the most seemingly impossible of 
the crimes followed, those in which clothing 
was cut into pieces on one floor while the 
family sat on guard on the floor below; 
in which the invader entered by supposedly 
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inaccessible windows, and went by traps 
and dogs undetected. At such places, 
too, notes were frequently left behind, 
signed, ‘Jack the Slasher,’ and these notes 
were seldom in the same handwriting! 

“This gave the police something tan- 
gible to work on. They reasoned that, 
while a real ‘Jack the Slasher’ undoubtedly 
had started the crimes, imitators were 
carrying them on. Some of the slashings 
were speedily traced to servants, and to 
others who saw in the general alarm and 
excitement an opportunity to inflict re- 
venges. 

“Three boys were caught with an odd 
assortment of cutting instruments, and 
when convicted, for carrying concealed 
weapons—the only charge that could be 
definitely proved against them—the out- 
rages abruptly stopped. Not until some 
time later was the original ‘Jack,’ an 
insane negro, apprehended in Virginia. 
That he was implicated in only the 
earliest of the depredations was proved by 
stolen articles in his possession. He had 
most of the things stolen from the first 
homes visited, and none of those taken 
later. 

“In short, one mad negro started an 
odd form of crime that swept a whole city. 
In his wake, he left a fever of imitation 
that spread like an epidemic. Some 
imitated to gain revenge, others in a per- 
verted spirit of adventure, others merely 
to heighten the mery and to read of 
their anonymous pranks in the news- 


papers. 


a ASHINGTON, if I recall correctly, 
wasnottheonly city atthetimewith 
its ‘Jack the Slasher,’ though the real ‘Jack’ 
did not leave the vicinity of Washington. 
“You will appreciate better what hap- 
pened if I mention a quite recent instance 
of the same nature. Somewhere, a couple 
danced themselves into exhaustion, and 
claimed the world’s record for fox-trotting 
endurance. Immediately, other couples, 
spurred by a desire to imitate the un- 
usual, began to dance themselves into 
newspaper headlines. A wave of such 
dancing swept the country, in spite of its 
absurdity and the opposition of the police. 
“ Again, only a few months ago, Brook: 
lyn reported a unique criminal, a bobbed- 
haired girl playing bandit. It wasn’t long 
before Philadelphia, Baltimore, and several 
other cities had their bobbed-haired ban- 
dits, imitating the exact methods of the 
Brooklyn girl, who later was caught and 
sent to prison. Dozens of such instances 
could be cited. Every community in the 
country includes people, entirely normal 
in other respects, who jump to copy the 
newest sensation. 

“All of us are imitative, because, I 
suppose, it’s much easier to imitate than 
to originate. A New York society leader 
will break into the news as the owner of, 
say, a pet wildcat; at once Mrs. Smith, of 
Peoria, and Mrs. Jones, of San Antonio, 
will get themselves pet wildcats.” 

Altogether, during our talk, Major Syl- 
vester enumerated seven different quirks 
of human nature which often cause folks 
to precipitate themselves into embarrass- 
ing situations. 

One of the strangest cases of Major 
Sylvester’s long experience was with a 

rs. Baxter, of Washington. That, of 
course, is not the right name. 

One bright spring morning Mrs. Baxter 


Major Richard Sylvester, manager of protection for the Du Pont powder 
and explosive industries, is one of the foremost administrators of police af- 
fairs in America. Before going into his present work, he was for thirty-two 
years in the service of the Metropolitan Police Force of Washington. In 1901, 
Major Sylvester organized the International Association of Chiefs of Police, 
and served fifteen consecutive years as its president. He was largely instrumen- 
tal in establishing the National Bureau of Identification, at Washington 


came to police headquarters in tears. She 
possessed beauty and wealth, a famous 
old name, and she occupied an enviable 
position in society. It was something of 
an event for her to come to headquarters 
at all; but for her to come crying, with 
distraught demands to see the head of the 
department immediately, was sufficient 
to set the place by the ears. 


MAJOR ‘SYLVESTER then was su- 
perintendent, and the excited caller 
was ushered at once into his office. Drop- 
ping into a chair by his desk she unfolded 
a remarkable story. She was scheduled to 
leave for Japanintwoweeks. Allplans were 
complete, her passage secured; and it was 
imperative that she go, as the trip was of 
the utmost importance. 

“But I can’t go!” she sobbed. “It’s 
impossible!” 

“Why?” asked Major Sylvester. 

“Because all of my jewels have dis- 
appeared!” 

rs. Baxter’s excited statement was 

unusual, as it was alarming. She possessed 
one of the finest jewel collections in 
Washington at that time, and big jewel 
robberies were not nearly so common as 
they are to-day. 

Calming her, Major Sylvester inquired 


for the facts: Contemplating a long 
absence in Japan, Mrs. Baxter said she 
had conceived the plan of moving her 
household effects from the apartment 
which she had been occupying to a smaller 
one, that would serve as a storage place 
while she was gone. During the course of 
the moving, she asserted, she personally 
had seen to the safety of all her property, 
including, of course, the jewelry. 

“T’ve always been very careful,” she 
explained earnestly. “For several years 
I kept my jewelry in one of the drawers of 
my bureau. Ehad this particularly in 
mind, because the bureau was one of 
several pieces of furniture which I agreed 
to leave in the apartment for the man who 
subleased it. Yet when I arrived at my 
new address, and opened my things taken 
from the bureau, every jewel was gone.” 

“Are you positive,” questioned the 
major, “that you actually took the jewels 
with you to your new apartment?” 

“Im positive,” she replied, and again 
began to weep: “Oh, Major Sylvester, 
my maid ncbod —knew of the where- 
abouts of the jewels but myself! I thought 
there might be a bare chance I had 
mislaid them. I was sure I had not, 
but nevertheless I made a search of 
everything—the (Continued on page 202) 


Seven Sides Of Human Nature 
As A Great Detective Sees Them 


“Crooks would have a harder time,” says Major Richard Sylvester, “if our memories 
were not so faulty, if we didn’t get excited, and if we were more observant.” 
The story of a great jewel “robbery,” of a mysterious sequence 
of outrages that stirred Washington, and other tales of 
police adventures—Why one sensational crime 
is often followed by a series of similar ones 


By William S. Dutton 


ARLY in the fall of 1893 a series 
of extraordinary depredations 
broke out in the city of Wash- 
ington. Major Richard Sylvester 
was at that time secretary to the 

District of Columbia Department of Met- 
ropolitan Police. The crimes started in the 
residence of Nicholas Young, then presi- 
dent of the National Baseball League. 

Mr. Young’s home was entered during 
his absence, and its furnishings almost 
destroyed. A watch and a 
fewother articles were taken, 
but plainly robbery was not 
the real motive: the walls 
and pictures were smeared 
with mud; carpets and dra- 
peries were slashed; china- 
ware and bric-à-brac were 
broken; chairs and tables 
were mutilated. 

No motive could be as- 
cribed for the outrage. Mr. 
Young could think of no 
enemy who would do such 
a thing. The police were at 
a loss; and in spite of the 
wholesale destruction not a 
clue could be found on the 
premises; neighbors had 
seen or heard nothing! 

The entire District of 
Columbia was aroused by 
the odd crime; public indig- 
nation was at a height when 
the home of Judge Miller, of 
the Washington police court, 
was visited and wrecked in an 
almost identical manner. 
The night following, a third 
home was ransacked; and 
then a fourth, and a fifth— 
until almost daily reports 
came into police head- 
quarters of visits made by the destroyer. 

In each instance he came and went like 
a phantom, gaining entrance in seemingly 
impossible ways and covering his tracks 
with superhuman cunning. Police patrols 
were doubled. Detectives scoured the Dis- 
trict, arresting scores of suspicious char- 
acters. Citizens armed themselves and sat 
up nights, with lights burning and dogs 
on guard. All kinds of man traps were 
devised to catch the marauder, but to no 
avail. Week after week the weird horror 
continued. 

“One of the strangest facts about the 
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whole strange mystery,” Major Sylvester 
said to me, “was that nobody, or no part 
of Washington, seemed immune. he 
depredations were widely scattered, some- 
times occurring within an hour’s time in 
two widely separated places. And rich 
and poor suffered alike. 

“The wrecker was even known to get in 
his work in the upper floors of a house 
while the family was guarding the down- 
stairs. One night a police officer came 


HowYouCan Hel pthe Police 


“TTNHE surest means of identification is 

the finger print,” said Major Sylvester; 
“but if you are held up in the streets by a 
thug, or find a burglar in your house, you 
haven’t much chance to finger-print him! 
The next best thing you can do is to observe 
some peculiarity of the criminal. Perhaps 
there is something unusual about his voice, 
his eyes, or some other feature, his walk, or 
his manner of carrying out his crime. Look 
for something that cannot be altered by a 
visit to the barber shop, or by a change of 
clothing. The teeth often afford excellent 
means of identification, and so do the hands— 
especially when you can give a few other 
details. If the crime takes place in the dark, 
the voice of the crook and his manner are the 
things to observe.” 


home exhausted after the double duty 


imposed by the emergency. When he 
awoke it was to find that his clothing, 
hung close by his bed, had been cut into 
shreds while he slept. 

“Such acts led many to believe that a 
great ape had been loosed on Washington, 
capable of moving with a stealth not pos- 
sible to man. Others declared they were 
the work of a supernatural visitant, a 
usual explanation given by many to such 
mysteries when no other solution is at 
hand.” 

Major Sylvester paused to offer me the 


cigars and to let the boy clear away the 
remains of our luncheon, which had been 
served in his suite in the Hotel du Pont, at 
Wilmington. He is a rather small man, 
grayed of hair and mustache, with a 
military precision about his manner and 
carriage, and old-school in his courtesy. 
In 1915, after a service of thirty-two 
years with the Metropolitan Police of 
ashington, he was picked by the Du 
Pont company to organize and direct its 
semi-military guard and se- 
cret service. This was one 
of the most important be- 
hind-the-scenes tasks of the 
war, as the Du Ponts fur- 
nished mere than forty per 
cent of the powder and 
explosives used by the Allied 
armies. At present Major 
Sylvester is the Du Pont 
manager of protection and, 
at the age of sixty-five, is 
recognized as one of the 
foremost administrators of 
police affairs in America. 


“THE trouble with most 

of us,” he resumed, “is 
that we presuppose a difficult 
solution to any problem 
which, on its face, is unusual. 
We like to be thrilled by 
mysteries and to marvel at 
the unexplainable; it’s vastly 
more interesting than the 
med and tedious task of 
sifting out the facts, and 
finding an answer which has 
been right under our noses 
all along. 

“In this Washington case, 
the solution was disappoint- 
ingly simple; but it revealed 
the trait of imitativeness in people. 

“After the first few outrages, the news- 
papers began to call the mysterious de- 
stroyer ‘Jack the Slasher,’ and in a few 
days the name was on every lip. Singu- 
larly, the police noted, about the same 
time the breaking of heavy articles ceased 
—the depredations reported were limited 
entirely to the slashing of things. Also, 
some of the most seemingly impossible of 
the crimes followed, those in which clothing 
was cut into pieces on one floor while the 
family sat on guard on the floor below; 
in which the invader entered by supposedly 
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inaccessible windows, and went by traps 
and dogs undetected. At such places, 
too, notes were frequently left behind, 
signed, ‘Jack the Slasher,’ and these notes 
were seldom in the same handwriting! 

“This gave the police something tan- 
gible to work on. They reasoned that, 
while a real ‘Jack the Slasher’ undoubtedly 
had started the crimes, imitators were 
carrying them on. Some of the slashings 
were speedily traced to servants, and to 
others who saw in the general alarm and 
excitement an opportunity to inflict re- 
venges. 

“Three boys were caught with an odd 
assortment of cutting instruments, and 
when convicted, for carrying concealed 
weapons—the only charge that could be 
definitely proved against them—the out- 
rages abruptly stopped. Not until some 
time later was the original ‘Jack,’ an 
insane negro, apprehended in Virginia. 
That he was implicated in only the 
earliest of the depredations was proved by 
stolen articles in his possession. He had 
most of the things stolen from the first 
homes visited, and none of those taken 
later. 

“In short, one mad negro started an 
odd form of crime that swept a whole city. 
In his wake, he left a fever of imitation 
that spread like an epidemic. Some 
imitated to gain revenge, others in a per- 
verted spirit of adventure, others merely 
to heighten the mystery and to read of 
their anonymous pranks in the news- 


papers. 


= ASHINGTON, if I recall correctly, 

wasnottheonly city at thetimewith 
its ‘Jack the Slasher,’ though the real ‘Jack’ 
did not leave the vicinity of Washington. 

“You will appreciate better what hap- 
pened if I mention a quite recent instance 
of the same nature. Somewhere, a couple 
danced themselves into exhaustion, and 
claimed the world’s record for fox-trotting 
endurance. Immediately, other couples, 
spurred by a desire to imitate the un- 
usual, began to dance themselves into 
newspaper headlines. A wave of such 
dancing swept the country, in spite of its 
absurdity and the opposition of the police. 

“ Again, only a few months ago, Brook: 
lyn reported a unique criminal, a bobbed- 
haired girl playing bandit. It wasn’t long 
before Philadelphia, Baltimore, and several 
other cities had their bobbed-haired ban- 
dits, imitating the exact methods of the 
Brooklyn girl, who later was caught and 
sent to prison. Dozens of such instances 
could be cited. Every community in the 
country includes people, entirely normal 
in other respects, who jump to copy the 
newest sensation. 

“All of us are imitative, because, I 
suppose, it’s much easier to imitate than 
to originate. A New York society leader 
will break into the news as the owner of, 
say, a pet wildcat; at once Mrs. Smith, of 
Peoria, and Mrs. Jones, of San Antonio, 
will get themselves pet wildcats.” 

Altogether, during our talk, Major Syl- 
vester enumerated seven different quirks 
of human nature which often cause folks 
to precipitate themselves into embarrass- 
ing situations. 

One of the strangest cases of Major 
Sylvester’s long experience was with a 
Mrs. Baxter, of Washington. That, of 
course, is not the right name. 

One bright spring morning Mrs. Baxter 


Major Richard Sylvester, manager of protection for the Du Pont powder 
and explosive industries, is one of the foremost administrators of police af- 
fairs in America. Before going into his present work, he was for thirty-two 
years in the service of the Metropolitan Police Force of Washington. In 1901, 
Major Sylvester organized the International Association of Chiefs of Police, 
and served fifteen consecutive years asits president. He was largely instrumen- 
tal in establishing the National Bureau of Identification, at Washington 


came to police headquarters in tears. She 
oa beauty and wealth, a famous 
old name, and she occupied an enviable 
position in society. It was something of 
an event for her to come to headquarters 
at all; but for her to come crying, with 
distraught demands to see the head of the 
department immediately, was sufficient 
to set the place by the ears. 


MAJOR ‘SYLVESTER then was su- 
perintendent, and the excited caller 
was ushered at once into his office. Drop- 
ping into a chair by his desk she unfolded 
a remarkable story. She was scheduled to 
leave for Japanintwoweeks. All plans were 
complete, her passage secured; and it was 
imperative that she go, as the trip was of 
the utmost importance. 

“But I can’t go!” she sobbed. “It’s 
impossible!” 

“Why?” asked Major Sylvester. 

“Because all of my jewels have dis- 
appeared!” 

rs. Baxter’s excited statement was 

unusual, as it was alarming. She possessed 
one of the finest jewel collections in 
Washington at that time, and big jewel 
robberies were not nearly so common as 
they are to-day. 

Calming her, Major Sylvester inquired 


for the facts: Contemplating a long 
absence in Japan, Mrs. Baxter said she 
had conceived the plan of moving her 
household effects from the apartment 
which she had been occupying to a smaller 
one, that would serve as a storage place 
while she was gone. During the course of 
the moving, she asserted, she personally 
had seen to the safety of all her property, 
including, of course, the jewelry. 

“T’ve always been very careful,” she 
explained earnestly. ‘‘For several years 
I kept my jewelry in one of the drawers of 
my bureau. I had this particularly in 
mind, because the bureau was one of 
several pieces of furniture which I agreed 
to leave in the apartment for the man who 
subleased it. Yet when I arrived at my 
new address, and opened my things taken 
from the bureau, every jewel was gone.” 

“Are you positive,’ questioned the 
major, “that you actually took the jewels 
with you to your new apartment?” 

“Im positive,” she replied, and again 
began to weep: “Oh, Major Sylvester, 
my pile: boa Enon of the where- 
abouts of the jewels but myself! I thought 
there might be a bare chance I had 
mislaid them. I was sure I had not, 
but nevertheless I made a search of 
everything—the (Continued on page 202) 


HAVE been in some dangerous 

places in my life, and I have had some 

rather thrilling experiences. 

After having spent five-and-twen- 

ty years poking about in the far 
corners of the earth in quest of pictur- 
esque or curious things to write about, 
or in watching world-dramas from the 
wings, it would be rather surprising if I 
had remained a total stranger to “‘ peril- 
ous chance,” as the late Noah Webster 
defined adventure. 

I have visited about two hundred 
countries, and have seen most of the 
great dramas of my time—both the 
dramas of peace and those of war. It is 
my job to describe the tragedies, come- 
dies, spectacles, and melodramas pre- 
sented on the great stage of the world, for 
the benefit of those who, chained by cir- 
cumstances to the farm, the factory, the 
office, or the home, must needs do their 
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Major E. Alexander Powell, world traveler and correspondent, writ- 
ing on his yacht in the Malay Archipelago, with the temperature at 


120° beneath the awnings. (Below) A witch doctor in Central Congo, 
wearing his ceremonial costume, photographed by Major Powell 


The Closest Calls 
I Ever Had 


Once, by the merest chance, I was saved from bandits 
on a lonely mountain road in Italy; on another oc- 
casion the flow of molten lava from an erupting 
volcano all but cut off my retreat to safety. 
But the most stirring adventure of all was 
when a cruel and relentless Arab chief 
took me prisoner in the Syrian Desert 


By E. Alexander Powell 


traveling vicariously through the pages 
of- magazines and books and news- 
papers. 

When I crossed Africa, a year or so ago, 
I had with me as photographer of the 
expedition a young Harvard man. One 
day, while strolling alone along a trail in 
the forest, he encountered a cannibal. 
At least, he assumed he was a cannibal 
because his teeth were filed to points. 
The cannibal didn’t do anything save sell 
my friend his wicked-looking knife at 
a very handsome profit, and somewhat 
reluctantly pose for his picture, but I 
made a Soot: story of it. 

Now, I should hardly call that an ad- 
venture, because the man-eater made no 
attempt to attack my friend. In that 
event, of course, it would have been an 
entirely different matter. 

But further down the Lualaba we ran 
across a Portuguese trader. Some months 


before, while on an ivory-hunting expe- 
dition in the bush, he had been captured 
by a cannibal tribe. They had stripped 
him, bound him to a tree, and started a 
fire preparatory to converting him into 
stew. hen a heated argument had 
arisen among his captors as to the divi- 
sion of the victim’s carcass. 

They settled it by the ingenious method 
of marking out their respective claims 
on his body with white clay, so that he 
looked like an anatomical chart. Just as 
the process of dismemberment was about 
to begin, a river boat, running short of 
fuel, tied up to the bank close by and a 
number of the crew went ashore to chop 
wood. They heard the shrieks of the 
captive, and liberated him. His expe- 
rience, it seems to me, might truthfully 
be termed an adventure. 

I have scant patience with those per- 
sons who deliberately set out to seek 
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adventure. There are enough troubles 
in life without looking for them. More- 
over, adventures are seldom to be found 
by hunting—like elephants, orchids, and 
gold deposits. They just happen. And 
usually when and here they are least 
expected. 

have traveled in what are commonly 
regarded as the world’s most dangerous 
regions—Central Africa, Abyssinia, Al- 
bania, the Pamirs, the interior of Borneo— 
without a single adventure worthy of the 
name; without ever having had occa- 
sion to draw a gun. Yet in one of the 
most highly civilized countries of con- 
tinental Europe, visited by tens of thou- 
sands of American tourists every year, 
I once had an experience which nearly 
cost me my life. 

This was the way of it: 

I had been commissioned by an Amer- 
ican magazine to write an article on 
San Marino, the oldest state in Europe, 
and one of the smallest countries in the 
world. This tiny republic—it has an 
area of only thirty-eight square miles— 
lies some thirty miles inland from the 
Adriatic port of Rimini, being perched 
like an eagle on a peak of the Apen- 
nines. Though completely hemmed in by 
Italian territory it has maintained its 
independence for upward of thirteen 
hundred years. 


REACHED Rimini in late November, 

when there is little travel on the moun- 
tain roads. As a cold, drizzling rain was 
falling, I decided to postpone my depar- 
ture k: the mountain republic until the 
following morning. After taking a room 
in the most promising of the town’s 


Members of a tribe of Bedouin nomads who 
captured Major Powell and his party in the 
desert between Bagdad and Cairo in 1923. 
In the accompanying article Major Powell 
tells how he and the Bedouin chief en- 
gaged in the strange duel by which 
the lives of the party were finally saved 
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wretched hotels, I strolled out to the 
cab-rank in the center of the piazza to 
engage a horse and carriage for the mor- 
row’s journey, for this was before the day 
of motor-cars. With half an hour of 
haggling I concluded an arrangement 
with the owner of the best-looking 
vehicle, a swarthy, saturnine fellow, 
wrapped to the eyes in one of the long 
shaggy cloaks characteristic of the re- 
gion. 

“I wish to start at daybreak,” I told 
him. “At six o’clock to-morrow morning 
you will be at the door of my hotel.” 

“Si, si, signor,” he assented. 

The morning dawned cold and clear, 
the steep-pitched roofs of the ancient 
buildings silvered by a light hoar frost. 
At that early hour no one in the hotel 
was astir, for I had paid my bill the night 
before, and the piazza was quite deserted; 
but a moment later the carriage I had en- 
gaged, a light, phaëton-like affair, rattled 
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into view and drew up before the door. 

I swathed myself in a heavy blanket, 
for the air was piercing, and off we 
started across a stone-paved square 
lined with buildings unchanged since the 
Middle Ages, through narrow, tortuous 
streets whose closely shuttered houses 
showed that the town was still asleep; 
beneath a crumbling archway, a relic 
of Roman times, where a drowsy guardia 
civile glanced at us indifferently, and so 
into the desolate, sparsely inhabited coun- 
try beyond the city walls. 


AN HOUR’S brisk driving, and all signs 
of human habitation had been left be- 
hind. I have seldom seen a more for- 
bidding or depressing countryside—a 
region of rolling, wind-swept moors 
dotted with stunted trees and enormous 
rocks, black and jagged. Some distance 
ahead, however, the steadily rising land 
appeared to end abruptly against a 


A Dyak head hunter of Dutch Borneo using the sumpitan, or blow-gun, one of the deadliest weapons in the 
world. These guns are from six to eight feet long, made of ironwood, through which a half-inch hole is bored 
lengthwise. The darts are slivers of bamboo, scraped to the size of a knitting needle, pointed with fish teeth, 
feathered with pith, and poisoned with the sap of the upas tree. The slightest scratch means almost certain death 
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is spanned by a single drawbridge. 
tant fortified cities of Persia. 


dense, dark forest of evergreens. Of 
human beings we saw not one. Topping 
a steep rise, my driver, who had main- 
tained a sullen silence, pointed with his 
whip to three distant purple peaks, dimly 
outlined against the western sky. 

“San Marino, signor,” he said. 

As we approached the line of forest 
my attention was attracted by the curious 
behavior of my driver, who was forever 

eering over his shoulder as though 
ooking for something on the road be- 
hind, which now twisted and turned be- 
low us like a gray ribbon unrolled upon 
the ground. 
y curiosity at length aroused by the 
fellow’s evident anxiety, I turned m 
eyes in the direction of his gaze. Round- 
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Yezd-i-khast, an ancient city of central Persia, includes one of the most curious clusters of 
human dwellings in existence. On the crest of a rocky cliff, its half-ruined mud and 
stone houses, piled four stories high, look down two hundred feet into the ravine, which 
In ancient times Yezd-i-khast was one of the impor- 
The name means ‘‘God willed it.” 
taken by Major Powell from the bed of the river, now long dry, which once formed the moat 


ing a curve, below and perhaps half a 
mile behind us, I now discerned an- 
other carriage, a ramshackle vehicle with 
bright yellow wheels. Despite the steep- 
ness of the ascent it was overhauling us 
rapidly, its driver, I noted, keeping his 
lathered horse at a gallop by merciless 
application of the whip. 

“The fellow must have some urgent 
business to drive like that,” I thought. 
“Probably going for a doctor.” 


AFEW minutes later, as our road left the 
open moor to plunge into the forest’s 
gloom, the yellow-wheeled vehicle passed 
us with a rattle and a rush, swaying 
drunkenly on its decrepit springs. The 
next instant, its driver, pulling his reek- 
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| ing animal back upon its 
haunches, had swung his car- 
riage squarely athwart the 
road, completely blocking our 
further progress. 
“What—?” I began. But 
my driver, paying no atten- 
tion to me, leaped to the 
ground and advanced to meet 
his fellow jehu, a villainous, 
black-browed customer with 
squint eyes and a hare-lip. 
For a moment they conversed 
in whispers, then turned their 
attention to me. As they ap- 
proached, I noted with grow- 
ing alarm that my driver car- 
ried in his hand a heavy 
wooden whip stalk, its wire- 
wound butt making it a most 
formidable weapon. The other 
had thrown off his coat, and in 
his sash I caught a glimpse of a 
long-bladed knife. 


“ A HOLD-UP!” Isaidtomy- 

self, instantly taking in 
the situation. ‘And when they 
chose this place to stage it they 
certainly knew what they were 
doing.” 

And for the business in 
hand it would have been hard 
to find a better: spot—better 
for the bandits, I mean. The 
road, a lonely one at best, was deserted and 
likely to remain so, for there is little winter 
travel in the Apennines. It was bordered 
on both sides by impenetrable forest, the 
density of the underbrush making escape 
out of the question; and a hundred yards 
or so ahead it turned abruptly to plunge, 
I surmised, into even deeper gloom. 
facing me were two dangerous and deter- 
mined men, who, I knew, would stick at 
nothing. It was not a pleasant situation. 

“The signor need not be alarmed,” 
Squint-Eye said ingratiatingly, sweeping 
off his black slouch hat with one of those 
theatrical flourishes which the Latin 
loves. He spoke in an abominable mix- 
ture of English and Italian, but I was 
able to get his meaning. ‘We need money, 


Central Africa. An African bearer will cover sixteen miles a day with a sixty-pound load on his head 
and, at the end of a 250-mile journey, walk back home well pleased with his wage of $2.50, plus a 70- 
cent tip. Wise travelers begin the march early in the morning, and allow a long rest period at noon 
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for we are poor men. A thousand 
lire apiece would be very welcome—” 

“Go to blazes!” I broke in, attempt- 
ing a display of confidence which I 
was far from feeling. “You must be 
crazy to try a game like this. It means 
prison for both of you when the 
authorities hear about it.” 

“A thousand lire apiece,” the man 
repeated doggedly, never taking his 
eyes from my face. “The signor is 
rich, like all Inglesi. He will not miss 
it... and it will be better for him 
not to give us trouble.” 

“I haven’t any such sum with me,” 
I told him quite truthfully; “and if I 
had I wouldn’t give it to you.” 


AS I spoke, I slipped off my heavy 
ulster, with the intention of making 
a sudden dash down the road along 
which we had come, for I figured that 
there might be a chance of escape if I 
could once succeed in reaching the 
open country. But Squint-Eye an- 
ticipated my intention, for he stepped 
past me so as to cut off my only ae 
of retreat. He had drawn his knife 
and was thumbing its blade sugges- 
tively. Flanking me on the other side 
was his companion, gently swinging his 
e whip stalk by the smaller 
end. 

Now, in the days of my boyhood, I 
had been accustomed to make sur- 
reptitious visits, quite unknown to my 
parents, to a certain road-house in the 
outskirts of the inland city where 
I lived, a place much used by pugilists 
as a training quarters. Heti would 
sit by the hour watching the then 
feather-weight champion fit himself 
for his next battle. One day, amused 
and gratified by my beyi admira- 
tion, he had condescended to address me. 

“Say, me lad,” he had remarked, 
“if yuh ever get into a street scrap 
there’s just one rule to remember— 
take the other fella by surprise and get 
in the first punch.” 

And now, years later, in a land five 
thousand miles away, that bit of ring 
advice suddenly came back to me. I in- 
stantly determined to put it into execu- 
tion—to get in a blow on the point of 
Squint-Eye’s stubble-covered chin and 
then run for my life. With fear lending 
wings to my feet, I felt confident of being 
able to outdistance his companion. 

It takes time to tell it, but all this oc- 
cupied only a few seconds. The human 
mind works quickly in emergencies. 

“You’d better give us the money, 
ignor urged the man with the whip. 
“We won’t harm you if you do.” 

But I knew that he was lying. I might 
as well have expected mercy from a pair 
of mountain wolves. But, simulating 
frightened acquiescence, I fumbled in my 

cket as though searching for my pocket- 

k. Now the fellow with the knife 
drew nearer, which was what I wanted 
in order to execute my desperate plan. 
Avarice glittered in his eyes. He was so 
close that I could almost feel his breath 
on my face. 

I was poised like a sprinter on the 
mark, every muscle taut as a bow- 
string—when the silence of the forest 
was broken by the jingle of accout- 
rements and the clatter of hoofs upon the 
frozen road! The next instant, two 


by E. ALEXANDER POWELL 


59 


Scene in the souks, or bazars, of Marrakesh, one of the three great inland 
cities of Morocco, in North Africa. Formerly one of the greatest cities of 
Islam, Marrakesh has long been in a state of decay. Its houses, built of clay, 
are rarely more than two stories high. The general population, numbering 
about fifty thousand, is mixed, and among the picturesque residents are many 
turbulentgroups. The principalindustry is the manufacture of morocco leather 


mounted carabinieri—troopers of the fa- 
mous constabulary force which patrols 
the roads of Italy and brings terror to the 
hearts of evildoers from one end of the 
kingdom to the other—came at a brisk 
trot around the bend, cocked hats bob- 
bing above big mustachios, sabers clash- 
ing against stirrup-irons, blue capes 
floating out behind. I have never seen 
a more welcome sight, and I doubt if I 
ever shall. 


HE effect on the bandits was as ludi- 

crous as it was instantaneous. What 
had looked like tragedy abruptly changed 
to roaring farce. Squint-Eye sprang to 
his carriage, seized the reins and, flogging 
his horse to a gallop, disappeared down 
the road to Rimini. The other, a craven 
at heart, dropped to his knees and franti- 
cally innploted any mercy. 

Now the obvious, the sensible thing, 
was for me to give the rascal groveling 


at my feet into custody, and to provide 
the carabinieri with a description of his 
confederate. But I decided to do nothing 
of the sort. For I had lived in Italy long 
enough to know something of the com- 
plexities of Italian law, and I realized 
that, being a stranger, I would almost 
certainly be detained for a long time as 
a government witness. 

So, when the troopers pulled up be- 
side us, suspicion in ther eyes, I had my 
story ready. I had had a little argument 
with my driver, but it was settled now; 
I was on my way to San Marino, but 
would return to Rimini two days later 
to catch the night train. Here was a gold 
piece with which to buy themselves a 
flask of wine, and there would be another 
for them if I found them awaiting me at 
the railway station. They regarded me 
quizzically, spoke a few curt words of 
warning to the quaking driver, saluted, 
and rode off. (Continued on page 180) 


You Can't Travel Far 
By Treading On People’s Toes 


‘*The bigger the man, the more he considers your feelings; and the better the boss, 
the more he will help you make good,” says William A. Pope, one of the 
most important piping contractors in America—The story of 
bread upon the waters that came back after thirty years 


N a dingy little office in the Loop 

district of Chicago, a young book- 

keeper was working busily at his 

desk. Outside, the heat rose from 

the city pavements in heavy, torrid 
waves. For the third time he was going 
over books which would not balance. As 
he ran his pencil down the long columns 
of figures ıt seemed to him that they 
zigzagged across the page. 

Just then he heard a step back of him 
and, swinging impatiently on his stool, 
saw a small boy dragging himself wearily 
through the doorway. Fhe youngster’s 
face was crimson with the heat, his eyes 
were sullen and dull. With no sign of 
interest he plodded across the room to one 
end of the high desk, where he changed a 
page in a big loose-leaf book, and then 
started out without a word. 

The young bookkeeper watched him 
until he had almost reached the door, and 
then his face broke into a friendly smile. 

“Hello, kid!” he said cheerfully. “How 
is it going?” 

The boy jumped, and stared at him in 
amazement. 

“Pretty bum, mister,” he said. And, 
as if it were an afterthought, he added, 
“Golly, ain’t it hot?” 

The young bookkeeper smiled under- 
standingly. 

“PIL say it is!” he answered cordially. 

He studied for a moment the boy’s 
flushed face, which had changed so 
quickly at a friendly word. 

“Go on out into the back room and get 
yourself a drink of cold water,” he said, 
as he turned back to his books. 

The kid grinned, did as he was told, and 
went out whistling. 

Some thirty years later, a Chicago firm 
asked for bids on a large heating contract. 
Among those submitted was one from 
William A. Pope. Pope was a leader in 
his field, but his bid was higher than some 
of the others offered. When the time 
came to make the decision, the owner and 
the architect took up the bids carefully, 
one by one. 

“T would give it to Pope,” said the 
architect, “but his bid is pretty high.” 

“What Pope is that?” asked the owner 
quickly. 

As the architect explained, the man’s face 
lighted up, as with a sudden recollection. 

“ Never mind the price. I want him to 
have that contract!” he said shortly, and 
left the room. 

That same afternoon a somewhat mys- 
terious message reached Mr. Pope’s desk. 
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By Orline D. Foster 


Briefly phrased, it asked him to call at a 
certain office the following morning at 
ten o'clock. When he entered, a man 
hurried to meet him and gave his hand a 
cordial grip. ` 

“You don’t know me,” he said, “but 
you may recall a kid who used to deliver 
oose sheets at your office when you kept 
books for your father. The name ‘Pope’ 
has stuck in my mind ever since.” 

Pope looked at him for a moment, and 
then a smile lighted his eyes. 

“Of course Í remember you,” he said. 
“And, as I recollect, you had a pretty 
hard row to hoe!” 

“You bet I did!” was the quick answer. 
“In those days I thought everybody had 
it in for the kids—until I ran across you. 
That hot day, when you told me to go and 

et a drink of cold water was a red-letter 
ay for me. Pd intended to go back to 
the office and throw up my job. I couldn’t 
see that three dollars a week paid for being 
knocked around offices I visited to change 
those inserts in the ‘Shippers’ Guide.’ 

“But things began to look different 
after Pd found a friend. I guess you 
didn’t realize how I saved up questions to 
ask you—because you seemed to know 
such a lot, and you were never too busy to 
answer. That was the beginning. Times 


have changed since then, and I’ve pros- 
pered. Now I’m building a new phie 
and my architect tells me you’ve a bid in 


for the piping. course you’re going to 
have it. Not just because of your repu- 
tation, but for old time’s sake.” 

e paused a moment, then went on 
seriously, “We older fellows don’t always 
remember what it means to youngsters to 
hear a friendly word now and then. They 
get knocked around until they’re sore. 

riends are always the most important 
things in our lives. When a boy feels that 
he hasn’t a friend, he’s a pretty good 
candidate for the wrong knd of gang. I 
didn’t mean to make a speech—but that’s 
what you kept me out of, and I want you 
to know it!” 


THIS is only one of many such inci- 
dents, all the way through Mr. Pope’s 
life, which show his quick sympathy for 
people and his intense interest in everyone 
around him, and which help to account 
for his extraordinary progress. He has 
studied human nature from roustabout to 
clubman, and he has friends scattered all 
the way from New York to San Francisco. 
They range from the heads of some of the 
largest corporations in this country to 


the Pullman porters who serve him on his 
frequent trips about the country—in whose 
hard-luck stories he is just as much inter- 
ested as in discussion of many business 
matters. 

This attitude toward those around him 
explains, at least in part, why Pope has 
become one of the best-known piping 
contractors in this country. He handles 
nothing but the biggest contracts. State 
institutions, public utilities, power instal- 
lations for the big railroads, and the 
piping of huge industrial plants constitute 

is particular work. His contracts cover 
everything connected with piping, from 
the installation of heating and ventilating 
to that of power plants. 

This work has often carried him into 
strange places. It has thrown him into 
contact with a broad range of men. It 
has given him wide experience in every- 
thing pertaining to his industry—and it 
has taught him the value of friends and the 
importance of his job. 


FROM the very first of his work, young 
Pope carried enormous responsibilities 
for a lad of his age. Back in 1893, when he 
was little past twenty, his father, who was 
a piping contractor, put him in charge of 
the installation of seventy-five per cent of 
the heating equipment of the great build- 
ings of the World’s Fair. 

And threeor four years later, young Pope 
had to face squarely the decision of his 
own future, for in the late nineties his 
father closed out his business interests. 

Pope was still in his twenties, physically 
far from strong, and he had a wife and 
two small children. It is indicative of his 
courage and driving power that he 
determined, in spite of these responsi- 
bilities, to take the risk of starting out in 
business for himself. He hired desk room 
in a small office, notified his friends of his 
decision, and got down to work. 

To-day the name of William A. Pope 
on a contract is conceded to stand for 
everything that is highest and best in the 
piping industry. It means adherence to 
the spirit of the bargain, as well as to the 
letter. And it means the services of a man 
who has applied to his business his genius 
for friendship, and his realization of the 
importance of all work. 

ng before power units of greatet 
capacity and higher steam pressure were 
introduced, Pope was busy studying their 
piping requirements; and not only did he 
constantly watch the successful operation 
of new piping systems, but he did not 
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forget to study the failures. This taught 
him what to avoid. Many a time it 
kept him out of trouble, and showed 
him also how he could change an existing 
system so that it would do satisfactory 
work. 

Some idea of the amount of the investe 
ment in the piping industry may be 
gathered from the size of the contracts. 
Orders placed for piping systems for indi- 
vidual power id industrial plants fre- 
quently run from half a 
million to two million dol- 
lars, whereas the cost of 
the piping for the great 
oil and other distributing 
plants is often a matter of 
many millions. 

In this great field Pope 
has been successful even 
beyond his own ambitious 
hopes. He both heads and 
owns his own organization. 
He is director in a number 
of companies of national 
reputation. His clear judg- 
ment is in constant de- 
mand as arbitrator in im- 

ortant conferences in the 

uilding trades. And it is 
not unusual for him to be 
called on to make a trip 
clear across the continent, 
to sit in for a few hours 
in consultation where the 
heating or power installa- 
tion of some huge plant is 
under consideration. Asa 
keen executive, an expert 
in finance, and a clever 
organizer, he has helped to 
put many small companies 
on their feet. As for his 
own business, it runs 
yearly into the millions. 


ONE advantage Pepe 
had in his early days 
was his association with 
rominent men, dating 
ack to the time when he 
was handling contracts for 
his father. 

“In meeting these men,” 
Pope said to me, “the 
thing I noticed first was 
their friendly attitude to- 
ward each other and to- 
ward those who worked 
with them. And I saw 
that, usually, the bigger 
the man, the more careful 
he was of the feelings of those around him. 
It didn’t take me very long to realize that 
one of the reasons for the rise of these 
men was that everybody was pulling with 
them and fer them. That teamwork 
really pays.” 

While Pope’s business has been built 
from the first on the personal confidence 

laced in him by business associates, it 
Fas grown because of the way he has 
developed his men. His pride in the huge 
business structure which he has erected is 
entirely subordinated to the pleasure he 
takes in seeing that each man in his 
organization makes good. Two of his 
men have never worked for anyone but 
his father and himself. One of them has a 
period of service which covers forty years. 
Several others have been with him over 
twenty. 


And he has uncanny swiftness in reach- 
ing their hearts. 

Some time ago there came to his desk a 
bay who had given his foreman consider- 
able trouble, and who was finally fired. 
When he came in, Pope laid everything 
aside. 

“Well, what is it, Jack?” he asked 
kindly. 

The boy blurted out a long list of 
grievances, ending with the statement 


William A. Pope is head of the William A. Pope organization of 
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business runs into millions annually. Mr. Pope is fifty-four years old 


that he had been badly treated and had 
not a friend in the organization. Pope 
listened quietly until he was through. 

“Whose fault is it that you have not a 
friend?” he asked. “We make our friends 
by our own actions. What have you done 
to make friends? Have you obeyed 
orders? Have you had any consideration 
for the other fellow’s difficulties? Have 
you been fair to your own foreman? The 
trouble with you, Jack, is that you are not 
a good sport. You do not play the game. 
When a man has no friends it is usually 
his own fault. Your foreman is the best 
friend you have. He wants you to make 
good, and you are fighting him. 

“Now what do you want me to do 
about this? Do you want me to send you 
back to work under him, or shall I try you 
somewhere else?” 
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The boy had listened to him stubbornly 
at first—then his face changed, and he 
squared his shoulders. 

“T’ll go back to Bob,” he said, “‘and make 
good right where I started.” 

Pope reached out his hand and gave him 
a firm grip. 

“You are all right, boy,” he said; “you 
are going to win. Remember that J am 
your friend, and if you are ever in trouble 
or want any advice, come right here to 
this desk, and we'll talk 
things over.” 

Soon after, while pass- 
ing through the shop, he 
toppas beside the lad. 

“Hello, Jack. How are 
things coming?” was his 
greeting. 

“Fine, sir, fine!” the 
boy answered quickly, and 
so the incident closed. 


“TT ISN’T the most bril- 

liant men who win, but 
the men who have the 
right prinstipi who are 
properly directed, and who 
make the most of the 
abilities they have,” Pope 
said-emphatically. ‘Men 
are much as you make 
them, and usually live up 
to what you expect. Nine 
times out of ten, when a 
man falls down it is due to 
his superior officer. Either 
he does not understand 
men in general, or that 
man in particular. 

“Too many of us forget 
that the office boys of to- 
day are the executives of 
to-morrow, and that what 
they learn in our offices 
they are going to practice 
in their own. Many a big 
man could tell of some 
simple incident in his boy- 
hood which had an enor- 
mous influence in shaping 
his career. 

“ Boys’ minds are not 
overcrowded with serious 
thoughts, and an impres- 
sion sticks. Also, boys are 
natural mimics. They 
have a strong sense of hero 
worship and they like to 
follow a leader. They like 
to think of themselves as 
big executives, sitting in 
the president’s chair or in the directors’ 
room, operating the push buttons on the 
desk. And they watch their chiefs more 
closely than we think.” 

This ‘kind of interest has always been 
Mr. Pope’s first thought. Early in his 
business life he learned by accident that 
one of his men had just completed his pay- 
ment on a small lot, and was trying to 
raise the money to build a little home. 
He sent for him at once, and greeted him 
with, “I don’t want you to get into bad 
hands, Fred. What will it cost to put 
your house up?” 

When the man left he had in his pocket 
a check for the full amount, without 
interest, to be paid back as he could. Not 
long ago payment was completed on the 
fifth home built under these conditions. 

“Pope is the (Continued on page 110) 


“‘There’s no use talking this way,” Ira continued, ‘it won’t do anybody any good. 
. . . But Pld like to feel you were all provided for. Why not marry me to-night?” 
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HEN Lydia Maine and Ira 

Forbes came to see the 

new baby, they found 

the household swinging be- 

tween two moods: one of 
ecstasy because the long-heralded new- 
comer had actually arrived; the other of 
that disheartened indecision which always 
indicates itself in families when the head 
of the house is ill. ; 

Gertrude was lying in bed, facing the 

wall which held het map of Rock Har- 
bor. Her virile hair, extraordinarily black 
against the luminous white of the bed- 
clothes, was confined in two braids which 
came forward, one over 
each shoulder. Beyond a 
slight large-eyed pallor 
there was no suggestion of 
weakness about her—only 
a complete calm, a great 
serenity. 
“Didn’e I tell you it 
would be a girl?” Lydia 
Maine said, as she bent to 
kiss her. 

**Yes,’’ Gertrude an- 
swered, “and I’m glad; al- 
though I’m sure I should 
have been equally glad if it 
had been a boy.’ 

Ira Forbes stood just in- 
side the door, a little con- 
strained and awkward; not 
looking directly at her, yet 
managing somehow to look 
at her too. 

“Have you decided what ; 
you are going to call her?” Lydia asked. 

oy. 


Lydia made no comment, but her deep 
blue eyes misted slowly. i 

In a few moments the nurse came in 
with the baby. “Isn't she beautiful?” 
she asked. 

Lydia agreed. She took the baby from 
the nurse’s arms and studied the tiny, 
corrugated red face. Suddenly she turned 
to her brother. ‘‘ You hold her, Ira!” she 
ordered mischievously. l 

To Gertrude’s great surprise, Ira Forbes 
took Joy into his arms. “What do you 
expect me to say?” he asked. “This zs a 
baby, or this is one baby in a million!” 

From the bed came Gertrude’s faint 
laugh. “I don’t expect you to say any- 
thing. I know exactly what she looks like 
to you—a little, wrinkled pink monkey.” 

s though gathering the data for his 
defense, Ira looked fixedly down on the 
diminutive crimson moon of face. 

Gertrude saw that he was really study- 
ing Joy—actually looking for somethin 
there—hoping not to find it. Her min 
went back to Will Haviland’s avid 
examination of his first-born. Wills 
obsession had been that there would be 
some deformity. Perhaps all men were 
like that. “I wouldn’t say she looks like 
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a monkey,” Ira said; “but I agree that 
she does seem a little amateurish in finish. 
Hello, kid!” he apostrophized Joy. 

But he still examined the baby with a 
curious intentness. ; 

“We must go now, Ira,” Lydia said 
immediately. She bent over Gertrude and 
kissed her again. ‘‘Remember, I’ll be 
running into the house all day long. PI 
keep an eye on everything.” 

“And if there’s any insurrection in the 
ranks, I’ll do the disciplining,” Ira prom- 


ised. 
The days that followed made for Ger- 
trude a happy interval. The serene leth- 
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argy which often comes to mothers had 
Schteved a sway over her. Her world was 
irised with content. The household went 
smoothly on its accustomed way. Hap 
was a pillar of strength. Editha, who liked 
to fuss about the sick chamber, decorating 
with flowers, and making the tray dainty, 
showed her best side. Nabby, as usual, 
was quiet and gentle, except when her 
excitement over her little sister bubbled 
into a kind of dancing joy. 

“T can’t wait, Mother,” she said again 
and again, “until you’ll let me hold her. 
How long will it be before I can?” 

“And I can’t wait,” Editha wailed, 
“until I can take her in the baby carriage.” 

Joy flourished. She was a perfectly 
normal baby, and what mothers call a 
“good” baby. The excitement of her pres- 
ence did not pall on the other children. 
When they came home from school, their 
first move was to Joy’s cradle—tiptoeing 
about it if she were asleep, and kissing her 
hands or the warm nape of her neck if she 
were awake. 


HE four months in which Gertrude had 
made contract with herself to nurse 
the baby had passed. She began to lose 
weight. Studying this result in her mirror 
one day, she recalled Malo Newnham’s 


phrase: “A great big lump of a woman, 
with nothing on her but flesh—” recalled 
it with no sense of sting, because it was no 
longer quite true. She determined that 
the loss of weight should continue. She 
consulted Doctor Petersham. He worked 
out a diet for her, and she held herself to 
it rigidly. 

e afternoon she made a tour of in- 
spection of her place. Fresh growths had 
completely covered the ragged stretches 
which Ira’s ax had left. The season was 
that lovely interval of the New England 
summer when the wild roses and the 
elderberry set up opposing colors and 
perfumes. She picked two 
filmy whorls and fastened 
them over her ears. As she 
came into the house the 
breeze grew to a wind and 
the air was filled with flying 
flakes of elderblow. It 
dotted her hair as with a 
flowery veil. She had just 
gone inside, when there 
came a knock on the door. 

She opened to Curt Frank- 
lin, the express agent at 
the railway station, who 
had retrieved her trunks 
when she first came to Rock 
Harbor. He stared at her 
for a surprised second, then 
said, “I want to see Mrs. 
Haviland.” 

“Why, I’m Mrs. Havi- 
land, Mr. Franklin,” she 


said. 

Curt Franklin’s blue eyes seemed to 
gain another depth of blueness. “‘ Well, I 
swear!” he explained. “I didn’t know 
you, Mrs. Haviland. Gosh, you’re thin!” 

Another expression deepened his blue 
eyes. Gertrude realized—and the reali- 
zation gave her a sense of thrill—that it 
was admiration. They stood looking at 
each other for a moment, Curt Franklin’s 
eyes naively revealing his pleasure, and 

ertrude’s consciously enjoying that 
revelation. Then he dropped an abrupt 
good-by and left. ; 


ONE night in the spring, Ira Forbes had 
called. “Have you heard the news 
about the Tronts?” he asked immediately. 

Gertrude had not heard it, and said so. 

“They’re leaving Rock Harbor to join 
his brother in Seattle, and his place is up 
for sale. I think it would be a very good 
thing if you would buy it. You could let 
it to summer people at a good profit, be- 
cause you’d know how to he itup. If you 
need money I can lend you some.” 

“Oh, I don’t want to have the responsi- 
bility of any more property,” Gertrude 
had declared instantly. 

Ira did not urge the matter. “Well, I 
navies you to think it over,” he said as he 
ert. 
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Gertrude had decided that there was 


nothing in the situation for her to think 
over. However, paradoxically, she did 
think it over. She found herself say- 
ing mentally, “If Ira Forbes says it’s a 
good buy—I could use Aunt Jane’s 
money.” 

And without ee realizing the stages 
by which it came about, Gertrude had 
found herself at the end of that month 
possessed of the Tront place. By early 
summer it was ready for occupancy. In 
less than a fortnight she had rented it for 
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the summer at a price which surprised 
even Ira Forbes. 

“Tl say you have your courage with 
you!” he commented. 

“That’s a game I do know something 
about,” Gertrude replied. “Real estate. 
An architect absorbs that unconsciously 
in his work, and the real estate end of my 
husband’s business always interested 
me.” 

It was the first time she had ever alluded 
in Ira’s presence to Will Haviland. He 
made no comment, and the talk drifted to 

other things. There were 
many things to which it could 


That spring had brought Gertrude 
two new experiences: She had joined the 
Woman’s Club, and faithfully attended 
the meetings. This fidelity was mere 
punctilio on her part, because in contrast 
with the swift, modern efficiency of the 
Maywood organization the Rock Harbor 
Club was extraordinarily dull and unil- 
lumined. And she had attended the an- 
nual town meeting. This really interested, 
even thrilled, her; but her position was 
that of an outsider looking on; she had no 
real connection with it. 

At the end of June Gertrude looked 
back on the six months since Joy’s birth, 


She had intended to begin, ‘‘Madam Chairman, Ladies and Gentle- 
men,’’ as was customary in Maywood, but something impelled 
her to substitute, ‘Madam Chairman, and my Fellow Townsmen” 


drift now, because Ira’s life was so busy. 
He could discuss the war, indeed, with 
Malo Newnham who, like Gertrude, was 
following it carefully although not through 
so many avenues. But apparently Ger- 
trude was the only woman, besides his 
sister, with whom habitually he talked 
over the problem of the “Roll Call.” 


trying to sum up her social progress. She 
had made little headway. But there were 
compensations. First of all, she had Joy; 
and Joy had been to her, was doing for 
her, everything that she had anticipated. 

She had acquired a second house. She 
had made a scattering of acquaintances. 
But she did not deceive herself into be 
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lieving that she had put her foot inside the 
door of Rock Harbor life. 

As to a rehabilitation of the town, she 
was exactly as far from that as the instant 
when she conceived the idea. 

The rest of that summer, though, the 
summer of 1915, Gertrude’s life in Rock 
Harbor expanded slightly. The expansion 
came through Lydia and Ira, with whom 
now her friendship had grown really inti- 
mate. The Parwells, Franklins, Iveses, and 
Talbots came to Rock Harbor as usual, and 
as usual their big houses were the center of 


a vivid hospitality. Early in the season, 
Lydia had given a tea; and there Gertrude 
met, for the first time, people in Rock 
Harbor who were in the same stratum of 
cultivation as those she had known in 
Maywood. 

Lydia followed her tea with a series of 


encompassed her arrival in Rock Harbor. 
But she pulled herself out of it by force of 
will. omen, she told herself, were a 
drug on the social market. Moreover, 
there was nothing more superfluous than 
the woman alone. And when the woman 
alone was no longer young, nor beautiful, 
had no salient gift of personality— 


F COURSE Malo Newnham went to 
these dinners. But then, Mrs. Newn- 
ham, though not quite young, and certainly 
not beautiful, was exceedingly picturesque. 
And then, Gertrude had gathered, the 
group had a way at these parties of pair- 
ing Malo Newnham with ies Forbes. 
Gertrude’s first instinct—after Mrs. 
Newnham’ sinitial revelation—had been to 


tics. Olivia Benedict, who for twenty 
years had lived in an exquisite expatria- 
tion in Florence, returned to her native 
town when Italy went into the war. Lydia 
ae a little dinner, at which Miss Bene- 
ict and Gertrude were the only guests. 
That dinner marked the beginning of the 
friendship between the two women. 

Miss Benedict was one of those gentle, 
serene-minded women who have within 
them an extraordinary force and capa- 
bility, and she was the last of Rock 
Habars oldest and wealthiest family. 
Immediately her quiet influence began to 
show itself on the town. 

In November, Mrs. Frazer, the'president 
of the Woman’s Club, died suddenly. Ger- 
trude dropped everything else, and literally 


small dinner parties, to all of which she 
invited Gertrude. The Rock Harbor 
aristocracy gave return teas, and in these 
they always included Gertrude. Dinner 
parties followed too, Gertrude gathered 
from remarks that Malo Newnham 
dropped; to these she was not invited. 

or a bleak fortnight, she felt a recur- 
rence of that stark torpor which had 


cut this exclusive small crowd. But in- 
stead, whenever in her shopping or walk- 
ing, she met them, she forced herself to 
smile, to chat, to show a complete cordial- 
ity. 

In midsummer occurred an event most 
important to Rock Harbor’s social poli- 


took the stump to elect Olivia president. 

She enlisted Lydia Maine and Malo 
Newnham, who, to insure that end, urged 
their entire group of women to join the 
club. Their candidate was elected by an 
overwhelming majority. Instantly, she 
put the machinery (Continued on page 130) 
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“Mind the Light, Katie!”—And for 34 Years 


OR thirty-four years after the 

death of her husband, Mrs. Kate 

Walker kept the great light 

burning in the lighthouse at 

Robbins Reef, a mile from the 
nearest point of land, which is Staten 
Island. 

Six years ago, at the age of seventy-two, 
Mrs. Walker was retired on a pension. 
recently spent an afternoon talking to her 
in her Staten Island home. She is a frail 
little bit of a thing, under five feet in 
height, and not much over one hundred 
pounds in weight. To look at her, you 
would say that it is incredible that she has 
saved fifty lives from the sea! 

Kate Walker went to the 
lighthouse almost forty-five 

ears ago as the bride of Jacob 
Walker the recently appointed 
head keeper. During the pre- 
ceding year, she had qualified 
as assistant keeper to her 
husband, then in service at 
Sandy Hook. Four years after 
they moved to Robbins Reef, 
Jacob Walker contracted pneu- 
monia. Down the iron ladder, 
which is the only outside stairs 
to that lighthouse home, they 
bore the sick man. 

“ Mind the light, Katie,” he 
called, as they rowed him away 
to the infirmary where he 
passed away. 

The stern choice between 
going with her dangerously ill 
husband and staying behind to 
“mind the light” was almost 
too much for the young wife. 
However, lives may go out, but 
not the light. That is why, in 
lonely outposts, there are al- 
ways two or more keepers. 

n the day of the funeral, 
the lighthouse department sent 
a man to relieve Kate Walker. 
That afternoon she came back 


| 
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She Minded It 


Mrs. Walker forget that she was head keeper, 


and responsible for. the giant eye. It was 
frequently weeks between her trips to 
Staten Island. Even then, she stayed 
only an hour or so, hurrying home to 
switch on the light when the sunset 

un on Governor’s Island should Á 
baon out. From sunset to sun- / 
rise, the light must be kept burn- 

ing, steadily revolving in the 
brass frame around the flame f 
of the big oil lamps. And every į 
five hours the machinery must 
be wound up, and a set of 
lamps filled and trimmed ready 
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intervals of three seconds. 
Sometimes the siren would “act 
up.” Then the keeper would 
have to start another machine, 
which hammers on a seven- 
hundred-pound fog bell, to 
warn vessels away from the 
reef. When the men at the 
government depot on Staten 
Island hear that bell, they 
make a visit to the reef as 
soon as wind and weather will 
permit. 

In the early days, many 
fishermen frequented the waters 
near the reef. At high tide, 
the ugly jagged rocks in the 
vicinity are entirely covered, 
but in sudden cai numbers 


and took up her duties as 
guardian of the light. Many 
keepers invited to take charge 
of Robbins Reef came, looked 


about, shook their heads, and 
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(In the oval) Mrs. Kate Walker, fora generation keeper of the 
lighthouse at Robbins Reef, climbing the ‘‘front steps” of 
her ocean-locked home. Robbins Reef is one of the impor- 
tant stations on the Atlanticcoast. (Above) Mrs. Walker fill- 


of men have been hurled to the 
rocks. It was under circum- 
stances ike these that Mrs. 
Walker saved nearly fifty lives 
from time to time. 


departed. It was too lonely, 
they said. And so, in February, 
1890, President Harrison ap- 
pointed a woman—Jacob Walker’s widow 
—head keeper of one of the important 
stations around New York. 

Those first five years Mrs. Walker 
tended the light alone. All night she kept 
it burning, snatched a little sleep in the 
morning, and then got up to busy herself 
with the upbringing of her two children, 
Mary, and her many 
“ghthouse. Later, when 

‘teen, he was appointed 

nt. 

tin all these years did 


ing the giant lamps which have to be changed every five hours 


to take the place of the used ones. The 
light is like a mammoth jewel. Its four 
big lenses—each a foot in diameter—are 
set in frames of prisms which concen- 
trate the light coming through the lenses 
and shoot it twelve miles out to sea! 
Each lens with its surrounding prisms 
is cut from the same piece of flawless 
glass. The apparatus cost ten thousand 
dollars. 

On foggy nights, Mrs. Walker would 
go down into the cellar and start the 
engine, which sends out siren blasts at 


The lighthouse itself is a 
conical iron tower rising forty- 
six feet above the reef. It has 
five large round rooms, one on each floor, 
reached by a flight of stairs and heated by 
a stove pipe run from the range in the 
kitchen below. As you ascend, each room 
is smaller than the one you left. 

Although Kate Walker made her round 
tower in the harbor into an attractive 
home, with gay flowers blooming at every 
porthole, she had few callers. Folks just 
did not like her front steps. In all those 
years one of Mrs. Walker’s relatives, 
who lives in Brooklyn, visited her only 
once. Then she got in the middle of those 


steps and became paralyzed with fright. 
You see, the steps are simply an tron 
ladder rising straight out ce the water 
alongside the lighthouse! 

Although there were few visitors, Mrs. 
Walker saw to it that there were good 
times ashore for her boy and girl. You 
cannot help looking upon her with some- 
thing akin to reverence when you know 
that year after year she spent Christmas 
with only the light for company, sending 
her children off with the parting injunc- 
tion, “ Now, have a big time; you're young 
only once!’ 

It was on one of these Christmases that 
the most terrible storm in all her thirty- 
four years as keeper occurred. When the 
children rowed away in the morning, the 
sun shone brightly upon them. By noon, 
a storm had blown up, and at ten o’clock 
that night it howled about the lighthouse, 
the snow whirling so thickly that vessels 
could not see the light. Mrs. Walker 
hurried below and started the siren. 
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** Above the wind,” she said, “I heard 
something that chilled me. I had heard 
it only twice before in twenty-five years. 
My one link with the outside world was a 
rowboat hung on the outer wall by chains. 
If the chains broke, the boat would be 
swept away. It was the clanking of the 
boat chain that I had heard. 

“I opened the door of the porch, but 
the wind flung me back. I tried again and 
again, but it hurled me back and slammed 
the door. The third time, I fell, and 
crawled along the stone pier to the side 
where the boat was hung. Every moment 
I feared I would be swept into the sea 
by the waves. The wind nearly whirled 
me off the landing into the sea, and I 
had to fight for breath. The sleet froze 
on me. Finally I managed to tie the boat 
fast so that it could not move. 

“The rocks on the reef ground the ice 
floes and tossed them up as lightly as 
though they had been rubber balls,” said 
Mrs. Walker. “It made you think a whole 
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lot when you saw that. On the third day 
the sun came out, and the ice shifted.” 

After the manner of men, young Jake 
went ashore after a while, and found 
himself a wife and brought her to the 
reef. When the children came, they all 
lived in the lighthouse together. The 
little folks grew up listening to the wild 
song of the wind and the waves, and 
hearing from the lips of their grandmother 
stories about green trees and beautiful 
country life. 

When it came time for the children to 
go to school, their mother moved to shore 
with them, and the little head keeper was 
left alone again, save for the frequent 
visits of her son, who divided his time 
between his wife and children on shore 
and his mother on the reef. 

Next summer, Mrs. Walker plans to 
move to the real country and start a little 
chicken farm. There she will have plenty 
of green grass and trees and a flower 
garden. JEAN PIPER 


“Ten-Dollar Tom’ Has Built His Business on Friendship 


N MAIN STREET, in Jackson, 
Michigan, my husband and I 
own a little clothing store, 
with a big business. People 
call the store the friendliest 

place in town, and they call my husband 
**Ten-Dollar Tom Grant,” the friendliest 
man in town. 

The nickname originated several years 
ago when we specialized in suits of clothes 
at ten dollars each. Of course the 
days when we could sell a suit for 
ten dollars and make a profit have 

assed, but the name still sticks. 
hen Tom started in business he 
asked himself, “Where would I 
be without the other fellow?” His 
answer to this question was an 
emphatic “Nowhere!” Then and 
there, he made up his mind to do 
the right thing, and a little bit 
more, by every man' with whom 
he dealt. 

Here is the way it works out: 
A young chap who was considered 
trustworthy bought a suit and 
overcoat, paid a small sum down, 
and agreed to take care of the 
balance in weekly instalments. He 
made the initial payment, and 
that was the end. Not another 
cent could Tom get out of him. 
His excuses were many and varied. 
“I will be in next week,” was his 
favorite evasion. 

One day he sprang a new one. 
“Im out of a job,” he said. “Just 
as soon as I can get work, I will 
settle up with you. Honest, I 
will.” 

Tom took him by the arm. 

“Come into my office,” he 
said. 

There he wrote the following letter: 


The bearer is a personal friend of mine. He 
is a young man of good character and bears an 
excellent reputation. He is strictly honest and 
upright in all his dealings. Any favors that you 
can extend to him in the way of a position will 
be deemed a personal favor to me. 

Tom Grant. 


The young man got a job and, strange 
to say, that recommendation was the 


turning point of his life. He paid up his 
debts and began to save money. 

“Tom, I havea confession to make,” he 
said. ‘“Theday you got me my position was 
a red-letter day for me. When I read that 
recommendation, I said to myself, ‘If 
Tom Grant thinks I’m such a fine fellow, 
I’m going to show him that I am?” 

More than that, he gives Tom all the 
credit, and continually shows his grate- 
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Tom Grant, a merchant of Jackson, Michigan, is known 
as the friendliest man in his town. He and his wife run 
a little clothing store which has more trade than many 
stores twice its size, because the Grants always make a 
point of doing a little more than the customer expects 


fulness by bringing and sending in cus- 
tomers from the shop where he is employed. 

One day a lady bought a necktie for 
her husband. During the friendly talk 
that followed, she said that she came to 
town every Thursday to take an osteo- 
pathic treatment. She remarked that she 
would like to leave her bathrobe at Tom’s 
store, as it was a nuisance to have to bring 
it every time she came to town. Tom told 


her she was welcome to leave it in the 
store wardrobe, and for several weeks she 
came regularly to get it, returning it to its 
hook after her treatment. 

One day she came in, and this time she 
was not alone. Her husband, her two 
promn p sons, and a brother were with 

er. She said she had brought them all in 
to be fitted out. “I told ’em there was a 
clothing man in Jackson that was the 
friendliest person I’d ever met, 
and I want ’em to all buy their 
suits here,” she explained. 

The upshot of it was:that Tom 
sold them four suits and three 
overcoats, hats, caps, underwear, 
and overalls to the amount of 
about two hundred and eighty- 
five dollars. These men are now 
steady customers. And all be- 
cause Tom allowed the lady to 
park her bathrobe with him. 

Not long ago they were having a 
“sale” in Tom’s store. The store 
was full of customers when in came 
an old farmer. He was a giant, over 
six feet in his socks and propor- 
tionately wide. ‘Towering over 
everybody else in the store, he 
remarked in a voice that resounded 
through the place like a foghorn: 

“Another fake sale. Humbug! 
Just an excuse to get rid of a lot 
of old junk!” 

Tom stepped up to the old 
grizzly and shook hands with him. 

“Hello!” he said. ‘Beautiful 
day, isn’t it? We're mighty glad 
to see you.” 

The farmer was a little bewil- 
dered by this- reception. He had 
meant to start something with his 
opening remark, and he couldn’t 
understand Tom’s way of taking it. He 
mumbled something more, but all the 
while Tom kept up a steady stream of 
small talk, at the same time gently shov- 
ing the old man to the rear of the store. 
When he finally sat down, Tom handed 
him a cigar, saying: “ Make yourself com- 
fortable. I’ll wait on you myself, later.” 

The old man took the cigar, glared, and 
said nothing. 
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When Tom was at liberty, he handed 
the old man a necktie and a pair of sus- 
penders, and said: 

“This is a little souvenir of our sale. I 
know you are a good friend of mine, and 
I appreciate your friendship. I want you 
to have this token of my esteem.” 

The old man’s eyes fairly popped from 
his head and, after a moment, he began to 
look sheepish. To-day, he is one of Tom’s 
most loyal customers. 

A few years ago, one of Tom’s friends 
came in with a decided “gloom” on. He 
said that he and his young wife simply 
could not get along and that they had 
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just about decided to part. Her mother 
and sisters were continuall cking at 
her, and causing trouble in ike ousehold. 
This seemed strange to Tom, for he re- 
membered her as a very sweet, lovable 
irl. 
j Looking straight in the man’s eyes, Tom 
said: 
“Do you honestly love your wife and 
no one else?” 
“I certainly do,” he answered, “and I 
always thought she loved me, until now.” 
“Well,” Tom said, “you married this 
girl and not her relatives. Tell her people 
to stay away until you and your wife 


become better acquainted with each 
other, and six months from now you will 
have forgotten that such a word as 
divorce ever existed.” 

The young fellow took the advice, and 
to-day he and his wife are wonderfully 
happy, and the parents of a year-old baby 


Nany every day little incidents of this 
kind occur. Tom and I have never found 
that our business suffers because we take 
the time to be friendly. Instead, our 
experience has been that: friendliness is 
one of the best investments in the world! 

MRS. TOM GRANT 


He Found the City of Happiness in His State of Mind 


F YOU should drop into the town of 

Passaic, New Jersey, and ask for the 

most popular person in town, you 

probably would be directed to a little 

room on the third floor of St. Mary’s 
Hospital. There you would find a man 
who has been flat on his back for thirteen 
years. His name is Thomas J. Shinners, 
and he is Supreme Past Master of the 
Knights of Cheerfulness! 

Just how many people owe their new 
grip on life to Shinners’s courageous 
philosophy will never be known. For in 
addition to the hundreds he has talked to 
at the hospital, Tom has 
made a host of friends 
through the radio. In- 
deed, he is continually 
broadcasting optimism 
and cheerfulness to al- 
most every cornercf the 
United States. And this 
in the face of the fact 
that for all these years 
he has been hopélesehy 
crippled: with no pos- 
sible chance of ever be- 
coming sound and whole 
again. 

Thirteen years ago, 
Tom Shinners, in the 
flush of young manhood, 
was living with his wife 
and baby in Jersey City. 
He was working on a 
job at Passaic, coming 
the ten miles by train 
every morning. He was 
one of the huskiest fel- 
lows on the job, with a 
giant frame that seemed 
impervious to ills of all 
kinds. Then fate, in the 
form of a heavy fog and 
an engine that was not 
functioning properly, 
stepped in and changed 
the whole course of Tom’s life. The job 
was to be finished at noon one day. At 
ten o’clock came the accident that nearl 
cost Tom his life. A derrick boom, wit 
a ton weight in it, came down on him, 
breaking his back. He was rushed to the 
hospital, but there was little hope that 
he would live. Hospital statistics show 
that only one out of many hundreds of 
men in a like condition live even six 
weeks. 

The first few months were a nightmare 
of suffering, with almost no sleep or rest. 
Day by day Tom Shinners watched his 
splendid physical frame breaking down 


under the strain; he felt the softening 
and wasting away of his strong, firm 
muscles that had gloried in hard physical 
effort. 

Nearly all men under such an ordeal 
would have given up—crushed, hopeless, 
beaten. 

But Tom Shinners was made of differ- 
ent clay; he would not be beaten. After 
the first awful months, he made up his 
mind that he must find strength to adjust 
his life to conditions as they were. He be- 
gan to look about for ways and means 
to divert his attention from himself. 


For thirteen years, Tom Shinners, of Passaic, New Jersey, has lain flat on 
his back in a hospital bed. During this time, he has educated himself, 
made a host of friends, and broadcasted his philosophy of courage to thou- 
sands who through his example have been inspired to put up a better fight 


Possessed of a keen sense of humor, 
inherited from his Irish parents, he soon 
found that even in a hospital there are 
many happenings to make a man smile if 
he has the will. And if his smile was a 
bit weak in the beginning, it is all the 
more to his credit that he kept on trying. 
Pretty soon he found that he could even 
joke about his own condition, and then 
he felt that the hardest part of the battle 
was won. Before long, the people who 
went to offer Tom sympathy found that 
they themselves came away cheered and 
renewed. 

Many of his visitors brought Tom 


books. For the first time in his roving, 
adventurous young life, he began ser- 
ously to read. 

For years he read almost eighteen 
hours out of the twenty-four. This was 
during the time that sleep would not 
come. He cut down the hours somewhat 
after the first year or more, but he kept 

lugging away, with the result that he 

kas made himself a highly cultured man 
whose taste runs to the very best in 
literature. 

Tom is now ambitious to write a book, 
and if his letters to his many friends offer 
any indication of the 
quality of his writing, 
it is safe to predict that 
the book will be a very 
interesting and worth- 
while one. Every week 
he writes about thirty 
or forty letters to his 
ever-increasing circle of 
friends. All of this is 
done with the one good 
finger that he can use; 
but so neat is the writing 
that you would never 

uess that he hasn’t the 
ull use of his hand. 

A few years ago an- 
other new interest came 
into Shinners’s life when 
his friends presented him 
with a radio set. Tom 
says he cannot find words 
to express the happiness 
that the radio has 
brought him. The 
hodak that he is in 
touch with all parts of 
the country never loses 
its thrill for him. His 
great interest in radio 
soon became known, and 
special concerts were 
broadcast for him. Ar- 
tists of note sang special songs that he 
might listen in, and thousands of letters 
from all over the country poured into the 
little third-floor hospital room. There 
were also presents by the score, each one 
of them fresh evidence that grit and cour- 
age make a big hit with all humanity. 

Tom Shinners has proved to his own 
satisfaction that The City of Happiness is 
in the State of Mind. And this is the 
State in which Tom dwells—the State 
from which he broadcasts to all corners of 
the country his philosophy, his optimism, 
his cheerful outlook on life. 

KATHERINE EDELMAN 


Mrs. Madeline Snyder Runs a “Party Factory” 


N a large stone building in New York 
City there is a gay little office which 
is fairly Raunted by eager and some- 
times worried mothers. This is the 
home of the Party Factory. 

If Tommy’s cousins have come to 
visit, and there must be entertainment 
for them, if Molly is having some little 
friends in for a birthday supper, the 


Party, Factory is the solution. That is, 
the Party Factory and Mrs. Madeline 
Snyder, its founder. 


wo years ago, Mrs. 
Snyder conceived the 
unique idea of relieving 
mothers of the responsi- 
bility of their children’s 
parties. The project 
hie naturally out of 
er experiences in kin- 
dergartening, in pro- 
fessional story-telling, 
and in teaching chil- 
dren rhythmic dancing. 

“The kiddies are 
having a party. They 
always have .such -a 
good time when you 
direct their games. 
Can’t you come over 
and help us out?” was 
an invitation that came 
with increasing fre- 
quency from the 
mothers of her pupils. 

Eventually, Mrs. 
Snyder found that prac- 
tically all her free time 
was spent in “helping 
out.” 

She enjoyed lending 
a hand. Why not, she 
reasoned, make party- 
giving her profession? -> 

She lost no time putting her idea to a 
test. With a young friend as her assistant, 
she set about founding a children’s 
entertainment bureau. Ties assistant’s 
father, a physician who was also a chil- 
dren’s specialist, gave the enthusiastic 

oung women the use of a small office in 
his suite. He also helped by recommend- 
ing them to the parents of his patients. 
rs. Snyder notified her friends and 
her acquaintances among the parents of 
her former pupils of the new venture, and 
asked them to pass the word on. The 
office was made gay with bright-colored 
favors; a merry paper clown perched on 
the window sill; black paper elephants 
and camels climbed the window curtains. 
Thus the Party Factory was launched. 
So successful did it become that in a 
year’s time it had to be moved into larger 
quarters. 

The party lady’s services vary to meet 
the needs of her clients. She gives advice 
and suggestions to mothers who write to 
her, as well as to those who come in to see 
her. She shops for mothers, selecting 
favors, place cards, and costumes. She 
plans parties for others to supervise, or 
she goes in as entertainer for half an hour. 
She also supplies entertainers. For in- 
stance, one mother may want a Punch 
and Judy show for her youngster’s party. 
Another may specify trained dogs. Mrs. 
Snyder will produce either one or both. 
Her prices range from a minimum for 
advice and suggestions given by corre- 


BLANK & STOLLER, N. Y. 


spondence, to a maximum for those 
parties of which she takes entire charge. 

“Naturally,” she says, “I am happiest 
when the whole party is left up to me. 
Then I can always put my best foot 
forward.” 

In order to plan a party effectively and 
satisfactorily, Mrs. Snyder must know 
how much the mother wishes to spend, 
how many children she plans to entertain, 
and the approximate ages of the guests. 


Mrs. Madeline Snyder, of New York City, and some children she is 
entertaining at one of her parties. Mrs. Snyder operates a ‘‘party 
factory,” and fills orders sent her by mothers who want their young 
folks to have a good time. When grown people look on, she says, 
children are not likely to play with freedom and real enjoyment 


On one occasion sne was asked to give a 
party for a little boy of seven. ‘‘There 
will be fifteen children, around his own 
age,” the mother said. When the party 
lady arrived, she found thirty-two young 
guests, ranging in age from two to 
sixteen! Of course she rod to change her 
whole plan of entertainment, and pla 
just simple, old-fashioned games in whic 
everybody could join. 

Mrs. Snyder carries the spirit of play 
about with her. Yet she has both dignity 
and poise. One feels in her the balanced 
qualities of firmness and fun which are so 
necessary in managing children. 

Before a party begins, Mrs. Snyder 
familiarizes herself with each child’s 
name. Thus she is able to start things 
on a friendly footing. From the outset, 
she insists upon fair play. It is always 
understood that any child who oversteps 
the rules of a game must drop out. 
Usually, she opens a party with a guessing 
game, or with a contest which keeps the 
early comers busy and interested until all 
the guests have arrived. 

And then the real fun begins. The 
party blossoms into that particular kind 
of party which she has designed it to be. 
Sometimes it takes the form of a circus, 
with Barnum and Bailey posters, and 
hoops and clowns as a background 
against which to play circus games. A 
rainbow party with decorations and 
favors in all colors of the spectrum is 
another favorite. 


A party with plenty of whistles and 
horns and rattles cleverly concealed in 
bright paper and cardboard devices never 
fails to make a hit with boys. Then there 
is the “Ad” party, to which the children 
come dressed as advertisements. This is 
a great favorite with the youngsters, 
because every child loves to “dress up.” 
The mothers like it, too, because it is 
comparatively inexpensive. The costumes 
can generally be made from something in 
the house. Two of the 
most successful cos- 
tumes at a party of 
this kind were worn 
by a couple of children 
who came as tubes of a 
well-known cold cream. 
Flour sacks made the 
tubes, and silver paper 
furnished helmets for 
the tops. The name of 
the cold cream was 
painted on the flour 
sacks in black letters. 

Mrs. Snyder’s own 
favorite is a party 
which features Kerial 
Croquet, a game played 
with. bright-colored 
balls, and hoops sus- 
pended from the ceil- 
ings. “I probably like 
it best,” she admits, 
“because the idea, the 
development, and the 
method of playing it 
are my own.” 

Mrs. Snyder has re- 
freshed and varied 
many of the old-games. 
For example, instead of 
pinning a tail on the 
donkey, she has the 
children pin blue bows on the shoulders 
of a pretty blue girl. Her much-liked 
game of Railroad is a variation of “ Going 
to Jerusalem.” 

Mrs. Snyder prefers to entertain mixed 
parties of little girls and boys. All-boy 
parties are harder to manage, she says, 
Paciuse boys have to be kept moving all 
the time. She finds planning things for 
girls between ages of twelve and fourteen 
very interesting. A party that always 
proves popular with these girls is one in 
which the guests progress from table to 
table with a different stunt at each table. 

Sometimes a mother will invite her 
friends to come and “‘look on” at a party. 
“ Nothing snuffs out the spirit of fun and 
kills spontaneity so quickly,” said Mrs. 
Snyder. “‘Children grow stiff and self- 
conscious when they Fal that they are on 
exhibition. It is a wise mother who keeps 
grown-ups in the background when the 
youngsters are having a party.” 

Like everybody else, the party lady 
has her troubles. The woman who 
changes her mind at the last minute about 
favors or decorations is one of them. 
Another is the out-of-town client who 
states her wants vaguely, and sometimes 
inaccurately. 

The Christmas season is her busiest 
time. In January there’s a lull. Feb- 
ruary is a good month for parties, es- 
pecially around Washington’s and Lin- 
coln’s birthdays and St. Valentine’s day. 

NINA S. PURDY 
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This “Scrap Man” Saves His Railroad $100,000 a Year 


NE afternoon twelve years ago, 

a file clerk was assorting and 

marking correspondence in the 

general office of the Pennsyl- 

vania Railroad, at Philadel- 

phia. One by one, the letters were being 

indexed with swift precision. Suddenly, 

with pencil poised in the air, the file clerk 

stopped to read a letter; several minutes 

passed before he resumed work. In the 

meantime, he ‘placed the letter in a 
drawer of his desk. ; 

An hour before quitting time, the young 
man leaned back in his chair, closed his 
eyes, and buried himself in 
thought. Before him was the 
letter which he had removed 
from the pile of correspond- 
ence. The file clerk was 
dreaming a dream. 

In his mind, he saw a great 
railroad system with thou- 
sands of tons_of waste paper 
to be.disposed. of annually. 
He knew that. much of this 
paper. was being burned at 
random. Discarded news- 
papers found on trains and in 
stations, and. the contents of 
waste baskets in thousands 
of offices, were disposed of by 
haphazard methods. There 
was no. system, no directing 
head to concentrate and pre- 
pare this paper for sale to the 
highest bidder. Why: could 
not this mountain of paper be 
systematically collected, and 
sold? ; 

It was merely an idea; but 
the forethought and vision of 
john L. Hanna, the file clerk, 
nas turned into the treasury 
of the Pennsylvania Railroad 
about one hundred thousand 
dollars annually! 

When Hanna walked into 
the office of the master 
mechanic at Fort Wayne, 
Indiana, thirty-two years ago, 
and asked for a job, he was 
hired on the spot. But at the 
time the master mechanic 
said to him: 

“Your advancement will 
depend upon your initiative 
and ability. What we need 
on this railroad is men who 
will not accept things as they 
are but who have the vision 
to improve conditions.” 

The master mechanic was 
W. W. Atterbury, now vice 
president of the Pennsylvania Railroad 
System. Hanna never forgot those words 
of advice. During a series of promotions 
which carried him from Fort Wayne to the 
general offices in Philadelphia, Hanna 
showed that he did have vision. Indeed, as 
you will see later, many of his ideas for 
saving time, money, and duplication of 
effort were adopted. 

The letter which attracted Hanna’s 
attention referred to an order issued by 
the Interstate Commerce Commission 
instructing the railroads to file and 
destroy their records according to pre- 
scribed regulations. Some were to be 
kept for a certain number of years; others 

e to be retained permanently; and a 


few were to be destroyed immediately. 
This order meant the erection of storage 
warehouses to hold and safeguard the 
records. Prior to this time, each railroad 
had disposed of its records as it saw fit. 
Much of the paper had been burned. 

“T saw the whole thing in my mind,” 
said Hanna. “I visualized a mountain of 
waste paper and records awaiting either 
the lighted match, or. the bid of a salvage 
ge rst _ At first, as.F began to map out 
a scheme to collect this paper at central 
points, the size of the job staggered me.” 

“Go to it!” were the orders issued to 


Twelve years ago, when he was a file clerk in the general offices of 
the Pennsylvania Railroad, at Philadelphia, John L. Hanna worked 
out a system for collecting and profitably disposing of the waste 
paper on his road. The result was that Mr. Hanna lost his job 
as file clerk, because he was immediately ordered to put his sal- 
vaging idea into operation. Incidentally, a brand-new title—Gen- 
eral Material Supervisor of the Pennsylvania—was given to him 


Hanna by his superior officers, after he 
had explained his idea fully. “See that no 
more waste paper is burned. Direct the 
concentration of waste paper and records 
over the entire railroad, and get the best 
price you can for it.” : 

Hanna immediately got busy and estab- 
lished two record storage houses, one at 
Sunbury, Pennsylvania, and the other at 
Camden, New Jersey. Thousands of bur- 
lap bags were distributed among sta- 
tion agents and terminal employees; in 
these all waste paper was to be placed. 
Local points for the concentration of the 
paper were selected. After the paper was 
collected, it was to be forwarded te the 
baling plants, which Hanna directed at 


Philadelphia and Pitcairn, Pennsylvania, 
and Logansport, Indiana. 

Soon tons of paper began to arrive in 
carload lots. Hanna was jumping here 
and there over the railroad arranging to 
dispose of it. The record storage houses 
began to receive records for file; but as 
these were to be destroyed at designated 
periods, little revenue was derived from 
them at first. 

During the year, 500,000 pairs of 

binders were reclaimed from the collection 
of waste paper. From obsolete record 
forms, thousands of scratch pads were 
made for office use, and a 
great number of tobacco cans 
found in the rubbish brought 
a tidy sum. 

Within a few years, Hanna 
had organized the railroad 
into a vast waste paper col- 

“lecting agency. His organi- 
zation is now running 
smoothly, and he has taken 
over additional duties, super- 
vising the salvage of all scrap, 
such as iron, steel, copper, 
brass, and other metals, the 
sales of which approximate 
$12,000,000 per year, under 
direction of the stores man- 
ager. 

In 1894, Hanna copied 
letters in impression books. 
When the carbon copy was 
introduced for typewriter use, 
he was instrumental in in- 
ducing the management to 
authorize the use of carbon 
copies for all typewritten 
letters. 

This was the first work 
Hanna performed that at- 
tracted any attention. 

He also assisted in com- 
piling the “ Decimal System,” 
a self-indexing file, which is 
now the standard file of the 
railroad. This file is also used 
in railroad offices all over the 
world. 

In 1911, the government 
commission on ‘Economy 
and Efficiency” requested 
Hanna to assist them in com- 
piling similar classification 
files for some of the depart- 
ment offices at Washington. 
The result was that Hanna’s 
suggestions were adopted by 
the State, War, Navy, Com- 
merce, and Labor depart- 
ments. 

“Fifty per cent of all the waste paper 
collected and sold by the railroad is 
made up of discarded newspapers and 
magazines found on the trains and in 
stations,” said Hanna. “The other fifty 
per cent comes from the waste baskets 
and old records.” 

‘To-day, Hanna is known from one end 
of the Pennsylvania to the other as “The 
Scrap Man.” His official title is General 
Material Supervisor, and his job calls for 
both initiative and executive ability. He 
has moved up in the world simply because 
he had the vision to look beyond the end 
of his own nose, and the spunk to do some- 
thing about what he saw! 

ROBERT H. DENEHEY 
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It almost goes without saying 
that people eat soup because they 
like it. But don’t overlook the fact 
that you really want soup because 
you need soup. 

Soup quickens the appetite and 
strengthens the digestion. Eat soup 
every day if you wish to get the 
most enjoyment and the most 
benefit from all your food. 

See how a delicious plate of 
Campbell’s Tomato Soup gives a 
new sparkle to your dinner tonight! 

The pure tomato juices and rich 
tomato “meat” strained to a fine 
puree, blended with fresh country 
butter, seasoned with delicate 
nicety by Campbell’s chefs. 

What a wonderfully appetizing 
start-off for the meal! 


21 kinds 
12 cents a can 


t4 nje CAMPBELL SOUP 
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CAMDEN, N.J., U.S.A. 


a 
Here's a happy exhibition— 
Campbell's Kids in competition. 


Ribbon winners in nutrition— 
“Soup for you” is their ambition! 
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It’s a Wise Father Who Can Answer His Own Child 


time? And haven’t millions of people 
directed their lives in accord with those 
answers? Dodge as I will, I too have 
dealt with that question. And so have 
you. Even to vote it unanswerable is 
dealing with it. It’s quite an armful to 
hurl at a person, but it isn’t silly. On the 
contrary, it is so fundamental that it 
quite bowls us over. 

Think what it would mean to the human 
race to have an answer that every one of 
us would accept! That, I should say, 
would be quite a neat little achievement. 

Children’s minds instinctively attack 


just such tremendous subjects as this. I. 


venture to say that if the adult world 
could answer finally and definitely the 
intelligent and clearly stated and impor- 
tant questions asked this year by infants 
not over five years of age, virtually every- 
thing that we are going to teach them 
during the ensuing twenty years would 
shrink to pi my importance. Their ques- 
tions silly? They show up our ignorance; 
that’s the truth of the matter. 

Cathleen, our youngest, is now four 
years of age. ecently, she stopped 
suddenly in the midst of very active play 
and dashed up the stairs to ask, “What 
makes me run?” A gesture that accom- 
panied this question indicated its depth 
and scope—she patted her breast with her 
right hand—she was using “run” in the 
same sense that we speak of a clock 
“running. ” 

And so we knew that that little mite of 
humanity had just discovered anatomy. 
But note the fact that she didn’t ask how 
many bones there are in the human body; 
children don’t bother much with super- 
ficial matter. What she wanted was the 
most fundamental information of all: Why 
does the human machine run? If that is a 
silly question, then I’m ready to reserve a 
room in the nearest home for the feeble- 
minded, because I’d like to be able to 
answer that question. Fortunately for my 
parental dignity and prestige she didn't 
pin me down, but hastened on with two 
easier inquiries: Why do people have 
noses? And why do they have ears? I 
handled those fairly well and for the 
moment escaped the first, but she'll prob- 
ably come back to it some day. They 
usually do. 


(CHILDREN’S inquiries disclose a gen- 
eral trend of thought at remarkably 
early ages. For instance, Mary Elizabeth, 
our eldest, was keenly interested in God 
and angels and heaven, while Cathleen, 
the youngest, is more concerned about the 
reasons for activities that come under her 
own observation. She wants to know why 
the stars shine, and recently, after our dog 
had been killed, she asked, “What is 
dead?” Up to that time the word had no 
meaning to her. 

All the children I have ever talked with 
take immortality for granted, and quite 
generously confer it upon animals and 
toys, also. If you think that is silly, 
you've forgotten your ancient history and 
your Bible. 

The most certain inquiry of all is 


(Continued from page 19) 


“Where did I come from?” Mrs. Crowell 
and I have read much learned discussion 
of that question and how to answer it. 
But we never have made up our minds, 
so we just play with it. When Cathleen 
demanded an answer to this inquiry, her 
mother said, “When you were a little 
teeny, tiny baby, you were sitting on the 
edge of a pink cloud one day, and Daddy 
and I saw you. So we said, ‘There is a 
lovely baby. Let’s have that baby for 
ours.’” At this point Cathleen interrupted 
to ask, “Who put me up on that cloud? 
Did Daddy put me up on that cloud?” 

I think children have an instinctive 
knowledge that they never were very far 
from their parents, and that it doesn’t 
make a great deal of difference how the 
question is answered. We try to make the 
answer as entertaining as possible, always 
laying heavy emphasis on our delight in 
obtaining such a lovely baby. My guess 
is that they don’t believe any of the 
stories, anyway, but appreciate a good one. 


LEASANT and diverting fiction seems 

frequently a necessity of life. Among 
the things I no longer worry about is the 
fantastic danger of misleading a bright 
child to any great extent. When I was a 
child I was easily misled, but children 
are amazingly brighter-witted nowadays. 
Cathleen gave me a good and lasting 
lesson on that subject when she was only 
three years of age. The two of us were 
left alone in the house all day, and along 
toward noon Cathleen came into my study 
to ask me, rather anxiously, if I could 
cook. She was beginning to feel hungry. 

“Certainly I can cook,” I said. “I'm 
one of the best cooks in the world. You 
come along with me and PII show you the 
fanciest cooking you ever saw. Do you 
like soup?” 

While this boasting was more or less 
reassuring, Cathleen had never seen me 
cook and was not ennel convinced, so 
she answered very cannily that she did 
like soup. Whatever I thought I could 
cook she was prepared to like, the main 
thing being to get some food. Together we 
entered the kitchen. Mrs. Crowell had 
left a big pot of soup on the range, and it 
was now ready to serve. 

“‘Here’s the way I make soup,” I said. 
“Now, watch me carefully.” With this 
announcement, I gave my best imitation 
of a magician’s gestures, also his hokus- 
pokus incantations, directing both toward 
the pot of soup. Then I lifted the lid with 
a flourish and exhibited the savory results 
of all this tomfoolery. 

Cathleen’s eyes looked like saucers. She 
was thrilled, and charmed. Her lunch 
that day was three bowls of soup, more 
than she had ever eaten before in her life. 
Between spoonfuls she chattered like a 
magpie, evidently accepting my magic 
performance as entirely authentic. I was 
amused—and at the same time uncertain 
about whether I should have furnished 
that entertainment. What might be the 
effect, I meditated, of witnessing black art 
at the age of three? 

Well, the question was soon answered. 


That evening Cathleen filled a little china 
teapot, not much bigger than a thimble, 
with milk, and after imitating my gestures 
and incantation, exhibited the results. In 
other words, I had given her a good show, 
and she liked it. But I hadn’t fooled her 


for a second. 


N THE same way that we just played 

with the question, “Where did beome 
from?” we have also played with Santa 
Claus. He is real and exciting and gives 
vast pleasure—and at the same time he is 
fiction. Beginning a month before Christ- 
mas, we talk about him a great deal, but 
not too seriously, and always with obvious 
inconsistencies. If we are called upon to 
explain these we do it with still more 
inconsistencies. There is so much will for 
happiness in the normal child that appar- 
ently they can enter into the spirit of all 
this pleasant foolishness with tremendous 
zest, and still reserve their intelligent 
doubts. We experimented with “letting 
it go at that,” and it went very well. 

Children not only enjoy fiction but they 
produce it. Whenever I am called upon as 
audience, I listen with eager attention, 
and from time to time throw out a hint 
that may furnish the artist with a few 
more paragraphs. From three to five is the 
age for active production, and Cathleen 
is just now at her prolific best. Her 
imaginary playmates used to be Betty and 
Boy; later they were Alan and Kit Carson. 
Recently I haven’t heard much of Kit— 
a new one seems to have taken his place. 
He is a cowboy and his name is Basin. 
Along with Basin she has acquired an 
automobile and is having quite a bit of 
trouble with it. She has been arrested for 
speeding; for not having a license, and a 
ferryboat sank with her and the car. I 
expressed astonishment that she should 
have survived such a disaster, but she 
explained that “the men got out and 
straightened the boat up.” 

While Mary Elizabeth meditated reli- 
gious problems and Cathleen attacked the 
physical sciences, Madeline was concerned 
primarily with the business of being a 
woman. She listened with eager attention 
one evening to a dinner table discussion of 
the public schools and their methods, then 
remarked, ‘There are a lot of things that 
they don’t teach. They don’t tell you 
anything about how to get married. You 


. have to answer some questions when you 


get married. I’ve been going to school 
now nearly a year and I don't even know 
what those questions are.” 

Madeline finds history very entertain- 
ing, and has one infallible test for kings, 
statesmen, generals, and admirals. If 
they were good to their wives and children 
they were all right, otherwise N. G. If 
the queens were good to children, they 
were successful queens. What they did 
to their husbands—if anything—doesn’t 
seem to interest her at all. Itis customary 
to have them, but they are utterly lacking 
in romance. At the age of five she unblush- 
ingly issued a bulletin approving poly- 
andry. It seemed to her, she said, that 
most young married couples had trouble 
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EXCEPTIONAL RIDING LOMFORT 


The riding comfort of a motor car is not dependent 
upon its length, weight or cost, any more than the 
comfort of a home depends upon its size. 


If the seats are deep enough and the proper distance 
from the floor; if the seat backs are correctly pitched 
for relaxation; if the upholstery is sufficiently stuffed 
and there is plenty of leg room; above all, if the springs 
are rightly designed and of proper length, you will have 
exceptional riding comfort. Otherwise, you will not. 


Dodge Brothers, with characteristic thoroughness, 
studied and experimented with these details for years. 
Their findings were ultimately incorporated in the 
design of Dodge Brothers Motor Car—without ques- 
tion now a vehicle that ranks with the first in this 
vitally important feature. 


Donse BROTHERS, INC.DETROIT 


Donse BrotHers (CANADA) LIMITED 
TORONTO, ONTARIO 
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. about money, so she thought she’d marry 
five or six men at first in order to avoid 
difficulties. Later she would weed them 
out, retaining just one, and didn’t I think 
this was the best plan. 

have promised Madeline that none of 
her babies shall lack food, that I will lay 
aside a special fund for them, and this 
assurance greatly brightened her life. I 
considered her anxiety far from silly, 
because people often discussed the cost of 
living—and there was Madeline planning 
to purchase eight babies just as soon as 
she had obtained a quota of husbands 
adequate to support them. 


PEAKING of babies reminds me of 

Chester, Junior, and the stork. He 
came stamping in one day very indignant, 
and exhibited a picture of a stork carry- 
ing a baby. 

“That, ” he declared, “‘is very danger- 
ous. 

“What makes you think so?” I asked. 

“Why that bird might drop the baby. 
What a crazy way to deliver babies!” 

“Wait a minute,” I protested. ‘Do 
you know anything about how many 
methods of delivery were tried before the 
storks got the job?” a 

“No, sir.” 

“Do you know anything about the 
strength of a stork’s bill?” 

“No, sir.” . 

“Did you ever see any babies that the 
storks had dropped?” 

“No, sir.” i 

“ Did you ever hear of a stork dropping 
one?” 

“No, sir. Did you?” 

“No, son. I never have.” 

“Well, Daddy, it doesn’t look safe.” 

te the same, son, it’s safer than an 
airplane. They fall down sometimes, and 
I never heard of a bird falling. For all 
you know, storks may be the safest baby 
carriers in the world.” 

My intention was to deliver a lecture 
against jumping to conclusions in the 
absence of facts, but the visible result was 
sudden enthusiasm for books about birds 
and animals. Son forgot all about storks 
and babies in the joy of discovering a new 
world. Lions, tigers, and elephants romped 
into his life. He has now read about a 
wheelbarrow load of such volumes. 

Some of the most delightfully amusing 
questions arise from the children’s adven- 
tures among books. Encountering a great 
deal that is not within their own experience 
they quite naturally misunderstand part 
of it. However, the first and hardest and 
most unpleasant lesson they have to learn 
is that printing machinery is absolutely 
impartial, that it will reproduce one man’s 
opinion just as readily as another’s. To a 
child, it seems that a type-setting machine 
ought to be a truth detector. But many 
grown persons have the same idea. If it 
isn’t the truth, they ask, how did it get 
printed? 

Children are also prone to attribute to 
certain words meanings suggested by their 
sounds; the results are often hilariously 
funny.. But grown people do the same 
thing. For instance, Coleridge, the poet, 
wrote “‘the loud bassoon.” It isn’t loud, 
but its name suggests that it ought to be. 
Another great poet listed porphyry among 

' choicest of precious stones. It doesn’t 
ng there, but the word “porphyry” 


certainly has a most luxurious sound. 

Children often misunderstand the words 
of songs. The most delightful as well as 
typical example that has come to my 
attention was furnished by little David 
Reeves, son of Earle C. Reeves, the writer. 
The Reeves children and ours often play 
together. Little David looks like an angel 
and likes music. One day, after singing a 
familiar tune, he remarked that it was too 
bad the words of the song had no sense to 
them. This naturally led to inquiry. His 
version of the song follows: 


Way down upon the S’wanee River, 

Far, far away, 

There’s where my heart is turning yellow; 
There’s where the old fox stays. 


Another of David’s classics is: 


Jesus loves me, this I know 
Because the barber told me so. 


One of the most amazing things about 
babies is their ability to understand each 
other’s baby talk long before it is intelli- 
gible to their parents. They can dispute 
over territorial rights in a sand pile and 
finally reach an agreement by compromise 
when less than two years of age. They can 
trade toys, and discuss what is fair or 
unfair, in the game they are playing. They 
can agree to within a few seconds on the 
amount of time that should be granted by 
one to the other in connection with the 
loan of a toy or the performance of some 
operation incident to their play. The 
older children who can speak clearly also 
understand the baby talk of the younger 
ones, and can communicate with them. 

I recall an amusing instance of this: The 
baby of the family was then about eight- 
een months of age. Each morning this 
youngster would manage—how, we didn’t 

now—to pet on my bed. For a time, the 
little rascal would sit on a pillow patiently 
watching me while I slept. It seemed an 
almost incredible gesture of devotion, and 
inoredible it turned out to be. At that 
time it was my custom to have a noisy, 
rowdy romp with the elder children in m 
bedroom every morning just as soon as 
awoke. However, if they were not on hand 
at the moment, I did not wait or summon 
them. This fact, it seems, had been the 
subject of a nursery conference. The 
whole situation had been explained to the 
eighteen-months-old baby, and the young- 
ster had been entrusted with the duty of 
watching me and summoning the clan just 
as soon as I opened an eye. That task was 
performed conscientiously, I can testify 
without qualification. I am sorry I didn’t 


ask what wage was paid the watchman. 


You may be sure there was one—not 
money, of course, but something of value. 


HILDREN have to do a great deal of 
exploring to find out why things are 
vas they are. 
-Every one of the children has asked me 
what makes the stickers grow on a man’s 
chin. I don’t believe I have ever met a 
child who wouldn’t willingly pay admis- 
sion to be present when his father shaves. 
The fact that my hair is curly also 
inspires inquiry, not to say uneasiness, 
because they observe that it isn’t the rule. 
Ted asked one morning: “What makes 
your hair so crooked?” 
“T don’t know,” I replied. He came 
nearer and grew confidential. 
“TI tell you what you could do,” he 
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said. “I put water on mine. That'll 
straighten it out.” 

The fact that I like to hear children talk, 
and especially enjoy their questions, has 
won for me, among our flock, an appall- 
ing reputation for vast information, but 
one day I took savage and vengeful delight 
in it. Children soon learn from experience 
that the vast majority of people are an- 
noyed by their questions, and Mary Eliza- 
beth, whose social sense is very keen, asserts 
her seniority when the children are away 
from home by seeing that they ask none. 

One day when they were visiting, 
Chester, Junior, suddenly realized with 
alarm that he had lost track of the month 
of September and along with it his birth- 
day. He could name the months of the 

ear up to August, and then he got stuck. 

n a panic he appealed to all present to 
know what month comes after August. 
Mary Elizabeth dashed to the rescue, not 
of Chester but of etiquette, and addressed 
him as follows: 

“Don’t embarrass people by asking 
questions. Wait until we get home. Daddy 
will know.” 


| be THE course of this rambling nursery 
gossip I have mentioned all of our young- 
sters except Teddy, who is next to Cath- 
leen in age. Scarcely a day passes without 
my seeing him lost in thought, evidentl 

trying to puzzle something out for kimali, 
He is one of the most thoughtful young- 
sters I have ever observed, but thus far 
he has asked very few questions. Boys 
seem to open fire much later than giris. 

He entered school last year, and at the 
end of the month the teacher reported 
that he had done precisely nothing. Mrs. 
Crowell and I were so sure that this report 
would come that we both laughed heartily 
on receiving it. We knew that Teddy 
would hold to a course of strict neutrality 
until he made up his own mind about 
what was going on there. After a month— 
he always takes plenty of time—he 
decided that his teacher was a good fellow 
and knew her business. Since then, he has 
been enthusiastic and excited about school 
work. He is about due now to discuss the 
universe, and I am eager to find out just 
what phases of it have attracted his 
attention during these first, busy, explor- 
ing seven years of his life. 

A friend of mine, a physician who 
specializes on children and has practiced 
for twenty-five years, said to me recently 
that his observations lead him to believe 
that very young children are much brighter 
nowadays than they were a quarter of a 
century ago. And | believe they are. It 
also seems to me that they are happier, 
and have a more wholesome outlook on 
life than they had twenty-five or thirty 
years ago, when I was a kid. And why 
shouldn’t this be true? Was there ever, in 
all the history of the world, a quarter- 
century during which more thought was 
given to the welfare and happiness of 
children? They can pick up by accident 
now more information in their first five 
years than Abraham Lincoln had within 
reach during his first eighteen. 

But what I started out to say is that 
you can have a whale of a good time 


‘ associating with these busy, cheerful, 


little truth-seekers—that is, if you will 
think twice before voting any of their 
questions silly. 


The American Magazine 


We Want Men 


with tough, wiry beards to challenge this 


Let us send you free a 10-day tube of this unique shaving 
cream which softens the toughest beard in 1 minute! 


Me claim that Palmolive Shaving 
Cream will soften the toughest 
beard in one minute. 

No finger rubbing—hot water or 
cold, hard water or soft. 

That’sa broadstatement, we'll agree. 

You may doubt it. But, if true, you 
want that kind of shaving. 

Let us give you a 1o-day tube free. 
Find out for yourself. We believe 
we'll win you, no matter how firmly 
you are wedded toa rival preparation. 


NEW Principles 


Palmolive Shaving Cream is a new- 
comer in its field . . . yet, today a 
leader. 

Millions of men have quit old ways 
and adopted this new shaving joy. 

Probably 80% of its users were 
boosters for other makes of cream. 

All were won over by the test we 


now offer you. “Don’t buy—yet,”” we 
urge you. Put the proof burden on us. 

60 years of soap study stand behind 
this creation . . . made by the makers 
of Palmolive Soap. 

130 formulas were discarded before 
we found the right one. 

1000 men told us their supreme de- 
sires ina shaving cream. Only by great 
effort did we meet them. 

New principles were required. New 
laboratory methods and experiments. 

Palmolive Shaving Cream thus is dif- 
ferent from any other you have known. 


5 New Delights 


These you'll find—these new shaving 
joys, these comforts unknown before. 


1 Multiplies itself in lather 250 times. 

2 Softens the beard in one minute. 

3 Maintains its creamy fullness for 10 
minutes on the face. 

4 Strong bubbles hold the hairs erect 
for cutting. 

5 Fine after-effects, due to palm and 
olive oil content. 


10 Shaves Free 


Now in fairness to us, and in justice 
to yourself, clip the coupon before 
you forget. Find out whether the 
whole world is wise in changing to a 
new way in beard softening. 


10 SHAVES FREE 


and a can of Palmolive After Shaving Talc 


Simply insert your name and address and 
mail to Dept. B-1071, The Palmolive Company 
(Del. Corp.), 3702 Iron Street, Chicago, III. 

Residents of Wisconsin should address the Palmolive 
Company (Wis. Corp.) s, Milwaukee, Wis. 
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of a hundred uses / 


150 towels in a dust-proof 
carton, 40c. In Rocky Moun- 
tain Zone and Canada, 50c. 
(Postage paid by us.) 


24.6cents percarton when 
bought by the case (25 car- 
tons—3750 towels). Pr 
per case $6.15 F.O. B. T ac- 
tory. Weight 60 lbs. Even 
lower prices on orders of 5, 
10 and 25 cases. 

Ask your dealer, or send 
f us your order, 
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, 


Millions of Thirsty Fibres in every 
ScotTissue Towel distinguish it from 
every other similar product and impart 
to it that quick-drying, clean, soft quality 
you find so desirable in a towel. 


For your health’s sake, as well as for 
comfort and convenience, use ScotTissue 
Towels. They’re easy to buy and eco- 

Cy nomical to use. 


on Bathroom Automobile Office Factory 
See See eee ee ee ee 


~ 


The Squarehead 


(Continued from page 13) 


from a most impertinent question. Eunice 
was in a wheel chair, too; she never left 
it, poor kid. She was all crippled—a hope- 
less case. But she was bright as they 
make ’em, and her eyes were sparkling 
with eagerness. It seemed that Magnus- 
son had promised her the rest of a story 
about Thor and his hammer, and she had 
hardly been able to eat lunch waiting for 
it. 

Magnusson told her the story, and his 
gruff voice smoothed in a way I hadn’t 
believed possible. When Chee San took 
her back, to sleep, Magnusson leaned 
over and kissed her—something he’d 
never done to any of the others. 

He must have seen the quizzical look 
in my eyes, for he grew red, if it be 
possible for mahogany to turn red. 

“Well, you do it yourself,” he said 
gruffy. “I guess it’s something about 
their hard luck that makes us feel different 
toward ’em, hey? Feel like we ought to 
try to help make up for i it, But, say, how 
much longer’s this foot o° mine going to 
keep me here?” 

“You'll have to be patient for a couple 
of days yet,” said I, smiling at his evident 
attempt to change the subject. 


[i WAS during those two days that the 
earthquake came—the big earthquake. 

It came like a ruthless hand, toppling 
a city’s edifices as a child might topple 
a structure of dominoes. Only, under 
these ruins and through them, stalked 
death, unchallenged, and conflagration 
and horror unnamed. 

We at the hospital were luckier than 
most of the city, by far. Part of the 
buildings collapsed, and there were 
injuries and broken bones and even 
deaths; but nothing to compare to what 
had happened elsewhere. 

It was not merely the dressing of 
injuries that kept us busy there the next 
few days. There was medicine—food— 
water—shelter—everything to be pro- 
vided for. Famine threatened in the 
ruins. And, worse still from a medical 
standpoint, there were broken and 
clogged water pipes, gas mains, drains, 
sewers—larve of pestilences waiting to 
be let loose. 

With the superintendent’s instructions, 
I sought out Hi consulate—or what was 
now acting as a consulate. It was a mad- 
house of tourists, merchants, and residents; 
men, women, and children; white, black, 
and brown; bewildered and hysterical. 
In the frantic whirlpool, the vice consul 
saw me, and dragged me aside. 

“Its like this, all the time’? he 
groaned: “‘How’s everything at the hospi- 
tal? 

I told him; told him how we’d operated 
and bandaged and fed; how even the 
convalescent patients, like Magnusson, 
had turned to and helped, and when there 
was no more they could do at the hospital 
had hobbled forth to help elsewhere. 
Then I told him about the other, the 
danger we feared might still be coming. 

The vice consul groaned. “What can 
we do, though?” he demanded helplessly. 
“We haven’t anywhere we can put ’em. 


The Newest Plant in the Industry for one of the Oldest Makers 


To further this mighty idea— 
**Always.making them finer’ — 
we have recently occupied this 
mammoth new plant —judged by 
foremost engineers the most effi- 
cient automobile plant ever built. 

Here, time — space — material 
—human energy—are conserved 
as never before. In fact, as not 
possible elsewhere — for this is 
the industry’s newest plant. 

Think what it means to you 
that the car you drive comes from 
such a plant—the result of 17 
years’ experience. 


SPEED WITH PRECISION 


Hundreds of special machines do 
the work of thousands of hands 
—more swiftly—more accurate- 
ly—and at less cost. 

Three miles of conveyors carry 
the parts of your car from ma- 
chine to machine and from man 
to man. And each operation is 
performed by a specialist—a man 
trained through years to do his 
particular job. And do it better 
every day. 

So whether the improvement 
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in your Paige or Jewett is visible 
or not—it is there, built into 
every car we sell. For the hand 
and brain of every man who 
works here is trained to ‘‘Always 
making them finer.” 


EVERY FIFTH MAN AN INSPECTOR 


You will search the industry in 
vain to find more inspection— 
closer inspection than we enforce. 
1 out of every 514 men in this 
great plant is an inspector. 29 
men inspect every motor we 
build. Each motor block goes 
through 167 inspection operations 
before receiving the piston and 
connecting rod assemblies. 


Vital parts are rejected if they 
vary five ten-thousandths of an inch 
from standard. : 


OUR EXECUTIVES OUR TESTERS 


Paige -Jewett inspection never 
ends. Research engineers select 
finished cars at random — tear 
them down—re-inspect inspec- 
tions—test metals. Fifteen Paige- 
Jewett executivesconstantly drive 
new cars—picked from the as- 
sembly line at random. They 
represent the average owner. 
They report the slightest devia- 
tion from our high standards. 
So the work of perfecting Paige 
and Jewett cars goes on and on. 


Does such care get results for 
you? Look at this: Our sales of 
repair parts per car in operation 
were $12.42 in 1922—$10. 39 in 
1923—$8.15 in 1924—and av- 
erage this year $6.02. 


When you put your money 
into a Paige or Jewett car you 
can be sure its delightful per- 
formance is coupled with long 
life and economy. (601-A) 
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Keeping your house clean 
“behind the ears” 
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Corners and reci hard-to-reach ledge 


sses that “don’t show\; 
- under beds and low- built furnitur : 
radiators; the interior of pianos; upholstered furnit 
on shelves—all these, and heir like may be easily reached ani 
leaned with The Noover and its newly igned dusti 
ats ding place for dirt is in you 
napis the dirt which needs beating 
dislodge. (You can prove thisë .. \) The Hoover wiil keep t 
Quickly\dustlessly, it will perform 
including your “dusting.” The leisure hou 
you've always wanted will I ANd you'll know that your home 
is clean! Choose now, between dirt and a Hoover. You can’t have 
both! And remember! All you need pay, tg secure a Hoover, is\$6.25 
down. Let your Authorized Hoover Dealer make delivery today. 


Jhe HOOVER 


It BEATS... as it Sweeps as it Cleans 


*TO PROVE RUGS NEED BEATING: Turn over a corner of 
a rug; with the handle of an ordinary table-knife, or something 
of equal weight, give the under or warp side 15 to 25 sharp taps and 
watch the dirt dance out from the nap depths onto a piece of paper. 
Feel the destructive character of this grit. This is the dirt your pres- 
ent cleaning methods have missed, and that bearing has dislodged. 
Correct use of The Hoover causes this embedded dirt to be vibrated 
to the surface by the rapid, gentle beating of the Hoover brush, 
as powerful suction lifts the rug from the floor and draws all the 
beaten-out, swept-up dirt into the dust-tight bag 
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THE HOOVER COMPANY, NORTH CANTON, OHIO 
The oldest and largest maker of electric cleaners 
The Hoover is also made in Canada, at Hamilton, Ontario | 


We haven’t anywhere we can send ’em, 
to get ’em away from it!” 
shook my head. I didn’t know, either. 
And then, all at once, the vice consul cried 
out something, and rushed back through 
the crowd. I saw him grab a huge figure, 
saw him haul it back through the crowd, 
plying it with questions, while Magnusson 
rinned. As they came near, I heard 
agnusson answer. 

“Sure,” he said. “Sure, she’s all right. 
Never even a clinker shook out of her!” 

Then the vice consul turned on me. 
“Don’t you see?” he cried. “Why can’t 
we put some of them—some of the women 
and children—aboard Magnusson’s ship? 
They’ll be out of the way there, and safe 
from danger and contagion!” 

I glanced at Magnusson. “It’s a good 
idea—if the captain thinks so too,” I 
agreed. 

Magnusson grinned broader than ‘ever. 
“Sure, the ‘Columbia’s’ only a leetle 
freighter. But she’ll take all she can hold. 
Yes, and feed ’em, too.” 


WE WERE going into details when the 
consul himself came in. “ Thank God, 
we're in touch with the outside at last!” 
he said fervently. “The navy is rushing 
relief ships with medicines and supplies 
up from the Islands, right now! They’re 
offering us the hospitals down there too. 
And they're arranging for radio relays 
as soon as the Government here will let 
the messages go through.” 

Inspiration was certainly hounding the 
vice consul that day. “Then—then why 
can’t we do it?” he flashed. “Weve 
got Magnusson’s ship; and the Empress 

oats will never be ile to handle all the 
refugees. We could load Magnusson’s 
boat with the worst nervous cases, the 
children, and maybe some slightly injured, 
and get ’em all down there out of the way 
of any epidemic that may break out here!” 

The consul listened; then he turned to 
Magnusson. Magnusson was scratching 
his head as if in hesitation. The vice 
consul mistook that hesitation. ‘‘Oh, 
the Government will pay you—charter it 
from you—though you may be a little 
slow collecting.” 

The Norseman dropped his hand; his 
eyes flashed. “Say,” he said fiercely, 
‘you don’t think I think of that, do you? 
I just think how she’s only a leetle 
freighter, after all—not built for pas- 
sengers, or anything. But I turn the 
carpenter to right away, you bet, fixing 
up partitions and things!” 

“Hold on!” I interrupted. “You can’t 
send people away without a doctor along. 
And there are no doctors to spare!” 

The consul, however, hesitated only a 
second. ‘‘That’s all right,” he said. 
“You go yourself—I’ll arrange it with the 
superintendent at the hospital. The first 
navy destroyer will be here in a day or 
two, anyway, and it’ll bring plenty of 
doctors and apprentices.” He stopped 
and turned irritatedly. ‘‘ Hello—what's 
the trouble out there?” 

From the outer room, where the crowd 
was, had come a sudden noise, a loud. 
insistent dispute. Then, before the consul 
could reach the door, the crowd burst 
apart and someone came bustling through. 

he man was so dusty and disheveled and 
excited that at first I didn’t recognize 
Lunnberg. 

“Consul!” he yelped, “I want you to 
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tive. WonpeERBOXx has become a household word because 
it delights both the sweets-loving child and the careful parent. In 
a colorful, picture package are clear barley sugar sticks and shapes, 
sweet chocolate moulded into animals, birds and butterflies. 


Wonderbox ~ for Children 


An ideal gift for each little guest to carry home from the chil- 
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shaves without it 


NOW py 
lo with it 


How many times have you 
shaved? About 5000, ifyou’re 
35 years old. Wouldn’t you 
like to make your next 5000 
shaves more pleasant? 


E’VE matched our famous Shaving —it protects the face from cold and wind 
Cream with a new preparation, Aqua — it prevents face-shine 
Velva, for use after shaving. —it delights with its man-style fragrance 


Aqua Velva is a clear, sparkling liquid 
—not gummy or sticky. Nothing to wipe 
off; no hot towels needed. Try it after 
your next 10 shaves. We’ll send you a 
150-drop test bottle free. Mail the coupon 
or a postcard, 


Aqua Velva conserves the skin’s natural 
moisture. The freshly-shaven skin needs its 
natural moisture retained. Preparations 
which dry the skin have precisely the 
wrong effect. 


Aqua Velva keeps your face velvety soft 
all day, just as it is after your shave with 
Williams Shaving Cream: 


The large 5-ounce bottle of Aqua Velva 
costs 50c (60c in Canada). By mail, post- 
paid, on receipt of price if your dealer is out 
—it tingles delightfully when applied of it. Costs almost nothing a day—only a 
—it gives first aid to little cuts few drops needed. 


Williams 
Aqua Velva 


FOR USE AFTER SHAVING 


SEND THIS for free 150-drop test bottle EW 


The J. B. Williams Company 
Dept. 110, Glastonbury, Conn. 


(If you live in Canada, address The J. B. Williams Co., Ltd., St. 
Patrick Street, Montreal) 


L want to try Aqua Velva. Please send me a 150-drop test bottle, 


By the makers 
of Williams 
Shaving Cream 


Address. ...s..soeeosesoosoososesosesssosacssesosoeseree oseca 
Amer.10-25 


tell these little yellow shrimps! My 
clothes are lost—my money is lost! And 
they won’t let me send a cable or radio 
or anything to America!” 

“Won't Tee you send a private message, 
eh?” inquired the consul. His brows 
slowly knitted to a frown of utter, inex- 
pressible scorn. “Say, you—!” he 
exclaimed. “Don’t you know they’ve got 
a hundred thousand dead in two cities 
alone? And God knows how many more 
before it’s finished!” 

“But I got to get a message through!” 
shrieked the disheveled shipping magnate. 
“T got business—big bushes Í tell you! 
I got a deal on that—” 

ut the consul had already turned his 
back. “Oh, go away!” he snorted 
contemptuously. ‘‘Now, Magnusson, if 
you can take a shipload, it will help a 
tremendous lot. I’m' working with the 
Canadian Empress people; but they can 
vers care only of a certain number, 
and— ‘ 
_At the word “Empress,” the dusty 
little Lunnberg had jumped into the 
conversation again. He fairly grabbed 
hold of the vice consul’s arm. “‘ Listen— 
then you can get me a passage on the 
Empress boat!” he cried. “I went there, 
but they wouldn’t sell me even standing 
room! And I can maybe get word through 
their radio! You ellen 

He never got the chance to finish his 
sentence. The vice consul whirled him 
toward the door with both hands. “You 
little swine!” he snarled. “You're able- 
bodied—if you were a man you'd be out 
there pulling people out of the wreckage! 
Get out of here!” 


HAT with the “Columbia’s” hurried 

departure, the crying children and 
frightened women, the sailors nailing to- 
gether partitions, tables and chairs, it was 
small wonder that everything was con- 
fusion. It was only by reason of Captain 
Magnusson’s abilities that things were as 
comfortable and orderly as they were. 

Despite all the confusion, though, 
when the second day out I saw a furtive 
figure ducking hurriedly under a tar- 
paulin as I came by, I felt immediately 
something was wrong. I jerked the 
tarpaulin aside, to discover the thing I 
had already suspected. His face was 
unwashed, his brownish-red beard shaggy 
and disreputable. Only his smug assur- 
ance remained as I dragged him out, 
voluble with explanation. 

“The consul—he has too many now, 
bothering him for a place to eat—to sleep. 
I didn’t want to bother him—I just came 
myself, and—” 

“ Huh—so that’s it?” I said sarcastically. 
I took him to the captain on the bridge. 

The Norseman’s eyes, when I told him, 
were like two gray glass beads turned on 
the man. “You dirty stowaway!” he 
growled. “What you got to say for 
yourself, hey?” 

“Stowaway?” The fellow’s unctuous- 
ness was supreme; he was actually grin- 
ning. “Then I’m the luckiest stowaway 


| for you you ever carried, I bet you, 


Captain! I bet you you never carried a 
stowaway before piling to pay a thou- 
sand dollars for his passage, huh?” 

For all his response, Magnusson might 
not even have heard; he was looking the 
dirty little creature over from head to 
foot, in a slow, puzzled manner. 
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Chrysler Six 
The Phaeton . œ $1395 
The Coach .- > 1445 
The Roadster + =- 1625 
The Sedan - - 1695 
The Royal Coupe - 1795 
The Brougham - - 1865 
The Imperial - - 1995 
The Crown-Imperial- 2095 


F. O. B. Detroit, subject to 
current Federal excise tax 


Chrysler Four 


The Touring Car + $895 
The Club Coupe ° 995 
The Coach e . . 1045 
The Sedan +- + «+ 1095 


F. O. B. Detroit, subject to 
current Federal excise tax 


Bodies by Fisher on all Chrysler 
enclosed models. All models 
equipped with balloon tires. 


There are Chrysler dealers and 
superior Chrysler serviceevery- 
where. All dealers are in posi- 
tion to extend the convenience 
of time-payments. Ask about 
Chrysler’s attractive plan. 


Measure the world of difference 
between Chrysler Six quality and 
ordinary standards, by the 
astonishment which featured the 
announcement of the new and 
greater Chrysler Six. 


Automobile men knew the Chry- 
sler’s already wide margin of 
superiority in performance, mate- 
rials and craftsmanship. Naturally, 
any attempt at increasing that mar- 
gin was unlooked for because it 
seemed entirely uncalled for. 


Overwhelming public approval— 
sales success surpassing anything 
in the industry—the complete and 
deep-seated satisfaction of 61,000 
owners —such has been the sen- 
sational success of the Chrysler Six. 


But this success merely served to 
inspire Chrysler and his men. 


The fact is, that from the day the 
first Chrysler Six appeared nearly 
two years ago, Walter P. Chrysler 
and his staff have been diligently 
and unremittingly laboring to im- 
prove upon its quality, its beauty 
and its unprecedented results. 


This new Chrysler Six strides for- 


New Chrysler Six 


Emphasizes 
Chrysler’s 


Quality 
i Standards 


PALERE 


ward just as Chrysler Six results of 
two years ago set new standards for 
all car quality and performance. 


Many new developments make the 
Chrysler Six still more remarkable 
for prodigal power, for acceleration, 
for smoothness, for economy, for 
durability, for beauty, for delightful 
ease of driving. In all of these fea- 
tures it is so notably improved, that 
Chrysler again rises above compar- 
ison with any competition. 

The new Chrysler Six has approx- 
imately 10 per cent more power 
torque. It accelerates from 5 to 25 
miles in seven seconds. It gives 70 
miles an hour and over with still 
greater ease and smoothness. It 
operates with velvety smoothness 
under all conditions, without the 
slightest trace of vibration. Despite 
increased power, it delivers 20 and 
more miles to the gallon. 

You get this notably increased qual- 
ity at materially lower new prices. 
In the latest body colors it is more 
attractive than ever. 

Your Chrysler dealer is ready and 
eager to have you drive and test 
the Chrysler Six as you please. 


CHRYSLER SALES CORPORATION, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 
CHRYSLER CORPORATION OF CANADA, LIMITED, WINDSOR, ONT. 


CHRYSLER 


SIX 
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Hot whole wheat! 
Add golden years! 


The fragrance of hot whole wheat! Delicious golden Wheatena! 
An irresistible temptation to your appetite. Children just ‘‘eat it up”’ 
and ask for more. Give them all they want. It’s so good for them 
and so easily digested. Just the plump golden kernels of choicest 
winter wheat are selected for Wheatena—roasted and toasted, delicious 
golden heart, bran and all, to give that distinctive flavor and perfect 
nourishment. 


The Wheatena Company, Wheatenaville, Rahway, N. J. 


Nature’s perfect food—on your table in 3 minutes 
at less than 2c a pound 


heatena 


“You ain’t hurt, or nothing. Why 
didn’t you stay back there and help, hey? 
Back chere where they need men so bad I 
leave my mate and half my crew, hey?” 

Still that disreputable stowaway did 
not lose his self-confidence. ‘‘Huh, I 
don’t gin you understand yet,” he 
grinned. “I got money—real money, 
see? And when I want something I’m 
willing to pay for it. Get that in your 
mind! And then listen to this: I got a 
big deal on, and I got to get in touch with 
New York! Pll pay you ten thousand 
dollars—I’ll charter your ship—to_ take 
me straight to Shanghai, where I can 
telegraph and cable!” 

Ma nusson only stared. “Take you to 
Shanghai—instead of these women and 
children to Manila?” 

“Yes!” Yet something in that massive 
face must have warned the other; he 
hurried on. “Or, if you can’t do that, 
let me send a wireless! I give you a 
thousand dollars! Two thousand dollars!” 

“Take the ‘Columbia’ to Shanghai 
instead of Manila, hey? Jam the air with 
radio, when maybe they’re needing it 
back there for help, hey?” 

Then all at once Magnusson’s wrath 
exploded. “Pig! Swine! Bilge-rat!” 
These were just a few of the expressions; 
the others in Norwegian sounded in- 
finitely worse. ‘‘You—you damn stow- 
away! You don’t got money enough 
in all the world to buy passage on this 
boat—see? Thousand dollars, ey? Ten 
thousand dollars, hey? I show you how 
much your money can buy!” 


HE WHIRLED suddenly on me. 
“Stowaways always got to work 
their passage; that is law! So I give him 
to you. You make him sweep, scrub, clean 
up! Everything—anything! Only you 
keep him out of my sight, or I throw him 
overboard maybe yet—hey?” 

And, glaring and growling, his mighty 
hands working, he clumped across the 
bridge so fiercely that Lunnberg, terrified, 
had not a word to murmur all the way 
below, nor even there. 

As a chambermaid, however, Lunnberg 
was utterly worthless. Things were dirtier 
when he had finished cleaning up than 
when he had begun. The only thing he 
was good for was to sit in the little pantry 
space I had turned into a dispensary, and 
keep watch on the medicines there. 

I think he must have tried to bribe the 
radio operator, however. For the second 
evening I saw him flying away from the 
vicinity of the wireless-room, while the 
lanky radio man stood in the doorway 
and shook his fist after him. Also, there- 
after the radio man made a_ habit of 
drifting in and too casually retailing news 
that had come sifting in over his aerials. 

“Empress liner’s sure got a crowd on 
her,” he remarked one day, for instance. 
“Won't be long before they’ll be tuning 
in Seattle.” He grinned at Lunnberg, at 
the same time winking one eye flagrantly 
at me. “Too bad you didn’t take passage 
on her, guy, ’stead o’ the ‘Columbia’.” 
Then he turned to me. “Better get them 
loose bottles wrapped up in cotton a bit, 
Doc,” he advised. “‘Manila’s whispering 
something about rough weather headin 
this way.” : 

By noon of the next day, however, it 
didn’t take advice from anyone to set us 
all to securing everything that was loose 
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More Than A Machine 


is what you get when buying a Burroughs. The 
Burroughs man brings expert knowledge of modern 
methods. He analyzes your business needs and helps 
select the right machine for your work. He shows 
how it will make your business pay a bigger profit. 


BURROUGHS ADDING MACHINE COMPANY 
6219 SECOND BOULEVARD DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


ADDING - BOOKKEEPING - CALCULATING AND _ BILLING MACHINES 
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Better Flashlights 


URGESS flashlights and batteries pro- 

vide a most economical service for 

night-time emergencies, when to be 
without safe, controlled light may mean 
serious accidents, delay and certainly much 
inconvenience. 


You will find many sizes and designs in 
the Burgess selection. Handsome metal or 
fibre cases, short-circuit proof and depend- 
able in all weather. 


Burgess Flashlight Batteries fit all makes 
of flashlight cases and their service has re- 
flected for many years the same craftsman- 
ship and skill which has earned world-wide 
recognition for the Burgess Radio Batteries. 


Burcess BATTERY COMPANY 


GENERAL SALES OrFIce: CHICAGO 
Canadian Factories and Offices : Niagara Falls and Winnipeg 


BURGESS: 
BATTERIES ` 
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on the “Columbia.” The ship was 
already beginning to rock uneasily over 
big slow PR PA that had slipped up some- 
where out of the south. By night she was 
rolling heavily, putting her nose into 
head seas that sent spray and water aft, 
and over all the weather decks. 

The “Columbia” never having been 
built for passenger accommodation, it 
had been bad enough before; now, with 
the hatches closed, the crowded living 
spaces inside became terrible. In no time 
the ship was full of moans and whimpers 
of women and children. 


APTAIN MAGNUSSON himself 
came from the bridge to inspect con- 
ditions; he could only shake his head. 


| “Its too bad,” he said; “but there’s 


nothing more to do.” 

“Do you think we’re in for a regular 
storm?” I queried. 

“Hope not,” he responded shortly. 
“Im short-handed now; it would be 
tough on the crew.” Then he turned and 
grinned back from the door. “The old 
girl’s laughed at every sort of weather 
that suse Ink her yet. I.was just thinking 
how bad it ’ud be for the women and kids 
if it got rough; it ’ud be bad enough for 
’em then on a reg’lar liner. Better not say 
anything to ’em.” 

3efore that same midnight, however, 
there was no keeping the passengers 
deceived any longer. The “Columbia” 
herself shouted the seriousness of the 
storm. She creaked and groaned and 
twisted and pitched, until the very bunks 
threatened to pull apart. The crash of 
the waves forward and their rumble as 
they tore past, with the hissing slosh of 
water on deck, confirmed the testimony. 
The howl of the wind could be heard even 
above the creak of straining metal and 
the whimpering of the passengers. 

I was glad when the dispensary door 
opened to admit Captain Magnusson. He 
was in oilskins and boots, and he dripped 
water where he stood. He had just 
dropped down from the bridge with a 
word of encouragment for the passengers. 

“She’s taking a battering all right, and 
it’s coming in a leetle through her seams 
up forr’rd,” he admitted. ‘But all ships 
loosen in a head sea. She’s riding ’em as 
light as she can, bless her! Some boats 
’ud be rolling their stacks under now!” 
He patted the metal of the bulkheading 
affectionately. “I just thought I’d stop 
on my way down to look at the fires—have 
to keep a good head of steam up now.” 

Then, as he turned away again, his 
glance lighted on the stowaway, who was 
hunched white-faced in the corner. 
‘“Yah-h-h!” he snorted. “If you was half 
worth the trouble, Pd sling you down 
there to help ’em! I almost think you’re 
the Jonah that brought this blow, any- 
way. You better lay low, or the crew, 
they catch you and throw you overboard!” 

An hour later he was back again. The 
pounding had, if anything, grown worse. 
This time he shut the door as he came in. 
His lips, I noticed, were thin and tight. 
He looked me in the eye for a moment. 

“When a man’s bad sick you think he 
got a right to know, don’t you, Doctor?” 
he said quietly. ‘‘Well, I tell you now. 
If this keeps up much longer, she’s going 
to be bad—bad! Seams forward opening 
all the time. And there—hear that?” 

It was a crackling noise, another one of 
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the finest Low Priced Coach 


At its new low price, the Chevrolet Coach is 
an unusual achievement in automobile value. 
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It is acknowledged the finest of low priced 
coaches. It is built on the new Chevrolet 
chassis with construction typical of the highest 
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Why Hupmobile Leads 
All the Straight Eights 


HERE, OWNERS themselves 
TELL YOU why, in 

THEIR OPINIONS, the 
HUPMOBILE quickly became 
THE LARGEST -selling 
STRAIGHT EIGHT in 

THE WORLD. 


MR. A— DROVE an Eight 
BETWEEN THE city 

AND HIS home 

IN THE country 

(24 MILES through traffic 
AND OVER the hills) 
EVERY DAY for three weeks. 


THEN HE wrote 
THE LETTER from which 
THIS IS quoted:— 


“Your eight is a perform- 
ing marvel * * * * * * 
in pick-up, I can jerk the 
hat off a passenger’s head 
if he isn’t watching my 
getaway.” 
A FEW days later 
THE SAME man said:— 
“My driving range is 40 to 
55 miles an hour. That’s 
where I want sweetness. I 
can’t stand a motor that 
sounds too busy or works 
too hard at those speeds. 
The Hupmobile Eight is 
smoother at 55 than any 
other car I know at 15.” 
kok * 
IT WAS the president 
OF A prominent Cleveland 
COMPANY TALKING— 
A MAN who can afford 
ANY CAR he wants. 
“Yesterday I turned my 
Eight Coupe over to my 
wife,” he said. “It was her 
first experience with it. 
Last night she said, ‘I never 
want to drive a big, heavy 
car again. I never knew 
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before how delightful it is 
to handle a car of the easy 
control, the silent power 
and the easy riding of the 
Hupmobile.’ ” 


“Her report was flattering 
to my good judgment; but 
my daughter’s reaction 
didn’t cheer me quite so 
much. ‘Father,’ she said, 
‘I want just one thing for 
my birthday—a Hupmo- 
bile Eight just like yours— 
a new one.’ ” 
* k k 


WE HAVE always tried 
TO MAKE the Hupmobile 
A VALUED friend 

OF ITS owners. 

AND HAVE succeeded 
PRETTY WELL. 

IN FACT, 

THAT’S THE thing 

OF WHICH we're proudest 
IN HUPMOBILE’S success. 


BUT IT is the Eight 
THAT AWAKENS the 
REAL AFFECTION which 
COMES TO so few cars. 


YOU, TOO, without 
A DOUBT, will feel 
A FRIENDLY glow toward 
HUPMOBILE AFTER your 
FIRST RIDE in an Eight. 

k * * 


The names and addresses of 
the owners quoted above will 
be sent to anyone upon re- 
quest to the Hupp Motor Car 
Corporation, Detroit, Mich. 


* k * 


Sedan, Now $2195; Coupe, Two 
or Four-Passenger, Now $2095; 
Touring Car, Now $1795; Road- 
ster, Now $1795; Dickey-Seat 
Roadster, Now $1895. F. O. B. 
Detroit, tax to be added. 

GET ACQUAINTED WITH 


YOUR HUPMOBILE DEALER. 
HE IS A GOOD MAN TOKNOW 


~ HUPMOBILE 
EIGHT 


those pistol-like reports that I had been 
hearing the last hour. 

“ Plates buckling,” he explained grimly. 
“Plates, the outer skin of the ship. And 
when they buckle it means every time 
that much more water coming in her. I’m 
barely steaming to keep her head up, but 
she’s taking all the pumps can handle 
now. 


FOR a moment there was almost a 
deathly silence in the little place. It 
was as if even the storm had held its 
breath for a moment that we might hear 
the plainer. The next moment the ship 
lunged down off the crest she had been 
balance upon, and the storm shrieked 
wilder than ever, as if in maniacalmockery. 
That same instant from behind me, almost 
in my ear it seemed, came another shriek, 
equally wild. Past me dashed a screaming, 
gesticulating figure. Lunnberg! 

I was sure he was crazy, because he 
dashed right up to the towering, astounded 
skipper until he could shake his fist up- 
ward under his very nose. 

“I told you to go to Shanghai!” he 
shrieked. “I told you to go to Shanghai! 
Why didn’t you? Now you'll never get 
anywhere! We'll be drowned drn" 

e tailed off in wordless frothing. I 
could see Magnusson, too, thought the 
man was crazy. At first, he’d stared 
astounded. Then he put out his hand and 
patted Lunnberg’s shoulderencouragingly, 
comfortingly, as one might a child. “Sure, 
were going to get somewhere; we’re 
going to get to Manila,” he said sooth- 
ingly, almost jovially. “How you know 
we don’t get to Manila—hey?” 

“How do I know?” screamed Lunn- 
berg. “You fool! I ought to know these 
tramps! Ain’t I built em in my own 
yards—in the Northern Shipping Yards, 
Bue She’ll never get to Manila, I tell 
you! 

I could see Magnusson’s eyes open, his 
mouth open. His brow was furrowed, as 
if he were struggling with an idea too 
suddenly stupendous to be comprehended. 
“The Northern Shipping—Yards?” His 
voice was oddly hoarse, almost stumbling. 
“I—I don’t get your name yet. What is 
it, hey? It—it ain’t Lunn—” 

“Yes, you big idiot!” shrieked the 
little man. ‘‘Lunnberg! Lunnberg! You 
know that name, huh? You’d known it 
sooner if you’d listened to me that day 
on the bridge!” He threw his hands up 
wildly, hopelessly. “My Gott! And now 
I got to drown, just because a crazy 
squarehead ain’t got sense to—” 

He stopped; stopped to stare, for the 
same reason that I was staring. Somehow, 
Magnusson, big as he was, seemed to be 
expanding even further. He was towering 
over Lunnberg like a giant statue out of 
some blond metal. His jaw muscles 
bulged like metal lumps at the temples, 
at the edges of his grizzled yellow hae 
And through the narrow slits of his eyelids 
there came a glitter like chilled steel, 
telling me what I should have realized 
long before, had I not been stupid. 

“So you’re the one—that build this 
ship, hey? You're the one that ruin this 
boat? Ahh-h-h-h! So! I find you at 
lass-s-st!” 

With the hiss of his words his great 
arms shot out like two huge plungers. 
His enormous hands closed on Lunnberg’s 
neck, closed on it like 2 great vise, while I 
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your power 


Two lubricating fallacies exposed. What they overlook: 


HAVE you ever said, “Motors are 
so perfect nowadays that it doesn’t 
matter much what oil is used!” 


Or, “I drain off the old oil every 
thousand or five hundred miles so 
I’m protected even if I don’t use 


Mobiloil.” 


A dangerously wrong attitude to- 
ward lubrication is betrayed by these 
two statements. 


Automobile engines are better in 
design, construction, and materials 
than they were five years ago. But 
—high speeds are more common. In 
some cars the pistons travel up and 
down twice as many 
times in a mile as 
they did in the 1920 
models. 


This means twice as 
many chances for dan- 
gerous friction—twice 
as much possible wear 
to prevent—twice as 
much need for correct 
lubrication. 


Frequent draining off of old oil is 
only part of the program in econom- 
ical lubrication. Your oil must be 
correct in body. And its quality can- 
not be too high. 


There is a grade of Mobiloil that 
is the most efficient and economical 
lubricant for your car. You will find 


it listed beside your car in the Mo- 
biloil Chart. 


In quality Mobiloil sets a world 
standard. Three out of every four 
drivers who ask for oil by name 
specify Mobiloil. 

The dealer who recommends Mo- 
biloil builds business 
on quality and he’s a 
good man to buy from 
whether you need oil, 
gas, tires or acces- 
sories. 


Vacuum Qil Com- 
pany. Branches in 
principal cities. Ad- 
dress: New York, Chi- 
cago, or Kansas City. 


This sign is the guide to 
scientific engine lubrication 


VACUUM OIL COMPANY 


x 


MAKE THIS CHART 
YOUR GUIDE 


HE correct grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil for 
engine lubrication of prominent passenger 
cars are specified below. 
The grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil are indicated 
by the letters shown below. “Arc” means 
Gargoyle Mobiloil Arctic. 


If your car is not listed here, see the complete 
Chart at your dealer's. 
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Never Forgets: 


Y, 
' 


It is a door-closing power plant: perfect in action; 
made with the precision of a smooth-running engine; 
every part co-ordinated to the quiet closing of a door. 


And like the perfect engine, the Yale Door Closer 
has its piston, cylinder, connecting rod and crank- 
shaft; its ports, valves and bearings. 


As the door is opened the power of a highly tem- 
pered steel spring is stored up waiting for release. 
As the hand leaves the knob the spring unwinds, 
promptly starting the closing action, and at the right 
moment, controlled by a piston working within its 
cylinder against hydraulic pressure, the door gradu- 
ally loses momentum and comes to a quiet stop as 
the latch-bolt clicks in the jamb. 


This is the action of a Yale Door Closer. 


There is a type and size for every need—from the 
screen door of a home to the massive entrance door 
of a public building. For sale, moderately priced, by 
dealers everywhere. 


The Yale & Towne Mfg. Co. 
Stamford, Conn., U. S. A. 
Canadian Branch at St. Catharines, Ont. 


YALE MADE IS YALE MARKED 


stood rooted to the spot. I could see 
Lunnberg drawn forward, lifted off the 
floor, kicking and helpless under that 
grip of vengeance. It was the round, 
rotruding eyes in that dark bulletlike 
head that brought me back to my senses 
sufficiently to cry out: 

“Captain! Captain Magnusson!” 

For all their effect, my shrieked words 
might have been whispered. 

“You’re the one that cheat the Gov’- 
ment—that cheat the soldiers from their 
rations and powder—hey?” Magnusson’s 
huge fingers were slowly tightening around, 
Lunnberg’s throat; tightening slowly 
but inexorably. ‘‘You’re the one that 
cheat leetle ships from their stanchness, 
aie weak plates—and frames—and rivets 
iaai ey?” 

I saw the purpling veins in Lunnberg’s 
forehead then, and heard the gurgle 
from his lips. I grabbed at Magnusson. 

“Stop! You’re choking him! You’re 
killing him!’ I was beating at those 
corded arms. I might as well have been 
beating at steel rods. 

“Sure I choke him. I choke him like 
a leetle dog,” said Captain Magnusson 
grimly. ‘‘He cheat her from her strength 
—her plates! My ‘Columbia!’ My own 
leetle ship! He send her to sea all cripple 
—maim—like that leetle one in the 
hospital, eh? Now I choke him—hey?” 

It was horrible. Magnusson’s strength 
was immeasurable; his face was unearthly. 
The only thing under God’s heaven that 
could have saved Lunnberg’s life just 
then, I do believe, was the one thing that 
did happen. With a crash, the door, that 
Magnusson had closed behind him, burst 
open. In it stood a fireman, soot and 
coal dust and sweat from his ears to his 
naked waist. 

“Captain, the fire-room!” he panted. 
“Water—up to the floor plates, almost!” 

Captain Magnusson listened, turned 
his head. ‘“Fire-room, hey?’ Slowly, 
as if reluctantly, his hands loosed their 
grip. Like a sack of coal Lunnberg 
slumped to the floor. “Water in the 
fire-room, hey?” And the next instant, 
without even a backward glance at either 
of us, he had turned and was plunging 
down the passageway, the fireman follow- 
ing hot at his heels. 

Somehow I managed to restore Lunn- 
berg to consciousness, or at least as near 
to consciousness as his utterly hysterical 
terror would permit. He trembled and 
shook, gulping for breath, muttering 
unintelligible words, and his eyes never 
leaving that door. I too had my eyes 
coward the door. And my mind was 
seething, whirling, wondering what could 
be done when Magnusson returned. For 
I knew he would return, and quickly. 


HEN presently the door did open 

again, Í started forward. Then I saw 
Magnusson’s face. And it was merely 
tense and grim now, no longer horrible 
with purpose. 

“Just the bilge suctions clogged,” he 
explained briefly, apparently ignorin 
what had occurred the last time The ha 
been in that little room. ‘‘They’re 
cleared now. But I guess we bring her 
round and give the sea on her quarter 
again for a while. Her bow plates get a 
leetle rest from that pounding, that way.” 

But his quietness eased my mind to 
put into words what was pounding in my 
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Heavy Demand Forces 
a Doubled Production 


Clearly, Franklin has developed another outstanding 
success in this New Coupé. For those who want an 
extra car, or one more compact than a Sedan, it is the 
feature car of the year. There have been good personal 
closed cars before this, but never one with so much 
style and dash, so many custom features, such generous 
space for trappings, or such zestful, tireless perform- 
ance. A three-passenger, leather-trimmed, clear-vision 
car with power and comfort which make the longest 
tours a pleasure. Styled by de Causse in the finest 
Continental manner, and priced only $50 above the 
Touring model. Its popularity coniinues to set new 
records. Demand has pushed production this month 
to double the number originally scheduled. 


«Also SEDAN » TOURING + SPORT SEDAN + CABRIOLET 
SPORT RUNABOUT +» ENCLOSED-DRIVE LIMOUSINE 


Franklin Series 11 comes ready for the road—fully equipped 
with appropriate accessories, spare tire and cover—at the 
catalog price. Only tax and freight are extra. 
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Style L203 
Light Shade 
Russia Calfskin 
Lace Shoe—$5 
Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


Style 1287PD 
Imported Tan 
Scotch Grain 
Sport Oxford 
Also in imported 

black zubu—$5 

Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


~ “THE 
Hanover 
Shoe 


FIVE DOLLARS 


If we did not make 
Hanover Shoes in our own 
factories and sell direct to 
you, through our-own stores, 
you'd pay a great deal more 
than $5 for them—and 
they’d be worth it, too, See 
for yourself at our nearest 
store or write for catalog. 


The Hanover Shoe 
Hanover, Pa. 


Style B251 
Boys Light Shade 
Russia Blucher 
Lace Shoe—$3.50 
Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


The strongest handsomest shoes 
can buy for Boys and Little 
4en—$2.50, $3 and $3.50 
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consciousness. ‘‘Captain!” I cried, “you 
won’t—you can’t—touch him again! 
You’re so big; and he’s not even a 
man—” 

But the Norseman waved his hand 
impatiently. “Thcec-c-c-k-k-kk! I got no 
time now for that leetle rat! omen 
and kids there is to look out for, now. 
After that—” he shrugged his shoulders. 
He shot a contemptuous snarl at the 
sniveling thing in the corner. “You, you 
brogett! You'd better sit there, and wish 
to God you’d put good rivets in her plates 
instead of rotten dollars in your pockets!” 

He went away again, up there to that 
storm-beaten bridge, and the fearful 
responsibilities that were there to keep 
the watch with him. We below had him 
to look to, to call on; he had no one on 
this mortal globe. 

In a few minutes I felt the ship’s 
motion change. She rolled wider, more 
terribly than ever. With each added 
moment she seemed to increase her 
oscillation. I could hear the crash of 
heavy articles as their lashings gave under 
the strain. Finally in one fearful, cul- 
minating sweep she seemed to go right 
over. Down, down, ever down; slower 
and slower, but still down. Braced in the 
corner I waited, a sickly emptiness within 
me, for that fearful roll to stop. 

She did stop, but only to hang for what 
seemed endless moments, almost motion- 
less. From the passengers cooped in their 
quarters, the moaning cry that had 
increased with every roll became one 
awful, prolonged shriek’ Then slowly, 
slowly, she swung back again to resume 
her oscillations. But as though she had 
expended all her energy in that last fear- 
ful sweep, she now rolled in gradually 
lessening arcs, until by-and-by her motion 
seemed to me to be easier than it had 
been for hours. At any rate, I took 
advantage of the seeming easier roll to 
quiet my patients, pointing it out as sure 
proof that the storm was blowing itself 
out. 


WHETHER it was so, I did not know; 
Captain Magnusson came no more to 
the door for long hours. I did not see him 
in person, but I could imagine him, a huge, 
dauntless figure, up there on that wind- 
whipped bridge working the “Columbia” 
through the Ber ing seas, or else down 
in the roaring stoke-hold encouraging the 
weary stokers on to renewed efforts. 

When he came, he came so quietly that 
I hardly knew he had opened the door 
until I saw him standing there. His 
shoulders were drooped, and he leaned 
wearily against the bulkhead. I thought 
he was dazed, by the way he reached out 
his gnarled fingers, as if gropingly, for 
the metal. He was muttering; and then I 
caught the words. 

“‘God—but she’s got a fighting soul,” 
he said simply. It was not blasphemy 
but reverence. Then I saw that his 
fingers were not touching that steel bulk- 
head gropingly, but strokingly, caressing 
it with infinite affection. ‘‘ Those builders 
—him, there—they give her a rotten body. 
But she get the soul from them that sail 
her, that love her. A soul, I tell you, she 
got, Doctor! Any other ship would have 
roll clean over, just now!” 

To my amazement there were tears 
on his cheeks. But before I could speak 
he dashed them away with his huge fists, 


and was stumbling on to some one of his 
tasks again. 

By daybreak, though, there was no 
doubting whatever that the force of the 
storm had spent itself. The pounding, 
crackling noises had died into mere tired 
squeaks. The howl of the gale had 
dropped to a low, harmonious hum. The 
seas still rolled sturdily beneath and 
beyond, but they no longer rumbled in 
their passage. 

For the first time in countless hours 
the sailors threw the hatches open, letting 
God’s own fresh daylight stream in. The 
sweetly flowing draft down the hatches 
was better medicine for my patients than 
all the physic in the world. With my 
mind at rest, I slipped out and up onto 
the battered bridge. There was only a 
helmsman there at the wheel and, at the 
forward rail, staring silently ahead, Cap- 
tain Magnusson. So much a part of the 
solitude he seemed that I approached 
almost timidly. 


“ (NAPTAIN,” I said, “it’s been a wonder- 

ful fight! I don’t believe anyone on 
earth could have brought us through but 
you.” He only continued to stare silently 
over the sea lot along minute. Then he 
shook his head. ‘‘No-o-o,” he said; “the 
leetle ‘Columbia,’ she do it. Me, I bane a 
big fool! I ought not risked those women 
and kids out here in storm on—on bad- 
built ship like the ‘Columbia.’ Only 
when she’s your own leetle boat, somehow 
you forget where she weak, forget maybe 
she not strong like other boats.” 

Something, a pale, scared passenger on 
the deck below, probably, suddenl 
reminded me of Lunnberg. “Captain,” 
said softly, “after all this—you aren’t 
going to—bother with that sniveling 
little thing down below, are you?” 

For a second he hesitated as if ponder- 
ing. Then he shook his head. “I’m big 
fool for bring these women and kids out 
here. I got no right to judge somebody 
else. Only you keep him out of my sight, 
please. I don’t want ever see him again!” 

I did not thank him. There are times 
when words are foolish. Furthermore, 
I saw he was about to speak again. He 
cleared his throat and spoke, very gruffly: 

“‘There’s a navy boat over there, some- 
where, maybe a hundred mile. We got 
her on the radio, and she’s coming over 
Na She’ll be here before dark, may- 

e. 

It was something in the tones more 
than the words that made me open m 
eyes. “Coming over here?” I repeated. 
“ But—but isn’t the storm over?” 

He nodded his head. For the first time, 
I realized how drawn and gray and aged 
his face was. “Yes, the storm, she’s 
finished,” he said brokenly. ‘‘And—and 
the ‘Columbia,’ she’s finished, too! She’s 
open her seams, everywhere. We could 
pump her for a—day or two, maybe—”’ 

He broke off, the tears coursing un- 
heeded down his cheeks, and I left him 
there with his mourning. 

It was just at sunset that the man-o’- 
war came up, dashing the water curving 
and foaming from her prow. It needed 
but a single glance as she rounded up to 
tell me it was the “Concord,” probably 
on her way north with relief supplies. As 
she hove to, rolling slowly on the steadily 
abating seas, I was conscious of a sudden 
cessation of the engine’s pulsing on the 
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Prevent this 


Too tired 
to dance 


It really doesn’t seem possible, does 
it, that happiness can depend on 
the teeth? But ask your dentist 
or your physician. You will learn 
that not only happiness but often 
health and good looks are lost 
when teeth start to decay. 
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Colgate’s removes causes of tooth decay 


Not only are good teeth a eae 
to beauty; they are essential to health, 
to happiness, and sometimes even to 
life itself. 

Modern dentists are urging preven- 
tive dentistry. Its aim is to combat 
disease by preventing tooth trou- 
bles—to fight tooth decay before it 
starts. 

Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream always 
has been in the forefront of this scien- 
tific move for better teeth and health. 
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for a lifetime. 
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“Columbia.” The freighter lay, rolling 
sluggishly, as her propellor, like a tired 
thing, stopped and Rie limp in the 
water. 

Lunnberg was in the same boat with 
myself and the captain as we were carried 
swiftly to the “Concord.” But Mag- 
nusson had no eyes for him, no eyes for 
anything except the “Columbia” back 
there. She was wallowing low in the 
water now, yet the setting sun behind 
her silhouetted her brave against a 
golden background, the light ribbon of 
her smoke just drifting lazily from her 
stack. 

All possible preparations had been 
made at the cruiser to take the passengers 
safely aboard, with bluejackets on either 
side to see them safely up., At last only 
Lunnberg, myself, and Captain Mag- 
nusson, of the rescued company, remained 
below in the launch. 


WHETHER it was the mental state 
of the man—his insane fear of the 
water, or a still greater fear at being still 
so close to the giant skipper in the boat—I 
do not know. But whenit came Lunnberg’s 
time, he jumped wildly, over-hurriedly, 
for the ladder steps, just as the launch 
dropped from a crest. His clawing fingers 
held for a second, then slipped; and before 
the nearest bluejacket could grab him, 
Lunnberg had dropped, with a fearful 
cry, into the sea. 

agnusson must still have been looking 
toward that setting sun; yet at the cry he 
whirled. He whirled so quickly that even 
before any of the rest of us could move, 
he was over the side in his full outfit. 
From his clumsy motions I knew im- 
mediately that he, like most deep-water 
men, was a poor swimmer. Nevertheless, 
he managed to reach the splashing, 
frantic creature, and hang on until blue- 
jackets had dropped down to hold them 
and haul them safely aboard. 

It was swift, efficient; it was more like a 
picture flashed on the screen than an 
actual happening. It could not have been 
three minutes altogether before I was 
staring at Captain Maranon, dripping, 
panting, on the ‘‘Concord’s” deck beside 
me. The very unrealism of the thing it 
was, perhaps, that had made me blurt 
out my amazed question before I could 
think. 

““Why—why did you do that?” I cried. 
“At Bek of your own life, too!” 

The seamed face of Captain Magnusson 
had been seeking the “Columbia” again, 
even as he clambered aboard. Now he 
turned toward me. And his eyes gleamed 
with a supernatural fire, at the same time 
cold and fierce, as he flung out his great 
arm toward that black silhouette against 
the setting sun. 

“Did ye think,” he snarled, “I was 
going to let a thing like him—lie down 
there, maybe, close to her!” 


“HOSSES and Humans” jis an 
article next month in which an old- 
time Westerner, who has spent his 
life in the saddle, tells you what he 
has learned about horses, and relates 
some of his exciting experiences with 
them. ‘A lot of hosses get started 
wrong,” he says, ‘“‘because people 
don’t take time to explain things to 
them.”’ 
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“ABOUT EIGHTEEN MONTHS AGO I was a complete wreck: could not eat 
or sleep, was anemic and my color had faded to a sickly green. My friends 
began to exchange pitying glances, and one day, an old lady insisted on 
giving me her seat. That was the crowning humiliation. 

“I decided to give yeast a trial. I started eating three cakes daily. In 
about six weeks found I could eat a real meal once more; in two months 
my natural color began to return. I kept on, and now, thanks to Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast, I am a well woman.” Mars. F. R. Conner, Florence, Ky. 
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“I BEGAN TO EAT Fleischmann’s Yeast to overcome constipation. I ate it with 
a dash of salt and a cracker—the flavor being not unlike that of fine cheese. 
My improvement was steady and permanent. To make a long story short, my 
nervous system is normal and in excellent condition. Overwork does not bother 
me; my endurance is there. I eat and sleep like a he-man. The remarkable im- 
provement in my health is a matter of record based on a competent physician’s 
examination. Constipation? Banished forever. Fresh air, exercise and a few 
cakes of yeast a day did it.” 


Watt Marsun, Belleville, Ill. 


A Story Told by Thousands 


How they corrected their ills—regained the 


vitality of youth—through one simple food 


OT a “cure-all,” not a 

medicine in any sense— 
Fleischmann’s Yeast is simply 
a remarkable fresh food. 


The millions of tiny active 
yeast plants in every cake invig- 


orate the whole system. They. 


aid digestion—clear the skin— 
banish the poisons of constipa- 
tion. Where cathartics give 
only temporary relief, yeast 
strengthens the intestinal mus- 
cles and makes them healthy 
and active. And day by day it 
releases new stores of energy. 


Eat two or three cakes regu- 
larly every day before meals: on 
crackers—in fruit juices or milk 
—or just plain. For constipa- 
tion especially, dissolve one cake 
in hot water (not scalding) before 
breakfast and at bedtime. Buy 
several cakes at a time—they 
will keep fresh in a cool dry 


place for two or three days. All 
grocers have Fleischmann’s 
Yeast. Start eating it today! 


And let us send you a free 
copy of our latest booklet on 
Yeast for Health. Health Re- 
search Dept. J-21, The Fleisch- 
mann Company, 701 Washing- 
ton Street, New York. 
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TuIs FAMOUS FooD tones up the entire sys- 
tem—banishes constipation, skin troubles, 
stomach disorders. Eat two or three cakes 
regularly every day before meals. 

You will find many delicious ways of eat- 
ing Fleischmann’s Yeast; spread on crackers, 
dissolved in fruit juices or milk, with a little 
salt or just plain. 
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“THIS SPRING, just recovering from a serious illness, I 
asked my physician if Yeast would do me any good. He 
said that it was very good, so I began eating it. I cer- 
tainly have never regretted doing so. I am no longer 
troubled with indigestion, headaches, or stomach troubles 
of any kind, nor do I any longer wish to hide my face on 
account of the pimples. Instead of the pale sallow look, 
I have a good rosy complexion, and indeed, I not only 
look better, but feel better. Before I merely toyed with 
my food, but now I can eat a hearty meal, and enjoy it. 
Fleischmann’s Yeast has wrought this wonderful change, 
for at present I use no other remedies.” 


Miss Jenny Cuartranp, St. Hyacinthe, Q: 
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ford 
Today’s High Peak 
in Motor Car Value 


ISPLAY rooms of all Authorized 
Ford Dealers are thronged with 
those eager to see the latest Ford body 
types. Admiration for these attractive 
cars is expressed everywhere. The low 
stream-line bodies, the increased room- 
iness, the greater riding comfort and 
the many convenient new features are 
advantages which are widely welcomed 
and appreciated. 


The fact that all this has been accom- 
plished without raise in price is even 


FORD MOTOR 


All-steel bodies 


Closed cars in 
color 


COMPANY 


more impressive. Ford value, for years 
holding unchallenged leadership in 
the motor car market, now reaches a 
new high peak, through Ford produc- 
tion—its volume and economy of 
manufacturing methods. 


Demand for Ford cars has exceeded 
all previous records during summer 
months. Now it is sure to outstrip 
even the huge production Ford facili- 
ties permit. 


DETROIT 


THE 
Black. All-steel body. One-man top: 
proot side curtains opening with all f. 


shield wigs, Starter and de- 
mountable rims $85 extra. 
Balloon tires $25 extra. Price 
f.o. b. Detroit. 


TOURING 


our doors. 
our cord tires, nickeled head nE wind- 
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CONVENIENCE-WUTILITY 
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for BEAUTY 


Chassis has been lowered; bodies have also 
been lowered and lengthened. This stream- 
line effect is further emphasized by the 
raising of radiator and head lamps. 


Closed bodies in color are unusually pleas- 
ing; the Fordor Sedan comes in a rich 
Windsor Maroon, while the Coupe and 
Tudor Sedan are finished in deep Channel 
Green; new and finer upholstery gives an 
artistic harmony to the whole car. 


Bright nickeled radiator and head lamp 
rims feature closed cars. On open cars, 
head lamp rims are also nickeled. 


Fenders are larger, longer and more attrac- 
tive, conforming to stream-line treatment. 
The hood also is longer; louvres on sides 
are redesigned and increased in number. 


Rear deck of both the Coupe and Runabout THE RUN A BOR 7 
has a full sweep of line which greatly im- 
Proves these cars’ appearance. deck. Weatherproo 


Black. All-steel body. Large compartment under rear 
side curtains opening with both 


doare: Four cord tired, sale head $ 
amp rims, windshield wiper. Starter 
for COMFORT and demountable rims $85 extra. Bal- 2 60 


loon tires $25 extra. Price f.o.b. Detroit. 


Seats are set further back, lowered and re- 
designed to permit easy relaxation. 


Lowering of the car’s center of gravity tends 
to give greater sense of security and to in- 
crease roadability. - 
Improvement in both the transmission and 
rear wheel brakes, with wider drums and 
bands, makes breaking smoother and more 
Positive. 

One-piece ventilating windshields in the 
Tudor Sedan and Coupe give greater 
visibility. è 
Running boards are wider and nearer the 


ground; doors are designed for easier 
entrance and exit. 


fOr CONVENIENCE 


In the Tudor Sedan, Coupe and open cars, 
gasoline tank is under the cowl and may 
be filled from the outside. 


Brake and clutch pedals are wider and 
more conveniently spaced. Steering wheel 


is larger and lower. T H E C. © ©% PE 
Coil box and gasoline sediment bulb are Channel Green. All-steel body. Nickeled radiator 
placed under hood, where they may be more and head lamp rims. Large Compartmen: under rear 
conveniently reached. Improved fan bracket deck. Starto To oon Winer tear view? 
simplifies adjustment of fan belt. mirror and dash lamp. Balloon tires 
$25 extra. Price f. o. b. Detroit. 
for UTILITY 


Bodies of all- steel construction mean 
longer wear and lower upkeep. 


The Touring Car and Runabout have re- 
movable storm-curtains opening with 
all doors. Compartment space under 
the rear deck of the Coupe and Run- 
about has been greatly increased. 


There is added capacity in the gasoline 
tank of the Tudor Sedan, Coupe and 
open cars. 


No increase in prices 


THE TUDOR SEDAN 


Channel Green. All-steel body. Nickeled 
radiator and head lamp rims. Starter, de- 
mountable rims, four cord tires, windshield 
wiper, rear view mirror and dash lamp. Bal- 
loon tires $25 ‘extra. Price f.o. b. Detroit. 
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TRAVELERS! 


Take an ‘‘Ounce of Prevention” 


Our normal life routine is disturbed 
when we are away from home. Thus we 
are apt to find our health endangered by 
faulty elimination. 

We must, all of us, guard against this 
condition if we are to keep well and hap- 
py- Drugs and harsh cathartics are make- 
shifts. They make bad habits worse and 
fail to get at the real source of trouble. 


Eat Post’s Bran Flakes 
as an “‘Ounce of Prevention”? 


Travelers will find Post’s Bran Flakes 
available everywhere in convenient 
“Ounce of Prevention ” package on dining 
cars, at hotels and restaurants, in the 
saloon of the ocean liner. 

Post’s Bran Flakes, with other nutri- 
tious parts of wheat, is bran in its most 
palatable form. Millions of men, women 
and children eat it every day because 
they like it. 

In addition to the bulk which Post’s 
Bran Flakes provides for the intestine, it 
also contains phosphorus, iron, proteins, 
carbohydrates and Vitamin B, vital food 
elements which the body needs. 

Eat this delicious bran food with milk 
or cream. Add it to fruits and to hot 
cereals. Eat it in muffins or bread. 

Your doctor has told you many times 
to eat more bran. You'll obey his orders 
gladly after trying Post’s Bran Flakes. 


Send for ‘‘An Ounce of Prevention **— 


—a free trial package of Post’s Bran Flakes and our 
booklet showing different ways of serving bran. Postum 
Cereal Company, Inc., Dept. 10-112, Battle Creek, Mich- 
igan. Makers of Post "Health Products: Instant Postum, 
Grape-Nuts, Post Toasties (Double-Thick Corn Flakes), 
Postum Cereal, Post’s Bran Flakes, 


everybody 
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“POSTS 


BRAN FLAKES 
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Things I Wish My 
Wife (or Husband) 
Wouldn’t Do 


FIRST PRIZE 


I Wish She Wouldn’t Blame 
Me for Everything! 


Y WIFE has a way of blaming 
me for things and making me 
uncomfortable even when I’m 

not to blame. We went to the city, and 
she had the darnedest time getting through 
a revolving door. She bumped her head, 
almost knocked the breath out of another 
woman, and then came sprawling through. 

“Its all your fault!” she said, as I 
caught her to keep her from falling. 

A neighbor came in to borrow our 
mouse trap. My wife got the trap without 
seeing it had a mouse in it. Then she saw 
the mouse, yelled, and threw the trap 
from her. It landed in the neighbor 
woman’s lap. This woman yelled and fell 
backward off the piano stool. 

“Why don’t you attend to things?” 
demanded my wife. “W hat’d you leave 
that mouse in there for?” 

A strange man came to our house one 


‘day; said he was cold and hungry, and 


that the police were after him. She gave 
him my coat and new hat. 

“I was afraid,” she explained to me when 
I came home, ‘‘and besides, you always 
leave your clothes hanging around under 
people’s noses!” ` 

“Tarnation!” said I. 

We had a bottle of citronella, and also 
one of sweet almond in our bedroom. I 
took the almond down-stairs, and then 
one night my wife woke up with earache. 
She got up in the dark and poured her 
ear full of citronella. Oh, gosh! 

I can’t tell you everything. It would 
take more than four hundred words. I 
wish she wouldn’t do like this, but I 
suppose she always will. L. E 


SECOND PRIZE 


If He Were Only More 
Thoughtful! 


E OUR home town my husband is one 
of the most prominent citizens, the 
foremost pillar in the church, and the 

olitical leader of that section of the state. 
Bei is the model husband. And I am his 
much-envied wife. 

How astounded people would be if 
they, on seeing me ride past, knew that the 
jeweled bag in my lap was empty, that I 
never possess one penny to spend as I 
wish! My husband never gives me 
financial independence. That is the first 
thing I wish my husband would not do— 
force beggarship upon me. 

My hasbaitd’s rigid childhood training 
has instilled in him a love of early rising. 
In all of our huge house he would consider 
it little short oF treason for me to occupy 
separate sleeping quarters. At six o'clock 
each morning he rises cheerily and noisily, 
turns on all the lights, takes a bath, and 
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Those who stopped in the hallway to listen did 
not know that he was playing her accompaniment 
without touching the keys! 


It happened at the Drake Hotel, Chicago, during the National Music Convention in June 


And now anyone—without previous training—can play roll music with the same control 
of Keys—the same Personal Touch that a pianist has in playing by hand 


pi Reni morning one of the visitors at the Music You can play dance music in perfect time and rhythm. 


Trades Convention was playing roll music on the 
Gulbransen Registering Piano with all the expression of 
a brilliant pianist—yet this man could not tell one note 
from another on a piece of sheet music! 

His audience sat and listened in amazement — among 
them composers, musicians and dealers in musical in- 
struments. 

It wasa thrilling revelation—this instrument on which 
can be played roll music with all the Self-Expression— 
the Personal Touch—the variety of Tone Volume—that 
hand-playing has. 

. Yet there are actually thousands of people— people 
unable to read sheet music — who play the Gulbransen 
easily and inspiringly. And you can do the same. 


Your Undiscovered Talent 


You can play the introduction to a ballad or an oper- 
atic aria as a musician would play it—lively at first, then 
slowly as you near the words, then pausing for the 
singer, then subduing the melody to a whisper. 

The vocalist carries the air. The piano plays only the 
accompaniment, usually in the bass, or lower register. 
You can do this on the Gul- 
bransen, regardless of the 
melody notes that are cut 
in the roll. 


On the Gulbransen Reg- 


freight prepai 


Same Price the Nation Over 
Pay as Convenient 


Gulbransen pianos are sold atthe same cash price, 
d, throughout the United States. You 


Personal Touch the Answer 

Personal Touch—selective touch—self-expression— 
control of keys,as in playing by hand—that is the missing 
art that A.G. Gulbransen contributed to roll-playing. 

Hand-playing had it. Player Pianos did not. So un- 
trained persons could not play as musicians do. 

Mr. Gulbransen had spent a life-time in making fine 
musical instruments and believed there must be a way. 
At last he discovered it, and gave it to the world in this 
creation—the Gulbransen Registering Piano. 

Anyone can play it—you, or the unexpected guests 
who drop in of an evening. 

FREE —Color-Book de luxe 
“Your Unsuspected Talent—Its Discovery 
and Enjoyment” 

Your home will be known for its entertainment and 
charm if you own a Gulbransen—Grand or Upright. 

Only mail us the coupon and we'll send free our 
de luxe color-book —“Your Unsuspected Talent — Its 
Discovery and Enjoyment”—and the address of a near- 
by Gulbransen show room where you can see and try 
all Gulbransen models. 


SEND THIS COUPON 

to Gulbransen Company 

3240 W. Chicago Ave., Chicago 

for Color-Lllustrated Book De Luxe 
“Your Unsuspected Talent—-lts 


can see this price stamped on the back. And Gul- 
bransen dealers ere prepared to deliver any model, 
Grand or Upright, for a small cash payment —bal- 
ance to suit the purchaser. A reasonable allowance 
will be made for your present piano. 


Four Upright Models—Community, $450, Subur- 


istering Piano, you can play 
a piano solo correctly, ac- 
centing the melody or the 
chords. 


Discovery and Enjoyment” 


go Check here if you own a piano 
and we will send you form en- 
abling us to estimate value. 


i Name. 
, Cow at, fe , $700; 
eee accented, nates oa Grand $105 Resnteing Grand SIZI. PE 
subdued, notes sustaine 
tone volume varied. U LB R AN S EN City 
G The Registering Piano State 
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Doesn’t your wife 
deserve a Vacuette? 


OESN’T she deserve a modern cleaner like this 
—to lighten her work, to save her time, to con- 
serve her strength and vigor. 


The Vacuette is non-electric. It creates its own 
suction simply by gliding over the floors. There is no 
heavy motor. No cords or connections. It is light and 
easily handled. Yet it digs deep for hidden dirt and 
dust. Surface litter is gathered up by a fast revolve 
ing bristle brush. 


If you could see the Vacuette at work —if you could 
study its simple trouble-free mechanism—if you could 
know what a help it would be in your home, you 
wouldn’t let your wife be without one another day. 


Give her the opportunity to try it on her own rugs and 
carpets. You wouldn’t obligate yourself a bit by calling 
the Vacuette branch in your town for a demonstra- 
tion. If you prefer writing us, however, we will 
gladly send you a well illustrated, descriptive booklet. 


THE SCOTT & FETZER COMPANY 
1922 West 114th Street . Cleveland, Ohio 


Vacuettes, Limited, Miller Building, 48 York Street, Toronto, Canada 
Vacuette Distributing Company of Australia, 160 Castlereagh Street, Sidney 


Vacuette offers to men of initiative a real opportunity to take charge of 
county sales. It’s an interesting, worthwhile occupation that permits an 


ambitious man to earn far above the average income. Write us about it. 


non electric 
VACUUM CLEANER 


hustles about so boisterously that further 
sleep is impossible, and I too rise. “A little 
thing,” you say? Try it a few mornings 
and you will know how glad I am for. this 
opportunity of telling the world how I 
wish my husband wouldn’t deprive me of 
personal liberty. 

My husband is a close-mouthed indi- 
vidual. It is embarrassing for a wife to 
receive congratulations on deeds and 

eeches of her husband concerning which 
he had hitherto been in absolute igno- 
rance. Numbers of times he has planned 
trips and made all the arrangements 
belote telling me the night before that 
we were to start the next day. 

Lastly: Although I know that my 
husband loves me dearly, yet I wish he 
would tell me so sometimes. Even a pale, 
middle-aged married woman enjoys being 
loved. Where are the TA scenes of 
our courtship? I wonder sometimes if he 
ever remembers them. I do, for memories 
of love words are all on which I have to 
feed my hungry heart since I became a 
bride. 

From saying this much id. no more, 

ou will wonder why I stay with my 
hustiand. Because I love him—love him. 
And I know that he, in his blind way, 
loves me too. Only I do wish my_hus- 
band would do these four things: Grant 
me an allowance, however saat counte- 
nance personal liberty; tell me more of his 
affairs; and, greatest of all, sometimes 
grant me a few of the stray moonbeams 
of girlhood romance. MRS. L. P. 


THIRD PRIZE 
But I Wouldn’t Swap Him Off! 
THERE are many petty things I wish 


he wouldn’t do. 

First of all: Why will he insist upon 

“spilling the beans’ when we are enter- 
taining? We are ordinary folks, eat in 
the kitchen, and keep the best silver for 
company. When I have on my “best 
company manners” and we sit down to 
dine, why, oh, why, will he say, in a jovial, 
loud voice, “Ah, tongia we usé the hand- 
embroidered napkins! How come, 
dear? J thought you didn’t like to earch 
them.” 

Habit No. 2: I wish he thought of my 
feelings as much as he does or hie radio. 
One evening a girl friend of mine stopped 
in for 'a chat. My hubby was trying 
to get some distant station—Africa or 
something like that—and had on the ear 

hones. far as she was telling me about 
kow Mrs. Smith’s youngest daughter, 
Susie, eloped with a divorced man, and 
she was reaching the climax of her story, 
friend husband, who didn’t know which 
one of us was doing the talking, burst forth 
loudl » “Listen! e quiet! I think I’ve 
ot 
j No. 3: “My husband wants me to dress 
very modestly, then he admires just the 
osite. He’s everlastingly telling me, 
at hy don’t you make that skirt longer? ”’ 
or, ‘ “For oodness’ sake, rub some of that 
powder rot your left eye!” Then, while 
at some gathering or going home, he’ll 
say, “That Miss So-and-so 1s good-look- 
ing, isn’t she?” It usually proves to be the 
one with the shortest skirt and.“ marsh- 
mallow” nose. 

No. 4: He meanders home anywhere 

between 5:30 and 7:30, insisting he’ll 
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Why the Price Is 
So Low 


The story of the New Form is a 
story of a unique idea involving 
revolutionary changes in the publica- 
tion of the Britannica. This idea was 
the logical outcome of years of ex- 
perience; it crystallized the recome 
mendations of thousands of usere 
and owners. 

Our object was to produce the 
Britannica in a New Form with 
these specifications—and they have 
been carried out to the letter: 


1—Large type, easy to read. 


2—Complete and latest text. 
(Nothing omitted, nothing altered.) 


3—Fully illustrated. 

(All the original plates, maps, ete.) 
4—Sweeping reduction in price. 
First of all, we made a striking innova- 

tion. It was decided to bind this issue of 
the Britannica in 16 double volumes instead 
of 32 single volumes. That one change en- 
abled us to save nearly 50% of the binding 
cost. 


This innovation was made possible by 
the use of the famous Britannica Opacity 
Paper, which is very thin but beautifully 
white and opaque. 


Then it was determined to print this issue 
from the plates of the latest, revised Cam- 
bridge issue, the famous large page, large 
type issue Britannica which is known 
throughout the civilized world and sells 
for twice as much. By doing this it was 
possible to save thousands of dollars, be- 
cause we did not have to reset 33,000 pages 
of type. 


Contents Identical 
with Issues Selling for 
Twice as Much 


The use of these plates is your guarantee 
that the text is identical with that of the 
finest de luxe sets. 


The Britannica in the New Form is the 
newest and latest issue, containing not only 
a full and authoritative account of the World 
War and its momentous consequences, but 
all the latest developments in industry, art, 
science, invention, etc. It contains 49,000,000 
words, 33,000 pages and 15,600 illustrations 
—as much material as 476 books of average 
size printed on ordinary paper. 

The Encyclopedia Britannica is the one 
book you cannot afford not to own. Within 
its 33,000 pages you will find the quintes- 
sence of the world’s knowledge, 


Write for FREE Booklet 


It tells all about the Britannica in the New Form, repro- 
duces a number of specimen pages (many in color), ex- 
plains the easy terms of payment, and tells the fascinating 
story of how our experts made possible such an amazing 
56 pages of interesting, 
reading. Free on request if you mail the coupon promptly. | Address 


Mail this Coupon today! 


reduction in price. 


instructive 


‘Handsome Mahogany- 
finish Bookcase—FREE 


Now 
eady! 


New large printing 


Encyclopaedia Britannica 


in the New Form 


At an Amazing Reduction in price! 


T ERAR you can obtain the Encyclopædia Britannica, printed in 
large type from the authentic Cambridge plates, complete and 


unabridged, at a reduction of 46%. 


And with each set a handsome 


mahogany-finish bookcase is given free while this offer lasts. 


This unique opportunity is 
made possible because we have just 
completed a large new printing of 
the Britannica in the New Form, 
the most popular issue of this or 
any similar work ever published. 

The publication of this New 
Form marks an epoch in the his- 
tory of the Britannica. Its success 
is unprecedented. In all the history 
of publishing, we believe, there is 
no record to compare with it. 
Within less than twelve months, 


three huge printings have been 
sold. Now a fourth printing of 
10,000 sets is just being received 
from the binders. 

This means that we can now 
offer you one of these wonderful 
complete sets, the latest edition in 
large, easy-to-read type, for 46 
per cent less than the Cambridge 
issue which is famous throughout 
the world. Here is the ideal Bri- 
tannica at a price so low everyone 
can afford it, 


Small First Payment—Easy Monthly Terms 


A very small first payment will put the 
complete set of 16 double volumes and 
bookcase in your home immediately and 
you can pay the balance in easy monthly 
payments, so small that they will never 
be missed. 

Seize this opportunity before it is too 


payments. 


Name 


THE ENCYCLOPEDIA BRITANNICA, Inc. 
342 Madison Avenue, New York 


Please send me, without cost or obligation, a copy | 
of your 56-page book describing the Encyclopedia f 


Mahogany- finish bookcase free while this offer lasts! 
MA E S N A A N S E A- 


late! The time is now—it is the oppor- 
tunity for which you have been waiting. 
So make sure of your set. Before you 
turn the page, send the attached coupon 
for free booklet (it commits you in no 
way) and we will mail you full partic- 
ulars of this wonderful offer, 


AMSTA 


Britannica in the New Form at the special 46% sav- 
ing and full details of your plan of small monthly 
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Men like this 


famous Candy, too! 


But then, they ought to.. . they 
made it famous! 

Just imagine a rich butter cream, 
dipped in a luscious caramel that 
melts in your mouth, rolled in 
crispy, crunchy, nut-meats, then 
thickly coated with the smoothest, 
mellowest milk chocolate! Doesn’t 
that sound good? Well, that’s 
Oh Henry! Do you wonder that 
men like it . . . eat more of it than 
any other candy in America... 
nearly a million bars a day? 

Of course, sliced, Oh Henry! is 
new to men. They know it as a bar, 


OhHenry! 


SLICED 


Write for alittle leaflet, in colors,on serv- 
ing Oh Henry! sliced. There is no charge, 


Williamson Candy Co. Chicago, Ill, 
OS -0- D0 0- S0- S] 6 O1-D0- 


at the beaches, on the golf links, at 
all games, motoring or fishing. 


And slicing Oh Henry! to serve 
at home is a clever woman’s idea 
for parties. But in the bar or sliced, 
men like Oh Henry!, and a dish 
under Dad’s reading lamp, or by the 
radio, will find a rousing welcome. 


And whata delicious candy it is, 
daintily sliced, for afternoon tea, 
bridge games, after-dinner or any 
informal affairs! Oh Henry!, you 
know, is distinctly a fine candy. No 
$1.25 chocolates are finer in quality 
or made with more infinite care. 

Telephone your grocery, drug or 
candy store for a few bars to slice. 
Oh Henry! isn’t expensive... a 10c 
bar cuts into 8 delicious slices. 


© 1925, by W. C. Co. 
All rights reserved 
ander international 
conventions 


starve if dinner isn’t ready immediately. 
But would I exchange him for another? 
No! MRS. E. L. W. 


J pITOR’S NOTE: The faults of hus- 
bands are highly standardized, ac- 
cording to the women who submitted 
letters in this contest; and all women have 
just about the same funny shortcomings, 
according to the men. Of course there 
are some notable exceptions, as, for 
instance, the husband who for years has 
annoyed his wife by putting on his hat 
the first thing every morning. One of her 
most vivid memories, she says, was seeing 
him, the first morning after they were 
married, walking across the floor with his 
nightshirt and straw hat on! He has been 
doing that same thing ever since, though 
in winter it’s a felt hat or a derby that fre 

uts on first! And there is another hus- 
band who folds his trousers very carefully 
every night, and spreads them out in the 
middle of the floor. 

Among the unstandardized wives is 
one who always wants her husband to get 
up and see if he is sitting on whatever 
she may be looking for, whether it is her 
sewing bake or the baby’s rocking horse. 

The most frequent faults of husbands 
are that they invite guests to meals and 
don’t give their wives enough notice, if 
any at all; they themselves are careless 
about being prompt to meals; they drape 
their clothes over any piece of furniture 
in any room; they put their cigar, pipe, 
and cigarette ashes in their coffee cups, 
on the rugs, or any other place that is 
handy; when guests are present they 
always say something about the extraor- 
dinarily fine meal, the fresh napkins, or 
the Pei eek silver; they go around on 
Sundays looking like tramps, instead of 
dressing up; they won’t be entertaining, 
and they get sleepy when they don’t care 
parciculasly about the company in the 

ouse; they disparage their wives’ cook- 
ing, and brag on the kind of things 
“Mother used to make;” the anly 
loosen the dirt on their faces and hands 
with water, and then wipe it off on the 
towels, and they throw the bath towels on 
the floor; they come into the kitchen and 
worry their wives by urging them to 
hurry with dinner; they call their wives 
“Mother” out in public, and they tell 
punk jokes about their courtship, usually 
saying that their wives ran after them. 

Among the more serious faults of hus- 
bands, two stand out prominently: One 
is that they neglect to tell their wives, 
once in a while, that they still love them; 
and the other is that they make their 
wives come to them and ask for money. 

The husbands who submitted letters 
showed a decided tendency to group the 
faults of their wives under the general 
heading, “I wish she would let me alone!” 
Husbands wish their wives wouldn’t talk 
to them when they are reading; wish they 
wouldn’t fuss when they are late to meals; 
wish they would let their men-folks work 
in the yard in old clothes; wish they 
wouldn’t “straighten up” so much. 

But throughout all of this contest, 
and the response to it was tremendous, 
there was a spirit of happiness and fun 
that was remarkable and inspiring. After 
listing a dozen or more faults, the women 
would wind up by saying, “I wouldn’t 
change him for the world.” And the men 
were equally pleased with their wives. 


Why I Stick to the Sticks, by ROBERT QUILLEN 


Why I Stick to 
the Sticks 


(Continued from page 27) 


if you are not ina hurry. I seriously doubt 
whether a dog could wag its tail while 
hurrying. 
The English, I am told, have mastered 
the art of living. That is, they have 
arrived; they have settled upon a way to 
get their bread, and now they feel no 
further anxiety about the business of 
climbing. My neighbors are ‘“‘contempo- 
rary ancestors.” Their progenitors came 
from England a great while ago and set- 
tled here among the rolling hills; and 
when the full tide of immigration set in, it 
passed by on the other side and left them 
undisturbed: They are English still. They 
can recognize the voice of a pet foxhound 
miles away, and they will pay more for a 
good hunting dog than for a milk cow. 
They have arrived. They are not going 
anywhere. I do not mean that they are 
rich, but only that they are content. There 


are nails to be driven, and teeth to be | 


filled, and goods to be sold, and sick folk 
to be attended at a price; but these matters 
are incidental. When the chores are done, 
my neighbors devote themselves to the 
business of living. They are placid, casual, 
tolerant, and never under any circum- 
stances bored. 


Ą LITTLE while ago I held a square 

dance in the dining-room and invited 
everybody. The fiddles whined in a corner 
and a high-keyed voice called the changes; 
and the ladies who tripped down the center 
and smilingly rejected each amorous swain 
until the gentlemen of their choice a 
peared might have stepped out of the 
sixteenth century. It seemed almost a 
sacrilege when they went home in prosaic 
automobiles instead of coaches. 

The other day I sawone of our wealthiest 
citizens sauntering down the street with 
a sack of peanuts tucked under his arm. 
He was munching contentedly and scat- 
tering hulls in his wake. He would have 
called the sack of peanuts a “bag of 
pindas.” When I go to the post office I 

ass business men who are sitting in cane- 
Boctamed chairs on the sidewalk. 

Main Street is dirt, and there are times 
when much of it seems to be suspended in 
the air; but crossing it isn’t a hazardous 
business, and I can park my car at any 
point along its mile, and leave it there a 
week without offending the authorities. 

There are no troublesome authorities. 
I can do as I please, and there are none to 
molest or make afraid. Once I stood at an 
intersection of streets in a city to enjoy 
the milling crowds, and a man in uniform 
suggested that I move on. I did not enjoy 
the experience. I belong out in the coun- 
try, where there aren’t any uniforms. 

We have two policemen, but they are 
not officious. One of them saunters about 
town at night, but when the weather is 
zold he takes it for granted that mischief- 
nakers will not be abroad, and sits by a 
tove in the small building that houses the 
ire wagon. When the doctor is out late at 
ight, the hospitable glow of the little 
tove invites him to stop, and he and the 
roliceman boil a pot of coffee. 
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‘Test your business knowledge 
by these five questions 


HERE ARE five simple business questions. 


They are the 


kind EVERY corporation president must answer every day; 


they are a fair test of your business knowledge. 
them now, and check the ones you know. 


2 By comparison of 
financial statements, 
can you tell whether 

a business is going as 

it should and point 

out its weakness or 
strength? 


THER SN 


ll 

1 Do you know how 
to satisfy a bank 
that you deserve a 
loan? 


Go over 


pa 
3 What four main fac- 
tors would you con- 
sider if you were 
selecting a location 
for a factory? 


4 What factors show 
whether a business 
is in a position to de- 
clare dividends? 


5 How would you de- 


cide whether to 
market a product 
by mail, or thru 
some other trade 


channels? 


Frankly now, how many stumped you? 


"THE wrong answer to any one of these 
questions might be enough to wreck 
a business. Be your own judge—could 
ou make wise decisions on such prob- 
ems if you were to become president of 
your company tomorrow? 

There is only one way to know you are 
right. That is to have the knowledge 
contained in the Modern Business Course 
of the Alexander Hamilton Institute. 

Between the man who knows only the 
workings of his own department, and the 
executive who knows the principles of 
all, there is an insurmountable barrier. 
It is the business of the Institute to 
equip men to destroy this barrier be- 
tween themselves and the things they 
want. 

You don’t have to leave your business 
to get this training. Instead, the Insti- 
tute brings it to you. With the Insti- 
tute’s help the salesman learns the 
fundamentals of accounting and finance; 
the accountant learns the essentials of 
merchandising, advertising, factory and 
office management. In a few minutes 


Alexander Hamilton Institute 


Executive Training for Business Men 


e—a 
In Australia: In Canada: 
110Castlereagh St., Sydney C.P.R. Building Toronto 


Nets 


of interesting reading a day, a man sup- 
plements his practical experience with 
the wider knowledge which alone can 
make him what Business pays most 
liberally for—an all-round executive. 

If you cannot answer the questions on 
this page, you are facing a grave de- 
cision. Will you be satisfied with the 
dittle things of life—or are you going to 
set out to get the best? 

If you are in the latter class, we offer 
you a little book which may be the 
turning point in your career—if you will 
let it be. It tells the whole story of the 
Institute, and what it has done for men 
who had precisely your position and 
income. ill you-send for it? The 
coupon is enough. 


| ALEXANDER HAMILTON [INSTITUTE 
388 Astor Place New York City 


Ahead in Business,” which I may keep 


I 
| Send me at once the booklet, “Forging 
| without obligation. 


| Signature ssi sas AE ONEN E PETE A 


| Business 
OR PERESA sa eaed ap ween hud tine ce Pears | 
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FOR LESS- [=> 


MUCH | 


SUNDSTRAND 


Ana sandart olen 


Some of the most experienced 
users of record keeping equip- 
ment in the country say that 
the Sundstrand Automatic 
Bookkeeping Machine is a long- 
awaited development of the ut- 
most importance. 


This machine is ideal for 
every business, large or small. 
It does all kinds of ledger work, 
such as posting accounts re- 
ceivable, accounts payable, 
general ledger, cost ledger, em- 
ployees’ individual payroll led- 
ger, stock records, etc., etc. 
Fully 75% of the work is done 
automatically without thought 
or effort on the part of the oper- 
ator. The machine automati- 
cally tabulates to the proper 
columns on the ledger sheet, 
prints the reference number, 
adds the debits, subtracts the 
credits and automatically com- 
putes and prints the new bał- 
ance, distinguishing credit 
balances by a special symbol. 


In addition to this, the ma- 
chine will print, if desired (on 
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a proof strip), theexact amount 
posted to each account. In case 
of error, it is only necessary to 
check the proof strip against 
the predetermined list. 

Each time a debit or credit 
item is posted, the entire book- 
keeping on that account is com- 
pleted, thus leaving the book- 
keeper free at the end of the 
month to make up his trial 
balance promptly, send out 
statements and start the cur- 
rent posting without delay. 
Customers’ statements can be 
made on the machine. 

This adding—subtracting —multi- 
plying bookkeeping model Sundstrand 
is the most versatile of machines, pro- 
viding for the full range of machine 
bookkeeping and all classes of adding 
and calculating work. There is no 
other bookkeeping machine made that 
can be used to such splendid advan- 
tage for all purposes. Yet the Sund- 
strand is priced much lower than 
machines with comparable features. 

We would like to have the nearest 
Sundstrand representative demon- 
strate this remarkable machine on 
your own work. Or, we shall gladly 
send complete detailed information 
on request. Address Dept. A-10. 


SUNDSTRAND ADDING MACHINE CO., Rockford, Ill., U. S. A. 


Sales and Service Stations everywhere in the United States and foreign countries 


«FEATURES» 


Automatic printing of dates 
Automatic addition of debits 
Automatic subtraction of credits 
Automatic computation and printing 
of balance 
Automatic selection of columns 
Automatic cross tabulating 
Automatic carriage position control 
Automatic date repeat, when desired 
Automatic date printing control 
Special character printing 


10-key keyboard 
Capacity 999,999.99 
Motor or hand operated models 
Carriages furnished in 13°, 15” 
and 18” widths 


AND all the advantages of the direct subtraction, automatic-shift mul- 
tiplication Sundstrand “Marvel Model” adding-calculating machine 


Sundstrand 


AUTOMATIC B OOKKEEP ING MACHINE people that they will have the old horse 


One day last week the policeman 
bought a dog and tethered it to a rear 
wheel of the as wagon. When night had 
fallen there was an alarm of fire, the first 
in many months, and the volunteer fire- 
men who answered the call did not know 
about the dog. It was a very unfortunate 
affair, for the fire was of little importance 
and the dog was worth a month’s salary. 

If one of the policemen should be called 
upon to arrest one of his neighbors, he 
would do it apologetically, and with due 
regard for the rights of free citizens. If 
he should be TLanaunered about the 
business, there would be general indig- 
nation and he would lose his place. It is a 
place not to be lightly sacrificed, for while 
the reward in money is small there is the 
privilege of wearing a badge and carrying 
a poe , and doing no other arduous labor 
whatever. 


OUBTLESS I miss a great deal out 

here. One doesn’t get rich in a village. 
But I don’t care very much about money 
itself, and just at present there isn’t any- 
thing I wish to buy. 

Once or twice a year we go to a city to 
hear some music, and we have a radio and 
a phonograph and a piano. Our souls do 
not starve. 

The printed things that are worth 
reading are delivered to us at about the 
time they are delivered in cities, and book 
publishers send us their lists. 

There is a tennis court across the street; 
there are streams all about us that con- 
tain fish, and near the old mill east of 
town there is a good place to swim. There 
are rambling hills that invite us to go 
tramping in autumn; there are fields 
where quail may be found. In two hours 
we can drive to the mountains; in seven 
hours we can drive to the sea. And if we 
happen to be broke, the man at the filling 
station will charge it. 

All. of us have things charged. The 
banks finance the merchants, and the 
merchants wait until fall to take their 
profits. It is an old-fashioned system; but 
it works rather well, for the people are 
honest. Our houses are not locked at 
night, nor when we leave home during the 
day; and he is sorry indeed who cannot 
overdraw at one of the banks. Honest, 
but a little slow at times. I know one man 
who owed another twelve hundred dollars 
for thirty-two years, and then sold his 
farm and paid thé debt, with interest at 
eight per cent. 

“To-morrow is a day, also.” One of my 
neighbors courted a sweet lady years ago, 
and lost her to a more enterprising man, 
but he did not despair of happiness or lose 
faith in the scheme of things. He went 
calmly about his affairs, and in after years 
courted and married the lady’s daughter. 
Haste avails little. 

Some of the younger people hurry. 
Last year the young man who drives the 
hearse made too great haste on his way to 
a distant cemetery, and the light car that 
contained the chief mourners was unable 
to hold the pace. It turned over while 
negotiating a curve and one of the occu- 
pants suffered a broken arm. 

For the most part our people are recon- 
ciled to the motor hearse, despite it: 
possibilities; but one gentleman wh: 
treasures the memory of more languid 
days has exacted a promise from his 
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ae hearse resurrected for his last 
ride. 

I like these old-school gentlemen: the 
banker who sits. in a rocking chair near a 
front window of his institution; the doctor 
who dons ən apron at times and boasts 
that he can make a better sauce for baked 
oysters than any feminine cook that 
breathes; the old postmaster who got his 
first appointment from Grant; the white- 
haired old prophet who raises spinach in 
his garden and calls it ‘‘spineache.” 
They did not develop their charming 
manners while making haste. 

To-morrow is Sunday, and we are to 
have fried chicken and devil’s-food cake 
and homemade ice cream. Bee will get 
dinner and freeze the cream while we are 
at church. Bee is our colored girl, and she 
cooks and ‘“‘does” my shirts and keeps the 
house spotless. It is a very small house. 

The roosters are crowing for midnight, 
and I’m going to bed. To-day I have 
written an editorial and ten short para- 
graphs for a metropolitan newspaper; 
twenty-one short paragraphs that will be 
printed in one hendra and twenty daily 
papers; two “features” that will be printed 
in as many; two columns for my own 
village paper, and this. 

I am tired, but I’ve had a wonderfully 
good time. Why shouldn’t I like it? 


P. S. I just happened to think of some- 
thing. I knew that mere writing hadn’t 


made me this tired. I mowed the lawn 
after supper. 


What My Religion 
Means to Me 


(Continued from page 9) 


have earned both. But what do you sup- 
pose you were thinking of at the time?” 

“Nothing but doing the best possible 
bit of work could do that day, and doing 
it as quickly as possible. It is more than 
probable that I was eager to get out on 
the golf course.” 

And so I rejoice in my religion and 
am grateful to it. It has strengthened 
and sustained me in times of sorrow; it 
has opened the door to many fellowships; 
it has made my speech less bitter; it has 
widened my field of labor; it has kept me 
straight when I have been tempted; it 
has led me to read many books | should 
otherwise have missed, and has brought 
to my door countless friends I should 
otherwise have lost. And, finally, as 
Frank Reilly has informed me, it has in- 
creased my reputation and my royalties. 

But above and beyond all that, it has 
paid me in peace of mind. 


“OUT of the Mountains Came This 
Great Preacher of the Plains” is the 
story of George W. Truett, widely 
known Texas clergyman. As an awk- 
ward boy from the high hills of North 
Carolina, he swayed his first audience. 
Since then thousands of audiences 
have been moved by his oratory and 
impressed by the sincerity of his be- 
liefs. The story of “Big Jim’s’’ con- 
version and of a riotous cowboy who 
saw the light. 


This one device both waxes and polishes floors—with paste or liquid wax 


The loveliest floors 
are the least work 


T surprising thing about waxed floors 
is not their beauty—which everybody 
appreciates. It is how easily that beauty is 
obtained. All you have to do is occasionally 
to apply Old English Paste Wax for creat- 
ing floor beauty, and then use Old English 
Liquid Wax for cleaning and reviving it. 
That’s all there is to it, either for wood 
floors or linoleum. 

Laying foundations for floor beauty. 
Treat your floors occasionally with Old Eng- 


-lish Paste Wax. It gives floors a rich, glow- 


ing, mellow beauty. It is easily applied. It 
lasts when it is applied. It is economical 
because it goes farther and lasts longer. It 
resists scratches and heel-marks. It costs 
but a third of other finishes. 


Keeping floors clean and bright. Old 
English Liquid Wax is the easiest, best 
means of keeping up the floor beauty lent 
by Old English Paste Wax. Old English 
Liquid Wax renews and revives floor beauty. 
It removes all surface dirt, and it doesn’t 
remove the wax. It builds up the surface, 
makes it more wear-resistant, makes it 
more beautiful. 


POWDER 


PASTE 


FOR FLOORS, LINOLEUM, WOODWORK, FURNITURE, DANCING 
Send for this Valuable Book—Free 


It is full of home-beauty secrets and authoritative information on 
how to care for floors, linoleum, woodwork, furniture, etc., when 
to use paste wax, when to use liquid wax—all that we have learned 
in twenty-eight years, condensed into easy reading. A valuable 


reference book. Mail the coupon. 


free book only 
Send me pog free book, 
“Beautiful Floors, Wood- 
work, and Furniture— 
Their Finish and Care.” 


eee eee eee eee eee eee eee eee 


Old English Wa 


The A. S. Boyle Company, 1631 Dana Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio 


oO Check here for o Check here for 
Waxer-Polisher | 

Send me, all charges paid, your $5.10 
Old English Waxing Outfit at the 
ial time-limited price of $3.90 
ver_ and West, $4.25; Canada, 
$4.50; Winnipeg and West, $5.00), 
which I enclose, 


Pee e meee enna eacecceseeeeees 
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The easy way to wax. Apply either 
Old English Paste Wax or Old English 
Liquid Wax with the Old English Waxer- 
Polisher. Here is a single-unit device that 
applies both, that polishes both. It obviates 
bending, kneeling—all hard work. No other 
device can apply and polish both paste and 
liquid wax. It is doubly economical. It’s 
low in cost. It lasts a lifetime. 

Sold at paint, hardware, drug, house- 
furnishing and department stores. aki 


$5.10 waxing outfit for $3.20 


1 Old English Waxer- Polisher 
1 Can Old English Wax 

1 Can Old English Liquid Wax 
1 Valuable Book on Floor Care 


_ $5.10 
Special Price. . 3.90 
YOU SAVE $1.20 
For prices West of 
Denver and in Canada, 
see coupon below 
Sill in coupon and 
il today 
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A corner of our in- 
ventions department, 
where a corps of 
skilled experts study 
the needs suggested 
by the merchants of 
the world, and per- 
fect mechanical de- 
vices to meet them. 
In this way National 
Cash Registers are 
always kept abrenst 
of the needs of every 
business. 


National 
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of the world 
helped build the 500 kinds 
of National Cash Registers 


MILLIONS of merchants and sales-people, in all lines, 
have told us what they want National Cash Registers 
to do for them. l 

These suggestions, made to our thousands of 
field representatives, come to our inventions de- 
partment, where 250 skilled experts perfect them in 
machinery. Then 7000 mechanics build them into 
National Cash Registers. 

For 41 years we have been improving and Dins 
to our models constantly in this way. i 

Thats why National Cash Registers | are always 
up to date . . . why they 
meet the needs of every 


ments of merchants make every one of them 
necessary. 

With a National you get a business lifetime of 
protection for your profits. It stops the leaks 
caused by carelessness, indifference and inefficiency. 

With a National you can be sure your cash register 
will always be in perfect working order. We have 
hundreds of service men, ready for any emergency, 
stationed in all the principal cities of the world. 

A National Cash Register will more than earn its 
cost for you by increasing profits and saving expense. 
Prices, $75, $100, $125, 
$150 and up. Liberal al- 


business exactly and com- | 


pletely. Be ee aga. 
We make more than 500 
different types and sizes of 
National Cash Registers. 
We have to. The require- 


Facts about The National Cash 
‘Register Company 
Al: years making - cash registers exclusively. 
15,000 skilled workers making, selling and 


serving them, 

3190 patents, containing more than 40,000 
claims, have been taken out on National 
Cash Registers. 

National Cash Registers used in every part 
of civilized world. 


Best and lowest-priced cash registers made. 
More than 500 different types and sizes, 


One for every line of business. 


lowance on used machines. 
Easy monthly payments. 
The National Cash Reg- 
ister Company, Dayton, 
Ohio, U. S. A. 


*These prices apply in 
United States only. 


Cash Registers 
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The lather's skill 
encourages distince 
4] tive decoration. 
The plasterer beau- 
tifies four-fifths of 
the home interior. 


They Marvel At Its 


Flawless Beauty 


i HEN they planned their 

dream home, thoughts 
turned first to decorations and 
furnishings—to make it that 
liveable, lovable home of 
contentment and happiness. 


With a wistful smile (perhaps 
a sigh) their architect turned 
from air castles to sturdy 
houses of man-made things. 


Now, years later, they marvel at the 
flawless beauty of their plastered 
walls and ceilings. They bless the 
man who built so well—who made 
their dream home permanent. 


The steel on which the Better Plaster- 
ing was spread is the unseen reason 
for that flawless beauty. Ask your 
plastering contractor about the per- 
manence, economy and fire resist- 
ance of Better Plastering. By its 
steel base is this permanent finish 
distinguished from all others—and by 
its ability to retain the beauty of 
newness as old memories become a 
part of your home. 


Write for a copy of the Better Plas- 
tering book. It cxplains why, for 
perfection and fire protection, Bet- 
ter Plastering on METAL lath is 
incomparable. 


NATIONAL COUNCIL for 
BETTER PLASTERING 


$19 Madison Square Bldg., Chicago 


BETTER 


Q 


STERING 


“H TO REINFORCE AND PRESERVE 


You Can’t Travel Far by Treading 


on People’s Toes 
(Continued from page 61) 


most human man I have ever known,” a 
friend of his said to me the other day. 
“At one time he sent a man all the way 
to the Pacific coast to secure details of 
the death of a business associate, whose 
widow was unable both physically and 
financially to make the trip. Then Pope 
himself traveled a thousand miles to carry 
to her, personally, the details that he felt 
were too sacred to be passed on by an out- 
sider. It was just like him. 

“I have worked with him off and on for 
thirty years, and I have never seen him 
where his quick sympathy did not put 
him in complete touch with anyone he 
happened to be with at the time. He has 
an uncanny way of getting close to 
poea hearts, and I think it is because 

e does not merely understand their 
virtues—but he understands their faults.” 

From his late teens until well into his 
twenties, he traveled all over the country 
superintending piping contracts for his 
father; and he slept in everything from 
tents to adobe houses. He picked his 
gangs from the natives in the parts of the 
country where he was working, and lived 
man-to-man with them under all circum- 
stances and conditions. At twenty-one he 
was handling men twice his age in remote 
sections of the country, where laws were 
ignored and codes of honor were deter- 
mined and enforced by local necessity. 


AS a boy, he had prepared to enter an 
engineering course at Rensselaer, but 
sudden trouble with his eyes prevented 
this. For a short time he made collections 
for his father, kept his books, and later on 
drew up the contracts and studied the 
specifications. He also made a study of 
accounting, and of the financing of the 
business. All this was dull work; but he 
stuck to it, and it gave him a solid back- 

round for his future responsibilities, and 
or his adventures in human nature. 

These began early. Shortly after he 
was out of his teens his father signed a 
contract for some work in San Diego. It 
was the first time that the firm had 
attempted any work on the coast, and 
there was some discussion as to who 
should take charge. Considerable execu- 
tive handling was necessary and it must 
be carried on in the field. 

“At that time,” said Pope, “we had a 
foreman who was a capable man, a good 
worker, and able to carry out the terms of 
the contract, but who knew nothing of 
the financial end. It was a difficult situ- 
ation. 

“Finally Father called us both into his 
office. 

“*Look here, boys,’ he said to us, 
‘suppose you both go out there together. 
Higgins can look after the work, and you 
(turning to me) can look after the ac- 
counts. 

“It looked like a good arrangement 
from the Chicago end, but it was hardly 
to be wondered at that an old employee 
resented having his employer’s young son 
placed in charge of the basics end of the 
expedition. I felt at the time that there 


was going to be plenty of trouble—and 
there was! 

“Back in those days California was 
just a dumping ground for floaters, and 
we contractors had to pick our men from 
a motley crew. Most of them were gath- 
ered from the docks and the saloons, and 
all they wanted was money enough to 
keep them staked to the poker games and 
other amusements. They were a rough 
lot, and worked as little as they could and 
as poorly as they dared.” 


HOROUGHLY angered because young 

Pope had the financial end, and so was 
virtaslly in charge of the job, the foreman 
determined to “‘break” him. It was easy 
enough to line up the workers on his side. 
None of them liked the idea of taking 
orders from a boy half their age, and from 
the very first there had been a sort of 
petty persecution, which was worse than 
open friction. , 

But Pope had either taken.the annoy- 
ances in good part, or ignored: them. 
Finally, the men schemed to put him in a 
position where they could show him he 
was not their equal, and so weaken his 
authority. Physically, the slim, untrained 
boy was no match for these husky, 
hardened workers. Their first attempt 
came one day when they were placing 
some heavy, fourteen-foot lengths of pipe. 
At this they worked together, two and 
two, handling the heavy pieces as if they 
were straws. 

The boy, who was working with them, 
saw through the plan they had hatched, 
and at first he was able to match them, 
for he selected as his assistant a brawny 
young Irish lad who could handle more 
than halfofthe burden. The men schemed 
and shifted, however, until they left him 
suddenly in a place where he must bear 
most of the weight of a length of heavy 
pipe while it was being screwed into 


pace For a moment he was staggered 
y the weight, and the men stepped back, 
laughing. 


Then their faces changed. 
With a quick movement, the boy readied 
for a lever, braced himself firmly—and 
held the pipe steady until the work was 
com koi. 

The swift come-back was a surprise to 
the men, and the quick acceptance of 
their challenge made an appeal to their 
rough sporting blood. In less than a 
minute Pope’s standing in that group had 
changed. After that, they yielded him 
his place. He had won it by something 
bigger than mere physical power. 

“That moment,” Pope asserted, 
“taught me two valuable lessons: One 
was how easily a boy may be broken by 
the wrong treatment; the other was the 
subtle Aa. ekaa which lies between the 
man who uses his brain and the one who 
depends only on brute strength. I deter- 
mined that never again would I waste my 
strength when I could use a lever. -I have 
seen men straining their hearts out, when 
they could have accomplished the same 
results easily by mechanical means.” 

There were many other experiences just 
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as interesting. One of them occurred down 
on the border line of Mexico. Among 
those working for Pope at the time was a 
boy of about fourteen, the son of a moun- 
taineer. This man always came down to 
see his boy paid, and then promptly 
transferred the money to his own pocket. 

One afternoon, while Pope was standing 
in the door of the shanty watching the 
men as they filed off through the gather- 
ing dusk, he noticed the old mountaineer 
coming slowly down the trail with a shot- 
gun under his arm. Pope was alone and 
he scented trouble, so he slipped back into 
the shack and put his revolver into his 
pocket. Then he stepped out again, and 
once more leaned against the doorway. 
In another moment the old mountaineer 
was at the foot of the steps. 

“I calkilate to collect the money due 
me for my boy,” he said with an ugly 
drawl. (Pope had already been warned 
that this was one of his customs.) 

* “That money was paid to your boy 
Saturday night,” said Pope steadily, 
“and you saw it done.” 

“He ain’t of age,” said the mountaineer 
insultingly, ‘‘an’ it’s got to be paid over 
again to me. It’s the aw.” As le spoke, 
he slipped the shotgun into the crook of 
his arm. ; 

Pope knew his danger, but his voice 
stayed level. “If you want it, you willhave 
to come after it,” he answered coldly. His 
hand was in his pocket, and something in 
his eyes warned the man in front of him. 

For a minute the old mountaineer 
hesitated. He looked at the slim, quiet 
boy, his yellow hair and fair skin in such 
strong contrast to the rough dark flannel 
shirt. 

‘By gosh, you’re a cool un!” he said 
admiringly, and, turning on his heel, 
disappeared up the trail. : 

And always, just as soon as Pope 
became tuned to the moods of one 
locality, the contract closed, and he was 
jumped into entirely different surround- 
ings. - It was so in this case. His next 
work ‘took him into Michigan, on the 
southern shore of Lake Superior. It was 


a bitter winter, and the men had to walk - 
three milés each way to reach the plant. _ 


Hours were long, for work started: at 
seven-thirty. any a morning, as Pope 
walked along the shores of the lake before 


‘daylight, the icy spray spattered his 
‘clothes. 


wo Xx 


MUCH of the work was the installation 
of power plants, and was located ïn 
new or outlying districts. The country was 
still wild, and the men were rough. In 
this particular section most of the work- 
men were drawn from a Swedish settle- 
ment near by, and they were clannish and 
hard to control, often going‘off in groups 
on extended leaves. One of them, a big, 
husky, long-legged son of the soil, was 
particularly hard to handle; but when he 
was sober he was a good workman, and 
trained workers were scarce in that part 
of the country. 

Pope tried every known method to keep 
him straight, and finally called him to his 
office in the shack and said severely: 

“Ole, I am about through with this 
nonsense. The next time you quit work 
and go off on a spree with that gang of 
loafers, I’ll stop your pay!” 

A week later Ole disappeared again, 
and the threat was carried out. 


- the lives of others. 


A few nights after he had fired Ole, Pope 
was oUi by a slight rustle just outside 
the door of his shack, and was struggling 
to get his eyes open when the door was 
pushed ajar. In the light of a lamp on 
the table in the corner, he saw Ole’s face. 
The man had been drinking, and his eyes 
were like two steel points as he looked 
over toward the bed. 

In a minute Pope sensed what he was 
up to, for the Swede made a quick rush 
for the table. With a furious swing, he 
flung the lighted lamp directly at the bed. 

Fortunately for Pope, he was quick on 
the catch, and he caught the lamp by its 
standard. The chimney flew across the 
room, but the lamp went out. The black- 
ness, and a sudden realization of what he 
had done, sobered the big Swede. Within 
a minute he was blubbering like a child, 
and had slunk out of the shack. That 
ended the trouble. 

Incidents such as these taught Pope 
more about human nature than a whole 
course in psychology. 


“JE WAS not only a case of studying 
human nature and of getting along 
with people,” he said with a fight “but 
a question of how ṣo pull through with a 
whole skin. It was the same quick edu- 
cation a boy gets when you throw him 
overboard. hen you are right up 
against it, your mind usually works 
rapidly and well. And it is when there is 
no one else to turn to that you begin 
to appreciate the responsibility and the 
importance of your ag 

“Reasonable care, by the way,” Pope 
went on, “‘is one’ of the hardest things in 


- the world to impress upon the average 


workman. Men get callous to danger, and 
careless in taking. risks:> During the 
World’s Fair, I nearly-lost my life because 
of this. i 
r“ I was down in the.cellar space of one 
of the big’ exhibition buildings with two 
of my steam fitters. -We were looking over 
a pipe line which had just been installed, 
when one of the men, without waiting to 
find’ outž whether the line was under 
pressure, opened up a twelve-inch blind 
flange.within twenty-five feet of where I 
was standing. The second it was released, 
the flange let go with a tremendous roar. 
“Both men were killed, the side of the 
buildmg was entirely blown out, andathe 
escaping steam washed a long trench in 
the safid five or six feet deep before we 


_ could get it: shut off.- I escaped only be- 


cauSe the temporary. ladder 
be on my side’of. the steam. ” 
< “Surely thesman who did this was a 
new employee,” I said. 

, “No,” Pope*replied with feeling, “he 
was an old workman. It just goes to show 
how “little- even "a seasoned workman 
I e the. importance of his work. 
If that man had had a proper realization 


appened to 


* of the power of the steam for which he was 


installing the pipes, he would not have 
taken that chance with his own life and 
It was a terrible 
accident, but I never forgot the lesson. 

“Few people outside of engineers 
realize the -tremendous responsibility 
carried. in` the~ installation of piping,” 
Pope continued. “‘Whén you see a string 
of pipes running along in their hangers 
and supports it looks like a nice, quiet 
job. But those very pipes may be under 
terrific pressure. For instance, hydraulic 
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piping sometimes carries from three to 
five thousand pounds per square inch, and 
the installation of plants carrying twelve 
hundred pounds of steam is far advanced. 

“ Just to show you what could happen 
on the hydraulic lines, I can tell you a 
story of something which occurred down 
in a Southern state a few years ago. While 
this did not result from any failure in the 
piping, ‘the same disaster would have 
ollowed a break, or improper installa- 
tion. 

“There had been a change in personnel 
at the plant, and one of the new men 
tried to operate a valve which controlled 
the flow from a pipe about twenty-four 
inches in diameter. In some way he 
threw it in the wrong direction, and be- 
fore the key controls above the building 
could be closed and the flow of water 
stopped, the whole plant had been washed 
out as clean as a whistle. In fact, the 
results would have been a credit to any 
hydraulic mining operation. If you have 
ever watched two husky men struggling 
to hold a three-inch fire hose when it was 
under ordinary pressure, you can imagine 
what twenty-four inches of water would 
do with that pressure behind it. 

“Every now and then, in spite of all 
the care we can use, we get a pretty bad 
scare. Some months ago, a wire came to 
me from a client in the Mid-West callin 
me to the plant immediately. I rush 
there by the first train, to find that an 
explosion in one of their power plants had 
killed two men. It would be hard to 
imagine my feelings as I entered that 
president’s office, for one of the men killed 
was an old and valued employee. After 
he had told me the details, I asked him 
the location of the station. His answer 
brought me the first happy minute I had 
had for many hours. 

““Then you don’t know,’ I said to 
him, ‘that the work for that particular 
station was done by someone else? That 
is not my piping at all!’ 

“I left on the next train, with as great 


relief as I have ever experienced in my life. 


“ {NNE of the strangest things about our 
industry is that, although it soclosely 
affects the comfort of every human being 
every minute of the day, few people know 
much about it. Probably that is because 
most piping runs underground or is con- 
cealed in walls, and we don’t pay attention 
to the things that are out of sight. If 
someone were suddenly to open up the 
street paving, and the walls of buildings, 
so that all the lines of piping were visible, 
people would be astonished at the miles of 
pipe it takes to keep just a small commu- 
nity comfortable. i 
“When we stop to think that practically 
every building is heated through pipes, 
that all our water is piped to us, that to- 
day large industries are using piping 
systems to convey materials from one 
art of the plant to the other, then we 
begin to realize the enormous investment 
there is in piping in this country. 
“No individual item which enters into 
construction can cause quite so much 
inconvenience and damage as poor pip- 
ing. Take, for example, the Edward 
Hines Hospital, in Chicago. This build- 
ing, which is about half a mile long, has 
something like seven to ten miles of 
finely detailed piping. Imagine what it 


. Pope. 


would mean if that were not properly in- 
stalled. 

“And such jobs cannot be handled 
properly unless the men responsible for 
them realize the importance of what they 
are doing. I am afraid, here, that I must 
make a criticism of employers in general. 
I chink they do not show sufficient interest 
in the development of boys and appren- 
tices into valued adult employees. 

“Very few boys have a sense of respon- 
sibility, and not many boys like work. 
I know J didn’t. You have to get boys 
interested before they will work with a 
will—and you have to understand: them 
before you can get them interested. Each 
boy presents his own special problem, and 
the more character he has the harder he is 
to handle—and the better man he will 
make if he is properly trained. 


“THERE is no telling how many boys 

are ruined through careless treatment. 

With a kid, even more than with a man, 
the smallest fleck of injustice rankles; he 
has not the calm judgment it takes to see 

more than one fide. ut whether it is boy 

or man who is smarting under unjust 

treatment, he thinks less both of his 

superior and himself, and his work falls 
immediately. 

“And no one, man or boy, ever really 
pi anywhere until you put responsi- 

ilicy on him, whether he is sweeping a 
floor or doing a big engineering job. Eer 
him settle all the questions that come up 
about it. Then stand right back of him 
and show him that you are his friend, that 
you trust him completely, and that no 
normal error will count against him. If 
you can’t trust him, don’t keep him. 

“One point that seems to me very 
important in the training of young boys 
is to see that they make good the frst few 
times responsibility is placed on them. If 
they fail then, it breaks their confidence 
in themselves, and it takes time to restore 
that faith. But when a man or a boy 
succeeds the first time, he is pretty likely 
to feel like tackling the next thing that 
comes along. 

“A boy with his own way to make is up 
inst so many things,” smiled Pope. 
always try to remember that. Too 
man pone: starting out in life 

think that getting a good job is all there 
is to it. And sometimes it's a pretty stiff 

jolt when they find out that someone else 
can get the job for them, but they have to 
hold it for themselves! 

“The next thing they have to learn is 
that careers are not built by a few brilliant 
plays, but by keeping everlastingly at it; 

y being square, and by looking ahead to 
see what is coming in their line of business 
in the future; by taking the responsibility 
for their share of the job; by meeting 
emergencies with a quick wit; and by 
kee ing friends with everyone they work 
wit 

“And the same things that apply to 
these youngsters apply to us all,” says 

“When you play at all, play to 
win—but never do it at the expense of 

losing a friend. And when you have a 

disagreement, never leave the other man 

with a sting. 

“As for your job—if you don’t realize 
its importance, and can’t feel the responsi- 
puny, of it—you haven't got the righi 
jo 
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The Lost Tower 
of Rodondo 


(Continued from page 45) 


Down below, Dick Vereen shouted some- 
thing. Craig drew a quick breath. Then, 
hardly knowing what he did, he reached 
his hand toward the rock. An inch! Two 
inches! Its cold surface stirred slightly 
under his fingers. 

He tensed his muscles. The round 
white eye of the flashlight came and went 
in the arc of blackness behind the door. 
He stiffened himself, closed his teeth on 
his lip, gave a quick, hard laugh. 

The rock moved—and then fell back 
again. From the cell below had come a 
hollow, crumbling crash! 

Dust swirled out through the opening, 
damp, smelling of death. There was one 
loud cry from Vereen, a patter of falling 
rocks, a tinkle of dust—then silence. 

Craig shook off the nightmare lethargy 
which held him, and leaped into the open- 
ing. Flat on his face, he peered downward 
through the stifling dust. In a corner he 
could see the white circle of the flashlight, 
revealing dimly a ragged heap of masonry. 

He lighted a dozen matches before one 
would live in the surging of bad air. Then 
he saw that a part of the wall had fallen 
inward. 

Somewhere beneath it was Dick Vereen. 
Craig held his breath, called, his voice lost 
in the muffling stifle of the dungeon. Then, 
without waiting to investigate the condi- 


‘tion of the uncertain wall, he swung him- 


self down. Under those crushing rocks of 
ancient masonry was Vereen, his friend. He 
rescued the flashlight from the perilous heap 
of stones, and swung it round. Vereen lay, 
half sitting, in a corner. His hat was 
crushed over his face. He had been struck 
on the head. One huge block of stone was 
across his knees, but his body was free. 


CRAIG laid hold of the great rock which 
held Vereen prisoner, but it was griml 
solid, and he was not able to stir it. He 
would have to bring levers from outside, 
and he must work quickly before the stale 
air of the cell overcame them both. He 
felt Dick’s face. It was warm, and there 
was a little trickle of blood from a wound 
in the scalp. Craig shook him, rubbed his 
hands, shouted at him in his desperation; 
but Vereen only sighed a little, and sank 
back against the wall. 

Craig stood numb till Dick’s breathing 
came again, jerky, unconscious. Then he 
began to struggle with the rock across 
Vereen’s knees. Straining, his back mus- 
cles tensed, he fought it, sweat standing on 
his face and wrists. Vereen lay back, 
inert, the pale circle of the flashlight 
touching his brown, bloodless face. Craig 
bent to his ear. 

“Listen, Dick!”—he tried to penetrate 
the numb daze of unconsciousness—“ I’m 
going to get you out—you hear? I’m 
going to get you out! Sit still till I get a 
pole—don’t bring all the rest of it crashing 
down on you.” 3 

Clinging to the wet rocks, he scrambled 
out. The hatchet lay where he had dropped 
it, and he cut a hard-wood sapling, short- 
ening it to the dimensions of the sunken 
room, pointing it. Then he cut another, 
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heavier and stouter, to brace the rest of 
the wall. The spider above him blinked, 
but Craig scarcely looked at it. The night- 
mare which had Torthented him was past. 
He was sane again, grimly devoted to the 
job of bringing Dick Vereen out of that 
smothering prison. 

He dropped into the well, praying that 
the battery of the flashlight would last, 
treading cautiously. Bracing himself, he 
thrust his lever under the rock. It moved 
a fraction of an inch. Craig drew a dozen 
gasping breaths and took a new gri 
swinging his weight upon the apg Te 
stirred again—a hair’s breadth 

Craig knew that it was to ‘be a slow 
anguish of labor, sliding, twisting, writh- 
ing, fighting this sullen weight. He bent 
to it, tearing off his khaki shirt and fling- 
ing it through the door, dabbing the 
dripping sweat from his eyes. His head 
hummed, his temples seemed bursting, 
his lungs struggled for air with agonized 
strainings. 


WHEN at last the great slab 

crashed backward, Vereen turned, 
and groaned in pain. Craig had scarcely 
strength enough to struggle through the 
narrow opening and fling himself face 
down on the ground. It was dark, and 
the insects found him promptly and be- 
gan their singing attack, but he was too 
exhausted to notice them. 

How long he lay there he did not know, 
but the moon was mounting when at last 
he staggered up and went down to the 
boat for a flask of water and a vial of 
ammonia from Vereen’s kit. 

He unfastened the tent ropes and 
knotted them quickly into a short ladder. 
He would have to carry Vereen out on 
his shoulders. The east was growing gray 
when he returned to the ruin. He had 
been most of the night in that stifling dun- 

eon, fighting for the life of his friend. 

ut that struggle in the darkness and heat 
had left him purged ang clean. He looked 
at the sky, and caught the dawn wind 
in his face without shrinking. When he 
stooped to swing himself again through 
the low opening, the spider swung itself 
languidly down from the dead vine over- 
head. Curling and uncurling its noxious 
legs, it writhed before his eyes. 

Craig struck it a savage blow with the 
hatchet. ‘‘Go back to Hades, where you 
came from!” he cried viciously. 

Then he saw the inscription. Dim, 
defaced, it was nevertheless legible, carved 
in the rock, a score of words in ancient, 
solemn Latin. Craig translated the ragged 
lines: 

‘I, Rodondo, Governor of Florida, Anno 
Domi, 1740, 

Do build this water tower in mercy to mei, 

And to the Glory of God. Amen! 

Craig felt a curious lightness. ‘ ‘A water 
tower!” Not a torture chamber at all— 
this old tower of Rodondo’s. “In mercy to 
men. Amen!” he repeated wonderingly. 

He looked about him like a man peed 
ened from a hideous dream. The old walls 
had taken on a new aspect.: In the light of 
dawyn they had lost their prison grimness.. 


Beaded with coolness, he could almost see: |: 
then, dripping moisture, the relief of a| 


land parched with a year-long summer. 
<< In mercy to men!” 


-EJe swung himself down through the 


ming and lifted his friend easily on his 


o 
New strength seemed to up- 


shoulders. 


Warning: 
The Health Officer 
will not guard us 
against this mount- 
ing peril... as he 
does against con- 
tagious diseases. We 
must protect our- 
selves. 


The most wonderful machine 
in the world 


ie RUNS for forty or fifty or sixty 
years—sometimes for a hundred 
years—without stopping! 

The only repairs ever made on it are 
made while it is functioning. 

It is more efficient and more durable 
than any machine of tempered steel— 
yet the material which composes it has 
only a small fraction of the strength 
of steel. 

The most wonderful machine in the 
world—the human heart! 


`~ ~ `~ 
Our common attitude of indiffer- 
ence toward our hearts—as long as 
they serve us faithfully—would be 
ideal, if it had worked out well. But 
it hasn’t. It has resulted in heart 
disease becoming the greatest single 
cause of death. 
It is possible that all heart disease 
is preventable; it is certain that much 
of it is preventable. Prevention, in this 
case, is notwhat the health officer does 
for us, but what we do for ourselves. 
A well-known authority on the 
heart and its treatment lists 

“ poisoning by caffein” among the 
major causes of heart disease. 

. Caffeinis an artificial stimulant- 
‘which “speeds up” the heart. ` 


Postum i is made by the Postum Cereal Com- 
! any, Inc., Battle Creek, Mich., also makers of 
Post’ Toasties (Double-thick Corn Flakes), 
Post’s Bran Flakes and ; Grape-Nuts. Your 
grocer sells Postum in two forms. Instant Pos- 
tum, made in the cup by adding boiling water, 
is one of the easiest drinks in the world to pre- 
pare. Postum Cereal is alsb easy to make, but 
should be boiled 20 minutes. 
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Eliminate caffein from your diet! 
You can do this without sacrificing 
the benefit and enjoyment of a-hot 
drink at mealtime. Change to Pos- 
tum—made of whole wheat and bran, 
roasted to bring out the full, rich 
flavor. This is a drink you can enjoy 
with no fear of the nervousness, sleep- 
lessness, headache, and indigestion 
which are so often only the first and 
minor effects of caffein. Accept the 
offer of Carrie! Blanchard, famous 
food demonstrator! 


Carrie Blanchard’s Offer 


“T want you to make a thirty-day" test of 
Postum. I want to start you on your test with 
one week’s free supply, and my personal. di- 
rections for preparing it. 

“Or, if you wish to begin the test bhy, 

et Postum at your grocer’s. It costs much 
seon one-half cent a cup _.i 

“For the one weck’s free supply, please send 
me your name and ‘address, and indicate 
whether you want Instant Postum (prepared 
instantly in the cup with boiling water or hot 
milk), or Postum Cereal, the kind you boil.” 


FREE—MAIL THIS COUPON Now! 


A. M. 10-25 


Postum Cereat Co., “Inc. .» Battle Creek, Miche - 
I would like to try Postum. Please send me, without 
cost or obligation, one week’s supply of 


Check which 
you prefer 


Instant Postum. . . 
Postum CEREAL .. - 
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Smeet Noseta 
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In Canada address Ta ADIAN Postum CEREAL YOGI 


45 Front St., East, Toronto, Ont. 
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“Habit, old man, 


kept me from a real shave” 


TEATS what many men confess, 

once they've learned the advantages 
of the stropping feature of the 
Valet AutoStrop Razor. 
“I formerly used an ordinary safety 
razor,” many say. “Only the first shave 
with a new blade was good. After 
that it was a choice between a poor 
shave or a new blade. 
“Now I give my Valet AutoStrop 
Razor blade a few strokes on the strop 
without removing it from the holder, 
and thus enjoy many perfect shaves 


until I finally discard it for a new 
blade.” 


Changing Habits 
Thousands, yes millions of men are 
changing forward from cumbersome 
old shaving habits to modern and 
efficient new ways. 


Asuper-keen blade is needed for every 


shave. Thats why the best barbers 
give their razors a few strokes before 
every shave. 

To use a blade without stropping, 
means each shave is harder, because 
the blade loses its keenness. 

Utterly needless—not to havean easy, 
perfect shave every time. 


The Final Type 

There is only one razor that 
automatically sharpens its own blades 
without removing them—the patented 
Valet AutoStrop Razor. Blades are 
cleaned, too, without removing them. 
A speedy, perfect shave every time, 
uniformly perfect. 

If you're in a habit rut, why not break 
loose and find out how superior shaving 
is so easily attainable? If you'll just 
switch to a Valet AutoStrop Razor 
you'll never return to crude ways. 


REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 


Valet Auto-Strop Razor 


A wide selection 
of sets, ranging 
from simple 
combination of 
razor, strop and 
blade to coms 
plete toilet kits 
—$1 to $25. 


AUTOSTROP SAFETY RAZOR CO. 


The RAZOR 
That 
Sharpens 
Itself 


656 First Avenue, New York City 


hold him. The injured man’s great bulk 
did not oppress hım as he struggled out 
with the hep limbs dangling across his 
back. 

He laid Vereen down where the ame- 
thyst of morning sifted through the moss- 
hung trees. 

race up, old man,” 
“Were going home. 
you back—to her!” 

He straightened his shoulders, fought 
down the pain in his throat. By a curious 
trick of imagination he seemed to feel upon 
his shoulders the sword stroke of that old 
don who had builded “in mercy to men” 
—the accolade of Rodondo. 

He turned his face up to the golden sun. 
“Pm bring ing him back, Jinny,” he whis- 
pered. a m Banging him back—to you!” 


he said steadily. 
I’m going to take 


THEY were five days coming out. A 
mile in from the coast they met a 
searching party from the Rush house. 

“We were frantic!” Janet declared, as 
eager rescuers took Craig’s place at the 
paddle. ‘“‘When days passes and there 
was no news, I made Dad start.” 

“I couldn’t move him immediately,” 
Craig explained. ‘‘The pain was bad, and 
we hadn't any remedies except iodine and 
simple things like that. He fainted twice 
and his tobacco gave out—it was slow 
work paddling out, and watching for 
snags. Dick was mighty patient. 

‘He says you saved his life,” said Janet. 

“ He is my friend,” Craig replied quietly. 

There was no hate in his heart now, but 
all the old misery had come back at the 
sight of her. He would go ‘away, he de- 
cided, as soon as he could. It was the only 
thing to do. There was a train north at 
midnight, and he knew of a job far south 
along the Caribbean. He would put an 
ocean between himself and this girl who 
was like a song that had been torn out of 
his own heart—this girl who belonged to 
Dick Vereen. 

He said nothing of his intention to 
leave. There was excitement enough over 
getting Vereen’s wounds dressed and the 
shattered leg in a cast, to cover up Craig’s 
small preparations for departure. Fe 
would slip off quietly, he planned, saying 
only a courteous word of appreciation to 
the Rush family, and catch the night mail 
boat for the mainland. He would leave a 
note for Janet. He wrote it when his bags 
were strapped, read it over with twisting 
lips. It sounded empty, strained, unreal. 
But he could not put reality into it with- 
out making it ring with the aching cry of 
his heart, without baring his soul, empty 
and cold and utterly lone without her. 

A high sense of renunciation upheld him 
as he said good-by to Vereen. Cheerfully 
propped on pillows, cigarettes and a week’s 
supply of newspapers at hand, Dick had 
grinned at him and clasped hands with the 
old frank fellowship in his eyes. When, 
with his bags strapped, Craig sat humped 
on a stringpiece on the desolate little dock 
above the black melancholy of the river. 
he was grateful for that parting. The 
madness which had tormented him was 
now little more than a bewildering mem- 
ory, but the pain which had begotten it 
was persistent. He stared down at the 
river, praying for the boat. Then he 
heard a light step on the planking, and 
looked up quickly. Janet Rush was com- 
ing, a nimbus of starlight on her brown 
hair. 
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“Why, Craig,” she cried, “you aren’t 
going? You were going without saying 
good-by?” 

Craig stumbled up. ‘“I—I’m sorry,” 
he stammered. ‘‘It—it’s a business mat- 
ter. I wrote you a note—I—” 

But she said again softly, “You were 
going without sayin good-by?” 

Starlight and the lap of water, and the 
pulsing of a pain old as the world. She 
was so near—and so dear! Something 
strained and aching snapped in Craig’s 
throat, and then suddenly he was holding 
her close with the old, old desolate cry of 
the lovers of the earth. i 

‘Janet! Janet!” Savagely, head 
thrown back, nostrils defiant, he laughed 
in the face of the velvet night. ‘‘She’s 
mine!” he told the stars. “God made her 
for me. Oh, Janet, if you knew how I’ve 
ached for you! I love you, girl—did you 
know it!” 

She was laughing a little and crying a 
little, her hands cold and groping in his 
own. 

“Janet, you do care—you do!” A 
moment’s wild, sweet madness, and then 
the chill, sickening shock of realization. 

“Janet— Oh, my girl, my girl—you 
belong to him!” ating that the tor- 
turers of old could have devised was like 
this! No rack, no water crypt, no fire, no 
steel like this pain. 

He let her hands fall dully. “Forgive 
me, Janet. I’m a little mad, I think. 
Forgive me—and good-by!” 

Before his feet the black, cold, creeping 
water, not more black or empty or cold 
than the world, the years, life reaching 
endlessly—alone! 


““(XRAIG!” 

He winced. If only she would go— 
go now while he was numb with wretched- 
ness, now while he could Jet her go! 

“*Craig”—there was a whimsy lift to 
her voice. ‘‘who is it that I belong to?” 

He wheeled like a man struck. ‘‘Don’t 
torture me, Janse. Dick told me. There’s 
no apology for me—I knew! I knew that 
you belonged to him.” 

She came closer. 

Craig’s breath hissed over his teeth, 
<‘ Janet—please!” 

“Dick told you—about the major’s 
will, Craig? Was that it? He told you 
that it had all been arranged—since we 
were three years old? He tells everyone 
that, I think. But did he tell you that he 
—cared, Craig?” 

i pence, what are you trying to tell me?” 

“ He doesn’t care, Craig. He’s plannin 
now on Peru—the trail of Pizarro. Da 

carried all the books up-stairs. Some- 
time, when he’s old and tired and has seen 
everything—then, he thinks, he’ll come 
back and find me—waiting patiently. It 
never occurs to him that Tineke 
wait!” 

“‘ Janet!” Craig’s voice shook again 
with the old madness. ‘“‘Janet—don’t 
torment me—I’m so dog-gone miserable! 
Jinny, girl—you do love—me—you do 
care! 

She laughed softly. The river laughed 
too, slipping under the dark piles. ae 
the stars laughed, winking their whimsy 
eyes. “Oh, Craig—you are the blindest 
thing!” And then, “The boat’s coming!” 

Craig laughed happily. ‘Darn the 
boat!” he said. 
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Ei home can now have a superb baby grand, with all 
that it means in pleasure and in adornment. 
Perhaps you have thought your home too small for a grand 
piano, or thecost too great. You need not hesitate any longer. 


The Brambach Baby Grand takes no more space and costs 
no more than a high-grade upright—yet, it has the rich 
beauty and the resonant tone which Brambach has gained 
in 102 years of quality piano-making. 
And it is so easy to own a Brambach. Just 
TARA a small sum secures one; the balance may 
ae ap be paid on terms surprisingly small. 
ea A free paper pattern showing how little space a 
Brambachwill require in your home, will be sent 
to thosewho mail the coupon to us at once. Also, 


illustrations of instruments and dealer’s name. 
Mail coupon today. 


BRAMBACH 


BABY GRAND 
$635 £4 


Sold by leading 
dealers everywhere 


BRAMBACH PIANO CO. 
Mark P. Campbell, Pres. 
609 W. 51st St., New York City 
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PREPARE 
for Winter 
Driving 
Hundreds of thousands of 


motorists have enjoyed bet- 
ter car performance during 
the past summer because 
they changed their spark 
plugs as recommended 
during Champion National 
Change Week last May 3-9. 
If you have not renewed 
your spark plugs this year, 
install a full set of Cham- 
pions now and enjoy easier 
starting and more power 
and speed during the 
coming winter. 
Champion Spark Plug 

Company 

Toledo, Ohio 


Windsor, Ont. London Paris 


Champion X for 
Fords is 60 cents. 
Blue Box for all 
other cars 75 cents. 
Ask yourlocaldeal- 
er for Champions. 
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They Love Their Homes as Much 
as You Love Yours 


(Continued from page 39) 


dulcet treble. The old mother never 
failed to supply an answering note of 
comfort. For his dismay, even though 
childish and imaginary, she was always 
the solace. She understood; she sym- 
pathized. 

I watched her leading her brood into a 
dim pathway shadowed by trailing vines. 
Ever on the alert was she—wise, patient, 
cautious. One tiny turkey got his foot 
caught between a jagged strip of bark and 
the fallen limb to which it clung. He 
tugged manfully, his gleaming feathers 
flufhly disheveled, but the grip hurt his 
ankle. He complained. Instantly the 
old mother went to him, looked carefully 
at the situation, made sure of the trouble, 
drove her black beak at the offending 
bark, and so freed the tiny captive. 

I shall never forget with what faéry- 
like abandon and grace that little wild 
thing, liberated from what might have 
proved a dangerous trap, fled joyously 
down the sunflecked pathway toward its 
companions, its tiny wings held up, its 
feet twinkling, its faint pipings sounding 
on the still forest air with pathetic, win- 
some charm—as if a child of Titania her- 
a were taking music lessons on a fairy 

ute. 


I HAVE said a good deal about these 
turkeys, so much, in fact, that you have 
a right to ask if I wander as much as they 
do. But my purpose all along is to show 
how they love their home woods. These 
wild birds, the noblest, I think, in all the 
world, and certainly the most splendid in 
our own country, follow a certain routine 
every year that, when understood, proves 
their attachment for the place where they 
were born. 

Near the old hearthstone they live 
until the first gun of the hunting season 
is fired. Then, with admirable sagacity, 
they betake themselves. across the river 
into the mysterious fastness of a molder- 
ing swamp. There they stay as long as 
the sportsman is abroad in the land. 

But during all those months they do 
not ‘forget home. When the first bull 
alligator begins to moan his profound and 
ludicrous love lyric; when the first yellow’ 
jasmine begins to hang out its golden 

ells, when the first warm, cloudy weather 
sets the frog chorals going, then the tur- 
keys will come back, their ranks thinned, 
pesliape and all of them wiser and warier 


irds. But no fear will ever keep them - 


from the old home woods. The flock will 


break up. Maing will" begin. And the. 
e 


great cycle of life will once more be 
commenced. 
And now imagine waters so dark and 


still that, out of them might issue the 


voice of the Delphic Oracle. This dim 


lake lies in a wood so deep, so cloistered, 
that even a .black tempest, ramping 
through the pineland country, will hardly 
dimple the serenity of its beauty. It has 
the stillness of felicity. Its silent loveli- 
ness reminds me that merely to be is per- 
haps a greater thing than to achieve; to 
radiate peace and quiet joy is better than 


to whirl along with the hoof-hearted hurry 
of Progress. 

I love to sit on a yellow pine stump on a 
sunny slope overlooking this lost lagoon 
near my old home; for not only is eternal 
beauty here but an old friend of mine as 
well—a shy, elusive, intelligent creature. 
This has been his home as long as I can 
remember. My acquaintance is an otter, 
a regal black old male that has apparently 
become solitary. 

From this shimmering pond to the 
Santee River the distance is half a mile; 
and the two are connected by a dim water- 
course, choked by alders, wild black- 
berries, and masses of tangled muscadine 
vines. Occasionally the otter travels 
down this outlet, Trons himself for a 
while in the river, and in the old fresh- 
water canals on the island beyond it; but 
ity lake he calls home. Here he hangs his 

at. 

I remember that one winter, for about 
six months, a negro woodsman tried to 
trap him right in the superb swimmer’s 
own house, here in the still-hearted lagoon. 
But the otter, sensing trouble, vacated the 
premises for a month or two. When the 
season for traps was passed he returned, 
to glide like a miniature submarine in 
and out among the strange cypress knees; 
to dive glossily, with glimmering swift- 
ness, after the lazy green-sided bass of the 
black waters; to lie out on his favorite log, 
preening his exquisite fur. 

From my throne on the old stump I 
have watched him on his throne, an old 
cypress log. I have observed him, in 
moments of joyous relaxation, enjoying 
the beauty about him; watching with soft- 
gleaming eyes the green pennons of reeds 

rooping on the margins of the pond; the 
bloom of wonder on the mysterious vistas 
between the lonely trees; the far blaze of 
sunset through the dark-tressed pine; the 
infinite wan gulfs of evening. 

Under the roots of an immense cypress, 
centuries old, roots that spread away 
from the shaft of the tree, the otter has a 
den. From his basking-log to the entrance 
of his abode the distance is about ten feet; 
and I should say that the very swiftest 
and deftest thing I ever saw a wild animal 
do is the manner in which this graceful 
otter leaves his log and dives home. 
just get a shimmer of glistening fur, of 
a darting black form, incredibly lithe, a 
soft, foamy plunge—and it’s over. 


AJE HEAR a great deal about-the in- 
” telligence of wild creatures; but it ap- 
p to me that rather too much emphasis 
has been laid on their mere cunning and 
craftiness. For my part, watching them 


as I have always loved to, in their own 


wild homes, I have seemed to discover in 
them a decided capacity for enjoying the 
beauties amid which they live. Have we 


‘not entirely neglected to consider their 


sense of appreciation, their love of lovely 
things? I know that here perhaps we are 
on the borderland of the imagination; 
yet since God assuredly created beauty 
for the pleasure of his children, for the 
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FIRE STONĘ E SERVICE 


HIGHWAY TRANSPORTATION 


WENTY-FIVE YEARS! What they mean in the life of a man, 
a company or a people depends upon what has been put 
into them, and what has come out of them. 


August 3rd, 1925, completes the first quarter-century of the 
accomplishment of the Firestone Tire & Rubber Company under the 
able and courageous leadership of the Founder and President, Harvey 
S. Firestone. 


A brief record of these years, therefore, is of interest at this 
time—not only to the automotive industry but to the motoring public. 


In 1900 the business started in an old 
foundry building, 75x150 feet, with a capital 
of $50,000. 


After twenty-five years a great organiza- 
tion with a capitalization and surplus of 
$53,587,430 with factories comprising about 
2,500,000 square feet of floor space. 


In the part it has played in the most dramatic and important 
period in the development of modern transportation, this Company 
takes justifiable pride. For the history of the automobile is the history 
of the tire, and the story of tire building is the story of Firestone. 


Firestone’s pledge, made in the year of the Company’s founding, 
is given additional force by these records and is renewed today on 
the threshold of a new and greater era of service. . . ..... 


MOST MILES PER DOLLAR 


Firestone 


AMERICANS SHOULD PRODUCE THEIR OWN RUBBER . 
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SOFT FOOD 


does damage to 


teeth and gums 


HERE’S a great deal of misin- 

formation about gum troubles, 
particularly pyorrhea. Genuine 
cases of pyorrhea are few and far 
between. But there are thousands 
and thousands of cases of gums 
which are not in. good health— 
gums which bleed occasionally or 
which are tender. 

And the reason for this is simple 
indeed. The food we eat is too soft 
to give our gums the physical 
stimulation they need to keep 
them healthy. 


How daily care with Ipana 
helps the gums to health 


To defeat these troubles is simple. But 
you must restore to your gums, by daily 
care, the stimulation which nature intended 
hard, fibrous food to give. You can do it by 
brushing your gums with Ipana Tooth Paste 
at the same time you brush your teeth. 

That is why thousands of dentists use 
and recommend Ipana. Many urge a mas- 
sage of the gums with Ipana after the ordi- 
nary cleaning with Ipana and the brush. 

For Ipana contains ziratol, an antisep- 
tic and hemostatic widely used by dentists. 
The presence of ziratol gives Ipana the 
power to aid in the toning and strengthen- 
ing of weak, undernourished gums. 


Make a thorough trial of Ipana 


Send the coupon, if you like, for a ten 
day tube of Ipana. But better yet, go to 
your nearest drug store and get a full sized 
tube, good for a hukaeed brushings. Use it 
through and then decide whether or not 
Ipana is the tooth paste for you. 


IPA TOOTH 


PASTE 


— made by the makers of Sal Hepatica 
BRISTOL-MYERS CO. 


Dept. J-105, 42 Rector St., New York, N. Y. 
send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 


| Pasie without obligation on my part. 
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| healing of their hearts, we have no right 
to presume that we are the only members 
of is great family-who have the sense of 
the artistic, the recognition and the love 
of the beautiful. If a soul wakens in 
Man, at least it stirs in the Brute. 

For more than an hour I have watched 
a group of deer standing on high sand 
dunes of a lonely sea beach, motionless, 
statuesque, gazin out over the rolling 
surf. To think that they were not ac- 
tually enjoying the ever-fascinating spec- 
tacle of the ocean is asking too much of 
simple reason. 

I have watched tiny wrens and gor- 
geous cardinals sing with the most 
abandoned ecstasy just in the dewiest 
hour of dawn; and I have seen and heard 
the male mockingbird sing in the air, by 
moonlight, melodies of pure delight. Who 
ever saw a wild thing look squalid, or live 
in a squalid home? Even the dimmest 
den of the harried furbearer is less in need 
of a spring cleaning than is many a human 
dwelling. 


Atl wild things seem to me high-born. 
They have a certain elegance. Of my 
wild acquaintances, the most apparently 
grotesque is the bull alligator; yet in his 
element he can swim gracefully, and he 
can execute certain fancy dives that no 
man can equal. 

Even this grim saurian loves home. 
You might chink him the most cold- 
blooded and phlegmatic of creatures; but 
somewhere in that strange heart lurks the 
infinite yearning for home. For example, 
there was one of heroic size that lived in a 
lagoon known as Jones’s Pond, near my 
South Carolina home. This alligator I 
knew well, because of his size, because of 
the loss of a certain section of his tail, and 
because of his unusual coloring. The 
river alligators take on the reddish tinge 
that impregnates the water; those that 
live in the lagoons are much darker. 

One summer, Jones’s Pond went nearly 
dry. I came one day on the track of the 
big bull; he was heading for the river. I 
followed the trail, but he had reached 
the Santee before I did. That was early 
in August. I knew that, once in the river, 
he would be in a place alive with others 
of his kind, and would find accessible 
thousands of congenial reed-hung creeks, 
marshy banks on which to bask, dim 
haunts beneath bluffs. I thought he 
would never return. But I had not 
realized what home must have meant to 
him. 

One morning in late September I was 

riding out through the woods looking for 
some strayed stock. I could hear the old 
pines dimly playing music that might 
have come from dulcimers. The fitful 
sea wind touched a fragrant copse of 
young hickories, making them murmur 
and wave and shed the dew; and it seemed 
to me that the wind was a mystic wand, 
touching the trees until they began softly 
to sing. 
Within a few hundred yards of Jones’s 
Pond my horse (I was in a reverie) sud- 
denly stopped. I felt him tremble under 
me, and he suspired a stormy snort of 
indignant amazement and apprehension. 
It was no wonder. 

Prone in our path was a huge dragon— 
a grotesque primeval creature—an in- 
credible survivor from the Age of Mon- 
sters. It was my bull alligator crawling 


back home! He had spent six weeks in the 
river-wilds; but he had evidently been 
homesick. It is all right to visit one’s 
distant relatives; but, after all, home is 
home. Here he was, almost at the end of 
a long and perilous crawl, not quite within 
sight but certainly within smell ‘of the 
waters he loved best. The lagoon exhales 
a damp perfume. I had always enjoyed 
it; but here was another creature who 
must have enjoyed it more. 

It bores an alligator to travel overland. 
He is at a tremendous disadvantage. His 
progress is tedious; his pathway may be 
rough; certainly it is beset with dangers. 
But we know of what small deterring 
power all the objections in the world are 
when we want to get back home. Nor 
was my dragon’s return untimely; for we 
had had abundant rains to refill the 
lagoon. Of course he knew about those 
rains as well as I. 

Much to the distaste of my horse, we 
followed the old monster down to the 
edges of the pond. I shall never forget 
with what evident boyish delight he took 
a little waddling run down the last mossy 
slope of the bank and slithered into the 
black water. 


JN THE forest not far from this lagoon I 
know a big bay tree that is the summer 
residence of two black pileated wood- 
peckers—handsome birds, almost as large 
as the ruffed grouse, black-coated fellows, 
with scarlet crests and a touch of white in 
their wings. The tree is of a singularly 
romantic sort. It stands with its feet 
planted in the amber waters of a woods 
stream. The bay tree is an evergreen of 
course, and its foliage is fragrant. Indeed, 
the whole tree smells sweet—leaves, bark, 
wood. It is the kind of tree against which 
a buck loves to rub the velvet from his 
horns. 

About twelve feet up, just above the 
first limb, and directly over it, there is a 
clean hole of perfect symmetry, drilled 
into the green wood by these two birds, 
these master cabinetmakers. For many 
years it has been the nesting place of this 
same pair of woodpeckers. Thisuchout 
the late summer, the autumn, and the 
winter they may roam far; but when 
mating time returns, they come back to 
the old home. Indeed, their arrival at 
their summer place is remarkably punc- 
tual. They come a good while before the 
actual mating season—just to look things 
over, to get the house in order, to enjoy 
this perennial site of their wooing, mating, 
rearing of young. 

I used to watch these birds from a small 
sandy hillock, grown to scrub oaks. Let 
us say that it is sunrise on a morning in 
early April. The dawn comes up, not 
“like thunder,” as Kipling’s Mandalay 
morning came, but like a maned sea- 
breaker, fringed with soft fire. The woods 
are still. iny colors flush the wet 
thickets—amber, amethyst, gold. A 
silver mist trembles around the pine 
copses. A miracle is being performed, the 
ancient, unelaborate miracle of Dawn. 
When we actually see and feel so many 
miraculous things every day, I wonder 
that any should doubt the few miracles 
recorded in the Bible. 

Far away am I here from the proud 
cities that smell. lugubriously like. a 
garage, far away from the ‘“‘sound and 

ury signifying nothing,” wrapt away from 
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the dust and riot of it all; but close, it 
seems, very close to the heart of the 
Eternal. The further one recedes from 
squalid success and mean triumphs, the 
nearer he approaches God. For my part, 
I never see pure Beauty without feeling 
certain that such virtuous loveliness is 
just brimming with God. ; ; 

And now, as I look off through the 
woods, two lordly blackbirds with bril- 
liant crests come winging their flight 
toward the tall bay tree. On they come, 
assured, glad, calling joyously, alread 
one in that communion that we call 
mating. They both alight on the green 
limb that juts out below the hollow, a 
limb worn rather smooth by their use of 
it in other years. 

The male, his glossy plumage glinting, 
remains perched on the limb okie the 
female enters the hollow. For a moment 
she vanishes. Then she reappears at the 
aperture, only her head showing. Pres- 
ently her head disappears; then 1t comes 
into view once more, her bill packed with 
certain dry sticks. They are perfectly 
good materials from last year’s nest. But 
this is springtime. A woman has to clean 
house, you know. Out of the hollow 
tumble the sticks. 

The male, meanwhile, acts in a manner 
rather typical of his sex’s behavior at 
such a time; he keeps his distance and 
his silence, he appears to admire the 
scenery of the surrounding woods. But 
in reality he gazes with an astonished eye 
at his mate’s assiduity, marveling that 
she finds so much to fling out of the house, 
having vague misgivings as to certain 
treasures of his that might vanish in the 
general avalanche! 

I love to watch this pair of birds go 
back to housekeeping in the same apart- 
ment, in the deep green metropolis of the 
wildwoods, wrapt new in the sweet, vir- 
tuous passion of the virgin spring. It is 
the season of the renewal of life and of 
hope. There is abroad the perfume of 
poetry and romance. It is one of the best 
times for the human heart to steal away 
to God—to leave life’s highroad for a 
while; to relax and renew the soul; and to 
read the ancient, simple stories told in 
nature’s green, gigantic book. In those 
stories lies the balm for many a heartache. 
The quiet hand of the forest can still the 
sad pulse’s leap; the wood has a gentle 
voice of the same wave length as the 
heart. 


FEW of us, even though we try to be 
precise in our observation, realize, I 
think, the amazingly intimate knowledge 
that a wild creature has òf its environ- 
ment. I am positive that a deer, -for 
example, knows every dim pathway, 
every fallen tree, every green bush, w 
damp stretch of ground, every sandy hill 


in that limited territory that he calls. his ` 


é 


domain. It is his “daily walk and 
ancient neighborhood.” An incident will 
illustrate what I mean. 

One day I was walking through the 
woods with a very oldibound. His hunt- 
ing days were over, but he was a good 
companion, į His philosophy of life had 
the effect of: improving mine. He had 
many infirmities, and these he bore with 
amiable patience, , A’philosopher is prob- 
ably one who takes‘a’¢rim, fantastic pleas- 
ure in his tribulations. My hound did. 


On the borders of a hushed thicket I 
noticed that he began to smell the bushes 
—almost a certain sign of a deer trail. I 
slipped the leash to give the old fellow a 
chance to renew his youth. He entered 
the copse; immediately from the farther 
side stealthily emerged two great stags, 
superb fellows, heroes of many a desperate 
escape, I knew well. 

The hound followed them slowly 
through the woods, and across a planta- 
tion road. When I reached the road, I 
saw just where the deer had crossed, and 
where the faithful hound had toiled after 
them. I noticed that they-had jumped a 
fallen tree on the edge of the:road. On 
this tree I sat down, knowing that my dog 
would soon return.. Of course-I- had no 
idea of seeing the deer again,that day. 

But not ten: minutes’ later an- object 
far down the roadway to.my left caught 
my sight; then. I saw two, then,-three. 
The two bucks were coming, back, and the 
old hound was behind them. -Ọn, they 
came, sprightly creatures,’ vividly - wild, 
elegant even in flight. - Their flighty. how- 
ever, was an exceedingly leisurely one; and 
to me the deer seemed -a little amused 
over my hound’s futility. When deer 
have many a time escaped from a full 
pack of fast dogs, one ancient hound after 
them merely takes them for a walk. 

Nearer they came. I sat still, knowing 
that they were pretty sure to run close to 
me. But I was utterly unprepared for 
what they did. Just as they came broad- 
side to me, they turned toward me, left 
the road, jumped the same log that they 
had jumped before, and vanished into a 
myrtle thicket. Upon examining their 
jump, I found that they had almost obli- 
terated the first tracks they had made! 
That log, and the place at which it should 
be jumped, was evidently quite familiar 
to them. Know the woods? Those two 
stags could give lessons to me about find- 
ing my way about in my own country, 
and they had had the knowledge long; to 
use a quaint negro description, “ever 
since a hatchet was a hammer.” 


APOET, I am told, once wrote a song to 
his ladylove with the refrain, “ You 
are home to me.” Whether or not he real- 
ized it, there could be no deeper praise; for 
home is where the heart can rest, where 
joy stills the spirit. And these wild things 
of the air and the woods and fields, they 
love home; and their homes are usually 
very beautiful. Keen and unspoiled as 
their senses are, I know they must love 
the aromatic airs of the pinelands, the 
lush burgeonings of swamp and bay 
branch and savanna; the EREA beauty 
of the wild flower’s little brimming eye; 
the peace upon the waters of the mystic, 
still lagoon, at daybreak awakening in 
azure from its ebon sleep; the fairy forests 
of grass and fern; the tall white lily-stars; 
the mystery yielded by the deep of night; 
the splendor of the wide-winged sunset. 
They have felt, -as we have, the appeal of 
the wild, forsaken beauty of the moorland 
and the sedge field; of great pines, tressed 
with light, standing against a wild-rose 
west; the tremulous green mists of the 
springtime; the regal bronzing of the 
autumn woods. Wary buck, sagacious 
otter, beady-eyed turkey, bull alligator, 
shambling along amiably—they love their 
homes as much as we do ours. 
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in motion to build a new, commodious, 
and modern clubhouse. 

Gertrude was grateful for the hard work 
which fell to her iat that winter of 1915-16. 
At night she was following the struggle at 
Verdun, with bated breath and despair- 
ing heart. For the first time she was 
beginning to admit to herself the possi- 
bility that France might not win. How- 
ever, that discouragement found her only 
at night; it was pressed out of her mind by 
the events of the day. 

First of all, the project for the new club- 
house went through, and went through 
immediately—but only because of che 
courage and persistence of its backers. 
Many, on second consideration, repented 
bitterly of the obligation they had as- 
sumed. They were delighted to serve 
on the committee which merely considered 
ways and means, but refused absolutely 
to go onto a committee which must raise 
money. 

Miss Benedict called on woman after 
woman, only to meet with refusal. Finally 
she diminished the size of her, committee 
from twenty to sixteen, and then to 
twelve. It looked, however, as though she 
would not get a twelfth name. Somebod 
proposed Gertrude: and she accepted. 


THAT night Ira Forbes called,- and 
started Gertrude’s fund with a check 
for a thousand dollars. It had the effect, 
which swift and unexpected generosity 
often has, of inspiring other gifts. 

Gertrude worked harde? than anyone 
else on her committee. For one thing, her 
carefully formulated code—to do any 
work that nobody else would—compelled 
this fidelity. But in addition it gave her 
the much-desired opportunity to pene- 
trate Rock Harbor houses and to talk 
with Rock Harbor people. These calls 
sometimes prolonged themselves into long 
sessions; for often those who refused to 
respond to her plea for money responded 
instantly to her interest in the town. 

This kept her very busy, and made 
her feel, for the first time, that she was 
now beginning to realize her vision—to 
make Rock Harbor her own. 

She put a furnace in her house the next 
fall, and the winter that followed was 
more comfortable than the previous one. 
On the whole, it was happier too. Joy fur- 
nished excitement for the whole family. 
Just as Editha’s brownness had seemed a 

aler rendition of Happy’s blackness, and 

abby’s amber creaminess had dropped a 
shade from Editha’s brownness, so Joy’s 
coloring made Nabby look almost dark— 
for Joy was the blondest of blond children. 

She continued to be normal in every 
way, and in every literal and figurative 
respect the joy of the household. Maggie, 
of course, was her slave. The children 
adored her. On their return from school, 
they still rushed to her room if she were 
awake, to devour her with kisses. Lydia 
Maine had fallen deeply under her en- 
chantment, and Ira never let a day pass 
when he was at home without coming to 
see her. 

Ira was still working hard at the “ Roll 
Call.” With her interest in practical affairs, 


and her tendency to store detail, Gertrude 
had gradually acquainted herself with all 
his problems. His struggle for circulation 
—the “Roll Call? was gaining steadily 
here; his struggle for well-written, com- 
plete columns of town news—he was 
radually succeeding in this; his struggle 
or new and more interesting “‘boiler- 
late”—he had long ago achieved that; 
fis struggle for respectable advertising— 
sometimes he felt he would never obtain 
that; and a fiercer and more continuous 
ersonal struggle to produce editorials, 
Roane the familiarities of their conver- 
sation. Through all that winter of 1916-17 
Ira made his own weekly synopses of the 
war news. These he always discussed 
with Gertrude. Gertrude looked forward 
all the week to their Sunday night talks. 

Of course no one in Rock Harbor was 
really surprised when the United States 
declared war on Germany. 

When Gertrude drove to the Centre 
that April morning, a thrill of excitement 
had already begun to run through the 
town. For ble Bese time Gertrude heard 
the papers cried in Rock Harbor. Groups 
stood about devouring the news. Men 
passing each other on the streets stopped 
and talked low-voiced, where before they 
would have gone on with only a flung good 
morning greeting. 

The, thrill of excitement did not abate; 
it grew. Suddenly the street was full; 
people hurried up the steps of their homes 
to bring the news, or hurried down to get 
it; children were running and calling; 
motors filled with young people milled at 
the corners. Houses showed the peering 
white faces of the old and sick, pressed 
against the glass. Knots of people gath- 
ered in front of the post office. 

Suddenly a boy’s voice called, ‘Hot 
stuff, Doc! Look at Doc Ellis!” Every- 
body turned. 

Little pallid, wizened Doc Ellis—it had 
been years since any one of them had seen 
him out of his invalid chair—was standing 
on his lawn, a rope in his hand, a brilliant 
flutter at his feet. That flutter lifted, 
strained, smoothed to... Stars... 
Stripes. And the flag glided to the top of 
the staff. Hats came off everywhere; 
stayed off; but no one cheered. They 
watched that slow, billowing ascent of 
the starred colors with a strange fixity. 

An old woman, faltering at the edge of 
the street, her head shaking in a perpetual 
palsy, turned her streaming eyes to Ger- 
trude’s face. “I knew it was coming!” 
she said, “I knew it was coming!” Ger- 
trude’s eyes were wet too; but through 
that mist she saw flags appear suddenly 
at windows and doors. 


THAT night Olivia Benedict came speed- 
ing up in her beautiful foreign car to 
Gertrude’s door. “I hope you’re at leisure, 
Mrs. Haviland,” she said. “I have some- 
thing important to talk over with you.” 

“Of course!” Gertrude led her into the 
living-room. 

Miss Benedict’s eyes returned from the 
distance on which they had fixed them- 
selves. “I want you to give a talk in 
the town hall to-morrow night, Mrs. 
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Haviland,” she said, “about France. 
I'll put up notices at once in the post 
office, and in all the store windows. You 
may have wondered why I never asked 
hea to speak at the Woman’s Club. It was 
ecause I was saving you for just this.” 

“Tt never occurred to me to wonder,” 
Gertrude said. “If you had asked me I 
should have said ‘No.’ I have never made 
a speech in my life. However, of course 
I'll make this one.” 

Miss Benedict received this in quiet. 
“You know quite as well as I—better— 
what to tell them, about the French people 
and the invaded country—exactly the 
things you would want to know if Happy 
were going to enlist, and you had never 
seen France.” 

“Yes,” Gertrude agreed. 

After Miss Benedict had gone she sat 
by the fire, thinking. Nobody in the world 
suspected it, of course, but she knew her 
chance had come. It had come in the left- 
handed, sinister way in which the gods 
frequently grant the dearest desire of the 
human heart—but it had come. The door 
had opened at last... . 

Presently, Gertrude went up-stairs. 
She did not undress. She sat for a long 
time in the dimly-lighted room looking at 
the map of Rock Harbor pinned up on one 
wall, and the map of France on the other. 
She had always known how much she 
loved France; but this was the first time 
she realized how much she loved Rock 
Harbor. 

For a moment she had a strange sensa- 
tion that all that had happened in between 
the two epochs they represented—her 
college years, her marriage, the birth of 
three children—had dropped out of 
her being. Even the tragedy that May- 

wood and Will spelled had faded into a 
remote background. But the broken 
strands of her life in both places—France 
and Rock Harbor—were clutching each 
other, plaiting, weaving the warp and 
woof oF a new experience which would 
cover that monstrous gap. 


AL THE Centre next morning Gertrude 

found Miss Benedict’s hand-made plac- 
ards decorating all the show windows. 
Wherever she went, people spoke of the 
lecture. 

Driving home, Gertrude said to herself, 

“I am about to make a speech in the town 
hall. I ought to be frightened; but I’m 
not. I don’t know why, though, unless 
it is that in a war people don’t think 
of themselves—and because it’s about 
France. It doesn’t seem to me that I 
could ever be at a loss for words, any- 
where, if I were talking about France.” 

Nevertheless, after she had seated her- 
self on the platform with Olivia Benedict, 
on the night of the lecture, the first symp- 
toms of stage-fright attacked her: short- 
ness of breath, dizziness, a feeling that her 
whole body was hollow. This increased 
rather than decreased as the hall filled and 
brimmed. 

She scarcely heard Miss Benedict’s 
short introduction, but suddenly at the 
end her own name boomed out of the mass 
of words, and mechanically she arose to 
her feet. As she came forward, there was 
a burst of applause, which not only allayed 
her embarrassment but seemed to iron 
all the trembling out of her figure. 

She had intended to begin, “Madam 
Chairman, Ladies and Gentlemen,” as 


was customary in Maywood, but some- 
thing impelled her to substitute,‘ Madam 
Chairman, and my Fellow-townsmen.” 

She had carefully rehearsed her first 
sentence, “It is a great pleasure to talk to 
the people of Rock Harbor about the 
people of France, because they are the two 

eoples I care most for in the world.” 

loating safely through this sentence, and 
then turning by instinct to the big map of 
France which Miss Benedict had ‘hice on 
the wall back of her, she found herself 
launched, and talking without effort. She 
spoke for an hour. 

After the applause, which was prolonged 
and ringing, had died down, Miss Bene- 
dict arose and said, “Mrs. Haviland has 
an announcement to make.” 


“Tt WILL be only a question of time, my 
friends,” Gertrude spoke, now with per- 
fect steadiness, ‘‘ before your boys will be 
sailing across the seas to thisbroken country 
Ihave been trying to tell you about. Some 
of them may know French; but I fancy 
they are like most American boys, igno- 
rant of any language except their own. I 
am offering to teach French to anybody 
who would like to learn it. From now oh, 
I will hold French classes in my house 
every night of the week except Sundays.” 
This offer was greeted with profound si- 
lence, and then a violent outburst of 
applause. 

iss Benedict arose again. “If there 
are any questions about France, I am sure 
Mrs. Haviland will answer them.” 

There were questions. It seemed to 
Gertrude that she answered an intermi- 
nable series. Even after the main audience 
had sifted out of the hall, a big group, 
pressing close about the platform, re- 
mained. 

The next morning Gertrude moved 
Nabby’s blackboard into the living-room, 
brought chairs from all over the house and 
arranged them in rows. She hunted up all 
her Peak textbooks, and planned her 
first lesson. After an early dinner she sat 
down by the fire and waited. 

“Suppose nobody comes,” she thought 
once, in a kind of panic. At a quarter past 
seven, however, Thelma Baldwin ap- 
peared with Dan Farmer. 

“You didn’t say anything about girls, 
Mrs. Haviland,” Theiss began; “but as 
lots of us will go to France, and as I have 
every intention of getting there some way, 
I thought you wouldn’t mind.” 

“That was only carelessness on my 
part,” Gertrude reassured her. “I want 
the girls.” 

Only two other girls came, but there 
were nineteen boys. The next night others 
appeared, and the next, still others. A few 
dropped out as soon as they discovered 
that French could not be absorbed through 
the pores. But a little group of twenty- 
odd were very steady, and at times there 
were as many as forty. 

In the meantime, the newspapers were 
filled with war, and America’s prepara- 
tions for war. This flood washed out of 
them all matters of minor importance. It 
worked a benefit to Gertrude. The three 
years of Will Haviland’s desertion had 
expired, and the case came up in the Ryles- 
town court. Will did not, of course, con- 
test it. Gertrude had been dreading her 
day in court, but it took a surprisingly 
brief time. And there was no note of it in 
any Boston paper. In his little subsequent 


Isnt it FORmidable, 
old man, not 


forMIDable ? ’— 


Stop Makin 
Embarrassing’ 
Mistakes in English 


OU are sized up every day by what 

you say and write. The words you 

use; how you use them; your spelling, 
grammar, pronunciation—these give others 
the measure of your education. 


Others quite naturally think you are 
lacking in culture if you say “between you 
and I,” instead of “between you and me;’’ 
if you use “who” for “whom,” and “shall” 
for “will;” if you say “hosPITable”’ when 
you should say “‘HOSpitable;” or if you 
make similar common blunders. Fairly or 
unfairly, you are always mercilessly judged 
by the character of the English you use. 


Sherwin Cody’s New Invention 


For the first time in the history of educa- 
tion there is a way to improve your English 
quickly and surely. Sherwin Cody, perhaps 
the best-known teacher of practical En; lish, 
has perfected and patented a remarkable 
device which will quickly find and correct 
the mistakes you unconsciously make. 
Correct English soon becomes a habit. 

Already over 41,000 individuals, in every 
walk of life, have made use of this invention 
—business men, teachers, physicians, law- 
yers, ministers, editors—in fact, men and 
women in every profession, in every trade, 
and of every age. 


This method is so remarkably successful 
because it concentrates, not on useless rules, 
but on the formation of correct habits. There 
is no hard study. Qnly fifteen minutes a 
day is required, over a short period, and the 
instruction is guaranteed to improve your 
English to your satisfaction, or it costs you 
nothing. 


FREE — ‘‘How to Speak and Write 
Masterly English” 


If you are efficient in English it will give you great- 
er confidence; if you are deficient you surely want to 
know it. For this reason Mr. Cody has prepared a 
simple 15-minute test which you can take in your own | 
home. The correct answers are given so you can,tell 
at once just where you stand. Write today for*this 
test—it is free. We will also gladly mail you Mr. 
Cody's new free book, “How to Speak and Write 
Masterly English.” Merely mail the coupon or a 
postal card. Free yourself of the embarrassing errors 
in English that make you feel ill at ease. You can 
never achieve your greatest possibilities until you do 
master English. Write today. 


SHERWIN CODY SCHOOL OF ENGLISH 
910 Searle Building Rochester, N. Y. 


Sherwin Cody School of English 
910 Searle Building, Rochester, N. Y. 


Please send me your New Free Book, “How to 
Speak and Write Masterly English,” and also the 15- 
minute Test. 
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Cifecto 


AUTO 


Enam els 


eo 
Try it 
on a fender! 

If you are skeptical about your 
ability to paint your car with Effecto 
Auto Enamel, just touch up some of 
those rusty spots on a fender. Then 
you’ ll begin to realize the possibili- 
ties in one or two coats of Effecto, 
the original automobile enamel. 

A few dollars’ worth of Effecto, 
several hours of interesting work and 
twenty-four hours for drying will 
make your old car look like new. 
Effecto is free flowing and self-level- 
ing. It dries without runs, laps or 
brush marks. 

Effecto is not a paint, wax or 
polish; it is made in eight popular 
enamel colors, Finishing (clear var- 
nish) and Top & Seat Dressing. 
Sold by paint and hardware dealers. 
Free Quarter Pint Can of Black Effecto Enamel 


Send a dime to cover packing and mailing cost and we 
will send you a quarter pint of Black Effecto Enamel 
which you can try out on a fender or whee: 


Free Effecto Color Card and Names of Local 
Dealers Sent on Request 


If you wish a professional finishing job, your auto- 
mobile painter can secure the very bes: results with one 
of the severa, Pratt & Lambert automobile finishes. 


Pratt & Lampcrt-Inc. 
151 Tonawanda St., Buffalo, N. Y. 
In Canada, 97 Courtwright Street 
Bridgeburg, Ontario 


PRATT & LAMBERT 
VARNISH PRODUCTS 


“Cave the surface and 
Sou save all & rms 


talk with her, Barton Chase explained 
that she was a free woman, but that she 
could not remarry for six months. 

“You have no idea how little that in- 
terests me, Uncle Bart,” Gertrude com- 
mented. 

When she returned to Rock Harbor it 
was with a sense that a great burden had 
dropped from her. “Now,” she thought 
to herself, “I am rid of the past. All 
the ties are broken.” However, she had 
reckoned without Emily Ellis. Within a 
month the following note appeared: 


Dearest GERTRUDE: I know you will 
want me to tell you at once that Will and 
Alicia went over to New York nearly a month 
ago and were married very quietly there. Of 
course, they are not legally married in Mas- 
sachusetts at all. Alicia’s aunt told Mrs. Dow- 
ney, and she told me, that they had every in- 
tention of waiting the necessary number of 
years to marry legally in Massachusetts; but 
| our coming into the war changed everything 
for them. Will will of course get right into the 
service, and he wanted Alicia to be his wife 
before he left. So that was why they were mar- 
ried in New York. 

After they were married, they went away 
for a little trip. Then they came back to May- 
Wood and settled in the Haviland homestead. 
| They keep awfully quiet. One scarcely sees 
| them. And they seem so absorbed in each 
| other—really you would think nobody lived 
| here but them. It is almost insulting, the calm 

way they ignore us all. 
| Well, another year of war has rolled by. I 
don’t suppose it will affect your little com- 
| munity much. I am so sorry for that, because 
| you would be so thrilled by the things that are 


' | happening here. I will try and keep you in 


touch with it all. Give my love to the dear 
children. I do so want to see them. 
Affectionately, EmıLY. 


ERTRUDE?’S life quickened now. It 

was as though the broad, shallow, le- 
thargic stream of her three years in Rock 
Harbor had suddenly dropped into a chan- 
nel so narrow and deep that it produced 
rapids. The night that she received Emily 
Ellis’s letter, Ira Forbes called. 

“Tm leaving for Plattsburg to-morrow, 
Gertrude,” he announced. 

“You’re leaving, Ira!” Gertrude ex- 
claimed. ‘‘You’re leaving!” And then, as 
though she were clutching at a triviality 
for support: “After all the work and 
thought you’ve put into the ‘Roll Call,’ 
it seems tragic to let it drop back again.” 

“Well, it will drop back some,” Ira 
explained. ‘‘Holden’s a good man, but 
not inspired. However, I’m bck to get 
him. I’m going to ask you to help, too.” 

“1?” Gertrude said. “The‘ Roll Call’ ?” 

“Yes—I want you to write a weekly 
letter on the war news of the week, in the 
light of your own knowledge of France.” 

“ A weekly letter!” Gertrude exclaimed, 
aghast. “Why, I have never written any- 
thing for publication in my life!” 

“No, and you never made a speech 
before in your life. Look back over the 
past three years, and count up the things 
you’ve done for the first time!” 

Gertrude sighed genn “Of course 
I’ve got to say ‘Yes’, and I suppose I shall 
do it somehow. But I never was so fright- 
ened about anything before!” 

Ira’s absence made a gap in Gertrude’s 
life. But she set herself to the task he had 
left in that eagerness of spirit with which 
always, nowadays, she accepted the chal- 
lenge of work. 

Her first weekly letter for the “Roll 
Call” involved a real struggle. She wrote 


several opening paragraphs, which she 
destroyed one after the other. Suddenly, 
Olivia Benedict’s words of advice in re- 
gard to her lecture came back to her: 
‘Tell them exactly what you would like 
to know yourself if Happy were going 
over-seas, and you had never been in 
France.” 

The idea came: an open letter to an 
imaginary American mother, to describe 
to her exactly what the scene would be on 
which her son would gaze when he landed: 
what the village would be like in which he 
lived; the house in which he was billeted; 
the people in that house. Her ideas began 
to flow. 

A curious thing happened at the end. 
When she came to make her last copy, 
she found that she had not begun the 
letter, “Dear American Mother,’ but 
“ Dear Ira.” 

The summer was flying by. It seemed 

to Gertrude that each day brimmed fuller 
than the last. And then suddenly she 
imposed a new task upon herself. One 
night she read in the Boston paper an 
announcement which would spell revolu- 
tionary changes for Rock Harbor. The 
town had been chosen as the site of an 
aviation camp. Gertrude was astute 
enough to realize the possibilities in this 
situation, and the personal aspect in these 
possibilities lashed u n her. Inevitably, 
there would come a donned for houses in 
RockHarbor. Automatically, rents would 
go up. 
She remembered that Ira had once 
suggested turning the barn into a house, 
the shed into a bungalow. She called up 
David Ely, the contractor, one morning, 
and asked him to come to see her. By 
night, they had worked out a rough plan 
for the rebuilding of both structures. 
Within two days the work began. 


PATE that fall came the longest letter 
Gertrude had yet received from Emily 


Ellis. 


Dearest GERTRUDE: Isn’t it awful the 
way this terrible war keeps up? Sometimes I 
fear that we'll die, and our children will die, 
and their children will die, and still it will be 
going on. I have been so busy ever since | 
came back from Europe, I don’t know what to 
do. What with the Red Cross and everything. 

Now I am going to give you all the news 
about Will and Alicia. 

My dear, they have been the cleverest things 
you ever saw in your life. For months ther 
went their own way, just exactly as though 
everything they had done was all right, and 
everybody was bound to approve. They did 
not avoid people, but they made no effort to 
see them. Will, of course, was his natural self 
on the train with the men, and Alicia alwavs 
bowed to her friends if they bowed to her. But 
she never bowed first, and never made any 
attempt to talk with them. It was awfully 
clever of her; but that wasn’t the only clever 
thing they did. 4 

You see, that uncle of Alicia’s—Colonel 
Denby, the one who got me into the Red Cross 
—died this year and left her fifty thousand 
dollars. Well, whether it was her inheritance 
or whether Will has been unusually successful. 
or both, nobody knows, but the first thing we 
knew she was spending money like anythine. 
They began to rebuild the old wing on the 
Haviland homestead. Will had drawn up plans 


Plans! A remote throbbing hurt Ger- 
trude’s heart. How, in the first year of 
their marriage, she had worked with Wil 
over those plans! She knew every det2i! 
of that stately addition which was going 


| Discarded, by Inez HAYNES [RWIN 


Too Oily? 
Dandruff? 


to grow onto the main house when their 
ship came in. 


There began to be all kinds of rumors of 
how beautiful it was going to be, and what 
wonderful bargains they had picked up in the 
way of period furniture. Subsequently they 
did some work on the main house. You re- 
member how run-down it had become? 


For a moment the words of the letter 
faded out. Gertrude suddenly saw the 
drawing-room at Maywood. Curiously, 
all the time she had lived there it had 
appeared to her exactly as it looked on the 
day she entered it as a bride. But now she 
saw it in a new light—dingy, unkempt, 


neers 
he letter came back under her eyes, 
but the words swam. 


We heard that they were doing marvelous 
things with old landscape paper which Will had 
imported from abroad, and that they had made 
a, perfect Sheraton dining-room. Well, of 
course, you can imagine how wild Maywood 
was to see all this. It was only curiosity, of 
course. You must realize that there was no 
disloyalty to you. But people began to call. I, 
myself, went very early, because I knew you 
would want me to tell you all about it. 

They have certainly made a wonderful place 
of it. The dining-room—my dear, it looks like 
an English country house. And as for the new 
wing, the whole lower floor is library. You know 
that books were always Alicia’s fad. There are 
two big, broad Italian tables, and the most 
sumpe couches I have ever seen in my 

ife. 

Lots of people must have called during the 
summer, for early in the fall Alicia gave two 
teas, one first for the women, and then a second 
one, Sunday, a sort of high tea for both men 
and women. I must say that everybody in 
Maywood turned out. Again, of course, curi- 
osity, my dear. 

And id must say both teas were a success. 
You see, Alicia had put in an old-fashioned 
garden in the very same spot that Will’s grand- 
mother used to have one. You know how 
successful she is with growing things. Well, 
my dear, this tea simply blazed with fall flowers. 
Yet you wouldn’t have thought that she had 
taken anything out of the garden, for it was one 
glory. You remember how the lawn has always 
looked, ever since we knew it. 


Another picture leaped into Gertrude’s 
mind. A mangy lawn with a bicycle, a 
pogo-stick, a pair of roller skates lying on 
1t—and above the ragged hedge the mov- 
ing torso of the postman... . 


People stayed and stayed. The whole house 
was open, and I give you my word everybody 
just wandered about it in the most extraordi- 
nary fashion. They have made the bedrooms 
delightful; all old furniture, except the north 
guest-room, which has one of those modern 

ainted sets. The chintzes and linens are all 
in the exquisite style that Alicia would choose. 
T hey have been quite busy socially this fall 
until Will went overseas. He did not go to 
training-camp as early as many. You couldn’t 
blame him really—it was so long that he and 
Alicia had waited for each other. 

I do hope that you are well, Gertrude dear, 
anid that the children are well too. And re- 
member, if you ever want to return for a visit— 
and I am sure the time will come when you will 
——my house is always open to you. 

Somehow, I have a feeling that one day you 
will take your place, as you rightfully should, 
among your old friends. You don’t have to see 
them or associate with them. People will show 
no partiality. Indeed, you will be astonished at 
the way your old associates will rally round 

you. As ever, EMILY. 


In the meantime, Rock Harbor sim- 
mered with excitement. The aviation 
camp was almost completed. The young 


Too Dry? 
Falling ? 


{ 4 Simple Treatments } 


OES your hair disappoint you? 

Does it lack the youthful look, 
the lustre you wish for it? Then it is 
probably subject to one of the four 
conditions mentioned above. And it 
will probably respond to one of the 
four treatments outlined below. 


Your hair can be young-locking, 
too, (See suggestions below.) 


These suggest- 
ed treatments 
are all simple. 
They are all 
based on au- 
thoritative ad- 
vice on how to 
care forthe hair. 
Packer’s Tar Soap, which is the 
basis of these treatments, is as safe, 
mild and yet efficient a shampoo soap 
as can be made. For over halfa century 
it has been recommended by the 
foremost physicians specializing in the 
care of the hair and scalp. 


Hair that is alive, lustrous, glow- 
ing! The reward of the intelligent 
care outlined below, 
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for DANDRUFF 


Authorities find that dandruff is responsible 
for at least 75% of the cases of falling hair. 
But dandruff need not result in serious conse- 
quences if carefully and properly treated. The 
Packer Method of treatment, based on modern 
thought, will be found in the booklet which 
comes with each cake of Packer’s Tar Soap. 


for DRY hair 


Successful shampooing removes the accumula- 
tions of surface oil from the scalp. This 
makes the hair seem dry at first but this dry- 
ness is temporary and only noticeable for a 
day or two. If dryness persists it is probably 
due to inactivity of the oil glands—a condition 
requiring special care and treatment. You will 
find an authoritative treatment for dry hair 
in the booklet packed with each cake of 
Packer’s Tar Soap, 


for OILY hair 


Too oily hair is produced by an over activity 
of the oil glands. A special treatment for 
oily hair, including hints on the correct way 
to massage, is given in the booklet packed 
with each cake of Packer's Tar Soap. 


for FALLING hair 


For falling hair, we recommend the Packer 
treatment for dandruff, the most common 
cause of premature baldness or loss of hair 
(you will find this treatment in the booklet 
which comes with each cake of Packer's 
Tar Soap). If, however, the regular use of 
this Packer treatment does not stop the loss 
of your hair, consult your family physician. 
He may find some underlying cause due to 


* your general health or he may suggest that 


you see a scalp specialist. 


Sample and Book 10c 


For 10¢ we will send a 


enerous sample of Packer’s Tar Soap and our book, “How to 


Care for the Hair and Scalp. containing scores of reliable facts and hints helpful in 
keeping your hair healthy and good looking. Address The Packer Mfg. Co., Inc., 


Dept. 86-J, 
insure correct mailing.) 


Now 


Each cake 
in a metal 
soap box 


Box 85, G. P. O., New York, 


. Y. (PRINT your name and address, to 


TREATMENTS 


with each cake 


What to do for dry hair. 
How to treat oily hair. 
Modern dandruff 
treatment. 
How to massage. 
What to do for falling 
hair. 
These and many other 
important questions an- 
swered in the informative 
booklet packed with each 
cake. 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP 


One-thirty and the 
Day’s Work done! 


“GETTING DINNER’? is the 
bugaboo that keeps countless thou- 
sands of women from enjoying to 
the full the glorious sunshine of a 
summer’s afternoon. 


But—there are other thousands of 
women that““get dinner” without in- 
terfering with the health or happi- 
ness of themselves or their families. 
These are the women who own Gas 
Ranges equipped with the Lorain 
Oven Heat Regulator. 


OVEN HEAT REGULATOR 


In the oven of a Lorain-equipped Gas 
Range you can cook a Whole Meal at one 
time. By setting the Lorain Red Wheel at 
a very low temperature, you can go miles 
away for several hours, supremely confident 
that a delicious, hot dinner will be ready 
to serve when you return. 


A Lorain Self-regulating Oven insures 
perfect baking results. And you can do all 
your fruit-canning in this magic oven, too— 
better, easier, cheaper, quicker. 


Gas Cémpanies, Department Stores, Hard- 
ware, Furniture and Stove Dealers, 
wherever gas is available, sell Gas Ranges 
equipped with the Red Temperature Wheel 
of Lorain—the ORIGINAL Oven Heat 
Regulator. 


AMERICAN STOVE COMPANY 
Largest Makers of Gas Ranges in the World 
1124 Chouteau Ave. 


St. Louis, Mo. 


led oven heat for 
any kind of oven 
cooking or baking. 


Unless the Regula- 

tor has a Red 

Wheel it is NOT 
a LORAIN 


| said, with a short roy 
a 
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men gradually vanished from Rock Har- 
bor, sucked into the great maw of the war. 
Throck Newnham had gone. Dan Farmer 
had gone. Thelma Baldwin had left for 
France with the Y.M.C.A. Gertrude’s 
classes consisted now mainly of boys of 
sixteen and seventeen. 

One night there came a knock, late. 
The French class had left, but Gertrude 
was still up, working on the next night’s 
lesson. She opened the door to a man in 
uniform—Ira. 

“They have given me leave for a few 
days,” he explained, as he shook hands. 
“ That generally means we're sailing soon.” 

“You're really going, Ira! Oh, don’t 
let— I can’t Snake myself believe it!” 

“Tt doesn’t seem possible to me,” Ira 
“Tve waited so 
long. And of course I am pretty exhila- 
rated; but then you know how I’ve felt all 
along about that. Only two things bother 
me—Lydia and you.” 

“Lydia!” Gertrude exclaimed. ‘I don’t 
have to tell you, I know, that I’ll do every- 
thing I can for Lydia. But don’t bother 
about me. I can take care of myself.” 


[RA paid no attention to her. “Lydia is 
taken care of financially,” he went on; 
“but you’re dependent on that— And 
I’ve made some investigation. They’ve 
pie him in the Quartermaster General’s 

partment. They’ll set him to building 
camps over there. Something might hap- 
pen, and then you’d be up against it. 
Gertrude, won’t you come right down 
with me to Doctor Williams’s, and get 
married now?” 

His proposal glided easily enough, as 
far as his manner and the tone of his voice 
were concerned, from the sentences which 
preceded it. Gertrude, though, could do 
nothing for a moment but stare. 

“You don’t mean to tell me; you haven’t 
the nerve to sit there and tell me,” Ira 
arraigned her, “that you don’t know I’m 
in love with you?” 

“Of course I don’t know it!” Gertrude 
gasped. A dizziness enveloped, suffocated 


her. But out of that vertigo, pictures 
flashed . . . words echoed . . . glances 
arrowed... 


“Of course I know it,” she corrected 
herself; “but, as I live, Ira, I didn’t know 
that I knew it!” 

“Im not asking you if you love me,” 
Ira went on. “You don’t have to tell me. 
I know. I’m no fool. You're still ab- 
sorbed in another man.” 

“I think that’s not quite true,” Ger- 
trude said. “But I am absorbed in a sit- 
uation. It dominates me. It prisons me. 
Sometimes I’m afraid I shall never pull 
myself free!” 

“Oh, I understand all about that,” Ira 
said. “It’s strange, too. Here you are, a 
woman in the prime of your life, an abso- 
lutely radiant creature. Don’t try to tell 
me that you’re naturally cold. I know 
you're not!” i 

Gertrude did not contradict him, and 
he went on: 

“Ttve been in love with you for a long 
while.. I don’t exactly know when it 
began. I didn’t take much notice of you 
at first. -I knew that you’d had a hard 
time, and I was sorry for you—but that 
let me out. I guess it started the night I 
took you to the doctor’s. Anyway, when 
I saw you start to clear this place alone, I 
had a sort of irresistible pull in your direc- 


tion. Morning after morning I swore to 
myself I’d stay away, but I came—I 
couldn’t help it. 

“And then I’ve always had a strange 
feeling about Joy—as though she were my 
child—not his. How I studied her face 
the first time I saw her—hoping there was 
no trace of him in her!” 

The tears welled slowly into Gertrude’s 
eyes, grew so big that they dropped from 
her thick eyelashes. 

“However, there’s no use talking this 
way. It won’t do anybody any good. But 
Pd like to feel you were all provided for. 
I’ve got some income, you know. Why 
not marry me eonichey I don’t expect 
you to be my wife except in name.” 

The slow tears were still dropping from 
Gertrude’s lashes. ‘Of course Pm going 
to say no, Ira. Ican’t doit. I can’t some- 
how! You don’t know, though, how it 
touches me that you care.... But don’t 
worry, I shall be all right! when my mew 
houses are let.” 

Ira tried to talk about other things. 
“That first letter of yours in the ‘Roll 
Call’ was a corker!” he approved. ‘“‘It 
sounded just therightnote fora beginning.” 

He rambled on. Suddenly, in the midst 
of a sentence, he leaped to his feet, held 
out his hand with an abrupt good-by. 

Gertrude followed him to the door, put 
her arms about his neck, kissed him. He 
submitted to her caress without returning 
it. But as her arms moved away, he 
dropped his head on her breast for a mo- 
ment with the gesture of a tired child. 


AFEW nights later occurred an episode 
almost as troubling. Curt Franklin, 
who had attended the French classes regu- 
larly until he went to training camp, re- 
turned to Rock Harbor, also on leave. He 
came every night to the French class. Of 
the boys, he had always been the most regu- 
lar attendant, the most absorbed student. 

The last night of his leave he stayed to 
talk long after the others had gone. In 
the impulse of compassion which always 
filled her when the boys left for camp, 
Gertrude followed him to the door. 

Curt was much the handsomest young 
man in her group. He, was, indeed, the 
handsomest young man in Rock Harbor. 
Gertrude became admiringly conscious, as 
she stood before him, of his height and 
wide-shouldered’ slimness: his waist as 
slender as a girl’s, his brilliant, clean, 
blond coloring. 

He delayed, talking disjointedly of this 
and that. Then suddenly his arms reached 
forward and whipped her onto his breast. 
Before she could move, he had kissed her 
many times. 

“T have been crazy about you ever 
since you started to teach me,” he mur- 
mured; “and I made up my mind I 
wouldn’t leave without telling you so. Oh, 
I know you don’t have any more use for 
me than an old shoe!” His young voice 
took a deeper drop. “‘But—but—if I 
don’t come Sack, remember I loved you!” 

It had all happencd with bewildering 
speed. Before Gertrude could collect ner- 
self, the tall figure was walking atastriding 
pace into the darkness, had merged with 
it. It was as though the touch of those 
young lips had given her girlhood back to 

er—a girlh incredibly richer and 

more vital than she had ever known in 
those dull years of her youth. 
(To be concluded) 
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JOHNSON'S LIQUID WAX 


no stooping, kneeling 
or soiling of your hands 


Here's a new easy way to make your 
linoleum look more beautiful, clean much 
easier and last years longer. Just give it 
the Johnson Wax treatment —this takes 
but a few minutes—and is as easy as 
running a carpet sweeper. 

All you do is pour Johnson's Liquid 
Wax on a Lamb’s-wool Mop and apply 
a thin, even coat. This cleans the floor 
and, at the same time, deposits a pro- 
tecting film of Wax. Allow five min- 
utes for the Wax to harden — then a 
few easy strokes of the Weighted Brush 
will quickly bring up a beautiful, du- 
rable, dirt-repellent polish. And a 
afterwards your linoleum will 
oie little or no washing — 
ordinary dry dusting will keep 
it immaculate. 

All the leading manufacturers 
of linoleum recommend John- 
` son's Liquid Wax for cleaning, 
lishing and preserving inlaid 
oleum. 


ARTISTIC | 


A Johnson Floor Polishing Outfit is all 
you need to put and keep your floors and 
linoleum in perfect condition. It includes 
Johnson's Liquid Wax —a Lamb’s-wool 
Mop for applying the Wax—and a 
Weighted Brush for polishing. 
The New Electric Way 
For those who like to perform their 
household duties electrically we have 
perfected the Johnson Wax Electric 
Floor Polisher. This marvelous little 
machine instantly, and without labor, 
brings floors and linoleum to a perfect 
gloss. It polishes under kitchen cabinets, 
avenports, beds, etc., without 
moving the furniture. Operates 
directly from any light socket. 
Sturdily built to last a lifetime 
and guaranteed absolutely. For 
sale at leading stores — write 
for Free Folder. 
You aan i ea gomon i Wax Elec- 
komiat sum ee sae Basi 
taining a Johnson Service Department 


T 
[i 


\ Joon 
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$6.65 
Floor Polishing Outfit 
for $5.00 


This Outfit consists of: 
1 Qt. of Johnson's Liquid Wax . . . $1.40 


1 Johnson Lamb's-wool Wax Mop 1.50 
1 Johnson Weighted 
Floor Polishing Brush ...... . 3.50 
ohnson Book on 
Home Beautifying ......... -25 


A Saving of $1.65! 


This offer is good at department, drug, 
furniture, grocery. hardware and paint 
stores. It sells in aonda for tbe same 


S. C. JOHNSON & SON 
Racine Wisconsin 
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LET MUNSINGWEAR COVER YOU WITH SATISFACTION 


‘ 


Underwear 


eee NSING 
ear 
Munsingwear is now obtainable in hosiery as well as in union 
suits. The hosiery line comprises an exceptionally large assort- 
ment of numbers in the wanted colors and materials and is 


already recognized v the trade às one of the 
great hosiery lines of the country. 


You will find the same fine quality and 
workmanship in the hosiery that for so 
many years have characterized all $ 
under garments bearing the Munsingwear trade mark symbol. 


Munsingwear Quality Assures Comfort and Service 
THE MUNSINGWEAR CORPORATION 


MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA 


The Puff of a 
Locomotive is 
Music to His Ears 


(Continued from page 37) 


wondered how it happens that a funny 
story is told you in New York and, four 
days later, when you get off the train at 
San Francisco, you find that the joke has 
preceded you. It was passed along by the 
operators, and most likely within an hour 
or so of the time you heard it the yarn was 
already getting a laugh from some weary 
“brass pounder” out on the coast. 

Kurn joined in this nation-wide chat 
from time to time, and he began to think 
that maybe there were other towns worth 
seeing, and that some railroad other than 
the Michigan Central might use his serv- 
ices. So he went to Chicago. There he 
heard of a job on the Santa Fé in a little 
town called Millsdale, Illinois. 

“There were three great railroad men 
on the Santa Fé at that time,” he said. 
“J. E. Hurley, who was general manager; 
Superintendent Parker, and General Su- 
perintendent Fox. I heard the old-timers 
there talk about these men, and I made 
up my mind that if I took them for my 
models I couldn’t go far wrong.” 


F XPERIENCE showed that this as- 
sumption was correct. Within a pe- 
riod of three years Kurn was a train dis- 
patcher at Topeka, Kansas, on a salary 
of one hundred dollars a month. 

To the man who seeks to rise in the 
railroad world via the telegraph key, the 
dispatcher’s job comes as a test. The man 
who can win through has demonstrated 
his fitness for real promotion. 

“I think it is one of the most nerve- 
trying jobs in the world,” said Kurn, “for 
on the train dispatcher rests an enormous 
responsibility in human life and property. 
He has to move the trains, weaving them 
back and forth on the steel tracks so that 
they do not collide. The most frightful 
moment I ever spent came to me one 
night when an engineer failed to get his 
orders. 

“I had arranged for two passenger 
trains to meet and pass at a certain sta- 
tion. This meant that one train would pull 
in on the ‘passing track,’ leaving the main 
line clear sr the passage of the other train. 
| “I was smoking my pipe and watching 
the clock, expecting every moment to get 
word from the operator at this station 
that the trains had met and passed 
according to schedule. 

“When the telegraph instrument began 
to sound my signal, I reached over and 
acknowledged it. The next moment my 
hair stood straight up. 

““Number 6 has gone straight through 
without stopping,’ was the message. That 
meant only one thing: Those two trains, 
with hundreds of passengers aboard, were 
rushing straight toward each other on the 
same track. 

“With a horrible sinking feeling I 
ordered out the wrecking and relief train, 
and sat down to the key to await news of 
| the disaster. 

“You can imagine my relief when the 
operator reported that the engineers had 
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HERE is no catalog number 
for ‘‘happiness,’’ but we sell 
it just the same, You'll not 


find it illustrated, but it appears on 
every page. The frock for the young 
lady’s first party ; the boy’s bicycle; 
dad’s radio; mother’s new coat. 
Don’t they all mean happiness? 
And could all of them be had if 
Sears, Roebuck and Co. wasn’t 
able to sell good merchandise at 
such low prices? 


A customer recently wrote us: 
“I take great pleasure in showing 
my furniture to my neighbors, I 
shall always advertise you by your 
honesty and great bargains.” 


Things like that—and every 
day’s mail contains a great many 
such letters—make us feel that we 
are a real factor in the lives of mil- 
lions of American families. You 
could hardly blame us for feeling a 
bit proud in helping these folks to 


Sears, Roebuck anaCo. 


PHILADELPHIA ~» 
DALLAS + 


CHICAGO + 


Wors L ARGEST Drone We own and operate Radio Station 


Does Happiness ' 
Cost Too Much? 


lat! > 


a little happiness they might not 
otherwise have been able to obtain. 


Sears, Roebuck and Co. brings 
the trading centers of the Old 
World and the New World as well 
direct to the doors of our nine million 
customers; they see in our catalogs, 
at prices they can afford, the things 
they need, and the luxuries they 
have wanted. 


One-fourth of all the families in 
the United States know that we 
guarantee them a saving on every- 
thing they buy; know we sell only 
quality merchandise, honestly illus- 
trated and described, They know, 
too, that we ship all orders in less 
than 24 hours. 


Our New Big Catalog for Fall 
and Winter is ready. It shows 
35,000 bargains on everything 
needed for the family, the home 
and the farm. Send for it today. 


Send for Your FREE Copy 


If you haven't a copy of our New Big 
General Catalog, send for it today, This 
convenient coupon will bring you free our 
great Fall and Winter book, with its 
35,000 bargains, 


KANSAS CITY 
SEATTLE 


Mail the coupon TODAY to the store nearest you 

Sears, Roebuck and Co. 
Chicago Philadelphia 

Send Latest General Catalog. 


80A84 


Kansas City 


Dallas Seattle 


Rural Rome noaa BOX NOW. aaa 


W-L-S. Tune in on 344.6 meters. 
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AT DIZZY HEIGHTS beter oe . 
he spreads a coat of red-lead 


AILY he dan- 

les in mid- 

air. The steel 
sktleton of a building that is to 
be, or a network of bridge cables, 
is his only foothold. Where he 
works, breezes become whistling 
gales striving to tear him from his 
precarious perch. Below him move 
many tiny dots, skeltering about 
like so many ants, all unaware of 


one of their kind who works at . 


dizzy heights just to spread a thin 
red film of lead paint. 

“Why,” you ask,:‘‘must he do 
it?” Because upon the thorough- 
ness with which he spreads this 
red film—upon its ability to pro- 
tect the surface it covers —rest, 
in no small measure, the safety of 
the structure and the lives of 
thousands. 


Protecting the strongest steel 


The best protector for metal sur- 
faces used by man today is pure 
red-lead paint, made from lead. 
This metal-protecting film of red- 
lead paint is so important that the 
hardest-to-get-at places of our 
tallest skyscrapers receive a thor- 
ough red-leading regardless of the 
fact that they will later be shielded 
from the weather by walls of brick 
and mortar. And railroad cars, 
ships, signal towers, farm machin- 
ery, water tanks, filling station 
pumps, life-boats, tin roofs, gas 
tanks, coal piers, even the ‘Iron 
Policeman” on the corner—these 
are but a few of thousands of 
places where red-lead paint is on 
guard against rust. 


Why Dutch Boy red-lead? 


The United States Navy, eminent 
rineers, contractors and builders 


WHY? 


prefer Dutch Boy 
red -lead because 
of its great dura- 
bility and economy of application. 
It brushes out so evenly that it 
makes a superior film which sticks 
tight to the metal surface. Prop- 
erly maintained, such a film gives 
complete and lasting protection. 
Dutch Boy red-lead comes in 
aste form. When mixed with pure 
inseed oil, it makes an orange-red 
paint which, if desired, can be tint- 
ed to any dark color. 


Paint booklet sent free 


HE “Handy Book on Paint- 


ing,” a storehouse of general 
paint facts and formulas, will be 
sent to anyone free. A section of 
this handbook is devoted to the 
protection of metal surfaces. It 
tells how to prepare the surface 
for painting, how to mix and how 
to apply the paint. We shall also 
be glad to give you any specific 
information on any particular 
painting problem you may have. 


Other Dutch Boy Products 


Besides red-lead, the Dutch Boy 
line of products includes flatting 
oil, linseed oil, solder, 
babbitt metals and 
white-lead. 

If you would like to 
know more about any of 
these or other uses of 
lead, write to 


our nearest [‘Sweteatnay 
branch. a an Oa 
NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY 


New York, 111 Broadway; Boston, 131 State St.3 
Buffalo, 116 Oak St.; Chicago, 900 West 18th St.3 
Cincinnati, 659 Freeman Ave.: Cleveland, 820 West 
Superior Ave.; St. Louis, 722 Chestnut St.; San 
Francisco, 485 California St.; Pittsburgh, National 
Lead and Oil Co. of Pa., 316 Fourth Ave.; Phila- 
delphia, John T. Lewis & Bros. Co.,437 Chestnut St. 


glimpsed each other in time to stop before 
the collision.” 

Fortunate indeed is that dispatcher to 
whom such an experience has never come.- 
Some men have broken completely under 
the strain of such a moment. In the 
history of railroading more than one case 
is recorded where a dispatcher has tried to 
wipe out a mistake that took a toll of 
human life by shooting himself. Only a 
strong man survives this job. 

After grueling months in the train- 
master’s and. dispatcher’s chairs, Kum 
was finally placed in the most difficult 
division superintendency of the entire 
none-too-easy Santa Fé system—at Las 
Vegas, New Mexico. His division was a 
mountain one, where the road struggles up 
through the famous Raton Pass and, at an 
elevation of more than five thousand feet 
above the level of the sea, pierces through 
the crest of a divide before it begins its 
descent toward the southwest once again. 
A comparatively few miles beyond the 
Raton is the almost equally difficult 
Glorietta. z 

These two passes and the hard miles of 
line between them were single-tracked and 
without the parallel tunnels that have now 
so simpliked the operating problem. Of 
the Raton it was then said that it did one 
of two things: it either made real rail- 
road executives, or it sent men, crushed 
and beaten, out upon the human scrap- 
heap. 


KURN was in thecrucible. He wasunder 
the test and he' knew it. He was strug- 
ling, against odds, to keep open that 
otile neck. One of the odds against which 
he fought every day was the constant de- 
railing of freight trains up in the pass. It 
seemed as if not one day could pass with- 
out a train running off the trac 

Tried almost beyond patience—and no 
one has ever accused him of more than 
ordinary patience—he went out one day 
to walk up the mountain. He took his 
roadmaster with him. He kept his eyes 
upon the track. Suddenly he stopped, 
looked up and said to the roadmaster: 

“I have found the trouble. Now I 
know why those box cars are going off up 
here all the time. The elevation of your 
outer rail is too high. What’s your ele- 
vation here? Seven inches?” 

“Eight,” admitted the roadmaster. 

Kurn smiled, a bit grimly. He had 
come to know track by this time. : 

“If we were putting our trains down 
this hill at eighty-five or ninety miles an 
hour, that elevation might be all right. 
But it is a different story for a passenger 
train coming up at thirty miles, or a 
freight at four. You’d better knock out 
that elevation, say, down to three or four 
inches—and our derailments will end. As 
it stands, almost any train is just bound 
to walk off that track.” 

The roadmaster demurred. Hadn’t he 
better take it up with the general super- 
intendent? Kurn saw, for the first time, 
that the roadmaster distrusted him. 

Kurn’s blood boiled. At just that 
moment he probably was the maddest 
man in the entire world. 

“You had better start nght out on a 
walk,” he began, in that voice that some- 
times becomes so familiar to his associates, 
“and keep right on walking—right fast— 
and down the other side of the mountain. 
For you're out. Right from this momenx, 


Your tooth-brush can go only so far— 
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after that it is up to your dentifrice 


IT IS physically impossible to 
brush every surface and crevice 
of your teeth where decay may 
begin. It is also impossible for 
any tooth-brush to protect your 
igums from irritation or infec- 
tion. The real work of protec- 
tion on the grinding surfaces of 
your teeth, and especially at that 
vital place, The Danger Line, is 
up to your dentifrice. 

Your gums thin out to a very 
fine, delicate edge where they 
come in contact with the teeth. 
If you look closely, you can 
see the tiny V-shaped crevices 
formed by this union of your 
gums and teeth. You will find 
these crevices on the outside of 
your teeth, in between your teeth 
and in back of your teeth. They 
form The Danger Line. 

Particles of food and germs 
collect in these tiny crevices of 
The Danger Line. Acids form 


which cause Acid Decay of the 
teeth and irritation of the gums. 
In time the gums break down. 
Such conditions are favorable to 
Pyorrhea and loss of teeth. 

Squibb’s Dental Cream, made 
with Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia, 
is a safe, scientific means of neu- 
tralizing the acids in the mouth, 
which, unless neutralized, cause 
Acid Decay and often Pyorrhea. 
Tiny particles of this ideal pro- 
tective dentifrice will reach all 
the pits and hidden crevices of 
your teeth which are inacces- 
sible to any tooth-brush. There 
they will remain, neutralizing 
acids as they form, protecting 
the teeth from Acid Decay, less- 
ening the peril of Pyorrhea. ° 

Remember then your tooth-; + 
brush can go only so far. Select’, 
a dentifrice that will go the rest* , . 
of the way'to safe, effective pro- 
tection. At druggists. 


Don’t forget Squibb Week—October 24th to 31st 


SQUIBBS DENTAL CREAM 
Made with Squibb Milk of Magnesia 


SQUIBB’S MILK OF MAGNESIA—The Standard of Quality—from which 


Squibb’s Dental Cream is made—is secommended k 
It may be purchased in large and small bottles from your druggist. 
ilk of Magnesia, we urge you to try 


have not used Squibb’s 


by physicians everywhere. 
If you 
it and 


note its definite superiority—its entire freedom from earthy, alkaline taste. 
The “Priceless Ingredient” of every Product is the Honor and Integrity of Its Maker 


' award, you have a chance to win one o 
special awards. 
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In 508 Cash Awards 
Squibb Educational Contest 


Each advertisement of E. R. Squibb & Sons has 
an educational purpose. It gives. information 
which, if followed, will lead to -better health, 
To help accomplish this purpose, we will dis- 
tribute $25,000.00 in cash awards among 508 con- 
testants who give the best answers to eleven 
questions. ` 


Ten of these eleven questions appear in this 
column. The eleventh and last question will be 
announced on Saturday, October 24, 1925, 


The Questions 


Notice that none of the contest questions is difficult 
to answer, nor does the answering of them require 
professional or technical knowledge. You can get 
the information you need to answer these questions 


from Squibb advertisements—follow them regularly. 


1. What is “The Danger Line” in the mouth? Why 
is it so called? h 

2. How can you best guard your teeth against Acid 
Decay and your gums against Pyorrhea and thus 
maintain your general health? 

3. What is the important constituent of Squibb’s 
Dental Cream? Why is it so important? 

4. Why should a dental cream be free from grit or 
similar abrasives? 

*5. Of what value are antiseptics, germ-destroying 

chemicals or astringents in a dental cream? 

Why should a dental cream be free from sub- 

stances that would be harmful when continually 

used in the mouth? 

7. Why is a correct dentifrice of the utmost ime 
portance in the care of children’s mouths? 

8. Why should you have in the family medicine 

cabinet only such products as are approved by 

your physician? t 

State one or more points of superiority in each 

of the following products: Squibb’s Milk of Mag- 

nesia, Squibb’s Castor Oil, Squibb’s Cod-Liver 

Oik Squibb's Epsom Salt, Squibb’s Bicarbonate 

o a. 


2 


10. Why is it important to consider the “Priceless 
Ingredient” before you buy? 
*Amended 
The Awards 
1st award $2,000.00 
2nd award 1,500.00 
3rd award 1,000.00 
2 awards of 500.00 each 
3 awards of 250.00 each 
50 awards of 100.00 each 
100 awards of 50.00 each 
350 awards of 00 each 
508 awards totaling . $25,000.00 


100 Special Awards of $2500 Each 


One hundred of the $25.00 awards will be set 
aside for the 100 contestants who give the best 
answers to any one question. Winners of the 
general awards will not be eligible for these 
special awards. Thus you may answer only 
one of the eleven questions, or if you answer 
all or any number of the eleven questions, and 
your: answers as a whole do not win a general 
these 


>` You Need the FREE-Booklet 


We have prepared a new booklet, entitled “The 
Squibb Educational Contest.” This little book- 
tet is filled with interesting and helpful infor- 
mation, which we- believe will be of value to 
ou in answering the questions in this contest. 
t also contains the conditions of the contest. 
You should have this booklet. We shall be 
pleased to mafl you a copy free of charge. To 
assure receipt of your copy at an early date, we 
suggest that you mail the coupon below at once. 


CONTEST EDITOR, E. R. SQUIBB & SONS 

P. O. Box 1132, City Hall Station, New York 
Please send me a copy 

“The Squibb Educationa 


of your free booklet, 
Contest.” 17-AA 


Street. 
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In Your Car 


Vou be surprised how quickly the Arvin 
Special gets into action. As soon as you're 
under way it begins to heat. And by the time 
your engine gets warmed up—boy,howit’s heatin’ ! 


Heat shoots out of the Arvin into your car, just 
like heat pours out of the floor-registers in your 
home. And the Arvin circulates its heat through- 
out your car—drives chill and damp away. 


The Arvin Special is available for Ford, Chev- 
rolet and Dodge cars—the Arvin Regular for Ford 
and Overland. You or any garage man can put 
an Arvin to work in your car quickly. Get yours 
now. Then, you will drive warm and snug in the 
chill mornings and evenings of fall. And you will 
be ready when winter comes. 

Every Arvin is sold under a direct from factory to user 
guarantee of complete satisfaction. Get your Arvin NOW 


-+ 


THE LOW COST OF ARVIN HEAT 
Special Type for 
FORD. > a a er 59600 
CHEVROLET - >- > 6.50 
DODGE e -. -. -. Ld 9.00 
Also—Regular Type for 
FORD - + oe «+ «+ $1.75 
OVERLAND - +. - 3.00 
Prices Slightly Higher in Canada and Far West 
+ 


Indianapolis Pump & Tube Company 
General and Sales OfficesINDIANAPOLIS 


Pump and Tube Div. Arvin Heater Div. 
Greenwood, Ind. Columbus, Ind. 


Dan Patch Coaster Wagon Div. 
Connersville, Ind. 


ARVIN 


HEATER- 


A Steady Stream 
pure. fresh 
heated air / 
shuts offeasily if 
you get too warm 
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you’re out! You and the derailments have 
got to go.” 

And they did. 

The day came when he fairly had out- 
grown the Raton. He had made himself 
master of by far the most difficult division 
on the road. It was not fair that he should 
be kept there forever. And so, in the slow 
path of railroad advancement, almost 
always growing slower as one approaches 
the top, he was promoted—this time to 
the post of general superintendent, at La 
Junta, Colorado. 

Railroad men were beginning to hear of 
Kurn elsewhere. The Detroit, Toledo and 
Ironton (afterward to come into fame as a 
proving ground for Henry Ford’s experi- 
ments in rail transport) invited him one 
day to come to Detroit as its president. 
That was about a dozen years ago. Kurn 
accepted the offer. He always a had a 
rather tender, sentimental feeling for the 
Michigan of his boyhood days. 

The Detroit, Toledo and Ironton was 
no Santa Fé. It had suffered from poverty 
of the most extreme sort all its years. 
Never had the big Western road, in the 
days of its worst adversity, been so handi- 
capped as was this small one. 

ut Kurn went to its control with as 
much enthusiasm as if he had been brought 
East to run the Pennsylvania, or the New 
York Central. 

In the four years that he was president 
he not only succeeded in making the 
porey actually earn a profit, but he also 

elped to dispose of it to Henry Ford. 
This done, Kins real usefulness at 
Detroit was over. It served as a stepping 
stone to a far bigger task. 


FOR nearly forty years the St. Louis-San 
Francisco Railway—generally known 
as the Frisco system—had had a career 
best described by the adjective “ check- 
ered.” It had had its ups and downs; it 
had passed through several receiverships 
and reorganizations. Seven years ago 
Kurn was called to it, to serve for a time 
as senior vice president before accepting 
its presidency. Lying in the hotly com- 
petitive railroad field it was losing rather 
than gaining ground all the while. 

This was the difficult job that was 
handed out to Kurn in 1918—in the forty- 
eighth year of his life: to take the property 
and make it into a real railroad, in physi- 
cal appearance, in personnel and in re- 
serve strength. 

To-day he has all but accomplished that 
job. The Frisco has been put in first- 
class position physically, tracks relaid, 
many miles of double track laid down, new 
equipment purchased: a first-class railroad 
physically established. In its field the 
road at last stands firmly on its own feet. 
Kurn has no fear for its future. 

But it is in the personnel of the Frisco 
that he has accomplished his real triumph. 

No wholesale housecleaning took place 
when Kurn—by this time known every- 
where as a hard-fisted railroader—struck 
the Frisco. Nothing of the sort. With but 
one important exception, the staff of the 
line is to-day practically the same as 
when he first came to it seven years ago. 
The same men, but with a different spirit 
in their hearts and souls and minds. They 
are working for the property now—one 
hundred per cent. If they were not, they 
would not be working there. You can 
trust Kurn for that. 
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From any viewpoint you may regard 
it, this fine new Overland Six is a 
remarkable motor-car . . . character- 
ful in style, delightful in performance 
. .. richly finished, masterfully en- 
gineered . . . handling at all speeds 
with an ease restful to men and a 
joy to women. 


Within many, many dollars of its price, 
there is nothing that can compare 
with this automobile, for quality . . . 
a 38-horsepower engine. . . 11234 
inch wheelbase. . . Larger main bear- 
ing surface . . . Pressure feed lubri- 


Willys-Overland, Inc., Toledo, Ohio 


fz size~-beauty~luxury- 
power--price*-in sheer 
excellence at low cost: this 


Jine six easily leads tts feld 


cating system. . . Oil-tight universal 
joints... Heavier crown fenders... 
Two-tone polished lacquer finish 
. . . Genuine carpet floor-coverings 
. . . Very latest finger-type spark and 
throttle levers... Unusual room and 
comfort. 


See this fine, powerful Overland Six 

. a car you will delight to drive 

. a car that you and yours will be 
proud to go about in. Easy terms. 
A small amount down. 52 weeks 
for the balance. Take along your 
present car to apply as part payment. 


Willys-Overland Sales Co. Ltd., Toronto, Canada 
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OVERLAND: FINE >° 


Standard 
Sedan 


Deluxe Sedan 
$1095 


ices 
S.0.b.Toledo 


WILLYS > MOTOR: CARS 
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Paint 


FEN 


with the Lucas dealer and 


dealer rs : TEN ; ; 
a oe pro- Choosing the right paint is serious business, 


; ; It results in astonishing differences in the life 
tection against further 


property loss, on conven- of property. ‘ 

ient time payments. To No one standard of choice wil co. A pant i no 
A better than its weakest quality. uty sho lure 

F aarp d leand and its cost should be judged year of service and 

economical protection foot of surface rather than by gallon. 

against weather, select 1, Lucas Tinted Gloss Paint we offer five standards 

LUCASTINTEDGLOSS for judging paint. Consider them all in ‘‘saving the 

PAINT, because: wince’ of your property. 


IT COVERS more square feet per gallon and more thoroughly hides the 
surface, due to finer grinding of materials, a higher percentage of pure 

© linseed oil, and LUCAS’ superior methods of combining all ingredients into 
one perfectly finished product. 


IT BEAUTIFIES and its beauty lasts because of its high gloss and clear, 
perfect shades, made with pure tinting colors of Lucas’ own manufacture, 
possessing maximum permanency. 


IT LASTS longer because it is made of highest grade materials, carefully se- 
© lected, ocientificall ly combined by skilled workers of long experience. 


IT PROTECTS positively because its smooth, glossy surface is resistant to 
weather. Its elasticity prevents checking or cracking during temperature 
changes, consequently preventing moisture, the cause of decay, from getting 
to the underlying surface. 


IT IS ECONOMICAL -tts greater protection saves costly repairs. 
Its GREATER COVERING CAPACITY reduces the cost of application. 
Its GREATER LASTING QUALITY decreases the cost per year of pro- 


tecti . 
© Its ‘GREATER BEAUTY increases the value of your property, reflects 
prosperity and radiates happiness. 


Ask the nearest Lucas dealer—or write us—regarding the Easy Pay- 
ment Plan for preserving your property. 

BOOK ON HOME DECORATION—FREE 
Send to us for “The Book of Happiness” which gives artistic 
and scientific color combinations — interior and exterior. Written 
by a noted logist. Explains color reactions on human 
happiness. Very interesting. your copy now. Address Dept. A10. 


John Incas &Co..Ine. 


Paint and Varnish Makers Since 1849 
PHILADELPHIA 
NEW YORK PITTSBURGH CHICAGO BOSTON OAKLAND 
And Local Distributing Points 


Tinted Gloss Paint 
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He is a martinet, this old-time rail- 
roader. But that is because he believes 
that absolute discipline is the real founda- 
tion for railroading. 

“When I was in the ranks,” he said, “I 
always liked a good disciplinarian for my 
superior. An easy-going man may drop 
you for a mistake or he may not. Anyway, 
after a while you get to taking chances. 
But if you’re under a ‘martinet’ you al- 
ways know where you stand. 

“T never fire a man for making his first 
mistake. That mistake may be the best 
insurance against his ever making another. 
But if he keeps on making mistakes, if he 
seems to be showing no improvement— 
and often no real desire to improve— 
there is nothing left to do but to separate 
him from his job as soon as possible. 
Mistaken sympathy is fair neither to him 
nor the company. 

“Discipline on a railroad means begin- 
ning at che beginning and never letting a 
single detail get away from you. Just let 
me illustrate what I mean: A trainman is 
supposed to stand across the track from 
a switch that he has set until the train has 
passed—never on the same side of the 
rails as the switch. The standard rules of 
railroad practice here in the United 
States require this. 

“Suppose, however, that the brakeman 

rows just the least little bit careless, and 
kenne to stand on the same side of the 
track as the switch target. Perhaps his 
boss—trainmaster or superintendent— 
comes by, notices this minor violation of 
rules, and sees fit to ignore it. The care- 
less employee, unnoticed and unchecked, 
becomes more careless. And by and by 
there is serious trouble; perhaps a bad 
wreck, with a loss of human life in- 
volved.” 


“Wwrat can you do with a man who 
is habitually careless?” I asked. 
“Reduce him as a way of punishment and 
sharpening his wits?” 

Kurn did not hesitate for answer. 

“Discharge him,” was his instant and 
decisive reply. “I do not believe in 
demotion, at any time. You are apt to 
have on your hands a man with a lurking 
grudge. A demoted employee or officer is 
a liability against a road. At the best, he 
always carries in his heart a feeling that 
he has been made the victim of an in- 
justice. 

“And yet, on the other hand, discharge 
is a very dangerous weapon,” he con- 
tinued, ‘and only to be used under great 
provocation. Never asa means of reprisal. 
On this road we will not discharge a man 
unless absolute necessity compels it. Too 
many good railroaders have been lost in 
this country because of careless firing by 
cocksure officers. 

“I won’t, myself, as head of this road, 
discharge a man hastily. I may, for his 
own good, talk pretty plain Dutch to him, 
especially if I get good and mad at him; 
but I won’t fire him, not at that moment, 
at any rate. To discharge a man at any 
time is serious business; and when you are 
mad at him, it is rank injustice. No 
matter how much I am provoked I al- 
ways go home, try to analyze the thing 
pretty carefully, and send for the man 
Er day, when I am thoroughly cooled 
off. 

Discharge on the Frisco does not neces- 
sarily work against a possible reinstate- 
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ment. I heard of a veteran conductor of 
more than thirty years of service on the 
property who was called up before the 
general manager, charged with a most 
serious offense—stealing. The conductor 
denied the accusation, thereby, in the 
opinion of the road’s officers, adding 
greatly to it. He was discharged from the 
service. He made complaint to the presi- 
dent that he had not had a fair deal in the 
matter. Kurn took an instant interest in 
the case. Had he been fairly accused, 
asked the president. The conductor re- 
plied that he had not. 

“Get right out of this office,” said Jim 
Kurn. “And lose no time getting.” 

Six months later the discharged con- 
ductor returned and again was admitted to 
the private office of the big boss of the 
Frisco. But now he was a changed man. 
He admitted his guilt to a far greater 
degree than even the company’s detectives 
had imagined. He made a clean breast of 
the whole sorry business, tears running 
down his cheeks. 

Jim Kurn hired him back, of course. 
Have I not already said that, back of the 
bluster and the hardness of the president 
of the Frisco is the big heart of a really 
big-hearted man? 


NEST to, discipline, Kurn places obser- 
vation as the most valuable practical 
trait for the railroad executive of to-day. 

Soon after he came to the Frisco he 
chanced to visit one of its shops, stood for 
a time attentively watching a lathe work- 
ing on a big bit of steel. One of the shop 
foremen came over and spoke to the 
president. 

“Thats an eccentric—for a steam 
locomotive, you know,” he explained. 

“Thank you,” said Kurn, dryly. 

When he had gone the superintendent 
of motive power came over and sat upon 
that foreman, good and hard. 

“You were smart,” said he. “Telling 
the president that. Don’t you know that 
he knows as much about a locomotive as 

ou do? He can’t walk through a round- 
babe without seeing every detail of every 
engine in there.” 

Kurs likes details. He lives in them. 
He watches each corner of the operation 
of his road as a cat watches possible 
mouse holes. A dozen times a day he is on 
the company’s long-distance wire to the 
main shops in Springfield, asking about 
this or that engine. 


Once, when he was away from the 
property, in New York, he wired back 
something about the reserve locomotives 
of the road’s motive power—in the par- 
lance of the railroad, “ white lead ” engines. 
Word came back that the entire seventy- 
one engines were held in readiness. 

“Who said anything about seventy-one 
engines?” he wired back. “There were 
seventy-three when I left St. Louis. Who 
has taken two engines out of the white 
lead without orders from me?” 

You cannot fool a boss like that. 

“Tflhada boy,” Kurn said, “‘I would, 
by all means, wish to put him into rail- 
roading to-day. But I’d want him to start 
at the beginning, to get some of the 
knocks of practical operation into his head 
at the outset. 

“This is about the way I would plan it: 
a high school education, then two years on 
any well-managed line, after that off to 
college or a high-grade technical school. 

“The railroad executive of to-morrow 
will need all the education and all the 
preparation that he can possibly get. The 

ame grows more intense every day. 
tee costs more, material costs more; 
there is a closer and finer margin all the 
while between revenue and outgo. It 
needs better men, and constantly still 
better men, to solve the problem of the 
railroad of to-morrow.” 


ASKED into which branch of railroad- 

ing the young college man had best 
enter. Engineering? Kurn shook his head. 

“Hardly that. Here in the United 
States we have passed the era of the build- 
ing of railroads on a large scale. No; I 
mean for the boy to go into the actual 
business of transportation. Operating. 
Traffic. All of these things are pretty 
technical to-day, and are growing more 
technical all the while. We need specialists 
in the railroad business, and we need them 
right now. This is a golden opportunity 
for the young men of to-day. 

“And he doesn’t have to be brilliant to 
get to the top. I wouldn’t exchange the 

rainiest man in the world for a loyal 
plugger who will keep right on whether my 
ack is turned or not.” 

As I left him I remembered the words of 
the big banker in St. Louis: 

“He runs his railroad, and in his own 
way. Runs it mighty well. He’s the coon- 
hunter, this Jim Kurn, who brings home 
the skins.” 


Behind the Scenes at WOR 
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very few of these people, if it were not 
for one thing: Practically every one of 
them has some subject, or some project, 
in which he or she is deeply interested. 
“Take Mrs. Oliver Harriman, for ex- 
ample; she never would have talked over 
the radio, as the ordinary woman might, 
just to get her name before the public. 
She doesn’t need to do that. But she is 
intensely interested in the Camp Fire 
Girls. So, for the anniversary of the 
founding of that organization, I staged a 
birthday party for them, here in the 
studio. They gave their own program, 
including a talk by Mrs. Harriman. 
“Of course, her talk was propaganda 
for the Camp Fire Girls. But we are 


willing to be the medium of propaganda 
if the subject is interesting to the public 
and the speaker is a person of prominence. 
Everybody is curious to hear famous 
people over the radio, no matter what 
these people talk about. But the only 
way most celebrities can be persuaded to 
gratify this public curiosity is by having 
them talk on what they themselves are 
interested in. 

“Sometimes even that doesn’t work. 
The hardest people I ever succeeded in 
getting were Charlie Chaplin and a cer- 
tain famous foreign artist who visited 
this country last winter. I almost had 
to give up on them. 

“Thad met Chaplin a number of times; 
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so during one of his visits to New York 
I went over to his hotel and tried to 
induce him to broadcast from our New- 
ark station. We hadn’t a New York 
studio at that time. 

“T knew he never had talked over the 
radio. And I also knew that while he 
wants publicity, as every actor does, he 
absolutely will not personally exploit 
himself. So I wasn’t surprised when he 
said that he hated to refuse me but that 
he simply couldn’t do it. 


“NEVERTHELESS, I did finally get 
him because I thought up awhimsical 
idea that appealed tohim. I wroteout what 
he was to say—and it was mighty little. 
He began by telling how people, who saw 
him in the pictures, thought of him only 
as an actor; and that it probably would 
be a surprise to them to know that he 
could play on practically every known 
A pdea To show how accom- 
plished he was he would first render a 
piano solo. ! 

“We had a good pianist there who 

layed a difficult selection. Then Chap- 

Fin said: he hoped his: audience had en- 
joyed his performance on the piano and 
that he.would next show them his mastery 
of the violin. Of course, we had a vio- 
linist present to play that piece. And so 
we went on with half a dozen other 
instruments. 

“Then Chaplin announced that it had 
been such a pleasure to him to play 
the instruments separately that he would 
now play all of them at once! Whereupon, 
the orchestra, which we had provided, 

layed a number; and everybody—I 
hope —tiad a good laugh. 

“Chaplin was willing to do this because 
it struck his sense of humor; but he 
dreaded it worse than. the greenest 
amateur does. In the car, going over to 
Newark, he read and reread the few 
lines he had to speak. At the studio, 
while he was waiting to go on, he was so 
nervous that he kept pacing up and down 
the floor. He would shake his fist at the 
microphone; jokingly, to be sure; but his 
nervousness was perfectly genuine. 

“I had even a harder time to get the 
great painter I spoke of. He positively 
A to do it. But I happened to know 
one of his compatriots in this country, a 
man who held a diplomatic office here; 
and fortunately this official was under 
some obligation to me. 

“I explained what I wanted, and wrote 
out a cablegram which I asked him to 
have sent to him from no less a personage 
than the king of his country—which, of 
course, was also the artist’s country. 
In this message, the king said he was 
looking forward with pleasure to the 
experience of hearing, from across the 
ocean, the voice of one of his most dis- 
tinguished subjects. 

“Well, the artist could refuse me, but 
he couldn’t refuse his king! However, 
he wouldn’t come to the studio; so we 
ran a private wire into the galleries where 
he was exhibiting his paintings, and he 
broadcasted from there. 

“He was even more nervous than 
Chaplin. His surroundings were familiar, 
and there were only two persons present 
besides himself. Yet, when he took his 

lace at the microphone, he insisted on 
having a screen set up around him! And 
he told me emphatically that he would 


rather paint twenty pictures than give 
that little radio talk. 

“Doctor Lorenz, the famous Austrian 
surgeon, reacted quite differently. He 
didn’t object to being broadcasted, but 
he seemed to think it was either a foolish 
American notion, or some sort of joke. 

“He had barely finished his talk, when 
we began to receive telephone messages 
for him. Before he had left the studio, 
several telegrams came for him. They 
were sent by his friends in various parts 
of the country who had been listening in. 
You never saw a more astonished man 
than he was.” 

“How soon do you begin to receive 
these messages?” I asked. 

“Telephone calls may start coming as 
soon as the number is over,” replied Mr. 
McCosker; “and the telegraph messages 
begin about five or six minutes later. Of 
course they are telephoned to us from the 
telegraph office. 

“Some interesting things have hap- 
pened in that connection. Dick Barthel- 
mess, the motion picture star, broad- 
casted from our studio one evening. When 
he finished, he received a long-distance 
call from an old schoolmate whom he 
hadn’t seen or heard of for years. That 
sort of thing has happened several times. 
People who have entirely lost track of 
each other get in touch again by means of 
the radio.” : 


“T WISH you would tell me just what is 

done when a person is going to broad- 
cast for the first time,” fata “ Begin 
at the beginning and describe the whole 
proceeding.” 

“All right,” he agreed. “First, we 
decide to ask John Smith, for example, to 

ive a short radio talk. We select him 
ecause he is an authority on some sub- 
ject which will interest people. If he con- 
sents, we arrange the date and the hour. 

“Tf possible, I have a little talk with 
Mr. Smith in advance about what he is 
going to say. However, that isn’t neces- 
sary if he has definite ideas in regard to it. 
I tell him that his talk must not last more 
than twelve minutes; for the announcer 
uses up the rest of the fifteen minutes 
allotted to that number. Six pages of 
ordinary double-spaced ltypewriting rep- 
resent twelve minutes of talking. I tell 
him this as a guide to length.” 

“Do you advise him to rehearse his 
talk before he tries it over the radio?” I 
asked. 

“He can do it if he wants to, but I 
leave that to him. But I like to see a copy 
of his speech in advance and, if necessary, 
edit it a little. The great trouble with 
most of the people who give perhaps one 
radio talk is that they make a set speech, 
or simply read what they have written 
down. The audience doesn’t enjoy that. 
It wants to have the thing easy and in- 
formal, as if the speaker were having a 
little visit with each of his hearers, So 
if I find that the person has written some- 
thing that sounds like an essay, I change 
some of the expressions, and put in the 
colloquial phrases which everybody uses 
in talking. I try to make it seem spon- 
taneous and natural. Some people in- 
stinctively do this themselves. But there 
are others whose written ‘talk’ is about 
as informal as the multiplication table. 

“There is another reason why we like 
to see what a person intends to broad- 
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cast. Some people would grab the chance 
to put over something which we cannot 
stand for. They might try to advertise 
themselves, their business, or some other 
business which they want to promote. 
They might try to boost their side of some 
controversy; or talk on some subject 
which would be objectionable to our 
audience. They might even attack some 
individual in a libelous way.” 

“But suppose they change their talk 
when they get in front of the micro- 
phone,” I said. “Do they ever try that?” 

“Yes; occasionally someone does. But 
perhaps you noticed the radio instrument 
in the outer office. Every word that is 
spoken into the microphone in this room 
is received instantly on that instrument 
in the next room, although it reaches 
there by way of Newark. During our 
broadcasting, a ‘monitor’ is constantly on 
duty out in that room. If the person who 
is talking in here starts to say anything 
which is contrary to the ethics of broad- 
casting, the monitor simply presses a 
button which shuts the speaker off the 
air. He doesn’t know this, so he goes 
right on talking. 

“If the monitor finds that it was a 
false alarm, and that the person is not 
saying what he shouldn’t, the circuit is 
opened again. The audience may have 
missed a sentence or two, but they don’t 
lose enough to spoil the talk. 

“We had to shut off a well-known 
scientist not long ago. He had sent me a 
copy of his talk, which was to be on the 
special branch of science in which he 
was an authority. What he had written 
was very interesting and to the point. 
But when he started broadcasting it, he 
suddenly abandoned his subject and 
launched into a tirade on a political 
question. The monitor simply cut him 
off; and, so far as the public knew, his 
speech ended right then. Nobody outside 
of these two rooms heard the rest of it. 

“We once had to cut off a famous 
woman in the same way. We had ar- 
ranged for her to talk on one subject, but 
she calmly switched to another, which the 
public would have resented. Wé are re- 
sponsible to our audience; and we cannot 
permit a person to broadcast anything 
which would be objectionable. 

“We sometimes give our people talks 
about public matters on which there is 
a difference of opinion. But we always 
have two speakers, so that we can present 
both sides of the question. 


“WELL, to go back to the story of 
what happens when John Smith, or 
anybody else, broadcasts for the first time: 
When he comes to the studio on the ap- 
pointed day, he is almost certain to be 
nervous. Women are nervous too, but 
they are not so frank about admitting 
it. That’s one time when men are more 
talkative than women. 

“The first thing to do is to put the 
person at his ease. In some studios, 
everything is so formal and dignified, 
you’d think you had strayed into an 
undertaking parlor. From the moment 
you enter the outer door, there is an 
atmosphere of hushed solemnity. 

“Of course, being human, I think my 
way is better. I greet people informally, | 
cheerfully, and try to make them feel at ` 
home. Some of them act as if they were 
just about to be put on the operating 


table. I can’t help saying to them: 
‘Don’t worry! It’s entirely painless.’ 

“While John Smith is waiting for his 
turn, he sits in the outer office, so as not 
to disturb the person who is already 
broadcasting here in the studio. When 
he does come in, he is placed in front of 
the microphone. The one on the standard 
is adjustable: it can be raised, or lowered, 
to suit the height of a singer, a violinist, 
or anyone who stands. But if John Smith 
is going to talk, he is seated at the table 
and uses that microphone. 

“The important thing, as I said before, 
is to get him to talk conversationally. 
Most people are not used to talking ‘on 
their feet.’ If they can do it at all, they 
are likely to become oratorical. But if 
they sit down and talk it suggests an 
informal conversation. So it is good 

sychology to put Mr. Smith in a chair. 
t helps to keep him from making a 
regular speech.” 


s HAT about his voice?” I asked. 
“Can anybody talk over the radio?” 
“Why—yes; but unless a voice has 
resonance ıt won’t broadcast well. The 
essential thing is not to talk too loud. 
The first question people ask is: ‘How 
loud shall ] speak? 

“In the next room there is a dial, with 
a pointer which indicates the force or 
volume of the speaker’s voice. A man 
sits there throughout the program, watch- 
ing this dial. If the voice is not 
loud enough, this man can ‘step it up’ 
—make it stronger by amplifying it. But 
if it is too loud, he can’t ‘step it down.’ 
And then the listeners-in get raucous 
noises, like those you hear when a person 
shouts at you over the telephone.’ 

“Some people talk very rapidly,” I 
said. ‘‘Does this interfere in broad- 
casting? ” 

“You can speak pretty fast without 
causing trouble, provided you articulate 
clearly. But when people are nervous, 
they have a tendency to gallop through 
their speech. So we have a card, on which 
‘SLOW’ is printed; and if a person gets 
to doing a verbal sprint, I hold this card 
up in front of him. Or I may say, ‘Slow- 
er!’ not out loud, of course, for the radio 
audience would hear me if I did. 

“That’s one thing the beginners often 
forget. They will turn to me and ask if 
they are doing all right; or they will 
make some side remark, not realizing 
that people will hear it perhaps half way 
around the world. 

“For instance, every radio fan must 
have heard speakers wind up their talk 
with, ‘Well, thank heaven, that’s over!’ 
You'd be surprised to know how many of 
them say something like that; and they 
say it the minute they finish their speech, 
without even turning away from the 
microphone. 

“When Chaplin had spoken his last 
line, he exclaimed: ‘Whew! I'll bet I’ve 
lost nine pounds in fifteen minutes!’ If 
his audience heard him, and I don’t see 
how they could have missed it, they may 
have thought it was part of his talk, put 
in for fun. But it wasn’t. Like most 
people, he seemed to think the radio 
stopped the minute his speech did. 

“It takes most beginners to about the 
middle of the second page of their talk 
to overcome this nervousness. They 
really get into their stride then; and by 
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streams—the most wonderful outdoors in 
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mate is delightful and the most healthful 
in America. 
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BURLINGTON RAILROAD BLDG 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS. 


Name 
Street 


City 


ots of world 
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“The Scientific Secret of 
Caruso’s 
Amazing Vocal Power _ 


A post mortem of Caruso’s 
throat showed superb de- 
velopment of his Hyo- 
Glossus muscle — again 
proving the soundness of 
vugene Feuchtinger's 
sheortes of voice produc- 
ion. 


EugeneFeuchtinger,A.M., 
Musician - Scientist, who 
discovered a method for 
developing the singing or 
speaking voice of any man 
strengthening) 

muscle. 


The arrow points to 
the all - important 
Hyo-Glossus muscle. 

hether your voice is 
strong or weak, pleas- 
ant or unpleasant, 
harsh or melodious, 
depends upon the de- 
velopment of that 
muscle, 


The Great Discovery 


Professor Feuchtinger, A. M.—famous in 
the music centers of Europe—discovered 


the secret of the Hyo-Glossus muscle, He 
devoted years of his life to scientific re- 
search and finally perfected a system of 
voice training that will develop your Hyo- 
Glossus muscle by simple, silent exercises 
right in your own home. 


Opera Stars His Students 


Since the Professor brought his discovery 
to America, orators, choir singers, club 
women, preachers and teachers-—over 
10,000 happy pupils have received his won- 
derful training. 

There is nothing complicated about Phys- 
ical Voice Culture. It is ideally adapted 
for correspondence instruction. The ex- 
ercises are silent. You can practice them 
in the privacy of your own home. The 
results are positive. 


100% Improvement Guaranteed 


The Perfect Voice Institute guarantees 
that Physical Voice Culture will improve 
your voice 100%. You are to be your own 
judge—take this training—if your voice is 
not improved 100% in your own opinion, 
we will refund your money. 


Send for FREE Book 


Send us the coupon below and we'll send 
you FREE this valuable work, *‘Physical 
Voice Culture’ Prof. Feuchtinger is glad 
to give you this book. You assume no ob- 
ligation but will do yourself a great and 
lasting good by studying it. It may be the 
first step in your career. Do not delay. 


Perfect Voice Institute 
1922 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 11-87 Chicago 


Perfect Voice Institute sune {cay Mago 
Please send me a copy of your new FREE book, 
“Physical Voice Culture”. I understand that it is 
mine to keep and there is no obligation on my part. 
I am interested in 
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the time their twelve minutes are up, 
they are going strong. A good many of 
them would like to keep on going! Some- 
times we have to show them a watch, or 
give them some signal, to warn them that 
their fun is over; at least, for that occa- 
sion. A few people are worth having 
more than once. They can give a series 
of talks which we know are popular, be- 
cause we receive a great many letters 
about them. 

“There are some curious things about 
the letters that come in. When folks 
write, it is almost always to pratse some- 
thing. That is contrary to what people 
are likely to do in most other matters. 
There is a universally accepted notion 
that a man who has something to kick 
about will write and complain, but that 
he almost never takes his pen in hand to 
tell you what has pleased him. In radio 
it is just the reverse. The ready letter- 
writers, as we call them, are the folks who 
like what they are getting. 

“Another curious thing is that people 
don’t write and suggest subjects they 
want to have presented in radio talks. 
We do receive suggestions, but not from 
the radio fans. A dealer in seeds and bulbs 
may suggest a timely talk on spring plant- 
ing, for instance; but the folks who have 
gardens don’t write and ask for such atalk. 

“Tt may be that we anticipate their 
interest and give them the talk before 
they begin to realize that it would be 
just what they need. Still,” he shook his 
head, ‘‘it does seem queer that some of 
these millions of people don’t have some 
burning desires for special information.” 


“you say they tell you what they like 
best in the programs,” I said. “What 
do they like?” 

“Jazz! he replied with emphasis. 
“You can’t get away from the fact that 
most people would drop any other form 
of radio entertainment, rather than give 
up the jazz orchestra. But to offset that 
fact, it is also true that everybody loves 
the good old songs. 

“The only way we can know what peo- 
ple like is from the letters we receive. But 
we may get 1,000 letters about one kind 
of number and only 400 about another 
kind; and yet we will know that they 
are equally popular. It is simply that 
there are more of the ready letter-writers 
among certain classes than among others. 

“For instance, more people will write 
about what touches their hearts than 
about what informs their minds. But we 
know they want both; and a hundred 
letters about a talk on science would mean 
just as much as five hundred letters about 
a program of favorite songs.” 

“What is the peak of the radio day?” 
I asked. “By that, I mean at what hour 
do you have the greatest number of 
listeners?” 

“We figure that it is between nine and 
ten in the evening,” said Mr. McCosker. 
“Study the radio programs and you will 
see that the most important feature talks 
are scheduled for that hour. By nine 
o'clock, a family has had dinner, the man 
has read his evening paper, the children 
have studied their lessons for the next 
day, and everybody wants an hour or two 
of entertainment before going to bed. 

“We plan the whole day’s broadcasting 
with a picture in our minds of just what 


eople will be doing at certain hours. 
We begin at 6: 5 in the morning with 
the ‘Early Bird gymnastic numbers. 
From then until 8 a. M., which is the 
period when people would be taking their 
setting-up exercises, we give them a short 
talk by an expert in physical training, 
who also puts the ‘class’ through a series 
of these exercises. 

“In the afternoon we specialize on a 
program for women; because they are 
then the only people who are listening in. 
We give them a good deal of music. They 
like to have it while they are sewing and 
mending. Some of them write and tell 
us how they even do their ironing while 
listening to a radio program. 

“We give them talks on all kinds of 
subjects: fashions, housekeeping, ‘beauty 
talks,’ gardens, furniture, nursing, books, 
club work—topics of interest to women. 

“Then, from about six to seven-thirt 
in the evening, we have what we call 
‘Music While Vou Dine.’ People can sit 
at their own table, in the most modest 
city flat, or in some country farmhouse, 
and hear an orchestra playing in a great 
New York hotel. That 1s a wonderful 
thing, when you stop and consider it. 

“Next they get our regular evening 

rogram—plenty of music, with a few 
Brief talks by well-known men. The 
evening subjects are on public questions 
—adventure, travel, animals, aviation, 
and other topics of interest to men; in 
fact, to everybody 

“From eleven o'clock we give le 
the sort of thing that suggests nibe life 
on Broadway; supper club music, for 
instance; or we have motion picture and 
stage celebrities. Stars from current 
Broadway shows sing their most popular 
songs; and actors talk about the stage, 
or give some little skit. 

“The idea is that the stay-at-homes 
like to feel that they, too, are on Broad- 
way. But we don’t put these numbers 
on earlier, because we feel that if we gave 
motion picture and theatrical attractions 
during theatre hours, it might seem an 
effort to enter that field in competition 
with the theatres themselves. So we wait 
until the evening performances are over.” 


“AT WHAT season of the year do you 
have the largest audiences?” I asked. 

“In the winter, of course. People get 
out of doors more during the other sea- 
sons. On the other hand, they don’t go 
to the theatre much in the summer, 
social functions slow up, and there are 
no club meetings or events of that sort. 
But the radio goes right on! So our 
audience doesn’t show as much difference 
as you might think. 

“Perhaps the farmers are tired: enough 
to go to hed early; but I’ll wager that 
they listen in for an hour or two before 
they quit and call it a day. When there 
wasn’t anything for them to hear on 
summer evenings except the frogs and 
owls and katydids, no wonder they 
went to bed! But thanks to ‘Mike’—the 
nickname for the microphone—they can 
hear something more exhilarating now- 
adays. Radio is the eighth wonder of the 
world. But it is also, to millions of peo- 
ple, a marvelous friend; always cheerful, 
always in a good humor, always ready to 
make life more interesting and more 
worth-while.” 
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“—by the judgment of this 
great tribunal <TD> 
of American 
people” -mco 


i bs was Lincoln’s faith that the judgment of this tribunal 
is right. And so through the years it has proved to be— 
not only in the great matters of State, but in the thousand 
choices of daily life. Out of the multitude of things offered 
to them, the American people have given their marked 
preference to but a few—and to those few only because 
they deserve it. 

Last year, the American public made known its prefer- 
ence in Radio. The most striking feature of its choice is the 
continued preference given to one set —the FREED-EISEMANN. 
Although competing with thirteen other manufacturers of 
Neutrodyne Receivers, the volume of FREED-EISEMANN 
sales was more than half of a// the others combined. To- 
day, FREED-EISEMANN is by far the largest manufacturer 
of Neutrodyne sets in the world. 


Trust FREED-EISEMANN on PERSONAL Responsibility 


Mr. Joseph D. R. Freed, Mr. Alexander Eisemann and Mr. Arthur 
Freed feel personally responsible to you for the performance of 
their radio set. They have inspired every man in their great plant 
with the same uncompromising vigilance; the same devotion to 
an ideal. You will know at the first turn of the dials, that your 
FREED-EISEMANN has been built by clever, trained, unhurried 
hands to give you pleasure—now and for years to come. 
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You can have a home demonstration without cost or obligation. 
Telephone the FREED-EISEMANN dealer today! 


oe Be? .G s 
reed-Cisemann adio Corporal 


MANHATTAN BRIDGE PLAZA, BROOKLYN, N. Y. 


cA personal message from JOSEPH D. R. FREED 
“When you select your radio, insure yourself against disappointment by choosing a set made 
by one of the few great, financially sound companies with established reputation as RADIO 
manufacturers.” Write for Mr. Freed’s booklet, “Friendly Advice on How to Buy a Radio.” 


NR-30—A Neutrodyne* 
Receiver built for the 
man who wants the best, 

$185 


NR-7—A six-tube Neu- 
trodyne* Receiver, $110 


* Licensed by Independ- 
ent Radio Mfrs., Inc., 
under Hazeltine pats. 
Nos. 1450080, 1489228, 
1533858. 


NEW! NR-30, $185 


ES 


ED-EI 


MASTERY IN 


NEW! 


FE-18, $90 


FE-15 —A new five-tube 
storage battery Receiver, 
licensed and manufac- 
tured under a group 
of the Latour patents, 

$75 


FE-18— A new five-tube 
self-contained dry cell 
Receiver, licensed and 
manufactured under a 
group of Latour patents, 

$90 
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In the Quiet Theatre—or Noisy Street? 


Contributing no sounds of its 
own, the Snyder Speaker is 
the theatre of radio reception. 
Its correct acoustic curve, 
non-resonant metal,freedom 
from loose connéctions and 
woodtex bell,are the reasons 
why it gives you new and 


astonishing clarity and fidel- 
ity of tone re-creation, with- 
out horn-born noise or 
distortion. 22" high, 15" bell 
diameter, beautiful finish. 


Hear the Snyder Speaker 


Ask your Dealer for Demonstration 


FITS ANY SET—NEEDS NO ADDITIONAL BATTERIES 
HOMER P. SNYDER MFG. CO. Inc. Little Falls, N. Y. 
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Do People Get on 


Your Nerves? 
(Continued from page 25) 


courting just like they did before they 
were married. 

I don’t want to excuse this man. I 
believe there ought to be courtship after 
marriage. Maybe some married man will 
read this and straightway go and buy his 
wife a box of candy, or take home some 
flowers. It wouldn’t do any harm if he 
did. But I told this woman that her hus- 
band had to make a living; that he had 
some other things to do in lıfe besides just 
keeping up these little attentions of their 
courting days. That didn’t make much 
headway. Next, I advised her to go home 
and try the plan of a trained nurse I knew 
who got married, and when her husband 
began bringing the morning paper to the 
breakfast Fac. she excused herself and 
returned with her sewing. She sat at the 
table and sewed a little, and then ate a 
bite. He took the hint and stopped read- 
ing the paper at the breakfast table. 

tn contrast with this story, I should 
tell you of one of m 
married a confirmed hysteric. This is a 
very extreme case. The very moment his 
wife couldn’t have her way—the very 
moment her will was crossed—she had a 
regular fit, keeled over, rolled her eyes, 
and for all the world acted just as if she 
were dying. She got perfectly stiff some- 
times, while on other occasions she cried, 
screamed, and carried on in outlandish 
fashion. She kept her husband scared to 
death for eighteen months, until he had 
her examined and diagnosed; and now 
both of them—with the help of the doctor 
—are struggling to get the best of these 
cantankerous nerves. This husband is 
having to “bring his wife up;” to ad- 
minister the discipline her parents should 
have given her when! she was a child. 

Fortunately, her husband was very 
fond of her, and so, when we broke the 
news to him as to what the real trouble 
was he was willing to enlist for the dura- 
tion of the conflict. The woman herself 
was not at all enthusiastic about follow- 
ing out our régime, but she was convinced 
that the diagnosis was right, reluctant 
though she was to admit it. 


APRACTICAL nurse was employed for 
three months, and put in immediate 
charge of the case. In general, we treated 
this grown-up woman just as we would an 
infant—three months or three years old. 
She was given just a certain amount of 
time in which to get up and dress. She 
ate breakfast on the dot. Her breakfast 
was provided for her—most of which she 
liked, but some things which were good 
for her she ate whether she liked them or 
not. She did a certain amount of house- 
work immediately after breakfast, and 
went with the nurse to do the marketing. 
She had a pretty busy morning, varied 
from day to day, owing to the needs of the 
household, until her light lunch at twelve- 
thirty. From one to three she lay down 
in bed and relaxed, whether she slept or 
not. 

At three o’clock the program began 
again, and kept up ina her six-thirty 


friends, a man who 
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ATWATER KENT 
RADIO 


IRVIN $. COBB, humort:t and short story 
writer, has installed the Atwater Kent 
Model 20 Compact tn his New York 
home. This set is priced at 80 dollars. 


ere ws RADIO is older you may not see tance, selectivity, appearance—you can be 
so many makes of receiving sets on sure that better designed Receiving Sets and 
. the market as you see now. Radio Speakers cannot be found. 
45 one SURE But just now you may be bewildered. Your dealer knows how little attention 
So many makes and styles—so much they require after they leave his store. 
te SÉ technical language—make it hard to choose Atwater Kent owners will tell you that the 
a with confidence. ` first cost is usually the last. 


There is, however, one sure test. It is 
Fis ? Send for illustrated booklet telling the story 
by measuring a set by the record and repu- of Atwater Kent Radio. 


Hear the Atwater Kent Radio Artists tation of the manufacturer. 
ATWATER KENT MANUFACTURING CO. 


every peer / soarg ag eli For twenty-five years we have been mak- á $ 
(eastern standar time) throug ing scientific electrical instruments. This A. Atxater Kent, President 
stations experience we are utilizing in the production = #”°* Wabannges: TAVENUE . 7 NENIRDELPNIA 
WEAF .... .. New York i ; % É 
TR E EE of radio sets in the largest radio factory in 
WERE 66058525 2D Boston the world. 
WFI..... . . Philadelphia ° Radio Speakers 
ee Ree Paley] They are honestly, soundly, conscien- $12 to $28 
WOR A? Basses Buffalo tiously built. The parts you cannot see are 
OW ors Spender ana Detroit as fine as those you do see. This tells in ae i 
weco . Minneapolis-St, Paul performance. 
WOC. sssaaa Davenport 4 k e 
WEAL i eies Cincinnati Whatever you want — tone, volume, dis- Model 10, 80 doliais Model 20, So dollars 
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{n 18 Evenings 
He mastered this 
wonderful instrument 


“I date my success,” writes a success- 
ful young bond salesman, ‘‘to the day 
I got my Buescher Saxophone. It did 


two things for me that greatly con- 
tributed to my success -= it gave me a stimulating 
worth while recreation that developed an un- 
known talent -andit gaveme a social advantage 
that has made for me hundreds of friends that 
have been very valuable to me in my business." 


Easy To Play - Easy To Pay 
What this man has done in 3 weeks, practicing 
only a couple of hours each evening, ge can do. 
You don’t have to be “gifted”. If you can 
whistle a tune you can quickly master the 


BUESCH 


TU 


eUlone 
SAXOPHONE 


This, sweetest of all wind instruments, harmon- 
izes perfectly with piano, voice, or any other 
music. Easily played, soft or loud. Perfect 
tone in all registers, warbling and screeching 
eliminated. Simplified key arrangement. It is 
common for persons who have never played any 
instrument to learn scales in an hour and play 
popular tunes in a week. 

Six Days Free Trial - Easy Terms 
Try a Buescher, any instrument you choose, in 
your own home. Six Days FREE. Surely this is 
a most liberal offer. It places you under no ob- 
ligation. We take the risk. If you like the 
instrument and decide to keep it, pay a little 
each month. Play as you pay. Get the details 
of this wonderful plan. Clip the coupon below 
and send it for the free literature. Send today. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT Co. 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
979 Buescher Block Elkhart, Ind. 


5 This 64 page book tells 
=| about the various models 
with pictures of profes- 
sionals usingthem. Send 
for copy of this wonderful 


BOOK 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. I 
979 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Indiana 
Gentlemen: Without obli 
your beautiful book ‘The Story of the 
Check here 


tion to me, send 


iow. 


Cornet Q Trumpet Trombone Tubag ] 


| Mention any other.......seeeceseeceee c... 


Write plainly, Name, Address, Town and 
| State in Margin Below l 


dinner, and then the nurse went off duty, 
and her husband took charge for the 
evening. Every other evening was spent 
at home in relaxing, and she was allowed 
to do as she pleased until her evening 
neutral bath at nine-thirty. Alternate 
evenings with this rest treatment at home, 
she went out in society, to entertain- 
ments, lectures, or shows. She was a very 
busy woman. But that was only the 
background, the foundation of her cure. 

In studying her case we made a list of 
thirty-two pet peeves, hoodoos, and 
what-not that worried her, got on her 
nerves, or that gave her fits. We arranged 
these pet peeves in the order of their 
gravity or severity, starting out with the 
smallest ones first. They were each 
written on a piece of paper, along with 
specific instructions for the nurse to carry 
out. These envelopes were numbered, and 
one was opened every other day. That 
is, they tackled a new trouble on each 
morning following her evening of rest at 
home. She has now gone through twenty- 
five peeves on this list, and has made good. 


HE greatest test came when her hus- 

band was away from home for ten 
days, and we selected that occasion as an 
opportunity for making her remain alone 
in the house after dark. It was necessary 
for the nurse to visit the neighbors and 
explain what was going to happen, and to 
communicate with the policeman on the 
beat, because the patient threatened to 
yell if she was left alone. 

Night came on, and the nurse started 
out to walk around the block, saying she 
would be back in about five minutes. 
The moment she left the patient began 
to scream, and kept it up until the nurse 
got back. But on the next evening the 
nurse was gone ten minutes and the 
woman screamed only two minutes. The 
third night the nurse was gone fifteen 
minutes, and the woman did not scream 
atall. She has recently remained at home 
by herself after night for three hours with 
very little perturbation. 

You see, it can be done if we only 
make up our minds to go through with it, 
and have some friendly counsel or trust- 
worthy guide to pilot us along. It is just 
like developing weak muscles into strong 
muscles; it requires exercise. Thinking 
and wishing and willing alone never get 
us anywhere; we have to get right down 
to brass tacks and Kaniy do the very 
thing we are afraid of or that we dislike. 

Every time fathers and mothers fail to 
teach their sons and daughters self-con- 
trol when they are young, especially if 
they are nervous children, then, later on 
in life, husband or wife, or someone else, 
will have to do the teaching; but the les- 
sons are so much easier to learn when you 
are young! 

Appetite is where first to begin to 
practice self-control. Children should be 
taught not to eat between meals. Even 
very young children get angry if their 
meal ıs disturbed; and how many grown- 
ups make silly fools of themselves over 
eating! A perfectly sane, level-headed 
business man will go home at night and 
rave like a semi-insane man just because 
dinner is late, or some little thing about 
the meal doesn’t happen to suit him. He 
spoils his own digestion by such emotional 
blow-outs, and also upsets the digestion 
of the whole family. 


We can’t expect to go through life and 
escape attonechee the experience of self- 
abasement. We can’t reasonably expect 
always to be “on the top of the world.” 
Nevertheless, we can’t afford to remain 
in an environment that keeps us forever 
ground down and oppressed. Better 
make a change for a while and be a big 
fish in a little puddle than always the 
little fish in the big pond. Don’t allow 
yourself to be browbeaten too long. A 
little suffering of this sort may be good 
discipline, but if too long continued, it 
sours the soul and kills all ambition. 
Sooner or later this slavish sort of life 
begets an inferiority complex which is in- 
compatible with normal happiness, and 
destructive of the joys of self-assertion 
and elation. But you should learn how 
to be a good loser. 

The more experience I have, the more 
I am SORT TCAD that idleness predisposes 
most of us to emotional sprees. Man is 
certainly a working animal. The anato- 
mists tell us he was not even made to sit 
down! He was made to stand up to work 
and lie down to rest. However that may 
be, I am more and more convinced that 
healthy activity, useful employment, con- 


' stant diversion, and variety of activity 


are the things that help us control our 
emotions and find that satisfaction of 
self-expression which prevents emotional 
sprees or nervous blow-ups on the one 
hand, and alcoholic sprees and drug ad- 
diction on the other. 

When the mind is idle and the body 
is inactive, the brain gets to traveling in 
circles, and all the while physical and 
nervous energy accumulates, until pres- 
ently the explosion point is reached and 
something is bound to happen. 


UR natural instincts cannot be ob- 

literated. They must, sooner or later, 
find adequate, legitimate, añd wholesome 
self-expression. The practice of self- 
control does not mean that we are to 
formulate taboos and otherwise seek to 
dodge our instincts and emotions by deny- 
ing them; but that we are to seek for an 
understanding as to how they may be 
properly controlled, safely expressed, and 
wholesomely guided. 

Religion is extremely important in 
helping to overcome emotional sprees. 
In fact, I reckon that my patients are 
going to be able to get the upper hand in 
the fight for composure if they believe in 
two fundamental things: first, a Supreme 
Being or Power of some sort; and, second, 
a hereafter of some kind. 

A few months ago I had an interesting 
experience in the case of an unmarried 
woman, about thirty-three years of age, 
who was certainly suffering from tangled 
emotions and repression of instincts. It 
was a pitiful case. She had lost interest in 
life itself. The first thing we did was to 
put her to work. She had not worked for 
eighteen months. There was a two- 
months battle to get her back on the job; 
but by the end of the third month, we 
had her both working and playing. 

At one time she had been very religious, 
but had given it all up as superstition; 
and now came the task of getting her to 
crystallize her religious emotions around 
a few simple, ‘fundamental beliefs. She 
was willing to believe three simple things: 
first, that there was a Supreme Being; 
second, that there was a hereafter of 
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Music Master $ 
Resonant Wood i 


Insures Natural Pe 
Tone Quality 


a 


I Wood Bb 3 ‘ 7 : 
Model FIT. $35 ‘Radio, L00, 1§ NOW Standardized 


IONEER owners of automobiles had to try 

out larger magnetos, different carburetors, 
more accurate timers and what not else, to get some 
degree of motoring satisfaction! 


Pioneer owners of radio receiving sets likewise experimented 
with different tubes, more powerful batteries, condensers and all 
sorts of “loud speakers,” trying to balance the power of the set 
with the quality of the amplifier. And they found that, no mat- 
ter how good their set might be, Music Master Reproducer 
made any good set better. 


Music Master Receivers provide efficiency of radio reception 
ual to the quality of Music Master reproduction. Music 
ASTER makes no claim to have developed new and sensational 
radio “hook ups.” Standardization is the accepted principle of 
New Era Radio, and Music Master Receivers embody the 
demonstrated principles of radio research and electrical science. 


TYPE 60 


. a e 
Five Tubes. Two slagas of radio frequency, detector M 
and two stages audio frequency. Selective, 
volume and distance. Brown maho; 


ny art 
finish cabinet. Price . . . .. S 4 n $60 


An authorized Music Master dealer will demonstrate—in your 
home if you wish—Music MasrTer’s power of distance, clarity 
and volume, ease of operation—and above all, its faithful re- 
production and superb musical tone quality. 


See MUSIC MASTER—hear—com- 
pare—before you buy ANY radio set. 


(Music Master Corporation 


Makers and Distributors of High-Grade Radio Apparatus 
128-130 N. Tenth Street 


NEW YORK CHICAGO PHILADELPHIA PITTSBURGH MONTREAL 
Canadian Factory: Kitchener, Ontario 


TYPE 175 


Six Tubes. Special Music Master Circuit. 
Very selective, long distance and splendid 
tone quality. Built-in Music Master Re- 

roducer. Solid mahogany cabinet in 


rown mahogany art satin finish 
Price. 2 we ew th we eo S . 8] 75 


Ten Models — $50 to $460 


Guaranteed Unconditionally 


TYPE 100 
Five Tubes. New Music Master 
Circuit, involving special adapta- 
tion to radio frequency. Very 
selective, good volume and dis- 
tance. Solid mahogany cabinet in 


brown mahogany art 
satin finish, Price... 3100 


(Canadian Prices 
Slightly Higher) 


PRODUCTS 
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GcIENCE has conquered the air 

surrounding the earth. It has 
also conquered the hair surround- 
ing the face. The former is called 
aviation, the latter dermutation. 


The airplane, like MennenShav- 
ing Cream, established new stand- 
ards of speed. But flying is still 
nerve-wracking, expensive and de- 
pendent on Nature’s mood. 


Shaving, thanks to Mennen, is 
now comfortable, economical, and 
divorced from natural conditions 
such as weather, or the tempera- 
ture and hardness of water. 


Ask any Mennen user which in- 
vention is more vital to his well- 
being and happiness—aviation or 
Mennen Shaving Cream. 


f? ry vy y 


A more recent Mennen contribution to 
the welfare of mankind is Mennen Skin 
Balm for after-shaving luxury. Like Men- 
nen Shaving Cream, it is a sensational 
success, comes in tubes, and sells for 50c. 
Mere words can’t describe the tingling 

bite of it, the flood of cooling comfort it 
brings to the face, the refreshing man- 
style odor. And while it’s giving your 
face a treat, your skin is getting an anti- 
septic treatment. Meet Mennen’s new 
winner — Skin Balm! 

e 

bone 


(Mennen Salesman) d 


Regular type tube 
with threaded cap 


YOUR CHOICE “~: 
OF TUBES 50c 


> 


New-style tube with 
non-removable cap 


some kind; and, third, that Jesus was an 
extraordinary being of some sort. Within 
a few weeks she began to pray. 

She didn’t pray as she did formerly, 
—that is, ask the Supreme Being for this, 
that, and the other thing; but she prayed 
as a sort of communion. “I think I pray 
now like a bird sings,” she said. “I just 
want to express myself in that way. I 
really am beginning to enjoy life and I 
feel like telling someone I am glad I am 
living.” 

From that time on I never bothered 
about her any more. She now sleeps well, 
and is gaining in flesh. In nine months 
from the time the battle was begun, she 
was a happy, normal, efficient woman. 


WHILE we cannot escape from our 
emotions, we can learn to control and 
manipulate them. For instance, you can see 
to it that you do not neglect religion on the 
one hand, nor become a religious fanatic 
on the other. You can see to it that you 
do not become cold and indifferent to 
your loved ones, nor indulge in such affec- 
tion that it tends to weaken and debili- 
tate your whole character. You can form 
a dislike for things ugly without indulg- 
ing in excessive hate. Vou can experience 
indignation in the presence of sin without 
indulging in violent outbursts of anger. 
In Biker words, you can learn to become 
temperate in your emotional life, and that 
is simply another way of saying that you 
can acquire self-control. 

You can crave sympathy, desire com- 
panionship, and seek human association, 
without going so far as to indulge in 
hysterical gyrations and nervous fits, in 
order to get an audience—to get atten- 
tion and sympathy. You can strive for 
some real achievement in life that will at- 
tract attention, and not depend on a 
nervous breakdown to get the solicitous 
attention of your family and friends. 

Capitalize your strong points, and 
thus seek to win the compliments of your 
friends and neighbors; instead of stoop- 
ing to capitalize your illness, your nervous 
weakness, in order to gain their attention 
and sympathy. 

This whole nervous battle is in reality 
a character struggle. We are all engaged 
in it. The normal, average person wages 
the battle without much ado; but the 
victim of spoiled nerves, the neurotic in- 


dividual, makes a great hullabaloo out of 
this normal fight of life. 

You nervous folks must get over the 
idea of being distinctive. Give up the 
notion of outdoing the other fellow, and 
settle down to the business of living with 
yourself as you are and the world as it is. 

You must not waste all your mental 
efforts trying to banish undesirable 
thoughts. Bad thoughts are like “ squat- 
ters” —they hold title by right of pos- 
session. Devote your mental efforts to 
positive thinking; choose your thoughts, 
selecting those ideas which you honestly 
and sincerely want to dominate your 
thinking; and then give these new and 
favored ideas and emotions a lifelong 
lease on your mind. 

The economical method of attaining 
self-control is to prevent exhausting and 
weakening reactions to undesirable im- 
pulses. If you do not form the habit of 
killing undesirable impulses as they arise 
in the mind, you soil dk only be worn 
out by action and reaction after they have 
gained access to the muscles, but you 
will fail in your efforts, because these 
slight but undesirable impulses will merely 
await some more convenient time, when 
your better self is off its guard. 

The. way to get at this thing is not to 
say, “I wish to do something, but I will 
not do it; I will control it;’’ but rather go 
right back in your mind, dig up the soii, 
plant the seed, and cultivate a new habit 
of thinking; really, actually, and honestly 
change your desires, change your view- 
point, make up your mind on this one 
thing and bring yourself where you can 
say: “I will not wish to do it, and there- 
fore I will not.” That is what we mean 
by “nipping impulses in the bud,” killing 
them while they are “a-bornin’.” 


RUE self-control, then, consists in 

changing the mind, in mastering the art 
of making up the mind, in controlling de- 
sire at its fountainhead, in preventing 
the full birth, growth, and expression of 
an undesirable wish. Ideally, self-control 
becomes the triumph of the better self 
over undirected desire. 

The mastery of nerves requires the de- 
velopment of stamina, the acquirement of 
self-control, the increase of our personal 
power over our own conduct, and this is 
done not only by thinking but by acting. 


My Pet Peeve 


Prize Contest Announcement 


yV BHAT one thing gets on your nerves 
more than anything else? Unless 
you are different from most of us, there 
are several things, most of them trivial, 
that “get your goat,” give you the jim- 
jams, or cause you to suffer an explosion 
of nerves. 

You found, while reading the forego- 
ing article, that these “pet peeves” are 
very common. You probably have a pet 
peeve that is just as interesting as any 
of those Doctor Sadler lists in his article. 
What isit? How did you get it? What 
does it cost you in peace of mind? How 
are you going to get rid of it? You might 
as well have a little fun by writing about 
this, to you, most annoying thing in the 


‘ world; and, besides, it will do you good 


to drag it out in the open and see what it 
is really made of. 

For the best letters of not more than 
four hundred words we offer the following 
prizes: $30, first prize; $20, second prize; 
$10, third prize. Coaipention closes Octo- 
ber 20th. Winning letters will appear in 
the January issue. 

Address Contest Editor, THE AMERI- 
can MAGAZINE, 250 Park Ave., New York. 

Contributions to this contest, and any 
enclosures, cannot be returned, so you 
must make a copy of your contest letter 
and of any enclosures, 1f you want to pre- 
serve them. Manuscripts and inquiries 
not connected with the contest must be 
sent under separate cover to the Editor of 
THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE. 
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THE QUALITY RAZOR OF THE WORLD 


—— 


TS daily dividends in shaving com- 
fort and a well-groomed look make 


your investment in Gillette Blades seem 
infinitely small by comparison. The 
shaving satisfaction these blades give 
in daily service is proof positive of 
their indispensable merits. The finest 
of blade steel and production processes 
perfected by the most thorough re- 
search and experiment, are, through 
the practical experience of twenty 
years of blade-making, responsible for 
giving the Gillette Blade the finest edge 
that steel can take. 


GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. 
BOSTON, U.S. A. 


Gillett 


SAFETY=<@ RAZOR 


BLADES 


Whether you have a beard “like wire” or as 
soft as silk, your GOOD shave will become a 
PERFECT shave if you read “Three Reasons” 
—a new shaving booklet just published. A 
postcard request and we’ll gladly send you a 
copy with our compliments. 


The Gillette New Standard 
In gold plate, $6. 
In silver plate, $5. 
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Your watch chain 
is always 
“out in front” 


A sort of keynote to your 
a: presentability—your most 
3» prominent piece of jew- Gy 

elry. Make it worthy of 
you and your costume. In- | 
sist upon the style and 
durability found in every 
Simmons Chain. 


P There are Simmons 
f Chains in infinite variety 

i of designs—for wear at f} 
W business— appropriate for 
| evening and sport wear — 
rugged enough forthe man 
who does manual work. 

Quality, neatness and { 
# long wear are built into 
Wi every one by skilled jew- 
| elry craftsmen. They use 
j the special Simmons proc- 
ess of drawing gold, green 
7 gold or Platinumgold over 
stout base metal. 

About time for a new 
watch chain? Your jew- 
eler endorses the Sim- 
mons. You will find it 


most reasonable in price 
— $4 to $15. R. F. Sim- 


Massachusetts. 


mons Company, Attleboro, li 


itra 


Simmons 


In the panel above, the 
links are twice enlarged. 
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Such a Nice Old Man! 


(Continued from page 53) 


of color stained Miss Emily’s cheeks, 
crept up into the softness of her hair. In 
confusion, she turned back to the Sun- 
burst Woman. But the Sunburst Woman 
was already walking away, very ea 
rapidly toward dear Old Mr. Marshall. 
curious weakness overcame Miss Emily 
She slipped down into a chair, scarcely 
daring to breathe. 

A shadow crossed the steps. 
sat eee in the next chair. 

“Fine evening,” someone offered. 

Miss Emily turned her head just a 
trifle. His nice eyes were smiling. Miss 
Emily had never spoken to a stranger 
before, but now it came to her, that, after 
all, it wasn’t such a dreadful thing to do— 
under certain circumstances. 

“It’s a lovely evening,” she oe faintly. 

“You know,” he d her, “a place like 
this gets pretty lonesome for a fe low if he 
doesn’t know the crowd!” 

“Oh,” said Miss Emily; ‘“I—I’m quite 
sure it would! There’s nothing worse than 
lonesomeness where there’s music—music 
after dark!” 

His nice eyes smiled reassuringly back 
at her. “Right you are,” he said. “Right 
you are! Makes me think of things that 
are gone, times when I was a youngster.” 

Then he began to tell her about the 
things that had happened when he was a 
youngster: of a rocky little creek with a 
swimming hole, and the fishing, and a 
funny old teacher. 

It all made her feel comfortable, not a 
bit as she felt with the other men. Then, 
abruptly, she was disturbed. His eyes 
did that. No matter what he talked 
about, he watched her. A sudden fear 
pricked., But how could he have found 
out? That—that was nonsense! 

The small shadowy silence that comes 
with dusk wrapped itself about her. 
Laughter, and music, and the twitter of 
birds all came to her strangely hushed, 
intensely sweet. 

“It’s a shame to waste a night like this 
in a rocking chair,” he said finally. “ May- 
be you’d go for a little walk?” 

Miss Emily rose, stilling the clamor of 
her conscience. What could be wrong 
about it—staying at the same hotel and 
ever thing! She smiled faintly. 

ow, I know your name is Parks,” 
he told her. ‘I’ve heard people speak to 
you, so I better tell you chat my name is 
Walton. Andy Walton—nothing fancy 
about that.” 

So he knew her name! Miss Emily’s 
heartbeats quickened. 


"THEY branched off into a bypath that 
straggled at the edge of the orchard, She 
flushed, remembering that she had heard 
the young folks call it “Lover’s Lane.” 
“Mind if I smoke?” He brought out a 
paper pack of cigarettes. In the flare of the 
match Miss Emily saw that his eyes really 


were gray. E 7 
e said. 


“Nice place, 
year?” 

Miss Emily’s heart fluttered. What did 
he know? “Well, I’ve been here before,” 
she told him cautiously. 

“By George!” he broke in, “ 


Someone 


“Come every 


there’s a 


ippins. Haven’t seen one 
since I was a kid. We had a tree over the 
smokehouse at home. Seems like yester- 
day that there were about ten of us on 
that roof at one time!” 

“Ten!” gasped Miss Emily. 

“Some family—eh?” He hukal It 
was such a big, loud, sudden laugh that 
Miss Emily jumped. “And when we got 
around that supper table it was like an 
orphan asylum. You couldn’t hear your 
ears!” 

There was a white quietness about Miss 
Emily’s voice. “No,” she said, “not like 
that, not like an orphan asylum.” 

“Why not?” 

“ Because,” she said, “I lived in one. 
At mealtimes you could hear a pin drop.” 

“The dickens! I for—” Then ab- 
ruptly his ray eyes sharpened to steel 
points. here was your uncle?” 

Miss Emily’s hands were icy. “He—” 
she said slowly—“he wasn’t able to help 
just then.” 

“Well, it’s all right now,” he suggested. 

Miss Emily looked up at him. “Please,” 
she said, “‘let’s not talk about it.’ 

His eyes were upon her again, quiet, 
questioning. Then abruptly he stopped 
questioning and smiled down at her, 
tucked her hand in his arm. “Be care- 
ful,” he warned, “‘there are roots sticking 
out—almost fell over one myself.” 

Miss Emily was frightened. There was 
something queer about him. And it 
wasn’t quite respectful, the way he spoke 
to her, too friendly. 

At the porch steps she said good night 
very quickly, and hurried up-stairs oh 
room. She crossed to the narrow mirror. 
After all, what did she know of this 
creature with the softly pink cheeks and 
wind-blown hair. Miss Risaity sat down, 
feeling suddenly faint. 


EAR, kind Old Mr. Marshall! Miss 
Emily rocked back and forth gently, 
wondering how she could ever repay him. 
For everything was really due to him. 
Of course he hadn’t introduced her to Mr. 
Walton; but he had been the cause of her 
buying the white dress, which was quite 
the same thing. She smiled softly. Three 
walks, two drives, and last night! Last 
night! She sighed. The memory was 
somehow too beautiful to be real—moon- 
light and music and—and the things he’d 
said. Then over the top of the rosy cloud- 
bank of that remembrance clambered the 
inevitable drag on: Krawley and Krawley, 
Mrs. Tehas, s, next Seki If only she 
could tell him! No, no—not that! Much 
better to have it just a beautiful dream. 
Why, if he knew the truth, the deception, 
that she’d done it just to meet people, 
he’d hate her! As it was, always and 
forever through the years she’d have the 
memory of it—beautiful, untarnished. 
The honk of Mrs. Condon’s automobile 
horn startled her. Mrs. Condon, smiling, 
waved a jeweled hand. Old Mr. Marshall, 
at her side, gallantly waved his hat. Miss 
Emily smiled back. 
“Hello!” someone called from the walk. 
And Miss Emily, feeling that all the 
little ruffles on her chiffon dress must be 


tree of July 


Such a Nice Old Man! by Marton PoscHMAN VALENSI 


163 


fluttering with happiness, went down the 
steps to meet him. The wind carried the 
fragrance of sweet peas. She felt the 
gentle breeze touch her cheek, brush 
against her hair. She lifted her eyes to 
Andy Walton, and smiled. 

“You know, Miss Emily,” he told her, 
“‘you’ve gained pounds these last few 
days. Must agree with you up here!” 

“I—II think it does,” said Miss Emily. 

They walked as far as the mill. He 
told her a funny little story about a do; 
he once owned. Miss Emily laughed 
aloud. The sound startled her. She 
couldn’t remember when she’d laughed 
like that before. 

“‘Well—” Andy Walton stopped. “I’m 
going to read up on funny things to tell 

ou. Now, I never knew you could laugh 
ike a youngster, Miss Emily!” e 
hackied. and tucked her hand into the 
crook of his arm. “Little bit of all right, 
that’s what you are.” 


"THEY turned at the big tree. It was be- 
coming a sort of ritual. As they turned, 
he looked down at her. She was countin 
how many more times they might stand 
under that tree. She tried to laugh, but 
the laughter caught in her throat, made 
it ache. He, too, was silent. And yet it 
was nice, even the silence. It was nice to 
walk quietly in the evening with someone 
and—and not talk. She noticed then that 
they had taken the lower path. 

“Bless my soul!” he said, “not watch- 
ing our steps. Well, it’s a good sign we’re 
not bored with each other. And luck! 
Here we are coming out right at the 
candy store. What kind do you like, Miss 
Emily? How about one off those boxes 
with the pink ribbon bows? Pink—that 
suits you all right, matches your sash!” 

Before Miss Emily’seyes the box blurred. 
It was as if on the pinnacle of that one 
exalted second there passed before her 
eyes all the times and times she had looked 
into windows like this, and wished— 

“ But isn’t it like an extravagance,” she 
asked, “with dessert twice a day?” 

Andy Walton laughed. “Miss Emily,” 
he said, “a person just couldn’t get old 
with you around!” 

And then, in a magic moment, she was 
in possession of the satin box, her fingers 
hovering over the gay bow. 

i k here,” he suggested; “‘it’s a 
heavenly night, and it’s early. Suppose 
you slip in and get some kind of a wrap 
while I hustle over here and get hold of a 
flivver. We’ll drive around the lake, see 
it by moonlight, get a bite to eat at that 
fancy tea room we struck the other day.” 

“It—it ts a beautiful night,” breathed 
Miss Emily; “but—” 

“ But what?” demanded Andy Walton. 

“‘Nothing—” sang Miss Emily reck- 
lessly. TL go!” She turned swiftly, 
afraid to wait, afraid to listen to con- 


science. She wanted to go. Greedily, 
greedily, she wanted to have another 
memory. 


She hurried on through the corridor. 
She felt the color in her cheeks. There was 
something terrifying about happiness! In 
her room she crossed to the window. 
Moonlight fell, silvering the leaves to a 
thousand mirrors—mirrors of happiness. 
Moonlight fell upon the satin box with 
its pink bow. She slipped down on her 
knees. First of all there was dear Old Mr. 
Marshall to be thankful for— 


The Broadway Limited, 


famous Pennsylvania 
ilroad fli i 


( 
used by permission of the 
Pennsylvania Railroad.) 


The watch that times 
America’s famous trains 


—be as sure of Your 
time as the railroad 
conductor is of his.. 


"AA SAT Time Have You?” 


Ask this question of a 
group of business men. Out 
come their watches. One watch 
is three minutes slow, another 
five minutes fast, and so on. But 
ask this question of a group of 
railroad men. If there is any 
variation it is usually only a 
matter of seconds. 

Yet it is so very easy for every 
business and professional man to 
have a watch as unfailingly accu- 
rate as the railroad man’s. When 
you buy a watch, get the make 
he uses. For thirty years there 
has been one watch that has been 
generally favored on America’s 
railroads, a watch that has earned 
the unique distinction of being 
called “The Railroad Timekeeper 
of America.” 


Above—the new Tonneau 
model wrist watch for women. 
Hamilton Wrist Watches 
come in silk ribbon models, 
detachable bracelet_ models 
and strap models. Cases are 
plain or engraved in yellow, 
white or green gold, 14K and 
filled. Prices $46, $48and $60. 
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The watch at left is the new 
Lafayette design. Hamilton 
pocket watches may be had in 
yellow, white or green gold, 
14K or filled, plain or en- 
graved. Prices $48 to $250. 
You can choose from a wide 
variery of cases and dials. 


This watch of accuracy fame 
is the Hamilton. It rides in cab 
and coach of such famous fliers 
as the Twentieth Century, the 
California Limited, the Broad- 
way Limited and the Olympian. 

The secret of Hamilton’s ac- 
curacy is capacity to take infinite 

ains. With us every watch is an 
individual piece of fine mechan- 
ism, tested and re-tested until 
final accuracy is obtained. 

Ask your jewelerto show you 
a Hamilton today. He can show 
you Hamilton pocket and strap 
watches for men, and ang 
wrist watches for women. Sen 
fora copy of our new illustrated 
booklet, “The Timekeeper.” 
Address Dept. 4-F2, Hamilton 
Watch Company, on the Lincoln 
Highway, Lancaster, Pa., U.S.A. 
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evening affairs — 


fashion decrees the full dress - 


suit. It is correct. And, on 
such occasions, correct jewelry 
is as important as the dress 
suit. That is why so many 
men, when it comes to select- 
ing their evening jewelry, 
choose Krementz. It is cor- 
rect. An exclusive feature of 
Krementz is the easily insert- 
ed, sure-holding bodkin- 
clutch on the back of the 
studs and vest buttons. 


Krementz full dress and tux- 
edo sets may be purchased 
at almost any fine store ca- 
tering to the well dressed 
man. The price range is wide; 
the designs in great variety. 
Each piece has the name 
“Krementz” stamped on the 
back and each set comes in 
a handsome gift box without 
extra charge. 


Names of dealers nearest 
you upon request. 


< 2063—3 Studs 
: $4.00 
2062—4 Vest Buttons 
$5.50 


Centers are smoked pearl; 14 kt. rolled 
white gold plate borders. Complete set $15. 


Jersey 


SF 2 
SS 


There was a knock at the door. Miss 
Emily got to her feet, switched on the light. 

The boy from the desk, grinning, hold- 
ing out a sealed envelope. 

“You're sure it’s for me?” Gingerly 
Miss Emily touched the envelope. Plain 
as day, her name on it. Slowly she closed 
the door, and stood with her back against 
it. She unfolded the letter, began to read: 


My Dear Miss Parks: Naturally all this 
demands an explanation. You recall of course 
our conversation on the train. I was quite 
frank with you. I told you, absolutely without 
egotism, that I had been at one time the most 
ingenious press agent known to the theatrical 

rofession, at least I hinted so. Nor do I 
Pelievé, and this also without boasting, that it 
was due to any decline of my genius, but rather 
to circumstance, and the ability the present-day 
profession has for being able to produce more 
startling and effective “pasts” of fact, than 
any fictional episodes to be invented, that I 
found myself no longer needed. Miss Parks, 
one’s profession never dies. Fate led you to me. 
I saw a way to repay you for your kindness. 
Certainly, as Emily Parks, bookkeeper, you 
would have enjoyed small popularity here. I 
had to make you interesting. Certainly, as the 
eccentric niece of James Marshall, Copper 
King, you have been much sought after. I 
feared you might not see the advisability of 
such a pretense, so I took especial care that no 
one would mention it to you, I explained that 
you did not want the facts of our wealth to be 
known, fearing fortune-hunters. Clever, eh? 

You know of course that my story was in- 
vented solely for your benefit. I had no thought 
of self. Again, Fate. However, I do not think 
that dear Vi—Mrs. Condon—has been per- 
suaded to become my wife for mercena 
reasons. But when this reaches you, she will 
very likely already be my wife. We've ar- 
ranged for the wedding at Harborville. We 
have decided not to return to Medford. You 
may do as you like about explanations; but 
my advice is to remain discreetly quiet. You 
would be in an ugly position. As for me, have 
no anxiety. Copper mines are most uncertain 
affairs. Depend upon me to find a suitable 
explanation for Vi. We shall no doubt be very 
happy. An estimable woman. 

Gratefully, 
James Marshall. 

Food at the Home was terrible. They will no 
doubt confiscate my two-hundred-dollar de- 
posit. 


Miss Emily sank down at the side of the 
bed, the letter slipping from her nerveless 
fingers. Cautiously dis touched it with 
the toe of her shoe. It moved. It was 
real. It—was—real! Quietly, she slid 
further and further down on to the floor 
beside it. 


UT gradually, out of the thick black- 
ness that enfolded her, objects began to 
reveal themselves: the chair, the door, the 
window, the dresser with the satin box on 
it. And suddenly it was all crystal clear. 
She saw and understood it all. He’d said 
that they were rich. That was why people 
had been nice; that was why even Andy 
Walton, a little smarter than the others, 
retending he’d never even talked with 
Ar. Marshall, had said the things he had. 
It—i wasn’t even the white dress! Then, 
shaply, she thought about the rest of it. 
Her temples throbbed. Why—if he mar- 
ried the Sunburst Woman, she might be 
responsible. She’d given her references! 
The minister, Krawley and Krawley— 
Would the police get into it? The floor 
seemed to sway beneath her. ‘Dear 
God,” she prayed, “dear God what to 
do?” Over and over again. And the 
answer came. A strange calm began to 


enfold her. Desire for pleasure and de- 
ception demanded punishment. She would 
punish herself. She would humble herself 
in the sight of these people whom she had 
deceived, and confess openly. His lies 
would no longer entangle her. 

She rose unsteadily and straightened 
her hair. She closed the door quietly and 
moved slowly along the hall. She would 
go first to him, to Andy Walton, for that 
would be hardest of all. She would watch 
the frozen amazement of his face, the 
coldness creep into his eyes. Then—then 
he would laugh. She was sure of that. 
After all, why should she care? He had 
only wanted her money. She—she hated 
him! Miss Emily swallowed back the 
tears. It was very hard to hate. She had 
scarcely reached the porch when Andy 
Walton jumped up. 


s HAT’S wrong!” he demanded in 
such a big voice that Miss Emily’s 
heart almost stopped. 

She silenced him with her hand. “I— 
I’m not James Marshall’s niece. He’s 
not rich. I—” Something, the tightness, 
the saltiness in her throat, choked her. 

The smile came back to Andy Walton’s 
eyes. “Miss Emily,” he said softly, 
“don’t you suppose I know that?” 

“You—” Miss Emily sat down on the 
bench. ‘‘You’re a detective then?” 

“Detective? Good lord!” roared Andy 
Walton. “What next!” He flopped down 
beside her. ‘‘ Not going to faint, are you? 
That’s right. Now, what’s caused all this 
rumpus, anyhow?” 

“‘Tt—it’s a long story—” 

“Well,” said Aay Walton, “suppose 
I start it. You went to a Home an kor 
rowed this old fellow. That’s where I 
come in. Never told you I had a preacher 
brother, did I? Nor that I happened to 
have come by a few extra thousands 
knocking around the world, and that this 
preacher brother of mine’s set on having 
me buy a ticket to heaven through some of 
his charities. Well, it happens the Gar- 
finkle Home is one of them, and he took 
me to visit it the day after you were there. 
The matron told Ed your story, feeling 
she needed a bit of spiritual advice about 
the right and wrong of it. Naturally, I 
heard it too. Always been a curious duck. 
Right away I wanted to see what you were 
like. So I packed my bag and got here to 

reet you. Maybe you’re surprised. My 
amily wouldn’t be. They always expect 
me to do queer things.” 

“Then you—all along— But the lies!” 
gasped Miss Emily. 

“Suffering atil. Don’t you suppose I 
saw through that old fool? kusi ought 
to have reported him to my brother; but 
somehow Tve been getting a kind of a 
kick out of it myself.” 

“Oh,” cried Miss Emily, “if you only 
had—if you only had told your brother! 
Look! See what’s happened now!” And 
she held out the letter. 

Andy Walton unfolded the page. Miss 
Emily couldn’t watch him read it. She 
had to keep wiping away the most ri- 
diculous tears. 

“Tl be darned!” shouted Andy Wal- 
ton. Then he laughed—so loud and so 
long that Miss Emily began to laugh too, 
foolishly, a bit tearfully. 

He clapped his hand on his knee. ‘‘ And 
she’shadthreealready,” heroared. ‘‘Well, 
you gave him his chance all right, Miss 


— | 
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Ey you gave him his chance! Won’t 
old Ed—” He stopped suddenly, his 
eyes dancing. He looked down at Miss 
Emily, and as suddenly they sobered. 
“You know,” he said gently, “old Kraw- 
ley ago to miss you a lot!” 

“You mean I can’t go back?” Her 
world teetered. 

“Not if you'll take the job I’ve got to 
offer. Emily, what do you think I’ve been 
hanging around here for, after my cu- 
riosity was satisfied?” 

Miss Emily wouldn’t think—it was too 
terrible, too bold. 

“You know,” he said quietly, “I didn’t 
think they made girls like you any more. 
I thought they were all—well, anyhow 
there was my mother, and my aunt 
Lally, and now you. Maybe you think 
I’m too sudden? Shucks, that’s the way 
I do things—see what I want, and go after 
it. How about it, Emily, how does the 
name Walton strike you?” 

“Oh, I’m not pretty, I’m not young— 
you can’t—” 

“You can’t always see yourself,” whis- 
pered Andy Walton. 

“ Are you sure?” whispered Miss Emily 
back to him; “that is, I did think he was 
such a nice—” 

Andy Walton leaned closer, his hand 
tightened over hers. “Emily,” he said, 
“Pin sure of one thing! I’ll be everlast- 
ingly good toyou. Look up here—dear—” 

“Oh,” fluttered Miss Emily. And then 
she did look up. 

And so, in the thirty-sixth year of her 
age, Miss Emily Parks deliberately turned 
from the even tenor of her way into the 
shining highroad of Adventure. 
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compete with private enterprise for the 
services of talented people. Vet the Gov- 
ernment commands the services of great 
lawyers, noted physicians, and thousands 
of devoted men and women, who are 

iving the nation the benefit of ol 
bilas which would command far higher 
rewards in commercial life. 

“Here is another example of devotion 
to government work: The best known 
silver dollar is the one which the mint 
struck in 1878 and continued up to 1904. 
That silver dollar, with the large head 
of Liberty on one side, is a familiar ob- 
ject, and those who have handled it 
much must have noticed the initial ‘M?’ 
on its face. That stands for ‘Morgan,’ 
George T. Morgan. 

“Every President since Hayes has 
been called upon, as one of the incidents 
of his administration, to pose for George 
T. Morgan. The mint issues a memorial 
medal commemorating each President’s 
administration. The Bust of the Presi- 
dent for that medal is always modeled in 
wax in the White House by Mr. Morgan. 
He has only recently completed his 
design for the Coolidge medal. 

“Mr. Morgan, now seventy-eight, still 
heads the die-making department of the 
Philadelphia mint. For forty years he 


A Great American Watch 
priced at $25 


of Nase is the watch that you are hearing more and more 
about. It is a $25 watch and here are a few mpa features: 
o 


a 15-jewel movement; monometallic balance Invar Steel; 
cased in the famous Jas. Boss 14K gold-filled case; thin model, 
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U. S. Naval Observatory, Wash- 
ington: Here watches are tested 
for accuracy before acceptance 
for Government service, 


“He would say “Longines” 


Official Government 
Observatory Awards 


At U. S. Naval Observatory — 
Washington: Longineshave 
been first in order of merit in 
all International Trials. Since 
1916 more Longines Watches 
passed six-months’ Accuracy 
Trial and were accepted than 
those of all other competing 
firms combined. 


At Geneva Observatory—Switzer- 
land: This year Longines again 
obrained first prize of series, 
duplicating results of 1923 and 
1924; also obtained many addi- 
tional individual prizes. 


At Neuchatel Observatory — 
Switzerland: 365 awards in 
Accuracy Contests, since 1905, 
During 1924 Longines received 
17 first prizes, 


AtKewTeddington Observatory- 
England: 132 awards in Accu- 
racy Contests, since 1910 (1918 
year's record for the best per- 
formance.) Since 1919 every 
Longines Watch submitted 
assed trial with mention 
especially good.” 
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Ask the man in the observatory, 
who tests timepieces for the 
Government, which watch has 
won most honors for accuracy in 
the severe six months’ tests. He 
would say “Longines”. 


Go to the finest jewelers in New 
York, Paris, London—any of the 
great cities—and ask them about 
Longines Watches. They will show 
you Longines Watches and tell you 
of Longines proved, tested accuracy. 


Then ask an owner of a Longines 
about his watch. Let him tell you 
of its accuracy, show you its beauty, 
and explain why it is such a prized 
possession! 


Yet you can buy a Longines for $35 
or up to $1000. Give us the privi- 
lege of sending you a booklet and 
telling you of a jeweler near youwho 
will show you Longines Watches. 


WATCH 


WitTiNAUVUVER CQO, 


Established 1866 
Montreal 


Geneva 


PMU MU VU VU UU UV UU UU eo v 


has directed the making of our dies, and 
he has designed many of our coins and 
decorations. For this important, artistic 
and highly expert service, Mr. Morgan’s 
salary 1s not that of an ordinary plumber.” 


ITH so much money lying about, 
surely, I thought, the mint must 
offer a serious temptation to some of its 
workers. After handling several million 


| dollars in gold and making several barrel- 


fuls of nickels and dimes in a week, a 
man’s pay envelope must look quite small 
ae futile. I asked Miss O’Reilly about 
this. 

“We don’t have much dishonesty in 
the mint,” she replied, with an uncon- 
cealed touch of pride in her voice. “The 
losses to the Government in more than a 
century are not worth talking about. I 
do not think work around vast quantities 
of money nourishes cupidity. Our em- 
ployees handle such an enormous quan- 
tity of coin, feeding it into machines, 
moving it around in baskets and contain- 
ers, that they do not think of it as 
money. It is just a commodity, like the 
product of any other factory. 

“But with such a huge treasure in 
its keeping, the mint dares not rely im- 

licitly upon the honesty of its employees. 
je has adopted every possible precaution. 
First of all, it goes to a great deal of 
trouble to hire honest people. The very 
greatest care is exercised in selecting its 
employees. Their records and references 
are carefully looked up.” 

Gold is a very precious metal, and even 
infinitesimal particles of it taken over a 
long period would amount to a consider- 
able sum. What, I asked, is to prevent 
a dishonest employee from nicking with 
his finger nail tiny grains of gold? Miss 
O’Reilly smiled at my innocence. The 
greatest guardian of the mint is its 
scales. Those marvelous scales! They 
are the indefatigable and infallible sleuths 
from which no minute speck of metal 
can escape. And what a passion the 
mint has for weighing things! Miss 
O'Reilly conducted me to a corner of the 
laboratory where an assayer was operat- 
ing a set of these scales. 

“How small a particle will they weigh?” 
I asked. 

Her answer to this was to break off 
a tiny strand of her hair, a delicate, 
silken thread less than an inch in length. 
This almost invisible and imponderable 
load she laid upon the small platinum 
tray at one end of the balance. Through 
a magnifying glass I saw the needle sway 
for a moment and then come to rest. 

“Te weighs just two tenths of a milli- 
gram,” the assayer announced. Then 
he explained what that meant. A silver 
dime weighs 2,250 milligrams. The bit of 
hair weighed two tenths of one milligram. 
That is to say it would take 11,250 such 
particles to equal the weight of a dime. 

Next a scrap of paper the size of a 
postage stamp was weighed. Then with 
my pencil I made a mark about an inch 
long. The paper was weighed again. The 
difference gave the weight of that fine 
pencil mark. It was just one third the 
weight of the hair. 

hese scales are everywhere in the 
mint. Every time a piece of metal is 
handled it is weighed. They will detect 
the departure of the minutest fragment. 
With these telltale scales on the job the 
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chance to nick little pieces out of gold 
bars is exceedingly small. 

When a coin is completed, it is weighed 
individually. When it is issued from the 
mint the government stamp on it is a 
certificate to the world that it contains 
the legal measure of metal. The integrity 
of that certificate is of supreme impor- 
tance. As a check on the operations of 
the mint, two coins are selected out of 
every thousand. They are chosen at 
Findon and sent to the Washington 
Bureau of the Department to be tested 
as to weight and purity. In twenty years, 
Miss O’ Reilly shored me, only three of 
these special assay coins had been found 
of improper weight. 

“An important precaution about the 
mint is concerned with the clothes the 
employees wear,” she continued. “An 
excellent way to keep a suit from losing 
in value is to work with it in the mint. 
It will be worth more when it is worn out 
than when it was new. The infinitesimal 
gold dust thrown off in various operations 
lodges in the weave of the fabric, and 
accumulates a fairly respectable amount 
of metal. The Covetnnient therefore 
takes care to own the aprons and over- 
sleeves in which the mint employees 
work. These can be burned, and the 
gold and silver dust recovered.” 

“What of the people who clean the 
mint?” I asked. “Surely, the dust from 
the floors, and the brooms that gather it, 
must be valuable. I should think you 
might let out the job of sweep woman as a 
concession.” 

“We do not have sweep women in 
those parts of the mint. Our sweepings 
are too precious. Only very responsible 
employees are entrusted with the job 
of sweeping cur floors. The ‘sweeps’ are 
gathered and at intervals they are 

urned, and the gold and silver particles 
are recovered from them. These recoveries 
run into thousands of dollars every year. 
s E ALSO take every precaution to 
avoid danger fromoutside the walls. 
A great treasure, such as is stored in some 
of the government vaults, might inflame 
the imagination of some daring criminal 
eager for a bold enterprise. That is why 
the mints are now closed to the public. 
For years there was a steady stream of 
visitors at all departments of this service, 
and guides were provided by the Govern- 
ment for them. But now our coining 
goes on secretly, and behind stone walls 
and closed doors. 

“While the mints are closed,” con- 
tinued Miss O'Reilly, “we continue, 
nevertheless, to hear from the public. 
People have many queer ideas about the 
mints and are forever writing us. Some 
years ago a newspaper writer printed a 
paragraph describing the amount of 
money in the mint and adding that there 
was forty-two dollars for every person 
in the United States. 

“Immediately we got a letter from a 

r woman, telling us of her troubles. 
he had been having a very hard time 
of it. There were her husband, herself, 
and several small children. Her husband 
was ill, and she begged that we send her 
without delay each one’s share of the 
money we had for them. We got over 
eight hundred such letters as the result 
ce that single paragraph. 
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“From Sheep's Back To Yours” 


story about the amount of money per 
capita in the country we hear from some 
poor soul who has been gladdened by the 
cheering news, and thinks his share must 
be in the mint. We answer each letter 
and explain as simply as we can what is 
meant by such writers. Many of these 
letters are very pathetic, and I know our 
answers bring bitter disappointment to 
the writers. 

“Another sort of letter we are con- 
stantly getting is from people who want 
to know the value of old coins. Old coins 
are forever coming back to life in the 
hands of persons who know nothing of the 
interesting science of numismatics. That’s 
the science which deals with information 
about coins and metals. Frequently 
people imagine their fortunes are made 
when they find an old ante-bellum dime 
or a one-cent piece of the early seventies. 

“There was an old wood-sawyer some 
years ago who had found a half-dollar on 
which was barely decipherable the year 
1865. Because this was the year of 
Lincoln’s assassination he firmly believed 
this silver piece had an enormous value; 
that its value would rise with the passing 
years, and that the coin constituted 
ample insurance against want in his old 
age. He died suddenly in his lonely room, 
leaving a will bequeathing this, his soli- 
tary treasure, to a neighbor who had be- 
friended him. 

“Large sums, of course, have been 
paid for rare coins,” Miss O'Reilly went 
on. “But people would be surprised at 
the small prices paid for some very old 
pieces. Now, you would suppose that a 
shilling of the time of Queen Elizabeth 
would have a very great value. Yet you 
will find it listed for sale in most numis- 
matic catalogues as being worth only 
about what its face value was when 
Queen Bess herself was in the flesh. 


“THE earliest preserved coin is the 
Stater of Ægina, dating back to seven 
hundred years before Christ. Yet they 
can be had for from five dollars to ten 
dollars apiece. A tetradrachm that was 
used in the dim ages of Ptolemy has been 
sold for as little as two dollars. A coin of 
Arabia, bearing the imprint of Haroun- 
al-Raschid, and which may have crossed 
a beggar’s palm from the purse of that 
romantic prince as he adventured around 
the streets of Bagdad, has brought in the 
modern coin market, upon occasion, no 
more than seventy-five cents. On the 
other hand, more modern pieces like 
the celebrated Brasher New York doub- 
loon, have brought $6,100 at auction. 

“There are two sorts of coin collectors: 
Those whose interest is in the historic 
associations of the pieces, and those who 
specialize in series of coins covering 
special dates. The first class will give a 
great deal for one of those famous Fugio 
dollars designed by Benjamin Frankiin, 
and bearing the characteristic Poor 
Richard legend: ‘Mind Your Own Busi- 
ness. There are others who will pay 
almost any price for a silver dollar of 1804. 
Such collectors love to have a series of 
coins—one representing each year in 
which the coin was minted. These 1804 
dollars are extremely rare, and there are 
many counterfeits of them. At most, 
only a few of them were minted, and 
some persons think none were actually 
issued. 
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“We answer all inquiries about the | 
value of coins, but the mint cannot un- | 
dertake to give a price on them. The | 
American Nurnisinatic Society in New 
York is better equipped to give this infor- 
mation. ° 

“A good many people who are in dis- | 
tress want us to buy trinkets. They 
secretly consign to us little keepsakes 
long treasured: children’s bracelets that 
represent old memories, ancient watch An 
cases prized for years and released under far 
pressure of poverty. In desperate need 3 
of cash they. turn to us. Unfortunately, 
we cannot purchase in small quantities. 

“We frequently get requests urging 
new designs for some coin. Among these 
are the committees who want memorial 
half-dollars struck to commemorate vari- 
ous events. The mint cannot make any 
changes in the designs of our money. Con- 
gress alone can do that. The promoters 
of centennials, national celebrations, ex- 
positions, and even state affairs, are con- 
tinually trying to use our metal money to | 
advertise their araea oea i 
gentleman proposed to celebrate the | ĉo); h he 
one hundredth pae e of the visit lt a few SCYORES o 
of Lafayette to the United States. His 


plans provided for a commemorative a pen <0 American 


Soppar aait nanets after the SN of 3 3 i 
1824, the year of Lafayette’s visit. These o 
cents were as large as apt ihe patriots Te wslere 
You can imagine the popularity of such | hi . o A) 
a coin to-day! The national Sins have, | CACLY In epen ence 
as a rule, been continuously decreasing | 
in size. The twenty-five-cent piece wa: 
once as large as a half-dollar. The cent is 
less than half its original size. The dime 
is smaller than it once was. The dollar 
alone has retained its original dimensions. 
“The favorite coin for memorials is 
the half-dollar. In all other respects it is 
the least popular of our money pieces. 
“Everybody is familiar with the face 
of Miss Liberty and with the figure of 
the eagle on our coins. But few know | 
how they got there. Both figures were 
adopted by the first Congress.” 


ISS O'REILLY told me something | 

about the raw materials in which the | 
mint works—gold, silver, bronze and | 
nickel: 

“The chief raw commodity of the 
mint, measured by its value, is gold. 
Measured by bulk it is silver. But there In MILLIONS of homes and offices today 
is this difference between the gold and son vara ats a 
the silver: most of the gold remains raw, /Ĝ it is freeing men and women from pen- 
while most of the silver is coined. Once JZE discomfort and aiding them in “the pur- 


upon a time nearly all of the gold was | /~ suit of happiness.” 


minted. Now very little of it 1s turned i 
For the sake of independence try a 


into coins. Instead, it is formed into 
bars and stored in the vaults of the assay Waterman’s. We recommend the model 


offices or mints. Gold certificates—paper 


with one filling—would have written 
many times the entire Declaration of 
Independence. It would have startled 
these patriots into an appreciation of its 
remarkable efficiency. 


money—are issued against these bars. A Illustration is illustrated. Offered with black, mottled 
treasury certificate is an acknowledg- exact size of or cardinal holders; fitted with pen 
ment that for every dollar represented by $4.00 model points that write as you would write. 


the bill there is a dollar in gold in the 
Treasury, and that it will be delivered 
to the holder on demand. Thus, the gold 
is protected and the public gets a more 
convenient currency. The result is that, 
though we are immensely richer and have 
more money, we have less coin than we 
had in 1911. | 
“Gold is a strange commodity. It | 
requires no salesman. Its price is fixed 


From $4 to $6.50, according to size 


Sold and guaranteed by 50,000 merchants 


by the Government. The mint must 
accept all tendered at the legal price, and 
all the gold that comes into the country or 
is mined here goes to the mint. 
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Vinland was forgotten when Columbus 
“discovered the New World” 


West—West to Iceland—West 
to Greenland—West to Frisland 
—to Vinland, with its gentle clime, 
its grapes, its fertile soil! Such 
was the path of the Vikings to 
America and New England five 
hundred years before Columbus 
touched San Salvador. When 
these settlements disappeared, 
Vinland became forgotten—be- 
came a myth like Atlantis. 

Had the Vikings conceived the 
idea of mapping the course of 
their travels, the history of the 
world might have been different. 
Then others could have followed 
to the land that lay waiting with its 
promise of liberty and wealth. 


The advance of civilization is 
dependent on the ability of man 
to put down his progress for others 
to use. For more than half a 
century of constant change it has 
been the inspiring work of 


RAND MCNALLY & COMPANY | 


to compile information of all the 
varying activities of man and to 
present it in convenient and at- 
tractive form for home and busi- 
ness use— official auto trails maps, 
mileage maps, radio maps, city 
guides, commercial maps, histori- 
cal maps, biblical maps, atlases, 
globes. They are always reason- 
ably priced. For sale at all leading 
bookstores and stationers. 
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536 S. Clark Street, Chicago 
Washington . 
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| of change. The need 


“A great deal of gold comes from junk 
dealers. There are junk men who deal 
in the precious metals, just as there are 
junk men who collect baser forms of 
trash. They gather old jewelry, watch 
casés, dental scrap. The mint is their 
customer. 

“Generally speaking, people do not 
want gold money. The coins are relatively 
small, and may be mistaken, if you are in 
a hurry, for i coins. To pass out five 
dollars in gold when you meant to spend 
twenty-five cents in silver is quite a jolt. 

“Gold is at once the best and poorest 
money. It is the best because it is the 
only real money, and it is the poorest 
because it is the only kind that loses its 
value in circulation. Silver coins, nickels, 
and cents, if brought to the mint, will be 
redeemed at their face value. But the 
gold dollar is worth only as much as it 
weighs. Bring a double eagle to the mint 
and it will go into those scales. You will 
get for it only the weight value of the 
gold. 


“TJAVING made its money, the mint 
must get rid of it. Its customers are 
the banks. A theory, anyone can get coins 
from the mint, but in fact the banks are 
the only ones who do. They know best 
the needs of their communities. Some 
towns use more coins than others. Em- 
ployers go to the banks for money to meet 
pay rolls; merchants go for their supply 
ke coins is quickly 

registered at the banks. 

“We have our busy seasons and our 
dull seasons. The demand for change is 
active whenever business is brisk. We 
are always busy around the holidays, 
frequently working twenty-four hours a 
day. Other influences also affect our busi- 
ness. Thus, when the war brought on its 
countless taxes, the humble cent became 
a part of almost every transaction. The 
mints were feverishly busy grinding them 
out. 

“Different sections of the country 
have different tastes in coins. Along 
the Pacific coast there is a preference for 
gold. You do not see so many bank 
notes. The South likes silver dollars. 
The East is a heavy user of cents, but 
they are not so popular in the West. 
Only about ten per cent of our gold is in 
circulation. Just twelve per cent of our 
silver dollars are traveling about.” 

I asked Miss O’Reilly if it were true 
that our national coins are roosting places 
for germs. 

“Money, like everything else,” she 
replied, “carries bacteria. But coins are 
not so dangerous as paper money. Still, 

ou ought not to put coins in your mouth. 
he man who tests a coin by biting it, 
may be bitten in turn!” 


“FIVE Things a Boy Leader Knows 
About Boys” is the story of George W. 
Olinger and his ‘‘Highlander Boys,” 
of Denver. All boys, he says, like to 
work, like a fight, live in the present, 
want the confidence of some older 
person, and want to be first-class. 
Next month he tells you why he 
reached these conclusions. The story 
of a boy sentry, far up in the Rocky 
Mountains, who one night discovered 
‘somethin’ gassly’”’ right near the 
camp! 
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John Murray 
Anderson Has Been 
a Jack of All Trades 


(Continued from page 34) 


of misery I wrote him that I couldn’t 
stick it any longer. I told him not only 
that I hated accounting, but that I loved 
the theatre; that there was where I be- 
longed, and where I meant to do what- 
ever I was capable of doing. 

“T suppose he had known—certainly 
my mother knew—of my absorbing inter- 
est in the stage, and he probably thought 
he might as well yield to the inevitable. 
At any rate, he did yield, and I went to 

ndon. 

“The first thing I did was to see 
Charles Santley, then a famous singing 
teacher, and ask him to try my voice. 
He did—and told me I never would 
amount to much as a singer! 

“‘ Perhaps not,’ I said; ‘but if you will 
train me, i may be able to teach other 
people to sing.’ 

“In that way, I persuaded him to take 
me as a pupil. And as soon as that was 
settled, I tried to be admitted to Sir 
Beerbohm Tree’s school of the theatre. 
My experience there was the same: the 
told me I never would amount to muc 
as an actor. But as I made up in persist- 
ence for what I lacked in promise, they 
finally consented to let me in. 

“Next I applied to a dancing teacher, 
and became a pupil in the third art of the 
stage. I was determined to do something; 
and as I received no encouragement as a 
singer or an actor, I thought I might 
literally land on my feet as a dancer. 
The man who taught me was a direct 
descendant of the dancing master at the 
court of Marie Antoinette; and from 
him I learned the beautiful old French 
paneer aoe which I was later very thank- 

ul. 


“But all this was pretty expensive for 
my father, and he finally wrote that 
it idt go on any longer. I really 
must come home and basa to take care 
of iia So back I went to Newfound- 
land. 

“Perhaps you don’t know it, but the 
island is Great Britain’s oldest colony. 
A good deal of money was made there in 
the early days; and the merchants of that 
period had large houses furnished with 
things imported from England. In the 
course of time these things became scat- 
tered. I had seen, even in poor fisher- 
men’s cabins, beautiful old furniture, 
china, and sometimes silver. 

“In the summer, St. John’s is visited 
every week by what we call ‘tourist boats,’ 
steamers from Halifax, or from St. John, 
New Brunswick. They bring visitors from 
Canada and the States, stay from Thurs- 
day till Saturday, and then go back. 

“I decided to gather up enough an- 
tiques to open a little shop, where I per- 
haps could sell them to tourists. At that 
time, I knew nothing about such things. 
I simply picked’ up what appealed to 
my own taste. 

“I sold a good many of them at fair 
prices; but the American visitors frankly 


The early builders of America made their houses of rough 
hewn logs or of stone or adobe lifted from the earth. Settle- 
ments grew to towns, towns to cities. Small stores and shops 
were built, and these in turn were torn down to make room for 
bigger ones. Roads, bridges and railways were constructed. 
Factories and skyscrapers were erected. And so, swiftly, the 
America of today appeared, still growing. 


In the midst of the development came the telephone. No 
one can tell how much of the marvelous later growth is due 
to it—how much it has helped the cities, farms and industries 
to build. We do know that the telephone became a part of 
the whole of American life and that it not only grew with 
the country, but contributed to the country’s growth. 


Communication by telephone has now become so important 
that every American activity not only places dependence 
upon the telephone service of today, but demands even greater 
service for the growth of tomorrow. 
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told me that I could get much more if I 
would take my things to New York. 

“I never had been here; never even had 

been in the States. I knew only the few 

1 tourists whom I had seen in St. John’s. 

YIELD UP TO 2 O And I had only four hundred dollars in 

money. But I certainly had courage, 

he declared with a laugh, ‘‘for I brought 

° ! my antiques to New York and took a 

Y ou will never be sor shop in the old Windsor Arcade on Fifth 

: a Avenue, where the rent was thousands of 

dollars a year. 
“However, I stayed there only a few 


if you Invest only n bonds months. By that time I had practically 
which can be insured against loss sold out my entire stock, making a very 


good profit on it. 


REATED and safeguarded by the South’s s ] EANWHILE, I still was thinking 
Oldest Mortgage Investment House, Adair about the theatre, but from a new 
Protected Bonds are backed by a record of 60 angle. In collaboration with Miss O’Ryan, 
years without a single loss to any investor. a sister of General O’Ryan, I wrote several 
“These bonds are secured by first mortgages one-act plays; and one of these, called ‘Re- 
upon income-producing property in leading demption,’ was bought for David Belasco, 
Southern cities where values are constantly who then was putting on short dramas for 
enhancing and where attractive returns may vaudeville. With fifty dollars in advance 
be had with no sacrifice of safety. royalties, I thought my future as a 
Adair Bonds are so fundamentally safe and successful playwright was all settled. 
so thoroughly protected that they may bein- “On the strength of that expectation, 
sept e eT ave a e Cae I went abroad and spent all my.money on 
panies in the United States for a small annual EK glorious trip.. But when I came back, 
premium. You will never be sorry if you in- Belasco had sto ped producing one-act 
vest only in bonds which can be insured in thìs plays, and ‘Redemption’ was shelved, 
manner. apparently beyond its own redemption. 


A particularly desirable feature which expe- “This was about twelve years ago, at 
rienced investors will immediately appreciate the time when the dancing craze, led by 
is the fact that the guarantee can be dispensed the Castles, was at its height. My money 
with at any time and the investment converted was gone, and I had to earn my living 
to a higher yield. Mail the coupon today for somehow or other. So I got a job at 
full information and current offerings. Bustanoby’s, a French restaurant which 


š has since gone out of business. Fortu- 
Adair Realty & Trust Company nately, I was well supplied with clothes; 
Jhe Souths Oldest Mortgage Investment House those and the ability to dance being the 
Founded 1865—ATLANTA only things I needed for that job. 
Packard Building, Philadelphia “Dressed in my best, I went to the 
Aduir Realty & Mortgage Co.. Inc., Exclusive Distributors, 270 Madison Ave., NEW YORK restaurant every day at noon; and from 


then until dinner time I danced with the 
women patrons, whose escorts either 

Adair Realty & Trust Co. “5 ee 

Depe iy Atlanta. Ga didn’t know the new steps or who didn’t 


Gentlemen:—Please send full information and current offerings of careto dance. 
I received ten dollars a week for my 


PRO ECTED efforts in this line, until someone suggested 

First Mortgage that if I had a dancing partner—pro- 

fessional one—I might be promoted to 

doing exhibition dances in the evening. 
So I hunted up a partner—a little girl 
who could do a deeper ‘dip’ than anyone 
else in New York—and was promptly 


promoted to the cabaret, at sixty dollars 
a week instead of ten. 


oe — eee “Not exactly what I had neped to do 
> E eona IT ; with Life!” he said, shrugging his shoul- 
‘sx : ders. “But you may have noticed that 
p l < E Life often takes the steering wheel out of 
C LE ANA B LE our hands, and lays out our course for us, 


; e f k 2s, pair without asking whether we like it or 

AO i F not. 

Re T1g e I a t Or “As I may have remarked before, I had 
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eee SOS ee See aA Mie ere a while I wanted a new partner. I began 
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“I did marry her,” he ‘went on after a 
pause. “She was Genevieve Lyon, the 
daughter of a Chicago clergyman; a 
charming and beautiful girl, with great 
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talent, courage, and ambition. She be- 
came my dancing partner and then my 
wife. 

“Among the antiques which I had 
brought here from Newfoundland was an 
old spinet; and this was one of the few 
things I had not sold. It gave me the idea 
for what I did next. I formed a little com- 
pany, and taught them the old French 
dances I had learned from my London 
teacher. We gave them first in the home 
of Mrs. Stuyvesant Fish, with so much 
success that we soon had other engage- 
ments. 

“Next I began to teach dancing to 
private pupils. It was the time of the 
turkey trot, the hesitation waltz, and all 
that sort of thing. People were dance- 
mad, and I had all the pupils I could 
possibly take. 

“Then, suddenly, my wife’s health 
failed. 

“We had been living in the moment, 
as two happy young people are likely to 
do. Everything ha bern so smiling, so 
easy. There fad seemed no need of 
‘taking care for the morrow, and when 
this blow fell we were utterly unprepared 
for it. We had spent, as we went along; 
practically all that I earned. 

“The doctors said I must take my 
wife away from New York; so we went up 
to the Berkshires, where I found a place 
for her in the country near Stockbridge. 
It was early summer; and as people were 
leaving town and going to resorts I took 
an old barn at York Harbor, fitted it up, 
and made it a social center for the summer 
colony; a place where they could keep 
up their craze for dancing. Week-ends I 
spent with my wife. 

“Talking with a visitor to my barn one 
day, I found that he was a New York 
lawyer who had developed tuberculosis 
and had been sent to Phocniz, Arizona. 
He was so much better that he and his 
wife had come East for the summer. 

“‘If you ever know anyone that has 
tuberculosis,’ he urged, pail them to go to 
Phoenix.’ 

“‘My wife has it,’ I said. 

“< Bring her down there!’ he exclaimed. 
‘Come and stay with us.’” 

Mr. Anderson smiled, and said, ‘‘And 
yet we sometimes call this a cold and 
heartless world! I did not see that man 
again—until he met us at the train in 
Phoenix. We stayed with them until I 
could find a little house where we could 
live. 


“RHE where to live was simpler than 
the how to live,” he went on. “I 
tried to start a dancing school; but this 
was early in the war, when business had 
gone all to pieces. There certainly wasn’t 
any dancing craze in Phoenix! But I 
could think of nothing else to do, so I 
went to the mining towns and camps. 
Curiously enough, I found plenty of pu- 
ils there: miners and cowboys, to whom 
p taught the hesitation waltz until they 
were ready to drop—and so was I 
“It was a bit different from New York,” 
he said, with a slow smile. ‘Instead 
of Fifth Avenue drawing-rooms, I was 
introduced to saloon dance halls. I re- 
member particularly a place down on 
the Mexican border. It was called ‘The 
Wasp’s Nest’ and was run by a fellow who 
went by the name of Red Dog Brown. 


“The remuneration was slightly dif- | F. C. CLARK, Times Bidg., New York ap 
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the International Correspondence Schools. 
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sure that I could—that I had had that goal in 
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“T start to-morrow, Mary, at an increase 
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get ahead in business and in life. 
You, too, can have the position you want in the 
work you like best. Yes, you can. | É 
All we ask is the chance to prove it. Without cost, 
without obligation, just mark and mail this coupon. 
ce ee ee ee ee ee ee a 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 7486-D, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please send me 
a copy of your 48-page klet "Who Wins and Why” 
and tell me how lcan qualify for the position or in the 
subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
O Business Management O Salesmanship 
O Industrial Management D Advertising 
O Personnel Organization D Better Letters 
O Traffic Management O Show Card Lettering 
O Business Law O Stenography and Typing 
O Banking and Banking Law O Business English 
D Accountancy (including C.P.A.) O Civil Service 
O Nicholson Cost Accounting O Railway Mail Clerk 
O Bookkeeping O Common School Subjects 
O Private Secretary O High School Subjects 
O Spanish French D Illustrating 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
O Electrical Engineering D Architect 
O Electric Lighting O Architects’ Blue Prints 
D Mechanical Engineer O Contractor and Builder 
D Mechanical Draftsman O Architectural Draftsman 
O Concrete Builder 
O Structural Engineer 
O Chemistry 0 Pharmacy 


Machine Shop Practice 
O Railroad Positions 

O Gas Engine Operating 
O Civil Engineer O Automobile Work 

C Surveying and Mapping O Airplane Engines 

O Metallurgy O Mining O Agriculture and Poultry 
O Steam Engineering O Radio © Mathematics 
Natica ena EE apa Ssnan 
Street 3-6-24 
Address... PEE season a 5 ESA 


City 


Occupation... kaiii 2 

Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the 

International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, 
Montreal, Canada. 


What 2% Extra 
Will Do 


An investor with $25,000 at 6% 
converted his money into 8% 
Florida First Mortgage Bonds. 
For ten years he reinvested the 
extra 2°, or $500, and thus his 
principal grew to $32,208 which at 
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ferent too; twenty-five cents a lesson, 
instead of almost twenty-five dollars a 
lesson in{New York. At that rate, I had 
to have a good many cowboy pupils to 
keep things going in Phoenix. 

“Then came the summer—and such 
heat as I never before had experienced. 
It seemed to me that my wife would be 
better off in a cooler climate. I think now 
that I probably made a mistake, but it 
seemed right then. We left Phoenix and 
went to Denver, where I gave more 
dancing lessons, this time to a clientele 
more suggestive of New York than of 
Red Dog Brown’s saloon. Not that I 
cared! Miners or millionaires, it was all 
the same to me, so long as they enabled 
me to take care of my wife. 

“While I was in Denver, the Drama 
League determined to give a pageant to 
dole beats the Shakespeare Tercentenary. 
I didn’t know anything about pageants, 
but I wrote one on Shakespeare’s life, 
basing it on his own lines about the ‘seven 
ages of man.’ I sent it to the Drama 
League, and to my surprise it was ac- 
cepted. Not only H eg but I was engaged 
to produce it! 

“Tt was the first production of any kind 
that I had made; and it was the biggest 
thing I have ever done. It was presented 
during one week in a huge auditorium 
before thousands of people; and it was a 
great success. As a result of it, I was 
asked to come to New York to put on a 
pageant here. 

“Probably these two experiences, which 
came to me by chance, influenced me 
later when I ventured into theatrical 
production; for, because of them, I be- 
came still more interested in the use of 
color, lights, costumes, and scenic effects. 

“At the time, however, nothing was of 
very great consequence to me—except 
that fight for life out in Denver. In spite 
of all we could do, it was a losing fight. 
My wife died a few months later; and I 
returned to New York alone. 


“THE experiences of that year left 
their mark in more ways than one,” 
he went on. “I was badly broken in 
health. I had neither the strength nor 
the inclination to go on with my dancing 
lessons. They always had been only a 
makeshift anyway. 

“As another sort of makeshift, I got a 
job in Brooklyn, with a bureau handling 
army supplies. My Edinburgh training 
in accounting was useful to me there, and 
I kept on with that work until the war 
was over. 

“During that period I did only one 
thing which was even remotely associated 
with the theatre. I wrote two scenarios 
for the Bureau of Public Information. 
They were accepted but not produced. 
So far as the stage was concerned, I was 
still a rank outsider. I had no experience, 
except that I had produced a couple of 
pageants. 

“Under those circumstances, I natu- 
rally couldn’t expect the insiders to give 
me a chance. I believed I could do things 
in the theatre which would be different 
from the ordinary stage production; dif- 
ferent and better. But of course none 
of the managers wanted to gamble on an 
untried beginner. 

“At that time, the only big revue was 
the Ziegfeld Follies. It was an established 
success. It was also the most expensive 
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of all forms of theatrical entertainment. 
Yet that was the field I wanted to enter! 
A few of my friends believed in me; and, 
thanks to them, we raised enough money 
to begin work. 

“ Greenwich Village was becoming 
more and more known as a semi-artistic, 
semi-bohemian center; a sort of Latin 
Quarter in America. I borrowed the 
name, and called my production the 
Greenwich Village Follies I did not try 
to do anything revolutionary that first 
time. I had enough business sense to 
realize that I mustn’t begin with an 
artistic success which would be a commer- 
cial failure. So I bid for popular favor; 
and I must have won it, for the produc- 
tion showed big box-office receipts. 

“I didn’t reap a money reward myself, 
for I had to give up any stock ownership 
in it. But at least I ‘put myself on the 
map.’ It wasn’t so hard to get money to 
finance my next venture, What's in a 
Name.’ In that I really began to do the 
things I had dreamed of doing. 

Phe result,” he said, laughing, “was a 

enuine artistic success—and a financial 
ailure. The critics and the connoisseurs 
raved about it, but the great public 
stayed away. And you are familiar enough 
wah the theatre to know that the orches- 
tra seats may pay the expenses of a pro- 
duction, but the profits come from the 
balconies. If the orchestra is full and the 
balconies are empty, you don’t make any 
money. 


“0 X THAT’S in a Name’ didn’t draw the 
up-stairs crowd. But I think 
everyone will tell you that it set stand- 
ards which have been followed, more and 
more, ever since, and to-day the public 
has accepted those standards; the up-stairs 
public as well as the down-stairs one.” 
“You have reached the half-way mark 
between thirty and forty,” I said to Mr. 
Anderson. “That is a time at which most 
men begin, even if they haven’t done it 
before, to ask themselves what they reall 
are trying to accomplish, and whether it 
is something that is worth doing, anyway.” 

“You mean,” he laughed, “that you are 
asking those questions about me; you 
wonder whether I’m trying to do any- 
thing, except to make a lieing and a 
reputation for John Murray Anderson! 
Is that it?” 

“Yes,” I admitted. 

“Well,” he said thoughtfully, “of course 
I want the living and the reputation; but 
that isn’t all. I hate to say it in so many 
words, because it sounds rather gran- 
diloquent; but what I really am trying to 
do is to make the world more beautiful. 

“You see, I happen to believe that peo- 
ple need more beauty in their lives, just 
as much as they need better food and 
furnaces and fly-traps! But in this me- 
chanical age thousands of minds are 
concentrating on adding to our comforts 
and conveniences, while only a few, com- 
paratively speaking, are trying to give us 
more beauty. 

“Tf I can bring more beauty into life, 
and can help more people to see it, I think 
I shall have paid at least some of my own 
debt to life. This year I am realizing one 
ambition that will help me to do this. I 
am starting a School of the Theatre, in 
which the best men in the profession will 
be my collaborators. 

“T think most people realize that the 
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No layman 
should ever pare a corn 


A corn razor in the hands of a layman is a danger- 
ous instrument. A slip of the blade often means 
infection. And infection many times leads to 
serious results. 
i EHe EP D be done by a skilled chirop- 
odist—never by an amateur. * 

The best way to end a corn at home is to use 
Blue-jay. 
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Blue=jay is, indeed, the sure, safe and easy way to 


end a corn at home. 
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corn—relieving the pressure. The pain stops at 
once. Soon the corn goes. 
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on. Each downy plaster is a complete standardized 
treatment, with just the right amount of the magic 
medication to end the corn. 
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theatre exerts a tremendous influence. 
For instance, how do we get our ideas 
about life? Aside from our own personal 
experience, we get all these ideas from 
reading, from what we hear from the 
pulpit, and from what we see and hear 
in the theatre. Yet most of the people 
who go on the stage have been trained 
in haphazard fashion—or haven’t been 
trained at all. 

“You implied just now that I ought to 
ask myself what I really am trying to do, 
and whether it is something worth doing. 
Well, the answer is: I have been trying 
to create something which every human 
being needs—beauty to feed both the eyes 
and the mind. And I am going to help 
hundreds of other workers—thousands of 
them, in time—to do the same thing. 

“My boyhood taught me what it is to 
be starved for beauty. As I grew older, I 
learned other lessons of the same sort; 
learned what it is like to be tied to a desk, 
day after day, and month after month. I 
know that the millions of workers in 
offices and shops and factories need beauty 
to keep their minds from drying up. In 
saloons like Red Dog Brown’s I had an- 
other lesson. Those cowboys, with their 
passion for the hesitation waltz, were un- 
consciously impelled by their desire for 
something Saer ea and grace; 
the ‘poetry of motion.’ So you see,” he 
wound up, half apologetically but half 
triumphantly, “I think I’m just as much 
of a public benefactor, in my own way, as 
the man who produces food, or furnaces, 
or fly-traps!” 


The Hills of Home 


(Continued from page 23) 


closed his eyes against it dreadingly. 
Once, he said: 

“I wish you’d let me take you back 
home, Anna. You’d like it there!” 

She looked at him from her level blue 
eyes. 

“This is home,” she said. After that, 
some change seemed to come to her. Her 
voice sang again, was glad. She played 
with Brenda and told her stories. She let 
Brenda sit up a little later evenings and 
listen to them read aloud. She taught the 
small fingers to sew pieces for quilts and 
rags for rugs, and put the finished things 
carefully away in the big chest. 

When Brenda was seven, Anna came to 
Henry as he sat out on the step one late 

une night. He was staring out over the 

lack plains as if searching for something, 
the Sky line, maybe, made by old Baldy. 
Anna had an old blue butter jar in her 
hands and she put it down beside Henry 
and lifted the lid. Her big hand dipped in, 
made a jingle of silver. Henry turned, 
startled. 

“It’s some I earned, making lace,” she 
said, with just the faintest touch of defense 
in her voice. “I want as you should use it, 
to go back—for a visit!” 

Something swelled in Henry’s throat. 
Lord, the hours it had meant, the yards of 
lace! He lifted the jar swiftly to the other 
side of him, put out an arm and drew 
Anna roughly close. 

““Wife—wife—you’re good!” he whis- 
pered. 

But he couldn’t do it—of course he 
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couldn’t. They took the money and paid 
it down on the other four acres of muck 
land. 

One night Brenda came with her reader 
and, with pointing finger, pases out a 
story to him. She was very'like him, with 
her slim face.and dark hair, and sober, 
silent little ways and, little by little, the 
fact tied them together, whether they 
would or no. 

After.she had read, he took her on his 
knee and began to tell her about the farm 
back in Vermont. About the cave and the 
big pine and the sugar-making and the 
trips to the sawmill astride the big loads 
of logs. As he put it into words, some- 
thing hard that had been inside him for 
years seemed to melt. He felt, that night, 
that it was kind of pitiful to think Brenda 
had never seen a hill. And when she asked 
him, a couple of nights later, to tell her 
again about the cave, he felt a curious lift 
to his heart. 

There were years then that went by 
with a dream-like swiftness. Brenda was 
a little child, and then she was a grown 
girl with startling blue eyes beneath 
straight black hair. She wore her hair as 
her. mother did, in two braids wound 
round her head. It gave her a quaint 
and beautiful old-world look among the 
bobbed heads of the Flats. 

“Some day I’m going to take her back 
East!” Henry was wont to say with proud 
wistfulness, and they would talk of ıt and 
plan for it. But year melted into year 
and there never seemed time or money. 
Brenda went into town to school. That 
meant clothes and books and the like. 

“We don’t want her to be ashamed to 
bring her friends here!” Henry said. So 
they spread the house out, bit by bit, till 
it took on a pleasant, rambling look among 
its cottonwoods. Anna, though she didn’t 
seem to know flowers well, set out plants 
and got a rosebush going. Henry fixed the 

ard so that it was smooth and green. 

oung folks came there, liked to come, 
even clear from town. One night Henry 
pulled some of the old New England 
games into his mind, and that was a jolly 
night! Afterward, Anna said: 

“t Made me think of the things Mother 
used to tell about—parties over there!” 
If Henry hadn’t been so tired, he might 
have thought that over more. 


BRENDA was a good girl, but given to 
moods and passionate outbursts. And 

et, she did not seem strange to them. 

hey had both had their moody times, 
but work and love had subdued them. 
They had outbursts too, though mostly in 
their minds. They both loved Brenda 
with a fiercely deep love. Even when she 
was small, Henry had thought of the time 
when she would marry. 

**She’ll never marry these men!” he 
had vowed, hardly realizing that that vow 
was but a proof of his own continued re- 
bellion. 

But it seemed that the boys out here 
liked Brenda. There was the Gunnersson 
boy, tall and curly-haired and strong as an 
ox. He was always hanging around. John, 
he was called, though Henry had heard 
his mother call him Johan. Henry felt 
uneasy when he was at the house, but he 
was always just a boy when there with 
them all, never a lover. He would drop in 
about eight and listen to them read aloud. 

Brenda had grown up to the magic of 
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your boys play 


WHEN a boy reaches that difficult 

age when he’s outgrowing “‘play” 
and looking forward to ‘“‘sport” he 
needs special attention and help from 
his father. That is the time for you to 
guide his play habits into channels that 
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Thousands of fathers are meeting 
this problem by giving their boy a 
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to handle it and shoot with it. Millions 
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her mother’s voice, reading, and she never 
seemed to tire of it, and the Gunnersson 
boy would lean forward on his elbows like 
a child, his eyes visibly drinking in the 
story or the history. The one Norwegian 
book had grown to three homemade 
shelves, full now, and there was a piano. 
That had been a sacrifice; but Brenda 
loved music so! She seemed always sing- 
ing. There was a picture of Anna’s grand- 
mother above the piano. Henry had felt 
it was queer at first, the old-time foreign 
costume, the bright colors of the paint, 
the dull gold frame. But, after a few 
years, it pleased him to see it there. It 
took on a kind of dignity. 


(THEN Brenda wanted to go away to 
school. Henry’s heart leaped to that 
as if it were the fulfillment of all his dreams. 

“We can make it, we can make it!” he 
said to Anna, his voice not quite steady. 
“We’ll take on a little more land, mort- 

agethis! We’ll send her East—to Boston! 
hat’s the best place for music!” 

For just an instant Anna’s blue eyes 
flashed to his angrily, then relented. 

“‘Well—I suppose it’s right!” she said. 

And Brenda went, alone, to Boston. 

She loved it there. She loved the hills 
and the differences, the older culture, the 
people. She took to Boston as Anna took 
to the truck farm. They managed it so 
she went up to Vermont to see Henry’s 
father, now very feeble. She wrote back 
all the little gossip of the years and, in a 
postscript, she added childishly, “I went 
up into the cave!” 

Henry carried that letter around in his 
pocket for weeks and, once, on the way to 
town, cried over it, a little shamedly. 

Then there was a name that began to 
creep into Brenda’s letters. Winters, a 
good old New England name. The man 
was a teacher of psychology, it seemed, at 
the university. Henry began to watch for 
every word about has and wondered 
sometimes why he didn’t dare talk to 
Anna about him. Well, maybe Brenda 
wouldn’t marry. Maybe she’d be a great 
singer. . 
enry worked like a slave for four years 
then, to make Brenda into a woman a 

oston Winters would love. And, at the 
end of the four years, his slaving, and 
Anna’s, saw the land mortgage-free, and 
what was, to them, comfort ahead. 

Then Brenda came home, quite sud- 
denly, and John Gunnersson met her at 
Prairie Point and married her before she 
got to the farm. 

When Henry knew, he went out of the 
house and down across the fields, hardly 
knowing what he was doing or where he 
was going. He came to the fringe of cot- 
tonwoods, flung himself down on the burnt 
brown grass beneath them. The revolt of 
years came to a head in a great sickening 
storm of rebellion. He found he was trem- 
bling from head to foot. All the years of 
saving, toiling, sacrificing, seemed futile— 
wasted! His hills, his beloved hills, the 
home, save for George, of all the Linder- 
mans for generations! He had cast them 
off—and not even his children or his 
children’s children would claim them! He 
felt hot tears on his hands, but did not 
realize they were his own. 

Tie Anna was kneeling there beside 
im. 

“Don’t, Henry; it’s all right, it’s all 

right! She loves him, Henry; it’s all right!” 
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The rebellion stilled. Anna’s deep voice 
was like cool ointment to the sore. It Sh e FLORS H EIM SHOE 
flashed to him that Anna had always been 


like that, always. A different picture of 
Brenda came to him, a Brenda Eke Anna, 
unafraid, strong because of her love, her 
eyes toward the west. Why, it was all 
right! 

As they walked up to the house, Henry 
slipped his arm about his wife’s shoulders. 


T WAS the next summer that one night 

some tourists, off their road, stopped 
there. Brenda was there with the baby 
for over-night. They got to visiting, in 
the pleasant, clean living-room with its 
books, and its piano, and its Grandmother 
Larssen, and its white curtains. 

“T like i it better East,” one of the men 
said; “or farther wst. You get tired of 
this flat country!” 

“Yes; hills are beautiful,” Henry said, 
with sudden seriousness. ‘‘ Hills are beau- AY b 
tiful. Take the hills in Vermont—don’t | | Ar fare N; 
ge et colors like that out here, come October! ic Nie Oe 

nd,” he went on, with a strange un-Lin- Af 4\ 
dermanlike humor, “there’s the hills of | P Ao N OO f 
Norway, kind of grand for all they’re so ( Parco! ete 


bare! And Skye—with the town laid out 
on the hill like a sliver o’ moon round the í 

harbor, and the hills of Italy, all vine- | AS; 
yards and the like!” e 
“You’ve traveled considerable, eh?” 

said one of the men, curiously. 
enry gave a queer, small grin. He 
locked out through the kitchen doorway 
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back there, that it was going to be this 
way, contentment like this? Had she seen 
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she seen more clearly than he what love 

meant? A strange humility assailed him. 
A boys’ and girls’ fine-ribbed 
stocking super-fortified 


But the whimsical smile was still there as 
against holes. Triple knee. 


he turned back to the men. 
“Yes; I’ve traveled some these last 
Double sole. And Iron Clad 
all over. Fine enough for 


twenty ears,” he said slowly. “A long 
ways! But it’s kind of good to get back to 

church and parties. Strong 
enough for school and foot- 


the Flats again—seems like you can see 
farther here, someway or other!” 


“T'VE Done the Best I Could, and 
That’s Victory,” says Mrs. Edward 
MacDowell, who became a concert 
pianist, a farmer, and the manager of 
a big estate in order to fulfill the 
promise she made to her husband 
when he was dying. His dream was to 
establish a colony for worthy artists, 
and she has established it. In a re- 
markably inspiring interview next 
month, she tells you about her work 
and also about the work of her hus- 
band, the distinguished composer. 
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section it grows, and unit by 
unit it may be easily moved. 
Smooth-sliding, disappearing 
glass doors shut out dust and 
dirt. 
Handy new uses are made of 
Globe-Wernicke Sectional 
Bookcases in every room in 
the home, too. Period and 
modern designs in the finishes 
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New Heppelwhite in Mahogany 


MAIL THIS COUPON 


you want or unfinished for 
matching painted furniture in 
bedrooms and sun parlors. 

If there is no Globe-Wernicke 


branch or authorized dealer in your 
city, buy from us direct at no ad- 


The Globe-Wernicke Co. 
Dept. C-1 

Cincinnati, Ohio 

Please send me your new, free booklet giving prices and 
showing how others use Globe -Wernicke Sectional Bcok- 
cases, ‘‘For Every Room in the Home.” 


Tn RS Meee eee We ROTTS Pre ice ears: tae are 
ditional cost, all freight prepaid. i 
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The Closest Calls 
I Ever Had 


(Continued from page 59) 


Did I have any further trouble with 
my pet brigand, you ask? Certainly not. 
He realized that if he was to escape the 
clutches of the law it was up to him to 
return me to Rimini in safety. Until I paid 
him off two days later and rewarded the 
waiting carabinieri, his devotion was posi- 
tively touching. 

Within a year I was destined to have 
an even more thrilling and perilous ex- 
perience, likewise in Italy, though of 
quite a different kind. In the spring of 
1906, Harold MacGrath, the novelist, 
and I were living at Sorrento, a charm- 
ing little village on the Bay of Naples. 
It was one of those springs for which 
southern Italy is famous, the rich verdure 
running through the whole gamut of 
greens, the soft air heavy with the fra- 
grance of many flowers, a sky which 
looked like an inverted bowl of b!uest 
porcelain. Then, with no waming save a 
few preliminary rumbles, Vesuvius, tran- 
quil for many years, burst into eruption. 

The top of the volcano was blown of 
as a loosened cork is expelled from the 
neck of a champagne bottle, and over the 
broken rim welled a sea of molten lava 
which carried death and destruction to 
the hamlets and farmsteads below. Whole 
villages were blotted out by the torrents 
of melted rock. Over a vast radius the 
countryside was covered inches deep with 
cindersand ashes. The roads were jammed 
with panic-stricken refugees. And low 
over the land hung a great black pall of 
smoke, obscuring the sun and adding 
to the terror and confusion. 

Of course MacGrath and I hurried to 
the scene—he from motives of curiosity 
and to get “local color” for his novels, 
I to get the story for newspaper readers 
at home. So terrified was our driver 
that we could induce him to make the 
trip only by offering him four times the 
customary fare, and even then he refused 
point-blank to go beyond Castellamare. 


r WAS only with considerable difficulty 
that we succeeded in evading the cor- 
don of sentries which had been thrown 
around the base of the volcano to assist 
the refugees and to keep at a safe dis- 
tance the foolhardy and the curious. In 
this latter category, MacGrath and I 
deserved to be numbered, for had we 
not been reckless and utterly ignorant of 
the vagaries of volcanoes we would have 
left well enough alone. But we wanted 
to see the eruption at close range, to 
occupy front-row seats at one of the 
most impressive spectacles ever staged 
by Nature. 

About half way up the slope a small 
white village nestled amid vineyards and 
olive groves. I think it was named 
Boscotrocase, but I am not certain, nor 
does it greatly matter. Through our 
glasses we could see that this village, 
now utterly deserted, constituted the 
apex of an acute triangle. Two sides of 
this triangle were formed by mighty 
rivers of lava, each perhaps half a mile 
across, which were flowing diagonally 


The Closest Calls I Ever Had, by E. ALEXANDER POWELL 


down the slope at the rate of, I suppose, 
two or three miles an hour. Along its base 
ran the enbankment which carried the 
Circum-Versuvio railway. We figured 
that if we could once reach this village | 
and gain the flat roof on one of its houses, 
we could obtain a close and unobstructed 
view of the appalling scene. 

Half an hour of stiff climbing through | 
steeply terraced vineyards brought us to | 
the outskirts of the little town. Over 
it brooded an uncanny silence; it was | 
as deserted as the ruins of Pompeii, 
which, I remembered, had been over- 
whelmed by a similar eruption. 

Making our way up a narrow street, | 
we ascended to the roof of a small villa | 
standing in the edge of the town nearest | 
the crater, which now seemed to rear | 
itself directly above us. From this point | 
of vantage we looked out upon a scene | 
of awesomeness and grandeur the like of 
which I never expect to see again. Hang- | 
ing over the upper slopes were dense | 
clouds of smoke and vapor, from beneath 
which crept great rivers of lava like 
rivulets of hot tar from a caldron which 
is brimming. over. A few hundred yards 
from where we stood, one of these streams, 
headed straight for the town, had been | 


split asunder, probably by some forma- | | 


tion of the terrain, so that we were, in 
effect, on a sort of peninsula jutting 
out into a river of death. 

To our inexperienced eyes, the advance 
of the lava was so slow that there did not 
appear to be any immediate peril. It was 
impossible, we argued, that it could close 
in quickly enough to cut off our retreat 
by the way we had come. 

It seemed so safe, indeed, that we de- 
termined to obtain an even closer view. 
So, descending from our roof, we left 
the village at our backs and climbed the 
slope until we were within a few yards 
of the nearest stream of lava. It was 
moving rather faster than we had as- 
sumed, in a wall fully fifty feet in height, 
the fragments of scoriz, resembling hot 
slag from a blast furnace—for lava 
quickly hardens upon exposure to the air 
—making a most curious sound, like the 
rustle of millions of wind-stirred autumn 
leaves, as they tumbled along. 


JFASCINATED by the scene, we were 
abruptly brought to a realization of our 
peril by a terrific explosion. The whole 
top of the mountain seemed to lift and 
disappear in a blinding sheet of flame. 
The earth rocked and reeled. A feeling 
of nausea swept over me. A blast of 
poisonous vapor bore down upon us. Only 
with difficulty could we breathe. 

The houses in the village at our back 
went down, one by one, as though made 
of children’s blocks. The whitewashed 
walle bordering the little gardens sudden- 

turned into twisted, tortured snakes. 
kas in terrifying climax, a ray of fiery 
crimson, wide as a rainbow but straight 
as the beam of a searchlight, shot from 
the newly formed crater into the heavens, 

iercing the smoke pall with a spear of 


ame. 
“I don’t believe we’d better wait for 
the last inning,” MacGrath shouted in 
my ear above the din, “if we want to see 
the Statue of Liberty again.’ 
“Ler s beat it!” I shouted back. “We 
can’t get out of here any too quickly 
to suit me.” 
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“THE NAME AND RETAIL PRICE 1S STAMPED 
ON EVERY PAIR AT THE FACTORY 


$7.50 S 
Others at 6 andi? 


Styles That Young Men Want 


Bo on style and quality, our new Fall models could 
asily command higher prices. These values are made 
f:i possible by figuring selling prices on the cost of m aking, rather 
| than on what the purchaser may be persuaded to pay. 


' 
| 


The style pictured is one of a number of new models now 
display ed at the W. L. Douglas Store or the Douglas Dealer 
in your vicinity. It will pay you to call and see them. 


| W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES FOR WOMEN 
| Correct in style, popularly priced, they are preferred by discriminating 
women who want the newest in style and the best value for their money. 


W. L. Douglas Shoes gin for Boys, $4.50 & $5.00 
POAT Ae D, 


Ou: pR 
<A “Se bic 


SPEEDY 
SERVICE 
SPLENDID 
VALUES 
Ask Our Customers 
-there are many in Your Community 


Outer and Inner Clothing and 
Shoes for All the Family ~ Dry 


\ Send for it 
` fo -day 


X Hotel l 
J — Positions Open: 


OTELS, restaurants, clubs, apartments, everywhere 
need trained men and women. Over 70,000 high-class 
ftn ions paying up to $10,000 a year are open each year 
tthe hotels of the United States. ln 1925 the Hotel 
ess is America’s largest industry in new construc- 

tin ‘Near carly a billion dollars’ worth of NEW HOTELS 
AND RESTAURANTS being built this year will need 


Goods~Rugs~Jewelry-Furniture over 60,000 trained men and women. 

Hotels start you at salaries up to $3,500 a year, with your 
Auto Supplies Goods and living. At any time you have your choice of over 1,000 

Radio Supplies-Paints~ ware hotel positions open. 
S s Tæ can have one of these hi b-class big-pay ijona, with with Jakorir 
oves Barnacee Farming Tools | meea pita tamt ocenia paagis ta pirs on ts ae 
-~ a e Many of our Orders are Shipped men yearn to « to obtain—men who. are Dow making $5, 009 to 550, O00 
the Same Da we Receive them-8 Hour gear. Ws train you by mail in your spare time at home with the Lewis 
Service =and practically all of the balance | Ast rype rine aide (iat haere peso cd 
sco the following day ~ 24 Hour Service aging Consuitant if ayer 160 Hotels of 60 to more than 600 rooms 
loy: by leading botel ss 


stern ere. 


Charles William Stores. 


‘The Long Established Mail Order Merchants of 
New York City 
518 Page Handy Catalog sent free 
on request to 382 sae Building 


Send today for FREE BOOK, “Your Big Oppo: .** showing 
how we can train in you for one of these splendid positions 20 weeks 
or less, and explaining our Money-Back G 


LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Clifford Lewis, Pres. 
| Room X-1476 


Washington, D. C. 


Like to Make 
Big Money 
Read this Letter:~ 


‘‘Four months ago I was employed as 
payroll clerk with a salary of $175 per 
month; my commission with your com- 
pany for last month is over $500.” 

A. H. ROBEY, West Virginia. 


OTHING we couldsay would give 

you a better idea of the oppor- 
tunity we offer you by inviting you to 
join our organization. Mr. Robey is 
only one of hundreds of men who have 
made good with Fyr-Fyter. Graham 
of Illinois made $180 his first week. 
Payne of Iowa made $4,507 in 217 
days. Gill of Louisiana averages $600 
a month. We could fill this page with 
the records of many men making easily 
and regularly from 


$300 to $600 a Month! 


Most of our best men had no previous ex- 
perience. Their chief asset when they came 
to us was ambition to win, determination to 
stick and willingness to work. These same 
qualities are all you need to be as success- 
ful as they. Our special training course and 
Sales Manual enable you to start earning 
while you learn. 


Our “Super” products, approved by (Fire) 
Underwriters’ Laboratories and other high 
authorities, find a ready sale in homes, stores, 
garages, hotels, filling stations, factories, to 
auto owners, farmers, etc. The U. S. Gov- 
ernment, Standard Oil, Ford Motor Com- 
pany and other big concerns also buy them 
in large quantities. Everybody who has any- 
thing that can burn is a prospect. 


Make a Start—The Rest is Easy 


You need no special experience, because of 
the training we give you. You need no capital 
to invest in a stock of goods. You don’t have 
to deliver the goodsor collect for them. Simply 
take the orders and we do the rest, paying 
commissions every 10 days. Send the coupon 
for the inside details and a description of the 
splendid outfit we furnish our men. Some 
good territory still open, but 

going fast. Send the cou- 
pon today. 

THE FYR-FYTERCO. 


925 Fyr-Fyter Bldg. 
Dayton, Ohio 


4 
THE FYR-FYTER CO. 
925 Fyr-Fyter Bldg., Dayton, Ohio 

I would like to know more about a position 
on the Fyr-Fyter Sales Force. Kindly send 
details. 


Name 


Address—£§$£@— 
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But it was easier said than done. 
Though we had been absent from the 
village barely an hour, the whole situa- 
tion had radically changed. Now the 
streets were blocked with the débris of 
fallen walls and collapsed buildings. The 
house on whose roof we had stood lay in 
ruins. Even as we looked, the Palazzo 
Municipal, a substantially built struc- 
ture of stone, quivered, reeled, and went 
down before our eyes. 

The smoke was so dense that we could 
not see a hundred feet ahead. From the 
crater came a series of explosions like 
the bursting of heavy shells. By this 
time we were thoroughly frightened. It 
seemed as though the world were coming 
to an end. 

The main street, by which we had as- 
cended, being quite impassable, we dashed 
into a narrow alley—and as we sped 
along it one of the walls which bor- 
dered it crashed down. A moment later 
MacGrath, who was in advance, halted 
abru tly and threw up his hand. 

“We're cut off!” he exclaimed. 

Running forward, I saw that there was 
good reason for the terror in his tone. 

hile we were surveying the eruption 
from above the town, heedless of what 
might be happening behind us, one of the 
lava streams had abruptly altered its 
course, closing the gap through which we 
had entered. Now, instead of being 
on a peninsula, we were trapped on an 
island. 

Just how we effected our escape I have 
never really known. Blinded by smoke 
and cinders, panting from exhaustion and 
the noxious fumes, walls and buildings 
crumbling all about us, the ground 
rowing orter and hotter beneath our 
eet, we dashed madly down alley after 
alley, each time to find our way barred 
by a mounting wall of red-hot slag. But 
at length, just as we were about to give 
up in despair, MacGrath gave a yell of 
exultation. He had found a narrow 
opening in the wall of death which 
hemmed us in. Through that opening we 
dashed, and a moment later, with a rum- 
ble and hiss, an avalanche of lava slid 
down and closed it. We never stopped 
running until we found ourselves ally 
beyond the cordon of soldiery again. 


JE WAS my fortune—good or bad, as 
you choose to regard it—to witness the 
first air raid in the history of the world, 
and to be within a few yards of the first 
bomb ever dropped from the skies in 
warfare. It was in Antwerp, early in 
October, 1914. 

Late one night, having filed my dis- 
atches at the cable office, I was seated 
by the open window of my room on the 
top floor of the Hotel St. Antoine. 

Something, I know not what—possibly 
a premonition of danger—caused me to 
glance skyward. Perhaps my ear had 
caught a deep, low hum, like that of a 
very distant motor-car. Leaning from 
my window, I strained my eyes into the 
darkness. Then I saw it, a dim and 
shadowy shape, like an enormous cigar, 
faintly visible against the stars. Though, 
save in pictures, I had never seen its 
like before, I knew it instantly for a 
German Zeppelin. 

Even as I looked, there was a shatter- 
ing explosion, as though someone had 
touched off a ton of dynamite under a 


‘Aerified Liquid 
HEATS HOMES 
WITHOUT COAL 


Now! Simply turn a valve for in- 
stant heat—any degree. In your 
own stove, without change, burn 
this new, cheap fuel, ‘‘Aerified 
Liquid,” and be done forever with 
the dirt, soot, ashes and drudgery 
of coal and wood. 


N amazing new invention called a 

“heat fountain,” slipped into any 
stove or furnace at last makes it pos- 
sible to end woman's slavery to dirty 
coal and wood. A small quantity of 
common kerosene (coal oil) actually 
heats your home for hours. 


30 Days’ Trial 


This marvel of science has already 
come into use in more than 200,000 
homes, and after a thorough trial in 
weather below zero, its performance 
has been so thoroughly tested that it 
will be sent you for trial in your own 
home. Absolutely safe. Recommended 
by physicians for its even, dependable 

eat. 


Write at once for full details and 
free trial offer that puts it in your 
home for 30 days. Find out now how 
you can protect yourself against coal 
strikes, shortages and high | prices. 
Simply write for our free k. No 
obligation. But act at once while this 
amazing Free Trial Offer is being made. 
Send name and address to 


OLIVER OIL BURNER CORPORATION 
7th & Market Street Dept. M-220 St. Louis, Mo. 


For Permanence and Economy 


Fverlas Laid over old 
Flooring 


floors or in new 


buildings. 
Permanent — the result of a perfected formula and 
highest quality ingredients. r ause of R 
its fine texture and smooth, soft sheen. Attractie — /)¢ 
Seamless — jointless — easy to clean —sanitary- 


Used everywhere in homes for kitchens, bathrooms Q, 
and in business buildings, factories, schools 
theatres. 


Write for catalog and free sample. 


—S— 


Just take orders for Malloch Hose and 
Underwear — worn all over the World. 


N rie! weeded. h di 
your big commissions as a devo paid P7 
the customer, to whom we ship . 
Three other selling methods to choose from? 
Sample Outfit Free! Forster with 
We pay all shipping charges and guarantee 

i If hurry, ba 
Weitel pre Tp en 

o! ot . Jus $ 

Sample ‘Offer and Sure Money Making 
Malloch Knitting Mills 3510 Ottawa Ave., Grand Rapids, Mich. 


AGENTS sprakk PLUG 


VWE Visible Flash 


Just Out — Amazing Invention — 
Æ Beacon Lite Spark Plugs. You ses 
—* the flash of each explosion in the 

cylinders. Tells which are fi right. 
SS Greatest improvement in spar! uss 
SSN since gas engines were invented Fon- 
9) derful gassavers. Agents coining money, 


Make Big Money 


Easy with new sure-fire plans. Sells on sight 
to every auto owner. Phillips, Ont., writes 
“Sold 2 dozen today. 3 dozen yesterday. Rush 
10 dozen." Write for special Free Demonstra- 
A tor Offer and FREE deal to introduce these 
wonder spark plugs in your territory. Write 
IN quick—today. 
CENTRAL PETROLEUM COMPANY 

1690 Century Building Cleveland, Ohio 
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Fineopportunity 
for outdoor men 


Interesting vigorous outdoor work in a grow- 
ing organization where merit wins advance- 
ment. Good starting wages. Permanent posi- 
tions and a real future for men who make 
ood. Even our present field force of 500 
Davey Tree Surgeons cannot meet the in- 
creasing demand. So we are selecting now, 
to enter our employ in 1926, a few sturdy, 
clean young men, thorough Americans, single, 
between 20 and 30 years old, free to travel, 
industrious, with good practical education, 
and able to give good references. Write for 
qualification blank to serve in place of per- 
sonal interview. The Davey Tree Expert Co., 
Inc., 282 Federal Bldg., Kent, Ohio. 
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ee You've heard 

your neighbor praise the 

wi old reliable Pathfinder, the 

sme wonderful national weekly home 

magazine that 3 million people read. You 

can try this unbiased digest of domestic and world affairs for a 
trifle. The Pathfinder is in a class by itself—nothing else to equal 
it: time-tested, wholesome. Chuck full of the choicest reading 
—the cream of everything. Science, politics, travel, fun, question 
box, health, radio, etc.; real stories, pictures—instruction, entertain- 


ment for ali. Send 15c (coin or stamps) for this big paper on trial 13 
weeks, or $1 for full year (52 issues). Pathfinder, Washington, D. C: 


Commercial Art 


at Home! 


Stop working for small pay on a job that offers no 
chances for advancement. Advertising Agencies, News- 


paper and Magazine Publishers, Business Concerns, 
etc., are always glad to pay anywhere from $50 to $250 
a week for trained artists. Even if you never touched 
a drawing pencil before, you can enter this attractive 
field and make asteady worthwhile income. For through 
an amazingly easy method you can learn to draw at 
home in spare time. No wasting of time on unnecessary 
details, Step by step you progress until soon you can 
draw pictures that sell. Many earn even while learning. 
Send for FREE Book 

_A new hancsomely illustrated book gives complete 
information on the thousands of wonderful opportuni- 
ties in Commercial Art and shows how this remark- 
able method easily enables you to enter this field. 
Mail postcard or letter NOW. .No obligation. 


WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART 
Room 3510-C, 1115-15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 


grand piano, and one of a row of tall, nar- 
row, ancient houses just across the street 
seemed to dissolve in a blinding sheet of 
flame. The concussion was terrific. The 
hotel rocked and reeled until I thought 
it was going down in ruins. I didn’t need 
to be told what was happening. I knew 
Antwerp was being bombarded from the 
air. 

My room was on the top floor, but I 
went down the four flights of stairs 
faster than any fireman ever responded 
to an alarm. I reached the street just as 
the second bomb burst, a block or so 
away. Six more bombs burst in various 
parts of the city in rapid succession, and 
then the aérial assassin, leaving in its 
wake a ghastly trail of shattered houses 
and mangled human beings, disappeared 
into the eastern darkness as pat y and 
mysteriously as it had come. 

So quickly did it all happen that when 
I returned to the hotel the suddenly 
awakened, panic-stricken guests were 
pouring down the stairs to gather in ex- 
cited, chattering groups in the lobby. 
They were in all stages of dishabille: 
women with filmy peignoirs thrown over 
their nightgowns, the men in bathrobes 
and pajamas. In that group were cabi- 
net ministers and ambassadors and high 
officers of the court and of the army; but 
I had a tremendous advantage over them, 
and I felt an assurance which they totally 
lacked—because J had on my trousers! 


HOUGH, as was to be expected, I had 
many other exciting experiences during 
the forty months of the Great War, for 
I was in the field with seven armies and 
on every European front save only the 
Russian, I am inclined to think that my 
greatest war thrill came at sea. 
had been ordered to proceed to 
France—in the army one always “pro- 
ceeds’””—on the transport ‘“‘Great North- 
ern,” which, like its sister ship, the ““North- 
ern Pacific,” was loaded to the guards with 
the troops of a negro division. Owing to 
their great speed and the lack of destroy- 
ers, the “Great Northern ’*and the “North- 
ern Pacific” were to make a dash across 
the Atlantic unconvoyed, their com- 
manders being told that they must take 
their chances in the event of a submarine 
attack. 

At this time there was grave doubt 
in the mind of the American high com- 
mand as to how the rly disciplined 
negro troops would behave in an emer- 
gency; and all officers had been ordered to 
wear their pistols and to use them with- 
out hesitation in case there should be 
a stampede for the boats. 

The weather was glorious and no un- 
toward incident marked the serenity of 
the voyage until we were within a day’s 
steam of the French coast, where it was 
expected that a squadron of destroyers 
would pick us up and convoy us into 
Brest. On Sunday noon we were at mess 
in the dining saloon, when the Sabbath 
calm was suddenly broken by the strident 
clang of the great fire gongs which had 
been indtalled throughout the ship to 
sound the alarm in case of a submarine 
attack, 

There is always something peculiarly 
sinister and awesome about the sound of 
a gong, and the knowledge that we were 
well within the danger zone lent to the 
sudden tocsin a grim significance. We 


Maybe his wife 
was right 


He had ability, he dressed well—but he 
wasn’t making the progress he should in 
business. Several recent opportunities 
in the office had gone to other men. 
Maybe his wife was right. 


She had tried to be tactful when she 
told him—and now he was going to do 
something about it, and do it right away. 


` » ` 


Nearly all young men are inclined to 
have a grimy-looking skin, spotted with 
blackheads. Few men realize that this 
hinders their success in life. Pompeian 
Massage Cream is the certain way to 
help you overcome this handicap by 
giving you a clear, ruddy complexion. 
` » » 


Clears the Skin: Pompeian Massage 
Cream thoroughly cleanses all dust and 
dirt from the pores. It helps clear up 
blackheads and pimples by stimulating 
healthy circulation, and by keeping the 
skin clean and the pores open. 


Your Druggist Has It 
Use it regularly at home 


Easy to Use: Rub it in; rub it out. After 
shaving or washing a ly the Massage 
Cream to your face. Rub it in gently. 
Continue rubbing and immediately it 
rolls out, bringing with it all the dirt 
and skin impurities. Result—a clean, 
healthy skin with.clear, glowing color. 


SPECIAL OFFER 
¥% of 60¢ jar 


for 10¢ 
aeran 


rougi 
derful be. |. Positivel: 
Sok ond ga a family 
on this excepti. offer. 


Pompeian Co., Cleveland, Ohio, Dept. 17 


Gentlemen: I enclose a dime (10c) for 4 ofa 
60c jar of Pompeian Massage Cream. 
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Can one tobacco 
satisfy a man 
with 45 pipes? 


You might imagine that the law of aver- 
‘ages would require a man with 45 pipes to 
smoke a variety of tobaccos. 


Evidently, it doesn’t work that way, for 
here is a pipe connoisseur who after vainly 
trying every tobacco his tobacconist could 
mention, finally got around to Edgeworth. 
The result is, his humidor is now “Edge- 
worthized.”’ 


Mr. Sonnenblick makes application for 
a life membership in the Edgeworth Club. 
All in favor say “Aye.” 


But first read his letter: 


Larus & Bro. Co. 

Richmond, Va. 

Gentlemen: 

When a man has 45 pipes he certainly is 
up against it for an all-round tobacco. 
But first, about my pipes. There are 
2 Dunhills, 6 Comoys, 4 BBB's, 4 
Kaywoodies, 2 Petersons, 2 GBD's and 
the usual meerschaum, calabash, corncob, 
etc. Some were sweet from the start, 
others remained obdurate and bitter de- 
spite the fact that I used every American 
brand and every English brand I could 
get or my tobacconist could mention. 
Fancy prices! Hang the price. I wanted 
ipe satisfaction. The brands I tried 
‘ailed; the mixtures I made failed because 
the tobacco varied. 


I saw the ads written by Edgeworth smok- 
ers, but they sounded too good to be true. 

- I didn’t try Edgeworth in despair, but 
just to see how less bad it might be. Well, 
it is praise enough when you know that my 
office humidor has been ‘‘Edgeworthized.” 
Now my good pipes taste better and my 
bad pipes taste good. 


If you've got a life 
membership open, 
put me down. It’s 
the King Bee of to- 
baccos and I think 
I'm a qualified judge. 

Respectfully yours, 

Ira J. Sonnenblick. 


Let us send you free 
samples of Edgeworth 
so that you may put 
it to the pipe test. If 
you like the sam- 

les, you'll like 

dgeworth wher- 
ever and when- 
ever you buy it, 
for it never 
changes in qual- 
ity. Write your 
name and ad- 
dress to Larus & 
Brother Com- 
pany, 3 J South 21st Street, Richmond, Va. 


Edgeworth is sold in various sizes to 
suit the needs and means of all purchasers. 
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surged up the companionway, buckling 
on our belts and pistols as we ran. As 
I set foot on deck, which was jammed 
with excited negroes, I saw a tongue of 
flame leap from a bow gun of the “ North- 
ern Pacite,” which was steaming abeam 
of us, about a thousand yards away. A 
moment later, three quarters of a mile 
ahead of us, a scarlet and white chrysan- 
themum burst into flower above the tran- 
quil surface of the ocean. 

“Theah she is! Theah she is!’ roared 
a thousand negro voices, the eyes of 
their owners focused on something ahead. 

Standing on a thwart of the lifeboat 
of which Thad been assigned command, 
so that I could see above the heads of the 
men, I unslung my glasses. Then I could 
make out the cause of the excitement. 
Protruding from the sea, at a consider- 
able distance off our bows, was a gray, 
cylindrical object which looked not un- 
like a length of stove pipe. It was bearing 
down upon us rapidly; through my glasses 
I soul clearly see the ripple of water 
in its wake. I knew what it was, or 
thought that I knew, for I had en- 
countered submarines before. The ship 
shook as our bow guns spoke together and 
two shells barst simultaneously almost 
on the target. 


(THIS display of gunnery set the 
negroes wild with excitement and de- 
light. Were they frightened? Yes, about as 
frightened as the darkies who line the rail 
of the infield at Churchill Downs during 
the running of the Kentucky Derby. They 
shouted and whistled and stamped and 
slapped each other on the back, as though 
the favorite were coming first under the 
wire. 

“Niggah!” I heard one ebony corporal 
shout delightedly to a companion, “that 
theah submarine ain’t got no mo’ chanct 
than a one-legged man in a ash-bar’l.” 

“Yuh’ve said it, black boy,” responded 
the other. ‘‘Yuh’ve done told de truf. 
Dem gunnahs of ouahs kin hit a goat in 
the eye at a hundred miles. All one of 
dem boyswantsis jes’ dat Bosh’s address— 
yaas, suh, jes’ his address.” 

I suppose this little story will lose its 
punch when I confess that the mysterious 
object on which we were raining shells 
was not, as we had assumed, a submarine, 
but a buoy, provided with a sort of mast, 
which had broken loose from its moorings 
on the French coast. Had it really been 
a submarine its crew would have had an 
uncomfortable time, for our gunners 
knew their business, and long before it 
came abeam of us it resembled a sieve. 
But I got a bigger thrill out of that ex- 
perience than Taid when, while crossing 
the North Sea in a dispatch boat, we ran 
into a whole flotilla of German U-boats 
during a dense fog. 

Glancing back along the road of mem- 
ory, I am inclined to think that my most 
thrilling experience occurred in the 
Syrian Desert, in that No Man’s Land 
of sand, sun, and Bedouin nomads lying 
between the frontier of France’s Syrian 
mandate and the western borders of 
Mesopotamia, or, as it is now known, 
Iraq. There were four of us, including 
our English servant, Sherin, returning 
from Persia to Europe. 

We had planned to fly from Bagdad 
to Cairo, but upon reaching the city of 
the Thousand and One Nights we learned 


that no seats were available in the fort- 
nightly plane. We were confronted, 
therefore, with the prospect of either re- 
turning as we had come, a three weeks’ 
journey by camel across the desert, or the 
ong, hot, and tedious voyage by sea. 

“Why don’t we go back by motor-car?” 
I demanded. ‘The desert is comparative- 
ly smooth and hard, as we discovered 
when coming out, and with any luck at all 
we ought to make the trip from Bagdad 
to Aleppo in a week.” 

At that time (1923) no one had suc- 
ceeded in crossing the desert by motor, 
though since then a regular service has 
been established; but my companions 
were eager to make the attempt. Sir 
Percy Cox, the British High Commission- 
er in Iraq, was however, by no means 
enthusiastic. 

“T’m not going to forbid your going,” 
he told us; “but I don’t approve of it. I 
can’t afford you any protection once you 
have crossed our frontier, but if you are 
captured by Bedouins I’ll send out some 
panes and bomb the beggars until they 
et you go—provided, of course, you are 
still alive. 

“If you insist on going,” he continued, 
“let me give you one word of warning: 
Keep clear of Arjil, the chief sheik of the 
Shammars. Were you to fall into his 
hands I’m afraid that it would go hard 
with you. A few weeks ago Arjil’s people 
cut up one of our outposts and, by way 
of retaliation, our planes bombed his 
camp. The bombs must have done some 
damage, for the other day he sent in word 
that the next time he caught any English- 
men in his territory he would even up the 
score by cutting their throats.” 

“But we're not English,” I reminded 
him. “Were Americans.” 

“But Arjil doesn’t know that,” said 
Sir Percy. ‘‘English and Americans are 
all the same to him.” i 


| be SPITE of the High Commissioner’s 
well-intended warning we set out from 
Mosul a few days later in a dilapidated 
car, with an equally decrepit flivver for 
the water, food, and luggage. Our drivers 
were Syrians from Mosul—as villainous- 
looking a pair as I have ever set eyes on. 
The chief of police explained that he had 
given them their choice between making 
the trip with us or serving out their sen- 
tences. 

All went well until two days beyond 
Ninevah. We had camped for the night 
in a shallow depression in the desert, 
taking the precaution to light no fires, 
lest they attract the attention of Arab 
raiders. 

Danger was closer at hand than we 
dreamed, however, for at daybreak, as 
we topped the wadis rim, we saw, not 
a mile away, a huge Bedouin encamp- 
ment. Far as the eye could see the plain 
was dotted with black tents of the nomads 
and with their vast herds of horses, sheep 
and camels. 

“‘Shammars,” I heard our driver mut- 
ter, as he swerved the car at right angles 
to the course which we had been pursu- 
ing. But, because of the twin pillars of 
dust raised by the cars, the Shammars 
had already been warned of our approach, 
and a band of horsemen, a hundred or 
more strong, came tearing out to intercept 
us. The going was reasonably good, 
however, and we could easily have dis 
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tanced them had not our flight been 
abruptly checked by a stony ravine, in- 
visible from a little distance, which 
wound across the desert directly in our 
path. This gave our pursuers time to 
overtake us and the re down upon 
us, a picturesque mob of savage horse- 
men, yelling like Indians, their burnooses 
streaming in the breeze, brandishing 
their scimitars and firing their rifles in the 
air. 

Resistance was out of the question, so 
we lowered our rifles and, when the an- 
gry riders had surrounded us, smilingly 
offered them cigarettes. But they were 
not to be placated thus easily; there was 
that in their demeanor which gave me 
distinct uneasiness of mind. Covering us 
with their rifles, they ordered our terrified 
drivers to head the cars in the direc- 
tion of the camp. Our reception by the 
Bedouins was not an encouraging one, 
for, as we wound slowly through the 
archipelago of low black tents, warriors 
scowled at us, women spat at us, and 
children pelted us with stones. 

At length the cars halted before a tent 
far larger than the others, though, like 
them, made of black goats’-hair. Fol- 
lowed by my companions, I strode into 
the tent to find myself the cynosure of a 
battery of hostile eyes. Seated cross- 
legged in the center of a great semicircle 
af cheiks was a young man, hawk-nosed, 
black-bearded, grim of mouth and cruel 
of eye. Judging from the unusual rich- 
ness of his dress and the deference with 
which he was treated, I guessed that he 
was of higher rank than the rest. Nor 
did I remain long in doubt. 


“ARJIL, sahib,” whispered my driver, 
and I knew that I was in the presence 
of the most powerful and most cruel of 
all the nomad chieftains, Arjil, sheik of 
the Shammar. By incredible ill luck we 
had fallen into the hands of the very man 
against whom we had been warned. 

Without offering to shake hands, or 
other signs of greeting, Arjil notioned 
to his Nubian slaves to spread a carpet, 
on which we seated ourselves Arab fash- 
ion. I decided that nothing was to be 

ained by wasting time in verbal pre- 
iminaries. 

“Ask the sheik,” I instructed my 
driver, “what he means by detaining us 
like this. We are not English or French. 
We are Americans.” 

In confirmation of my statement I pro- 
duced a most impressive-looking docu- 
ment, written in Arabic, which had been 
gren me by the American consul at 

agdad. 

Arjil scanned it, then tossed it aside 
contemptuously with a muttered exclama- 
tion. 

“He say, sahib,” translated the driver, 
“he never hear of United States. He say 
you Inglesi.” 

Now, I have been in some fairly tight 
corners in my time, but I don’t recall 
ever before having been in quite so uncom- 
fortable a situation. We were in the 

wer of a man who had sworn a blood- 
eud with the English. And English he 
was convinced we were. Nor was it sur- 
prising. We spoke English, wore British 
military helmets, and there were Iraq 
license plates on the cars. If I read his face 
aright our chances of leaving that camp 
alive were close to the vanishing-point. 
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He was an independent and powerful 
chieftain, remember, well within his own 
territory and safe from punishment. As 
far as moral scruples were concerned, he 
would have thought no more of ordering 
our throats cut than those of the sheep 
without the tent. 


AL THIS point, my train of thought was 
interrupted by the appearance of our 
other driver, who bore a large melon and 
a number of cucumbers, which he had 
evidently brought with him from Mosul 
for his own consumption. They were in 
the nature of a peace offering, it seemed, 
for with a deep salaam he placed them 
on the ground heroes Anil. 

Drawing from his sash a gold-mounted 
dagger, the Shammar chieftain cut the 
melon into quarters. It was a scorching 
day, my throat was parched from thirst, 
and for a moment I forgot my peril in 
the anticipation of sinking my teeth 
into that yellow, juicy melon. bie. in- 
stead of offering to share it with us, as 
the first law of Arab hospitality demands, 
Arjil began deliberately to consume it 
himself, slice by slice. 

Thoroughly angered by this studied 
insolence, I cast discretion to the winds. 

“Go out to the car, Ali,” I ordered the 
driver, “‘and get me a melon.” 

“But, sahib, the melons are finish,” 
he expostulated. 

“Very well, then,” I told him. “ Bring 
me one of those tins of fruit that we 
brought from Bagdad.” 

In a few minutes the fellow returned 
with a tin of pineapple. With the eyes 
of Arjil and his fellow sheiks fixed upon 
me, I opened it with my knife. 

Tinned fruit is considered a great 
luxury by the desert people, and it was 
evident that Arjil assumed I was opening 
itforhim. But I quickly disillusioned him. 
For the next time he nibbled a piece 
of his melon, I, using my knife in lieu of 
a fork, responded by eating a slice of 
pineapple. Nonplused by my effrontery, 
Arjil absently toyed with another bit of 
melon. Whereupon I helped myself to 
more pineapple. He regarded me without 
a flicker of expression in his steely eyes, 
and I did my best to affect a nonchalance 
which I was far from feeling. 

For twenty minutes or more this gas- 
tronomic duel continued, the silence 
broken only by the buzzing of the flies 
and the occasional snarl of a camel. Then, 
with the abruptness of a pistol shot, 
Arjil terminated it by clapping his hands. 

“‘Here’s where we get ours,” I said to 
myself. “But before I go I’m going to 
send friend Arjil to join the houris in the 
Moslem paradise,” and I surreptitiously 
slippedmy hand around the butt of the big 
automatic reposing in my jacket pocket. 

But, to my amazement, the signal was 
not to kill us but to feed us, for a moment 
later there entered the tent a procession 
of slaves bearing the curious dishes which 
make up a Bedouin banquet—flat loaves 
of Arab bread, looking like enormous 
pancakes and tasting like shoe leather, 


a huge pudding of mashed dates, wooden 
bowls of soured camel’s milk, and, of 
course, the inevitable black coffee. Then 
I realized that we were safe, for your 
Bedouin does not kill those with whom 
he has broken bread—at least not for the 
time being. Evidently, my assumed 
nonchalance had hit him harder than I 
had dared to hope. 

When that momentous meal was over— 
and Arab courtesy requires that a guest 
must eat everything that is set before 
him—TI struggled painfully to my feet, 
for I had been sitting cross-legged for 
hours. I realized that this was the psycho- 
logical moment for departure. 

“Thank him for his hospitality,” I 
told Ali, ‘‘and tell him that we must be 
going.” 

Arjil rose and shook hands with grave 
courtesy. “You still have a dangerous 
country before you,” he said. “If you 
wish, I will send some of my people with 
you as far as the French outposts.” 

But I declined his offer, with thanks. 
I had seen quite enough of the Shammar. 
I had no intention of giving them a 
chance to change their minds. 

Two nights later found us dining with 
the officers of the Foreign Legion in the 
mess at Deir-es-Zor. I told the story of 
our encounter with Arjil to the colonel, 
a veteran of man Arab wars. 

“Yov’ll never a nearer to death than 
you were then. my friend,” he commented. 
“Arjil is a cruel and ruthless man. I 
could tell you stories of what he has done 
to my soldiers that would make your 
blood run cold.” 

“Then why,” I demanded, “after I had 
deliberately affronted him, did he sud- 
denly become polite?” 

The old soldier shrugged his shoulders. 

“God knows,” he said. “He alone can 
read the mind of an Arab.” 


UPON our return to Constantinople, I 
told this story one evening in the Res- 
taurant Muscovite to a group of friends. 
One of them was an Englishman. 

“But I say,” he exclaimed when I had 
finished, “‘the beggars didn’t kill you after 
all, did they?” 

And that, no doubt, will be the attitude 
of many who read these reminiscences. 
The only story-teller I have ever known 
who could really satisfy such craving for 
thrills was an old stage driver in Arizona. 
On one occasion he was relating to us an 
episode of Indian days, when a war party 
of Apaches had cornered him in a box 
canyon. 

“Thar I wuz,” he said, “caught in that 
box canyon. Its walls wuz as steep as 
the side of a house and as high as a church 
steeple. No way out ’cept through the 
narrer gap where I’d come in. And 
right behind me wuz the Injuns, nigh 
onto a hundred of ’em, I reckon, whoopin’ 
an’ yellin.” 

“But what happened to you?” an ex- 
cited tenderfoot broke in. 

“Why, they killed me, o’ course,” was 
the disgusted answer. ‘‘They killed me!” 
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doors, that weighed eighty-five tons each, 
were carried separately, of course, and 
each went through the same procedure. 

“First, a door was lifted by the lighter’s 
derrick and placed flat on a special kind 
of trailer, which was pulled by two trucks 
as far as the streets were level. Seven 
more trucks were attached to pull it when 
we came to an up-grade. In front of the 
bank, the load was jacked up off the 
trailer by placing the jacks under the door 
where it stuck out over the edge of the 
trailer. Huge timbers were placed under 
it, and rollers fed under the timbers as the 
slab of steel was slowly rolled into the 
building over a floor especially reinforced 
by beams from beneath. 

“That technically ended our work. The 
builders took it up from there. The vault 
was to be lowered five floors to its position 
far down in a sub-basement, so it was 
halted at the edge of the floor, and two 
two-inch cable slings put around it. Then, 
four twenty-five-ton pulley blocks, using 
chains and nipporced b aie timbers, 
lifted each door off the solers swung it out 
over the great hole through the floors, and 
lowered it five stories to a roller on which 
it was shoved to its final position, and 
lifted by blocks again into exact place.” 

Mr. Doughty and his riggers on that 
ob carried the largest vault that has ever 
een transported. They moved more than 
ten million pounds of steel for the bank! 

This Federal Reserve Bank job took 
seven months to complete, and it was all 
done at night. On every foot of the streets 
over wa the trucks hauled these huge 
vault doors, steel plates were laid. Men 
picked the plates up from behind the 
trailer and put them down again in front. 
This formed a steel-paved thoroughfare, 
so that the trucks would not break through 
the street surface or manhole covers. 


Bur this job was not the biggest that 
Dick Doughty and his men havetackled! 
The biggest was done in war time, when a 
crew of one hundred riggers worked night 
and day for seven months at a cost of 
one hundred thousand dollars to sus- 
pend the“ Leviathan’s” two-hundred-and- 
twenty-ton propeller shaft on cribs above 
its housing and bearings, so that American 
engineers could regrind it after the Ger- 
man officers had put the big ship out of 
commission by dropping emery into the 
shaft bearings. 

One of the most difficult and hazardous 
jobs Mr. Doughty ever tackled entailed 
the lifting of a sixty-five-ton dynamo 
piece by a crane that was supposed to lift 
not more than fifty tons. It also entailed 
the display of all the ingenuity acquired 
in a lifetime of rigging, for that dynamo 
piece had to be lifted forty-five feet in the 
air, and then carried one hundred and 
twenty-five feet over a vast floor of elec- 
tric engines in a power house. 
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On this job of carrying that single piece 
of machinery without accident, up above 
the floor, over the revolving electric 
turbines, and down into position among 
the turbines, hung thousands of dollars. 
Imagine the scene if the crane had broken 
and that sixty-five-ton “armature field” 
had dropped! The great engines would 
have been smashed, and part of the city’s 
industry brought to a stop until repairs 
could be made. 

The fifty-ton crane had to be used, be- 
cause a crane is an expensive and bulky 
piece of machinery that cannot be re- 
pisces just for a single load. A derrick can 

e taken apart and set up almost any- 
where, but a crane is a steel car that runs 
back and forth on great girder tracks, 
which are supported by steel towers at 
each end. From the bottom of the crane 
car hangs the steel block and cable that 
hoists the load, which the car then carries 
to any point beneath the steel tracks. 

In this case, the riggers decided that the 
crane, if very tenderly handled, could be 
made to carry the extra load, because all 
lifting apparatus is tested to carry loads 
a quarter or a third more than its nominal 
capacity. 

ut the riggers played safe, as far as 
human beings can lay safe when they are 
handling big jobs. It took six days to get 
the tackle prepared, and to lift the piece 
the necessary forty-five feet in the air. It 
took but one hour to carry it across, and 
lower it into position on the floor! 


THR is how the job was done: When all 
was ready, the dynamo part was rolled 
into position for the initial hoist. The 
crane car dropped its cable, the end of 
which was made fast to the heavy load, 
and word was given to lift the piece 
thirteen inches off the ground. Everyone 
held his breath. Slowly the crane hauled 
up, and slowly the heavy machine rose, 
until it was just a little more than a foot 
above the floor. 

At an order from the foreman, riggers 
slipped four timbers, twelve inches square 


and-twenty-five feet long, at equal dis- | 


tances underneath the suspended machine. 
The crane then let its load down slightly, 
until it rested on these timbers one foot 
off ‘the floor. Four more timbers were 
placed beside the armature piece and 
across the first ones. Again the load was 
lifted about thirteen inches, the second 
four timbers slipped underneath it, and it 
was lowered. This time it rested two feet 
above the floor. The operation was 
repeated, and repeated, until a tower of 
crossed timbers had risen forty-five feet! 
At no time could the piece have fallen 
more than thirteen inches. 

The load was then ready to swing 
across the room, above the whirring 
dynamoes. Now, there could be no crib to 
catch it if it fell. But the riggers had 
figured out a different way to reduce the 
chance of accident. Around the top of the 
crane car they threw rope slings, which 
they fastened to the piece to reduce the 
strain on the crane cable. This was all 
they could do—and the long trip through 
the air started. 

Again the riggers held their breath, and 
hoped. It seemed hours while the crane 
car crawled across the room, with its 
great load suspended. At last it stopped 
over the place where the machine was to 
go into position. A second timber crib had 
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the scalp will stop instantly, and your 
hair will. be lustrous, glossy, silky and soft, 
and look and feel a hundred times better. 

You can get Liquid Arvon at any 
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been erected at this place. The riggers, 
out of the worst of their danger, watched 
the heavy load slowly descend; and as it 
came down they removed the timbers, 
layer by layer, until at last the machine 
rested on the floor once more. Then they 
breathed freely. 


R. DOUGHTY’S men often gooutside 
of New York to tackle big jobs. They 
have worked in Boston, Pittsburgh, and 


many other cities, and on one occasion. 


two of his riggers went to Haiti to erect 
machinery. 

One of the curious loads his men hauled 
was part of a ship’s rudder. It was made 
at Pittsburgh, and was, roughly, in the 
shape of a hacchet. Once the piece was 
made, the next task was to ship it to 
Hoboken, New Jersey, and because of its 
shape it wouldn’t go on a train car. There 
came an emergency call to Mr. Doughty. 
Could he help out? He could, and he did. 

“We sent two men,” he related, “from 
New York to Pittsburgh in a heavy truck. 
The piece had to be in Hoboken by a 
certain day, and that day wasn’t far off. 
My men took a mattress with them, so 
that one could sleep on the truck while the 
other drove. It was a slow-moving truck, 
because it was so heavy and powerful. 
The men left New York at six o'clock on 
Sunday afternoon, and arrived in Pitts- 
burgh, which is four hundred and forty- 
one miles away, on Wednesday afternoon. 

“They had to cut a hole in the bottom 
of the truck for the ‘blade’ of that hatchet- 
like piece to go through. Then they 
lashed it fast to the truck and lit out for 
Hoboken that same day. They never 
stopped, except for gas and food, one of 
them sleeping while the other drove; and 
or Saturday they showed up at the end of 
the iourrey. It wasn’t a very heavy load 
—only about three tons—but it was such 


an outlandish shape that many truckmen 


couldn’t have handled it. 

“I remember another emergency call we 
had one day. A six-ton piece from one of 
the electric turbines in the Brooklyn 
Edison power house at Kent Avenue was 
broken. The only place it could be re 
paired was in the General Electric shops 
in Schenectady, New York, one hundred 
and sixty-two miles away. Time was 
precious. Thursday afternoon and night 
our truck speeded toward Schenectady. 
Friday morning it reached the plant, and 
unloaded the broken part. Repair men 
went to work on the break immediately, 
the piece was reloaded Friday afternoon, 
and the truck raced that night on the 
return to Brooklyn. Saturday the piece 
was back again on the turbine. 

“A curious job we had one time was to 
take a ninety-six-foot pole, weighing four 
and a half tons, over a distance of one 
hundred and fifty miles—and through the 
mountains at that. The pole was three 
railroad car lengths, or nearly so, and 
couldn’t be hauled by train because of the 
curves in the road. We loaded that pole on 
a truck and a trailer, and set out, making 
slow time, of course. When our men came 
to a curve in the road they had to start 
the truck around the curve, then stop and 
jack up the trailer, shoving it a little at a 


į time with the jacks until the two vehicles 


were in a line. Then they would move the 
truck a little farther around the curve, 
jack up the trailer and push it around. 
n this way they made all the curves; 
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and finally reached their destination. 

“Once in a while we haul big statues, 
and columns of stone. This isn’t hard to 
do, but it is tedious. For one of the bi 
estates near New York City we haule 
four columns, imported from Europe. 
Each column was twenty feet high, and 
weighed twenty to twenty-five tons. The 
big thing in this job was to make the 
columns rest uniformly on the trucks. If 
the weight had been supported from end 
to end, and not in the middle of the 
columns, they would have broken. But 
we took care to see that they lay flat, and 
so we got them to the owner without any 
mishap.” 

Many of the heavier loads he is called 
upon to transport, such as the Federal Re- 
serve Bank doors, Mr. Doughty places 
upon his “Infant,” a shecially designed 
trailer that is capable of carrying about 
one hundred and twenty-five tons. This is 
a long affair, built so that the carrying 

latform is less than a foot off the ground. 
he rear axle, made of manganate of 
steel, is ten inches in diameter. It is not 
fastened to any one part of the trailer, but 
can be shifted and placed right under the 
greatest weight of the load. This takes the 
strain off the ‘‘goose-neck,” that part of 
the Infant which goes, like the neck of a 
goose, from the forward pare of the carry- 
ing platform up over the high front wheels. 
he Infant’s wheels are each cast in one 
piece of steel, the rear ones weighing three 
thousand pounds apiece. 

Mr. Doughty’s organization owns also 
a smaller goose-neck trailer that can carry 
forty tons, and about thirty trucks, some 
of which can carry fifty tons. Most of 
these trucks are eighteen feet long, and 
can pull fifteen tons loaded on their own 
platforms, or forty-five tons on the tr.it- 
ers. Allof them are equipped with w ches. 


ECAUSE a rigger has to do all sorts of 
jobs, he learns all kinds of tricks to make 
these jobs easier. Even a nickel cake of 
common soap is his best friend at times. 
One of these times was when Mr. Doughty 
had to unload a hundred-thousand-pound 
iece of New England granite from a 
reight car. It was the roof of the Hark- 
ness Mausoleum, in Greenwood Cemetery. 
This roof—a single slab of stone which 
lay flat on the railroad car—had to be 
slid onto the truck that was to take it to 
the cemetery. In the sliding was where 
the five-cent cake of soap played its part. 
First the stone was sacked up. Then a 
rigger took his cake of soap and greased 
several beams, which he laid as a runway 
underneath the slab from the car to the 
truck. He greased several planks of hard- 
wood with more of the soap, put the 
greased surface of the planks against the 
greased surface of the heavy beams, 
lowered the slab onto the planks, and made 
his jacks push the stone out. 

Slabs for three sides of the mausoleum 
weighed forty-five tons each, and a thou- 
sand tons of granite pillars and other 
stones were also carted for this remarkable 
memorial. 

Mr. Doughty thinks in tons, where the 


rest of us think in pounds. When I was in 
his New York office, I saw contract after 
contract that called upon him to move 
weights so heavy as to be almost meaning- 
less to me. But hundreds of tons of steel 
mean something to him. It means a job 
that can be done by using his head. 

The first big contract he ever had was 
to haul the great mass of cable used in 
building the Brooklyn Bridge. He moved 
ten thousand tons ok cable on that one job. 

When he first became a rigger, a hun- 
dred dollars a week was a big rigging 
contract, but now the figures sometimes 
run far into the thousands on a single 
contract. 

To the man in the street his job looks 
like a hazardous one, but to him, and to 
all other riggers, it is ordinary work. He 
disclaims that there is any adventure in 
it, even though on one occasion a hoist 
upset and spilled so many bricks around 
him that they broke the plank on which he 
was standing. But not a single brick hit 
him, and he came out of the accident un- 
scratched. 


N ANOTHER occasion, many years 
ago, Mr. Doughty was working inside 
the shell ofa building that was being erected 
on Pearl Street, New York. He andhismen 
were hoisting a five-ton lithograph press 
up a shaft to its place on the fifth floor. 
Ropes strained, pulley blocks creaked, 
and the great press slowly rose from the 
street floor. Little by little, the pulley 
block that gripped the rope sling around 
the press rose to meet the pulley block 
that was secured on the girders above the 
fifth floor. A final lift, and the two blocks 
came together. 

Then the men found that they had 
misjudged distances by six inches. Two 
timbers, known as skids, fastened under- 
neath the press to act like sled runners, 
made it impossible to clear the press and 
swing it from the hatch to the fith floor. 

“Take off the skids,’ Mr. Doughty 
ordered. 

The riggers began to unscrew the three 
bolts on each. Mr. Doughty stepped out 
on one skid of the swaying press and un- 
bolted his end. But someone meanwhile, 
unknown to him, had removed the middle 
bolt. The skid fell, and he dropped like a 

lummet down the five-story shaft. It 
ooked like sure death to the horrified 
riggers. 

ut as he fell, Mr. Doughty clutched a 
rope that dangled down three stories from 
the press. Clin ing to this he tried to 
check his drop. His hands, burned to the 
bone, gripped that rope tighter and tighter, 
till two feet from the very end—two 
stories in midair—he stopped his wild 
plunge. The shaken riggers pulled him to 
safety. 
“When his hands had been dressed, 
“Dick” Doughty went right back to the 
fifth floor and the press! 

“We finished the job that night,” he 
said. 

“But rigging isn’t dangerous,” he in- 
sists, “ond not very hard, either. Not if 
you lift with your head!” 
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the mop and itis ready to use on 
hardwood floors, painted or varnished 
floors, linoleum.” 
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has 79 valuable uses in the home, 
alone, lubricating, cleaning, polishing 
and preventing rust. 
FREE—Dictionary of Uses and generous 
sample. Request both on a postal. 


3-in-One is sold at all good stores in 1-0z., 3-oz. and 

4-pt. bottles and in 3-oz. Handy Oil Cans. The 
-pt. bottle is the economical Household Size. 
Contains most for the money. 


THREE-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY 

130 D, William St. New York, N. Y. 

Factories: Rahway, N. J. and Montreal 
HReé§ 


He 
now averages $75 a week selling “Hand- 
iest Tool in the Kitchen” direct to 
housewives. Profits pay for home anda 
car. Let us tell you how you can make 
from $8 to $20 a day, full or spare 
time. Write today. 


TYLER MFG. CO., Dept. A-4, Muncie, Ind. 


INSTRUMENTS 


WORLDS LAROEST MANUFACTURERS 


EASIER playing qualities of 
Conn instruments, 
the result of exclusive Conn proc- 
esses, speed your progress, give 
you quickly the pleasure and 
profit of personally played music. 
Used and endorsed by the world’s 
greatest artists. 


FREE TRIAL: £35” 


mentsonanyinstrument for bandor 
orchestra. Send today for catalogs 
and details; mention instrument. 
\ C. G. CONN, Ltd. 
§ 1001 Conn Bldg., Elkhart, Ind. 


Writes Boorem, of Pennsylvania. 


Trombone Soloist 
U. S. Marine Band 
uses a Conn. 


“In Such a Night” 


(Continued from page 31) 


incredible fact! Martha held her breath, 
wonderiag if the stars had stopped in their 
courses. 

Then came Philip’s voice, hzarty, usual, 
untouched. 

“Im mighty giad. I hoped you'd feel 
that way. Pi do all I can to make things 
comfortable and easy for you, Martha; 
and I don’t believe either of us will regret 
it. It will relieve me of the most con- 
founded lot of annoyance, and I can put 
myself whole-heartedly into my work. 
And it will give you a chance to enjo 
yourself a little, and not wear your life 
aay teaching! 

“By the way, since it’s all settled, out 
of court, as it were, would you mind if we 
turn here and go back? I have a tre- 
mendous lot to do to-night. I don’t want 
to cheat you out of a drive, but we can 
come again. Mind?” 

Martha heard some sort of audible ex- 
pression coming from her lips. Philip 
turned the car in the wide roadway beside 
the dogwood, where the scent of the flow- 
ering thorn was sweetest; he turned 
through the magical May-time darkness 
and started back home. artha kept on 
hearing herself answer in a calm, far-away 
voice, while within her was a sick weight 
that had been her heart. 

When they reached home, Philip shook 
hands over the wheel. 

“Well, I certainly do appreciate it, 
Martha! If you weren’t the soul of com- 
mon sense, I would never have dared sug- 
gest such a thing. But I knew you would 
see it as I meant you to. Well, good night, 
and good luck to your decision!” 


HE WAS gone. Martha went in. The 
others were out for the evening. She 
climbed the stairs—a long, heavy journey. 
She reached her room and sank down be- 
side the window. 

So, she was as hopeless as that! So 
plain, so uninteresting, so void of natural 
womanly charm that, in the perfumed 
darkness of a flowering May-time woods, 
a man could hear her promise to marry 
him, and remain as unmoved and remote 
as though she had spoken of the weather! 

It was true, then, to the last bitter 
letter. All that Philip had said. His 


bargain was already driven. There was 


to be even no gracious half crumb of love; ' 


no least faint shadow of romance. In the 
rush of amazed joy last night she had not 
taken those words at their face value. 
Womanlike, she had colored their harsh- 
ness with the roseate promise of her own 
thinking. 

All the joys of last night looked faded 
before this new, ghastly pain. Could she 
marry Philip, craving what he would 
never give her? 

The soul of common sense, he had 
called her! She sprang up with clenched 
hands. A wild laugh escaped her. The 
soul of common sense! Why, to-night she 
was the soul of Juliet, leaning from her 
balcony; of Hero, waiting at the Helles- 
pont; of Helen, in the arms of Paris! She 
was the soul of every woman who had ever 
loved since the world began. Common 
sense! 
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from Jason Weiler & Sons, Boston, Mass. 
America’s leading diamond importers 
For over 50 years the hcuse of Jason Weiler & Sons, | 
of Boston, has been one of the leading diamond import- } 
ing concern: in America selling direct by mail to customers 
and dealers alike all over the world at worthwhile sav- f 
ings. Here are several diamond offers—direct to | 
you by mail—which clearly demonstrate our position 
to name prices on diamonds that should surely interest 
any present or prospective diamond purchaser. 
This one carat diamond is of fine }} 
brilliancy and latest, full-cut. J] 
Mounted in latest style beau- |) 
tifully pierced and engraved Į] 
14-K. solid gold ring. Order 
this diamond, take it to any | 
jeweler and if he says itf 
can be duplicated for less 
than $200.00 send it back and 
your money will be returned at f] 


once without a quibble. $145.00 | 


Our price direct to you 


“‘The wearing of a diamond 
ring bespeaks prosperity’’ 


1 carat, $145.00 


Fine, full cut blue-white 
diamond of exceptional fi 


k a RING brilliancy securely set in 
This beautiful 18k solid golid platinum ring, which f] 
white gold Ring = skal, is richly carved and ex- 
whence sore ghainam gulsitely plerced in a 


hexagon top. Our 


price direct io you $139.00 


A few weights and prices of other diamond rings: 


effect a 3 .' 


4 carat . . $31.00 116 carats . $217.00 
3% carat . 50.00 2 carats . . 290.00 
W carat . . 73.00 3 carats . . 435.00 || 


If desired, rings will be sent to any bank you may 
name or any Express 
Co. with privilege of 
examination. Our dia- 
mond guarantee for full 
value for all time gocs 
with every purchase. 


WRITE TODAY 


“HOW TOBUY 
DIAMONDS”’ 
This book is beauti- 
fully illustrated. Tells 
how to judge, select 
and buy diamonds. 
Tells how they mine, 
cut and market dia- 
monds. This book, 
showing weights, 
sizes, prices and 
qualities, $20.00 to | 

$20,000.00, is con- today 
sidered an authority. Free Í| 


Jason Weiler & Sons 
352 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


Corner of Washington and Franklin Streets 
Diamond Importers Since 1876 


Foreign Agencies: Antwerp, Amsterdam and London 
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copy 


Aprenda el Español en 


su casa 


Learn to speak Spanish as if you were living in 

Spain. Records fit any Phonograph. New Con- 

versational Method evolved in Europe and intro- 

duced in America by the I. C. S. School of Lan- 

guages. Endorsed by the Spanish Embassy. Sur- 
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nternational Correspondence Schi 
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- AIRID 


make cold 
radiators HOT 


IRID Air Valves make 
cold radiators hot. 
Attach easily to any steam 
radiator without tools — 
need no adjusting — never 
leak—make no noise. Sold 
at heating and plumbing 
stores. Only $1.60. 


AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 
1801 Elmwood Ave., Buffalo, N. Y. 


Send me a trial Airid (one onl 
5 years. (This will be ne coon 
enclose check or money order for $1.60.) " 


This simplified, complete High School 
Course—specially prepared for home study 
by leading professors—meets all require- 


ments for entrance to college, business, and 
leading professions, 


Over 200 noted Engineers, 
Business Men, and Educa- 
tors, helped prepare the 
special instruction which 


20 Other 
you need for success. No 


Courses matter what your incli- 


nations may be, you can’t hope to succeed 
without specialized training. Let us give 
you the practical training you need. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Drexel Ave. and 58th St. 
Dept. H-71 Chicago 


Money Back When You Finish If Not Satisfied 


American School, Dept. H-71 
ager Ave. bd aot St., Chicago 
nd me information hi checked 
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lectrical Engineering: Trains for Operating Engi- 
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All through the night Martha sat 
staring out into the whispering darkness, 
living through the cycles of a woman’s 
life. She pictured herself married to 
Philip. She knew now that he would al- 
ways see in her just the capable, quiet 
Martha he always had seen. She would 
administer his household well. He would 
be absorbed in his work. She would be 
but a casually accepted part of his routine 
of living. 

And under his calm, careless affection 

į with its faint touch of superiority, Martha 
knew she would dwarf and dwindle into a 
small, timid, negligible wife, eating her 
own heart in bitterness. She could see 
herself going down the years with Philip 
in this fashion; never receiving from him 
that spark of love that would set her whole 
nature aflame; being to him just a little 
nearer than his pipe, a little dearer than 
his arm chair! 

Stripped of all its fringe of sweet sug- 
estion and material pleasures and com- 
orts, this was all that was left of Philip’s 
proposal. This was the thing she had 
agreed to. 

When the gray dawn broke with sleepy 
chirpings from the treetops, Martha had 
decided. An intense white pride had 
risen from the very depths of her. She 
would not cheat her dreams. She would 
not barter her love for a home, even with 
Philip. She must be paid only in the 
golden currency of love, or not at all. And 
this, she knew, could never be. 

She started forth to work the next 
morning, dully conscious that the somber 
cloak of the old continuous round had 
again settled upon her, wrapping away 
forever that shining inner self that for one 
night and day had known perfect joy. 


THAT afternoon Philip sauntered across 
the lawn when he saw her returning 
from school. 

“Hello,” he began; “you look pretty 
well fagged. Did you have a hard day?” 

“Pretty hard,” Martha agreed, won- 
dering wretchedly whether she should tell 
him her counter-decision now or later. 

“T had, too,” Philip went on. “And 
the worst of it is I have to go back to 
Harrisville to-night and take the night 
train for New York. That’s why I’m 
home early. It’s for this coal company 
case. TIl be gone till Friday.” Here he 
produced a slip of paper. “I scribbled my 
address on this in case you should want to 
reach me.” He seemed slightly embar- 
rassed. Then added quickly, “I always 
feel safer about Mother when I’m away 
if someone else knows where I am.” 

It was this last careful evasion of any- 
thing that bordered upon intimacy be- 
tween them, that struck fire in Martha. 
A sudden idea leaped into her brain full 
grown. She laughed her rare, musical laugh. 

‘Oh, I’ll write to you every day, Philip!” 

He looked startled, then annoyed, then 
as suddenly relieved. It was evidently 
meant as a joke. He laughed too. 

“Oh yes, of course, every day! Well, I 
must go in and pack my bag. Don’t 
work too hard. And if you have time, 
think a little about the practical details of 
the thing we’ve been talking about. I 
would like as little fuss about the main 
event as possible. Well, good-by, Mar- 


a. 
“Good-by, Philip. I hope you have a 
| good trip.” 


Camphell’s “RAPID” ELECTRIC 
Fireless Cooker Range __ 


Exactly what you've been waiting 
for—the Automatic Rapid Elec- 
tric Fireless Range has double 
Electric grill for frying, 17-in. oven 
for baking, large electric fireless 
cooker for boiling. Electricity starts 
cooking. It automatically shuts off 
and fireless cooker finishes the cook- 
ing. Works off home lighting circuit. 


SPECIAL 30 DAY TRIAL OFFER 
Write for FREE home science cook book. 
Cash or easy . Low price will 
amaze you. ca iN do. 

William Campbell! Co., 1005 Union Av. 
Ahiance, Ohio Georgetown, Ontaria 


“I Made $21.00 in 
Five Hours” 
Writes Peter Werner, Mil. 
Sell Madison ‘Better-Made™ 
Shirts for Large Manufacturer 
Direct to wearer. No capital or 
experience needed. Many earn 

$100.00 weekly and bonus. 


Write for Free Samples 


MADISON SHIRT MFRS., 611 Broadway, New York 


(Ritemer, PRINTED 
STATIONERY $400 


200 SHEETS, 100 ENVELOPES 


Printed with your own name and address (4 lines or less! 
in rich, dark blue ink. Fine texture Hammerm ond 


refunded if not fully satisfied. 
one **Ritemor,’’ Known everywhere and preferred by) 
thousands. Order now. 


RITEMOR STATIONERY CO. 
200 N. Alabama St. INDIANAPOLIS, IND. 


A STEADY JOB 


Men are glad to buy Style-Center 
tailored-to-measure suits and overcoats 
at $23.50. Our salesmen make $75-$150 
every week. Write for agency. 

The Style- Center Tailoring Co. 
601 Anderson Bldg. Cincinnati, O. 
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DENT’S 


TOOTHACHE GUM 


Relieves the Ache — Cleanses Cavity 
Retards Decay — Destroys Odor 
All Druggists — Use it until you can see your dentist 
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Dept. 792, Niagara Falls. N. Y. 
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“In Such a Night,” by AGNES SLIGHE TURNBULL 


Combination 


Electric yt F uae Cooker, 
Thermal Jug, Ice Cream Freezer 
and Food Container, ALL IN ONE 


Inexpensive Outfit Makes Cooking a Joy 
Ake to any light socket. Cooks per- 


fectly. Uses no more current than a toaster. 

Roasts, bakes, steams, stews and boils. With- 
out current it freezes ice cream. _Keeps food hot 
or cold. Fime for apartments. Just the thing for 
women employed away from home. Thousands of 
enthusiastic users. Learn the pleasure and con- 
venience of lamp socket cooking this new, easy 
and low-priced way. Have more delicious food. 


Profit Is Sacrificed 
To introduce Everhot electric cooking to as many 
homes as possible, we have priced the Everhot jr. 
at the very minimum. See it at electrical, hard- 
ware or department stores. If your dealer is not 
supplied order direct from us. 
Everhot jr. price complete with two heavy alumi- 
num copiding utensils, lifting tongs, six feet of 
heavy heater cord, two plugs and 
full directions for use, only $10, 
=z | (far West $12). Larger models 
$39 and $57.50 (Higher in the 
West)—Booklet free. 


The Swartzbaugh 
Mfg. Co. 
1507 Bancroft St. 
Toledo, Ohio 
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Cooker Co.) 


Mfrs. of cooking ap- 
pliances since 1884 


Amazing new method teaches men or women to earn after 
first lesson. OIL PAINT photos-portraits, landscapes or art 
subjects, Earn $18 to $100 and more a week. OIL PAINT 
Outrirt given. Send Ber, for free illustrated book. PICTORIAL 
ART STUDIOS, INC., Dept. AA 2731 No. Clark St., Chicago. 


“How to Read 
cm the Bible” 


For Your Healing 


In the old days men were 
healed of their diseases by 
the spoken word of Truth. 

-‘‘How to Read the 
Bible,” Elizabeth Towne, 
Editor of NAUTILUS MAG- 
AZINE of New Thought, 
sets forth the old, old heal- 
ing truth. 

For over six years Mrs. 
Elizabeth Towne Towne spent from two to four 
hours a day in the study of the Bible. 

What she discovered enabled her to heal herself 
and to successfully unfold her health, service and 


prosperity wers. 
And in this booklet she tells you how to read the 
Bible for Your healing. A 
And how You may speak the Healing Word for 
mot ill send the booklet, “H 
we will send you the et, “How 
For 10c to Read the Bible,” and a month’s 
trial of NAUTILUS MAGAZINE of New Thought, 
Elizabeth Towne and William E. Towne, editors. 
Personal experience articies showing how others 
are successfully applying New Thought feature 
each issue. Send 10 cents now and begin at once 
to demonstrate what you want. r, 
THE ELIZABETH TOWNE CO, Inc. 
Dept. J-201, Holyoke, Mass. 


He hurried off. Martha knew she 
would scarcely be in his thoughts again 
till he returned. But she smiled. The 
idea that had struck her with such force 
was the key by which her own throbbing 
heart weni find expression. For once in 
her gentle, ordered life she was going to do 
a daring thing. 

The next bewi Saturday, bringing 
its own routine. Martha waited restlessly 
for evening. At last it came. Mary went 
to choir practice, came home, went to bed. 
Mrs. Waring sat up to read later than 
usual, but at last her light too went 
out. 

Martha locked her door. Her cheeks 
were flushed. That other self that hid 
away from all eyes was going to be re- 
leased from its prison. She seated herself 
at the table, drew pen and paper to her. 
A love-letter! She, Martha, the quiet 
spinster, was going to pour forth her pas- 
sion in words. Her love would never 
again be the crushed, inchoate thing it had 
been. Once committed to a tangible ex- 
pression, it would have reality, dignity. 

She looked off into the darkness. 

“In such a night as this,” she quoted 
softly to herself; 


“When the sweet wind did gently kiss the 
trees, 

“And they did make no noise, in such a 
night... .” 


With gathered courage, she turned to 
the white page on the table and wrote: 


Betovep: At last everything is quiet. All 
the lights on the street are out but mine. There 
is a thin, faint moonlight on the lawn, and my 
own star, Antares, the little ruddy one in the 
south, that I love, is twinkling at me over the 
maple tree. The air is achingly sweet with 
honeysuckle from your porch and ours. 

I’ve waited all day for this time. When 
there would be no crass interruptions, no sud- 
den calls upon the busy outward me that is 
everybody’s. I wanted to wait till this mo- 
ment of hushed darkness, when the very inner- 
most heart of me, which is now forever yours, 
could speak to your heart. When we would be 
quite alone, we two, with the darkness and the 
stars. 


Isn’t it strange! We two pale little smol- 


dering sparks struck off once from the Great 
Entity, now suddenly caught up together in a 
flaming love to the very feet of God! I wonder 
if you dream how much I love you! Men dis- 
count women’s love sometimes. But O Be- 
loved 


So wrote Martha far into the night. 
When she had finished, she sealed the let- 
ter and on the outside of the envelo 
wrote in her clear upright hand: ‘To 
Philip—Saturday.” ‘Then she slipped it 
in her drawer. 


[TURING the next days the outward 
and visible Martha went on her accus- 
tomed way, but each night the hidden 
woman who loved shut herself in her room 
when the house was still and poured out on 

aper the thoughts which until then had 
es locked away almost from her own 
consciousness. And each night the writ- 
ing grew easier. She found herself even 
slipping in a bit of nonsense here and 
there. It was so easy for all the long in- 
hibited graces of her heart and brain to 
spring into activity when there was no 
one to look up to them with amusement 
or down on them with superiority. 

But on Thursday night there was in the 
letter neither philosophy nor fun. It was 
the end. Philip came back the next day. 
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Makes your hair lie 
trim and smooth 


MARTLY smooth — nota hair out 

of place... Unless you keep your 
hair always perfectly combed you cannot, 
today, look well-groomed. 


But thousands of men and women 
have the kind of hair that refuses 
to lie naturally trim and smooth. 


That is why Stacomb was made 
—a delicate invisible cream that 
quickly trains the most unruly hair 
to stay exactly as you want it. 


Stacomb does not make your 
hair dry as water does—nor greasy 
as the old pomades do. Stacomb 
gives your hair just the soft, even 
texture, the very slight lustre that 
conservative fashion demands. 


Helps Prevent Dandruff 


Stacomb does more than marvel- 
ously improve the appearance of 
your hair. It actually helps prevent 
dandruff. 


Buy Stacomb today at any drug 
or department store and use it for 
ten days. Notice the difference. 


How velvety smooth your hair 
now feels. It has a softer, lovelier 
gleam, looks thicker and healthier 
than ever before. 


Start using Stacomb tomorrow 
morning. It comes in jars and tubes 
or in the new liquid form. 


* * * 


Readers in Canada should address 
Standard Laboratories, Ltd., 727 
King Street, West, Toronto, Ont. 
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KEEPS THE HAIR IN PLACE 


Free Offer 


; Standard Laboratories, Inc., Dept. T-25 
f 113 West 18th Street, New York City 


: Please send me, free of char, , a genero! ; 
: sample tube of Stacomb, sas A : 
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Teeth Like 


Pearls 


By Edna Wallace Hopper 


My teeth, as countless women know, glisten like a 
row of pearls. 


This tells you wh i I use a new-type tooth paste 
which combines all helps in one. The ablest author- 
ities I consult told me to employ it. 


The name is Quindent, meaning five in one. It is 
made by Quindent Laboratories. f: contains an olive 
oil cleanser of the highest order, Two harmless pol- 
ishers which beautify the teeth. Four antiseptics 
and iodine, to combat germ attacks on the gums. 
Magnesia and other antacids, to neutralize the acids 
which cause tooth decay. And breath deodorants. 


I have used all these helps—always. But I had to 
use several tooth pastes, then a mouth wash, then 
magnesia, then deodorants. I spent a half-hour daily 
on my teeth. 


Now Quindent is presented, combinin 
Four great organizations collaborated on it. It 
typifies the utmost in a modern dentifrice. The 16 
ingredients do everything required. Now I use it 
exclusively, and use nothing else, by the ablest advice 
I can get. 


The makers supply me samples—enough for 20 
uses. They are for women who wish to use what I 
use—who follow my advice. Let me send you one. 
It will bring you new conceptions of a tooth paste. 
It will show you what modern authorities advise. 
Don’t hesitate. This is the dentifrice of today. Clip 
coupon now. 


Trial Tube Free 


Edna Wallace Hopper, Q32-A. M. 
36 Lake Shore Drive, Gia 
me a test of Quindent 
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A happy solution of the ever difficult question — what to 


simply decorated. 


give a man. These ash trays arc of glass, 
Safely packed. 


No. 5043 $1.00 the pair. 
Cheese Plate — of iridescent glass daintily decorated 
k 


with floral design. Cheese knife with pearl handle also deco- 

rated. A lovely ar I little gift for the woman who 
likes nice things in her e No. 5034 $2.50 

Gift Guide—Full 

p of thougheful little 

y gifts for 

Christmas, 

birthdays, 

showers and 

other special 

occasions. Send for 

your free copy today. 

The Pohlson Gift Shop 

Pawtucket hode Island 


all in one. 


The last love-letter! And in it Martha 
opened to him the white portals of her 
woman’s soul. She did not reread it. 
She did not dare. She sealed it quickly, 
labeled it, “To Philip—Thursday,” and 
placed it in the drawer with the others. 

On Friday after school she went to her 
room and wrote the following: 


Dear Pup: Ifyou have read all the fore- 
going letters you will probably think I have 
gone quite mad., But I could not resist writing 
them, that you might see that I am not simply 
a bit of ossified common sense. I am really a 
warm-blooded woman. And it is for this reason 
Icannot marry you. I have thought it all over. 
I am sorry to ask you to release me from my 
promise. But I cannot marry without love. 

Sincerely yours, MARTHA. 


She addressed it “To Philip—Friday,” 
placed it underneath the others, already 
arranged in order, tied the packet se- 
curely, and then stood for a minute, 
flushed and panic-stricken. Could she do 
it? It was too daring. It was too shame- 
less! She could imagine Philip’s amaze- 
ment as he read, then his cool distaste; at 
last his calm acceptance of her new de- 
cision. 

But the revelations of the first letters 
would cut them apart forever. She knew 
Philip. He would avoid her as he did 
those other women of whom he had 
spoken. 

And yet—the white pride welled up. 
During these last days she had lived 
much. She had sounded her own soul. 
She knew suddenly that she had the 
courage to carry out her plan and accept 
the consequences. 


GHE slipped the thick packet into the 
pocket of her gingham dress. She went 
down-stairs, across the lawn to where Mrs. 
Lindsay sat on her porch. 

“Tve some papers for Philip,” Martha 
stated,. after they had chatted a few mo- 
ments. “Shall I run up and put them on 
his desk?” 

“Do, Martha. 
up the stairs.’ 

Martha laid the package on his desk 
in the study beside the other mail await- 
ing him. k lay there starkly showing, 

o Philip—Saturday,” on the topmost 
letter. She hurried back before her 
courage ebbed. 

Supper time: Mrs. Waring and Mary 
discussed the small happenings of the day. 
ee tried to eat, but the food choked 

er. 

Dusk on the porch: Martha found her- 
self listening, nerves on edge, for the 
sound of Philip’s car. At last it came. 

Martha could see him come in along 
the drive, enter the house. In a few min- 
utes more the light went on in his 
study. 

Martha could stand it no longer. She 
saw Mrs. Cox approaching. That meant 
along call. She slipped through the house 
into the garden. in one corner was a 
grape arbor. She went in and sank down 
on the seat. Her cheeks were on fire. He 
must be reading the letters now. Oh, wh 
had she written them! She felt sick wit 
shame. 

Her eyes were riveted, fascinated, upon 
the ne light. Hours seemed to pass. 
Then, suddenly, the light went out. A 
moment more and Philip’s tall form was 
crossing the lawn. Martha shrank far- 
ther into the corner. 
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He crossed to the porch. She could 
hear his slow, distinct tones asking for 
her, then her mother’s voice in the hall- 
way. 
“Mar-tha! ... Mar-tha!” 


It was childish to hide. She must face 


_it sometime. 


“Here I am,” she answered faintly. 
Philip heard. 

“She's in the garden, I think, Mrs. 
Waring. Thanks, Pll just go on out 


there.’ 


He was coming. Under the apple trees 
—down the path—into the arbor. He 
stood very still. Her face was in the 
shadow, but the moonlight fell on his. It 
was strange and drawn. 

“Martha!” he said, and then stopped. 
The silence between them seemed to be 
breathing. Martha tried to speak, but 
the words would not come. 

“Tve just finished the letters,” Philip 
went on; and his voice had a new quality. 
It was now neither careless nor conde- 
scending. It was strained like the muscles 
of his face. “And I’ve come at once to 
beg your forgiveness. What I asked, and 
the way I asked it, was an insult. I see it 
now. You’ve made it painfully clear, but 
I deserved it. I understand perfectly that 
the thing I suggested cannot go on. I—I 
thought you might feel more comfortable 
if I told you so at once.’ 

Then his voice grew hard: 

“But you had your revenge, if that is 
what you wished. I thought as I read the 
letters—I was fool enough to think—that 
you meant it all. That you were writing 
them really to me. Then I came to to- 
day’s—and I understood.” He gave a 
short, bitter laugh. “So my punishment 
is, I think, sufficient to the crime.” 

Martha rose to her feet, her hands 
locked together. Her heart thundered in 
her breast, but she spoke quietly: 

“Would it have made any difference to 
ou, Philip, if I had meant it? If the 
etters were the truth?” 

“Difference!” The word came as though 
it tortured him. “Don’t jest, Martha. 
When a man has been shown Paradise, 
and then had the gates slammed in his 
face, he’s apt to be sensitive. Difference!”’ 
Suddenly his voice dropped. “I knew, as 
I read, why a man will go through hell for 
a love like that. Well,”—he seemed to 
pull himself together with an effort—“I 
think were . . . even, so let’s forget it, 
Martha.” 

And then, as miracles always happen, 
this one came, suddenly, transfiguringly. 
It may have been the little cry that es- 
caped from Martha, or the way she 
stretched out her hands. It may have 
been a great illuminating flash in Philip’s 
brain, but all at once he was bending above 
her, raising her face to his while he poured 
out his hot questions. And as Martha 
answered, at last unashamed, she felt her- 
self swept madly into his arms. Joy, 
drenched with the moonlight and the 
honeysuckle perfume, flooded her be- 


te was a long time after, as they sat 
together on the arbor seat, that she raised 
her eyes to his. 

“In such a night as this . 
whispered. 

But Philip finished the sentence with 


.” she 


his lips hard on hers. 
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(Continued from page 33) 


grateful for the time and attention she 
gave me. In two or three months, under 
this individual tutoring, I absorbed more 
English than I had been able to dig in all 
the night schools I had attended in my 
year and a half in America. 

“In the spring a public meeting was 
held under school auspices and I was 
selected as one of the speakers. My speech 
on Russia that night was fearfully and 
wonderfully delivered, but nothing have 
ever done since brought greater pride or 
satisfaction. 

“More important than the education 
was the inspiration that came to me 
through the friendship of this gracious 
American woman. The first two or three 
years in America are lonesome years to the 
foreigner. He is bewildered, everything is 
so different; and he wonders if he is really 
wanted. Miss Connover gave mea spiritual 
lift at a time when I sorely needed it. 

“There were other people like that, 
gracious, friendly, understanding. The 
superintendent of the factory saw me 
tinkering with the shoe-cutting tools one 
lunch time, and gave me a chance to learn 
the trade. Presently I was promoted 
from janitorial duties to the shoe-cutting 
department. Then somebody in the office 
discovered that I could speak German, 
and I was called on occasionally to act as 
interpreter.” 


PRESENTLY Mrs. Kibrick and the 
baby came on from New York, but even 
with the better job money was none too 
plentiful, and in the summer Kibrick took 
on extra Work, cutting lawns after factory 
hours. Then, out of a clear sky, came a 
bolt of hard luck. The factory shut down, 
and Kibrick, with hundreds of others, had 
to find new work. 

There was nothing to do in Auburn; 
so again he set out to look for a job. He 
worked in shoe factories in a series of 
towns, staying as long as the work lasted, 
then moving on to a new place. Finally, 
in 1911, he found himself in Massachu- 
setts, where shoe factories were plentiful, 
and was employed at his new trade of 
shoe-cutting, in which he had acquired 
considerable skill. 

“ But we were restless,” said Kibrick, in 
recalling this stage of his life. “I did not 
come to America to be a shoe cutter. In 
the fall I read an advertisement of the 
Y. M. C. A. schools in Boston, which are 
called Northeastern University. The thing 
that took my attention was the law 
department. I resolved to study law.” 

To raise the money necessary for his 
entrance fee, books, and other initial 
expenses, Kibrick borrowed sixty dollars 
on his life insurance—a_ one-thousand- 
dollar policy he had taken out in his 
Auburn days. And in September, 1912, he 
began to cut shoes in a factory in the day 
and to study law at night in Been, 

Here was a schedule to test the endur- 
ance of the most stalwart ambition. From 
seven A. M. until five r. M. in the factory. 
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On the trolley car at five-thirty, Boston 
bound. A hurried bite of lunch on the car. 
And then from seven to nine the law 
i a Blackstone, torts, contracts, 
et al. 

As a shoe cutter he was now making 
eighteen dollars a week, but his tuition 
and expenses in law school reduced this by 
four dollars. A garden and a dozen hens 
helped to scale the cost of living. 


ONE day in! 1914 the foreman of the 
cutting department said, “Isaac, if I 
laid you off could you stand it?” 

The question was disquieting, for not 
much saving had been possible on fourteen 
dollars a week. 

“I could stand it a week, maybe two 
weeks,” said Kibrick. 

“Oh, it wouldn’t be more than two 
weeks,” answered the foreman. ‘‘Work is 

etting slack now, and we must go slow 
or a while.” 

The two weeks extended into five, and 
long before this period was up Kibrick was 
beginning to feel the pinch. But he kept 
at his studies, going into Boston to law 
school every night, and during the day 
picking up such odd chores as he could. 

One night a fellow law student said, 
“What’s the matter, my boy? Anything 
gone wrong?” 

Kibrick told him that he had been out 
of work for three weeks. 

“Ever sell insurance?” asked the other. 

“No, I’m not much good at selling,” 
confessed Kibrick. “I sold newspapers for 
a while, but couldn’t collect for them.” 

“Well, I’ve got a friend who picks up a 
nice bit selling accident insurance on the 
side. I want you to meet him.” 

Kibrick remembered that his own life 
insurance had put him into school, and he 
was quite willing to listen to its further 
opportunities. The result was that that 
very week he began to canvass the homes 
of the workingmen in his town for acci- 
dent insurance. Most of them, like him, 
were out of work, so it was difficult 
territory. But he sold some, and his first 
week’s commissions amounted to eight 
dollars. 

From accident insurance he gradually 
expanded into life insurance. One of his 
clients said he was not interested in an 
accident policy, but would like to take 
out one thousand dollars insurance on his 
life. Kibrick had the policy on his own 
life with the New York Life Insurance 
Company, so he turned to that company 
with this bit of new business. After that 
he sold both accident and life insurance. 

When the five-weeks shut-down ended 
Kibrick went back to his factory job. 
Between cutting shoes all day and study- 
ing law all evening, there was little time 
left for a side line; but he kept at his 
insurance, and added a little business 
every now and then. 

Then a new opportunity arose. A busi- 
ness man in Boston, who had come in 
contact with Kibrick through his in- 
surance work, said to him, “PIl lend you 
three hundred dollars, and you can set up 
for yourself in this insurance business and 
devote all your time to it.” 

Kibrick was now making twenty-one 
dollars a week in the shoe factory. That 
was sure money, and he could count on its 
becoming more. This was in 1915, when 
the war was booming the shoe business 
together with all other American indus- 
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tries. Still, the three hundred dollars 
offered the chance he had wanted. His 
apprenticeship in insurance had shown 
that he could talk to people convincingly 
and could influence them. 

Kibrick talked the issue over with his 
wife: “Let us take the three hundred, 
put it in the bank, and out of it pay our- 
selves a salary of twenty-one dollars a 
week,” he said. “Pll work at insurance as 
long as the three hundred lasts. After 
that, back to the shoe block if necessary.’ 

It was not necessary. Before the three 
hundred dollars was exhausted Kibrick’s 
commissions on new business were more 
than that amount. He moved to Brock- 
ton, rented a tiny office, and hung out 
his shingle. He knew just one man in 
Brockton. 

To-day there are not many of Brock- 
ton’s 70,000 who do not know of Kibrick. 
Within nine years he has placed $10,000,- 
ooo of life insurance, each year more than 
the one preceding. His total writings in 
1924 were very near $2,000,000. 


“TEL me give you an example of how 
Kibrick does business,” said a Brock- 
ton business man with whom I talked. 
“There is a concern here managed by the 
two partners who own it. One day Kibrick 
went to one of the partners and said, 
‘George, what are you going to pay 
Philip’s widow if he dies? Have you ever 
thought of that? He is now drawing 
seventy-five hundred dollars a year. Mrs. 
Phil is accustomed to that income. Should 
he die, are you prepared to pay his wife 
seventy-five hundred dollars a year out of 
the business? Think it over.’ 

“George did think it over. The question 
had never occurred to him. Now he 
realized for the first time the complication 
that might occur if his partner should die. 
Five thousand dollars of Phil’s seventy- 
five hundred dollars was salary, and 
knew that Mrs. Phil would never be 
satisfied with twenty-five hundred dollars. 

“‘Kibrick went to Philip with the same 

uestion: ‘What are you oing to pay 
George s widow if he dies? He went over 
the possibilities, as he had with George, 
and then left without saying a word about 
insurance. 

“A few days later one of the partners 
telephoned. When Kibrick reached their 
office he found the two men with their 
wives. They had talked the matter over, 
and wanted his advice. _What insurance 
should they take out to protect both the 
business and the wives? What plan would 
be best? 

“When Kibrick left them that night he 
had drawn up a contract which provides 
that in the death of either member of the 
firm one hundred thousand dollars shall 
be paid to the business, out of which 
payments shall be made to the widow 
according to an agreed arrangement. 

“That business to-day is in a much 
sounder position than it was before Kib- 
rick posed his question; and the wives 
are in a much better position economically. 
They know now exactly how they stand 
and what to expect. Arrangements are 
not left to be discussed and arrived at 
after the event. Kibrick rendered them a 
distinct service; his writing of the in- 
surance was merely contributory to the 
service.” 

Kibrick has earned the reputation w hich 
he enjoys- He hung out his shingle; but 
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He Had to Build His Ladder Before He Could Climb It, by Grorcr W. Gray 


he did not wait for the public to beat a 
path to his door. He went out and met 
people. He cultivated his field, studied 
community problems and individual con- 
ditions, and used his knowledge of law to 
serve his insurance clients. His experience 
as a teacher stood him in good stead in 
educating customers, and he learned by 
every mistake he made. 
“TIL never forget the mistake I made 
with a certain farmer whom I had devel- 
oped as a client,” recalled Mr. Kibrick. 
“One afternoon I rode out to see him, 
intending to close the deal. He was 
favorably inclined, but said he would have 
to wait until he marketed his crop. I 
suggested that such delay would not be 
necessary, I could write his policy at once, 
and he could givé me a note payable in the 
fall after he sold his apples and potatoes. 

“At my mention of ‘note’ I saw that I 
had made a mistake. He shook his head. 
‘Naw, sir, I guess I don’t sign no note for 
nobody.’ And that ended my chance with 
him. Now I never mention the dis- 
agreeable word to farmers, though I 
frequentl extend credit. 

“People ask for an explanation of my 
system of selling. The secret lies in being 
interested. My work is a daily challenge, 
an invitation to adventure; I get joy out 
of it, the best enjoyment of my life. 

“There are six principles that have 
proved important in my experience: 


1. Have confidence in yourself and in your 
business—and work hard. 

2. Keep alert to opportunities, and don’t be 
afraid to take the initiative. 

3. Prepare for opportunities in advance, and 
learn to wait your time. 

. Know your specialty, and keep informed of 
new developments. 

. Persevere—don’t accept “No” too easily. 

. Be understanding, generous, good-natured, 
warmly human. 


on e 


“Confidence is a first essential to real 
achievement in any line of work. A man 
cannot adequately represent a business 
in which he does not thoroughly believe. 
For instance, I never try to fool people 
as to my purpose, or to camouflage my 
business. Suc tactics may win tempo- 
rarily, sometimes, but the results are too 
dearly bought. The man who uses them 
confesses a distrust as to the value and 
legitimacy of his business. He admits 
that he is a pest, and tries to overcome the 
handicap by deceit. That is wrong ethics 
and poor business. 


“KEEPING alert to opportunities 
i means keeping your eyes open and 
your wits working. One morning in 1920 I 
picked up my newspaper and read about 
the explosion of a ship in Halifax Harbor. 
The concussion killed and wounded people 
in a nearby hotel. The newspaper reported 
an interview with a survivor who had 
just arrived in Boston. 

“When I read that man’s story my first 
thought was that if ever a man was ripe 
for life insurance it was this one who had 
escaped death so narrowly. I got in my 
car and started for the nearby town at 
which he was stopping. The road was bad, 
and several times I thought I would have 
to turn back. But finally I got there. 

“The man seemed amused when I told 
him my purpose. ‘Well!’ he said, ‘I’ve 
been condoled and congratulated and 
sympathized with, but you are the first 
who's asked me about life insurance. By 
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now lose 


The law of averages is immu- 
table, Dental statistics prove 
that fourout of every fiveovet 
40—and thousands younger, 
too—are marred by Pyorrhea. 
Do you want to escape? 


It takes healthy gums 
to keep healthy teeth 


Bleeding gums are Nature’s first 
warning. Then the gums begin to 
recede, lose that rich, healthy pink 
color. Poisons collect in pus pockets 
and often drain. through the entire 
system, causing indigestion, anae- 
mia, rheumatism and_ other serious 
diseases of mid-life. 


Take no chances—use Forhan’s 


If used in time and used consistently, 
Forhan’s will help prevent Pyorrhea, 
or check its progress— something 
many tooth pastes are powerless to 
do. It contains just the right pro- 
portion of Forhan’s Astringent (as 
used by the dental profession in the 
treatment of Pyorrhea). It is safe, 
efficient and pleasant-tasting. Even 
if you don’t care to discontinue 
your favorite dentifrice, at least 
start using Forhan’s once a day. 
Forhan's is more than a tooth paste; it checks 
Pyorrhea. Thousands have found it beneficial 


for years. For your own sake ask for Forhan’s 
For the Gums. All druggists, 35c and 60c intubes. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


rhan 


FOR THE GUMS/, 


More than a tooth paste— 
it checks Pyorrhea 


Just as a ship needs 
the closest attention 
under the water-line, 
so do your teeth un- 


olly, you’re right. I do need insurance.’ 

e signed up forthwith for five thousand 
dolars EE 

“I suppose you might call that oppor- 
tunity a ‘hunch.’ I had no P RE 
to the man, no personal link of any kind. 
It was a cold call, and it won. 

“Very frequently an opportunity is not 
yet ‘ripe.’ To attempt it at once, may be 
to lose it. When I started to work in 
Brockton I came across a man who was 
quite unapproachable; and yet I knew he 
was a good prospect for insurance. I 
jotted down his name, and as I gathered 

its of information about him from time 
to time I noted them. Within a year I was 
familiar with h's business, his personal 
characteristics and conditions, and after a 
few months an opening presented itself 
and I met him. Because of my thorough 
preparation I was perfectly at ease. I 

new what he needed and why he needed 
it, and the result was a very excellent sale. 

“A few weeks ago I met a man who said 
he would like to take out a policy of five 
thousand dollars. Before I dropped in to 
see him I found out all I could about him. 
I learned that he was considering incor- 
porating his business with his brother, a 
partner, and that, although the partners 
were always in agreement, there was some 
jealousy between the wives. When I next 
saw him I had no difficulty in selling him 
and his brother a forty-thousand-dollar 
partnership insurance—something that I 
could not have done if I had not prepared 
myself by gathering this personal informa- 
tion. 

“T have found it important to keep a 
file on every man whom I consider a 

ssible client. Into this file goes every 

it of information I can gather, news- 
paper clippings that mention him, maga- 
zine articles chat relate to his business, his 
hobbies, his interests of any kind, memo- 
randa of facts that have been told me.” 


MB. KIBRICK says that one factor 
which keeps him thoroughly informed 
in insurance is the buyer of a small policy. 
“Some insurance writers confine their 


operation tolarge-scale business and leave 
the 


small policies to be cared for by others. 
I could not afford to give up my small- 
policy business. The fellow who wants a 
one-thousand-dollar policy is indispen- 
sable to me, for he helps me‘to sell the one- 
hundred-thousand-dollar policy. How? 
By asking questions, by requiring me to 
give reasons and be prepared to meet all 
objections, by putting me continually on 
my mettle. Ihe big man asks few ques- 
tions, but the questions are in the back of 
his mind just the same and need to be 
satisfied, even though unexpressed. I am 
constantly being trained for better work 
by my small-scale customers. 

“ Moreover, it is well to remember that 
the small man needs the advice that I may 
be able to give, and through his good will 
can help me to additional business. And 
then, the one-thousand-dollar man fre- 

uently grows in a few years to a five- 
thousand-dollar or ten-thousand-dollar 
man, and higher.” 

Another element is perseverance, and 
Kibrick tells many stories of results 
achieved because he did not take ‘‘ No” 
for a final answer. 

“One day I dropped into an office, and 
the man whom I approached replied with 
considerable gusto that I was the fifth 
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insurance man who had called on him that 
morning. I told him in that case I felt 
sure he was in no humor to listen to me. 

“*Well,’ he said, ‘you’re the first sales- 
man intelligent enough to realize that 
without being told.’ 

“T left as gracefully as I could, and 
when I called on him next I told him I 
should like to discuss the question of a 
college education for his son. It was not 
long before we had a plan mapped out for 
the education of his three children, for a 
stipulated income for his wife, and some 
insurance for charities. 

“That man had said ‘No’ so often and 
so emphatically that nobody had had the 
courage to go beyond that fortification. 
But he was not sufficiently insured, and 
when once I had broken through that first 
line of defense the battle was won. This 
man branched out in another business, and 
I placed another forty thousand dollars on 
his life in favor of the firm.” 


(THE final ingredient in Kibrick’s system 
is good nature. ‘‘He never gets in a 
jam, because he keeps his temper,” one of 
his townsmen told me. “If things go 
wrong with him you’d never know it.” 

When Kibrick opened his office in 
Brockton his desk arrived in a damaged 
condition. The express agent who had 
charge of the delivery called to adjust the 
claim. There was delay in the settlement, 
and he called again, and finally the claim 
was disposed of. Later, Kibrick insured 
the express man—he was his first ten- 
thousand-dollar client, by the way. 

“Do you know why I gave you my 
insurance business?” said this man. “It 
is because you held your temper that time 
when your desk came all smashed up. 
That made a hit with me, and I never 
forgot it.” 

nce, in his early shoe-factory days, a 

young man at the boarding-house got 

ibrick into discussion. “‘How do you 
like cutting shoes?” he asked. 

“I find a lot of harmony in cutting 
shoes,” Kibrick answered. ‘‘ You have to 
coordinate your movements, to put a sort 
of rhythm ın it.” 

Next morning he was somewhat em- 
barrassed to find his remarks quoted in the 
newspaper under a heading, “Immigrant 
Cutter Finds Harmony in Shoes.” The 
man who had pumped him was a reporter. 
Fellow workers in the factory immediately 
nicknamed him “Harmony Kibrick,”’ and 
whenever any little hardship came up, any 
question about hours, or pay, or working 
conditions, they always called out, “Don’t 
forget the harmony.’ 

“But don’t you think work is like 
that?” Kibrick said to me, as I was leav- 
ing. “If it is full of interest, and enjoy- 
ment, a constant challenge to ambition, 
and if you enrich it with fellowship, it is 
sure to be harmonized. I’m sorry for the 
man who doesn’t thrill to his work. He’s 
facing a hard handicap.” 


“DON’T Try for Speed or Endurance 
Records While at the Dinner Table,”’ 
says Dr. William S. Sadler in an 
intensely practical health article next 
month. He gives you many sugges- 
tions for avoiding and for relieving 
indigestion. ‘‘If you are worried or 
hurried,” he says, ‘‘it is best not to 
eat at all.” 
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and what your tongue feels 


You trust your eyes. Dr. West's Tooth appeal to common sense. That's why 
Brush sells on sight—because your over 14,000,000 people have bought 
eyes tell you these three things: (1) It and are now daily users of this tooth 
is small. (2) It fits the brush that cleans 
teeth. (3) Its pointed inside, between, and 
bristles are spaced to outside. 
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clean. West's Tooth Brush 


For your own 
good, we ask you— 
first, to consider the 
shape of your teeth 
—then look at Dr. 
West's Tooth Brush. 
This is simply a frank 


Built to the pattern of 
every curve and angle and crevice. 
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IT FITS! 


the human mouth, Dr. West's Tooth Brush contacts 
While almost any tooth brush will clean 
outside- surfaces, Dr. West's cleans INSIDE, OUTSIDE, AND BETWEEN. 


for every member of 
the family. Prices: 
Adult's, 50c; Youth's, 
35c; Child’s, 25c; 
Gum Massage, 75c. 
Canadian prices same 


as U. S. A. 
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It makes lifes writing easier~ 


R every age and every station—for men, women, and 
children— the New Remington Portable is an invalu- 
able helper. 

For the child it is an inspiration which facilitates com- 
position and hastens the writing age. 

For the student it saves valuable time for athletics and 
other school activities. Then too, typewritten work brings 
better marks, and correspondence has no burdens. 

For the traveler it has extreme lightness; for the profes- 
sional man it combines every advantage; and for all it is 
a time-saving convenience, possessing in compact form all 
the writing merits of a larger machine. 

Our NEW model has several mechanical improvements 
that give it an efficiency never before equaled in a portable 
typewriter. 

It is the lightest and most portable Portable with 4-row 
standard keyboard; it is the most compact Portable; it 
has the longest writing line of any Portable; it accommo- 
dates full width paper and long envelopes; it has the 
finest touch and action; it does beautiful work; its dura- 
bility has been proved; and all the writing is always visible. 

Be sure to examine the New Remington 
Portable, or write for our illustrated “For You 
—For Everybody.” Address Department 59, 


REMINGTON TYPEWRITER COMPANY 
374 Broadway, New York—Branches Everywhere 


Remington Typewriter Company of Canada, Limited 
68 King Street, West, Toronto 


Remington 
Portable 4 


We believe we make the best typewriter 
ribbon in the world — and its name is 
PARAGON 


The New Model 
Now Available 


The New Remington Port- 
able is sold by Remington 
offices and dealers every- 
where. It is backed by a 
service that is universal 
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Seven Sides of 


uman Nature as a 
Great Detective 
Sees Them 


(Continued from page 55) 


furniture, the moving vans, the private 
carriage in which I rode, the street itself. 
I examined the servants, but they are 
entirely trustworthy and insisted they 
know nothing. The moving men were 
constantly under my eye. Don’t you see? 
It was utterly impossible for the jewels 
to have been stolen; and yet they were 
stolen.” 

A reflective smile came over Major 
Sylvester’s face as he went on with the 
account of the hunt for Mrs. Baxter’s 
jewels. 

“I want to emphasize,” he said, “the 
fact of her excitement. She was almost 
hysterical from the shock of her loss and, 
too, over and over she reverted to the 
necessity of leaving for Japan. Rigid 
questioning didn’t change her story one 
whit; and when I suggested a second 
search be made, on the possibility she had 
mislaid the jewels, she Pecani indignant. 
Finally, I persuaded her to let me send an 
experienced detective to go through her 
ests Hat boxes—she had thirty or 
forty of them; shoes, bags, suit cases, 
trunks, pockets in clothing, in fact, every 
conceivable object in the moving was 
searched. At the end of two days Mrs. 
Baxter and the detective returned. They 
had discovered not a single clue. 


“*TNXAMINE the rubbish from the 
apartment,’ I directed. 

“Accordingly, the rubbish was traced 
to a dump and the dump was gone through 
pema Ashes of papers and rags that 

ad been burned were examined care- 
fully. The coal ashes were sifted, and 
even the coal itself. The investigation ran 
into a week, so thoroughly and method- 
ically was it made; and still not a trace 
was found of the jewels. 

“‘Even you must concede now that 
I’ve been robbed,’ Mrs. Baxter, frantic 
and in tears, insisted. 

“Well, not yet,’ I evaded. ‘There is 
one place left, Mrs. Baxter, in which we 
haven’t searched—the drawer ofthe bureau 
in your former apartment!’ 

“*But it’s ridiculous to look there!’ she 
protested. I know the jewels are not in 
the drawer. 

“* Anyway, we'd better look,’ I decided. 

“And in the bureau drawer, under a 
newspaper, right in the place where she 
had always kept them, we found a chamois 
bag containing the missing jewels!” 

ne the woman for you, Major!” I 
said. 

He came right back at me -with the 
question: “Did you ever lay away some- 
thing of value, say an important paper, 
telling yourself at the time, ‘Now, I’ll 
remember just where I’m putting this,’ 
and within an hour or two afterward not 
be able to locate that paper at all?” 

He had me. I’ve done just such a thing. 

“Most of us have,” commented Major 
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Sylvester dryly. “Men are the victims of 
treacherous memories as often as women. 

“You say, when you mislay a paper, ‘I 
put that paper right here; I’d swear that 

did.’ But the paper is not where you are 
sure it should be, and you have no idea 
where it is. Suppose now, the missing 
paper was of value to somebody other 
than yourself in the office, say one of 
your employees. At once your mind leaps 
to suspicion. 

“You search frantically, the paper fails 
to turn up, and your suspicion becomes 
conviction. Then, in trying to think how 
the paper could have been taken right 
from under your nose, your mind becomes 
so occupied with that problem that it 
neglects entirely its real problem of re- 
calling where you did put the paper. 


TA p ANOTHER famous jewel ‘robbery’ 

in Washington, also back in the days 
when the carriage and matched bays were 
the vogue,” the major continued, “‘the 
lady kept her jewels concealed in the base 
of a bootblacking stand which occupied an 
offset of her boudoir. The stand, of course, 
was an elaborate piece of furniture, quite 
in keeping with the general elegance of the 
home. She used it when her personal maid 
polished her shoes for her. 

“On the particular evening of the rob- 
bery, the woman was the hostess at a 
theatre party. She wore only a few pieces 
of jewelry to the theatre, leaving the bulk 
of her valuables apparently safe in their 
hiding place in the shoe stand. But when 
she returned home, the jewels were gone. 
At once she suspected the coachman. 

“<Why do you suspect him? my men 
inquired. 

“<He was the only person other than 
my maid,’ she said, ‘who was on the second 
floor for instructions before going to the 
theatre. There is some reason why I sus- 
pect him, but I can’t tell you just what it 


“The coachman was investigated, but 
not a scrap of evidence could be uncovered 
against him. He had driven his mistress to 
the theatre, and could prove that he had 
waited there in the carriage line until the 
end of the show to take her home. 

“Some months later, during which time 
the matter was almost constantly on the 
woman’s mind, a small jeweler reported to 
us the bringing to him by a negro of a 
valuable unset diamond for setting, which 
the negro claimed to have purchased for 
one dollar and fifty cents. The stone was 
traced by detectives to the stableman of 
the woman who had been robbed, and the 
balance of the valuables were found buried 
in a tin can at the stables. 

“*And he’s the man! exclaimed the 
woman, upon being told of the arrest of 
her stableman. ‘I’m positive of it, and for 
this reason: when I went into my room 
after returning from the theatre I re- 
member distinctly that I detected the odor 
of stables. That’s what made me suspect 
the coachman.’ 

““Why didn’t you tell us that in the 
first place?’ the detectives asked. ‘It was 
the best clue you could have given.’ 

“*T just couldn’t think of it,’ she 
answered. 

“It would take a psychologist to ex- 
plain fully,” said Major Sylvester, “the 
reason for these memory slips that really 
intelligent people make when they want to 
remember most clearly. 
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“Ido think, however,” he added quickly, 
“that our treacherous memories—and 
most of us have them, as I have said—are 
linked pretty closely with an almost inex- 
cusable habit, a quirk which I will call 
lack of observativeness. We see things with 
our eyes, but so superficially that the vital 
facts do not register on our conscious 
minds. In other words, if we don’t see 
things thinkingly we will not be able to 
recall them when we want to. 

“A young acquaintance of mine who 
has lived most of his life in big cities, and 
who prides himself upon his keenness, 
went to New York to visit a friend, who 
met him at the station; the two then went 
in a taxi to the friend’s residence, in the 
West Eighties. 

“Just before dinner the visitor stepped 
out for a short walk. When he was ready 
to return he was quite amused to find that 
the house number had completely slipped 
his mind. However, he felt sure he could 
locate it by his recollection of its exterior 
and its position in the block. He tried, 
and guessed wrong. A second and a third 
guess were wrong; and each house, he now 
realized, looked just like its neighbor. At 
each door he made inquiry; but they never 
had heard of his host—a not unusual 
situation in large cities. 

“The telephone directory failing him, 
the visitor had to make a canvass of the 
entire block before he found the house he 
had entered and left with wide-open eyes 
less than an hour before. 

“Thomas Edison, in one of his famous 
questionnaires, asked what kind of tree it 
was that grew by a path over which several 
hundred employees passed daily. Only 
a few could give him the correct answer; 
many, though they had passed the tree 
hundreds of times, were not positive it 
existed. 


“IN NINE out of ten cases of treacher- 
ous memory, ‘lack of observativeness’ 
is a contributing fault. 

“What did the bandit look like? asked 
the police of ‘the victim of a daylight 
robbery. 

“< Let me see,’ the victim says, flounder- 
ing. ‘He wore a brownish kind of suit— 
or, come to think, maybe it was black. 
He had a cap on—and he needed a shave. 
Yes, I’m almost positive of that; but— 
no, now I’m not positive. I'll try to 
think.’ 

“The description would fit dozens of 
innocent men. Yet show the hold-up 
victim a picture from the Rogues’ Gallery 
corresponding in a general way to the 
description he has given and, like as not, 
he will swear the picture is that of the 
guilty man. 

“In an English court thirty different 
persons positively identified a defendant 
as the culprit when they confronted him. 
Later, it was proved that the accused man 
had been several miles distant from the 
scene of the crime; and a totally different 


person confessed his guilt. 

“Take another instance: A baby was 
kidnapped from its carriage in front of its 
home in Philadelphia. eighbors gave 
vague descriptions of a woman they had 
seen fussing about the carriage, a woman 
who, they said, had blond hair. Yet, 
shown a picture of an ex-nurse with brown 
hair, and told she had been guilty of 
another kidnapping several years before, 
six of the witnesses identified her as 
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the newest kidnapper. The ex-nurse was 
found at her home, one hundred and ten 
miles away—and proved she had not been 
near Philadelphia in three years! When 
the real kidnapper was caught with the 
missing baby, a few days later, she did 
have blond hair.” 

“Suppose, Major,” I suggested, “that 
we name this quirk in people ‘a tendency 
to jump to false conclusions.’” 

“Well, it is that,” he agreed; “and 
again it isn’t. Bear in mind that people do 
these things with the best intentions in 
the world—seldom is an innocent person 
accused maliciously. They have a few 
facts, or, rather, a few details, of what 
they saw, clinging in their memory, and 
they do their best to join these into a 
definite recollection. In the midst of their 
tanglesomebody, possibly onein authority, 
points to a picture, pret demands, ‘Isn’t 
this the man? He’s got a prison record.’ 
After a moment of hesitation the answer 
comes, ‘Yes.’ 

“T would sum it up in this way: When 
in doubt, and confronted by a definite 
suggestion of distrust, most of us are 
inclined to believe the worst about another. 
The same weakness is back of unreasoned 
mob action, and runs on banks. Un- 
fortunately, we humans are quicker to 
accept bad report than good. 

“The late Doctor Hames Hall used to 
live in Washington, on Louisiana Avenue, 
not far from the old central guardhouse. 
It was his custom to sit up at night to 
study. One night, hearing a noise in his 
cellar, he lighted a candle and went down 
to investigate. From the cellar steps he 
discovered a man with a light fixed on the 
end of a stick, groping about below. At the 
same instant the candle was knocked from 
the doctor’s hand, and in the pitch dark- 
ness the intruder leaped upon him. 

“Over and over the two men rolled, the 
one fighting to get away by disabling his 
opponent, the doctor exerting every mus- 
cle to subdue him. One man could not see 
the other, and neither spoke. But as the 
struggle went on Doctor Hall heard a 
gruesome whistling sound that seemed to 
come from his antagonist’s neck. The 
intruder broke the doctor’s hold and 
escaped; but when Doctor Hall reported 
the incident to the police he recalled the 
whistle, and described it. 

“‘That’s Meyers,’ said the detective at 
once. ‘He’s one of the most noted burglars 
of the South.’ 

“Sometime in his life Meyers’s throat 
had been cut. When the wound healed, a 
small orifice was left into his windpipe, too 
small to be ordinarily observed. But when 
Myers became excited for any cause, air 
rushing through the orifice would make 
the whistling described by Doctor Hall. 
The doctor’s description of the sound he 
had heard in the dark led to the quick 
arrest of the burglar, his conviction, and a 
sentence of six years in the penitentiary.” 


STRUCK me as very interesting the 

way the various quirks enumerated by 

Major Sylvester dovetailed one into the 
other. 

“They do dovetail,” he agreed. “The 
imitative person, for instance, is usually 
urged into his imitation by some con- 
tributing trait—a desire for vengeance in 
rare cases, but far more frequently by an 
itch to join in the excitement, a love for 
public notoriety. He likes to read of what 
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HE BIGGEST change about me has 
been my income, I guess. I don't 
seem much different from the man who 
used to clerk it for $25 a week, in fact 
I know I’m not. Of course I do appear 
more confident and more contented 
with my lot. Who wouldn’t hold his 
head a little higher when 
his time is worth five dol- 
lars an hour than when it 
brought lessthanthataday? 
My success dates fromthe 
hour I lined up with suc- 
cessful people. All my life 
I'd been working for men 
who made hardly more than 
a living even though they 
owned the business. What 
chance did I have witha job 
like that? What did I stand 
tolosein quittingsucha job? 
I had always hankered to 
doselling. But what to sell? 
Luckily, this was answered 
for me, and in this way: 


The One Secret of 
Selling 


Two men that I knew 
Were salesmen. One was al- 
ways as hard upas I. The 
other was prosperous good 
years and bad. Of course it 
was he I asked for advice. 
“Vale,” he said, “anyone 
can sell what everybody 
wants. A star salesman can't 
sell much of anything they 
don’t want. I handle some- 
thing every man I meet 
must have—clothes. I have 
a line of clothes he would 
rather have than any he has 
ever seen. And my selling 
plan lops fifteen or twenty 
dollars off the usual price. 
Do I gather inthe orders? I’d be adub 
af I couldn't!” 

A few days after I had decided to step 
out with the Simpson line my case of 
woolens and selling outfit came. It was 
two in the afternoon, Saturday at that, 
but I started out. I called on several 
friends; no luck; perhaps they didn't 
believe I was a salesman. I wasn't so 
sure that I was! But I tackled some 
men that I didn't know and who didn't 
know me. Three of them gave me a 
chance to talk clothes. I got the caseopen, 
some samples in their hands, and I sold 
two suits that afternoon. 

I never went back to my old job. I 
never will. While I haven’t made a thou- 
sand dollars every month my average is 
at least four times my previous earnings, 
and while I do work hard, I really like to; 

erhaps because I don’t have to. And last 

>tober I took a real vacation of three 
solid weeks. When I got back, I picked 
up so many orders from old customers 
who had been waiting with their orders 
for Fall suits and overcoats that the old 
bank account didn’t suffer much from 
my long absence! 

Ay selling method? Simpson didn’t 
even ask that I learn any special system 
of selling. They gave me valuable point- 
ers, but the woolen fabrics they give, the 


Robert J. Vale 


(in a Simpson Suit) 


Five Planks in Mr. Vale’s | 


Success Platform 


beautiful styling and tai- 
loring they seem to know 
as no other house in 
my humble opinion does 
know, just naturally sell 
themselyes. When they 
hear “thirty-one fifty” 
they just ask when I can 
promise the finished gar- 
ments. 


Simpson’s 
Standing 
Offer 


The Simpson plan is 
such an ideal way to be 
fitted and suited in tai- 
lored-to- measure clothes 
that sales come easier 
each season. 

New Fall line ready 
now has more than 150 
fine suitings in variety of 
colors, patterns, and 
weaves—every wanted 
new shade—also 30 over- 
Coatings in 22 distinct 
shades and weaves. 

If you believe you mi 
like to help this busi 
grow, and to grow 
it, write us and we will 
give you many interesting 
facts and figures about 
this fascinating line of work. 
Past experience does not matter if you 
are earnest. Nor your present circum- 
stances if you are anxious to better 
them. 

Your request will bring full infor- 
mation if you address J. B. Simpson, 
Inc., Dept.1117, Chicago. 


Every representative 
of Simpsonis provided 
with a beautiful case 
of gorgeous woolens 
and complete outfit. 


A Whole 
Tailoring Store in 
10x13x6 in. Space 


WANTED: 75 New Men 


The fast-increasing popularity of the Simp- 
son Plan makes an opening for seventy- 
five to a hundred new representatives this 
season, Our new book, just published, tells 
all about this interesting business, how anybody 
can start, what you can earn, the experience of 
others, etc. The territory you would like may be 
open. Why not ask about it? Perhaps this is the 
chance you have wanted all your life! Clip 
coupon now! 

POSS CRSS aaaea 


485 IMPSgN!NC Dept. 1117 


Chicago, IIL 
WITHOUT OBLIGATION, please send me 
new illustrated book, ‘‘The Simpson Plan, with 
complete information about the opportunity 
your line offers any man who is willing to work. 


1. “You stand a better chance of grasping a 
new opportunity than of always holding your 
old job.” 


2. “Get over the idea that a man must be 
trained or talented in order to sell goods.” 

3. “When your quality and price both beat the 
other fellow’s you have no competition.” 

4. “The backing of a house that's on thesquare 
beats ow 1 business all hollow.” 
§. “Working hard for yourself is easy.” 


Name Lisiasen eaaa a 


Address 


206 


The American Magazine 


Dollar 


for a Fountain 


Designed, Manufactured 
and Guaranteed by 


Of DOLLAR WATCH 
FAME 


DOUBLE 
INK 
CAPACITY 


EXCLUSIVE 
“ST EM- 
WINDER” 
SELF FILLER 


BEAUTIFUL 
SILVERY 
FINISHED IN- 
DESTRUCTIBLE 
BARREL 


The ONLY dependable 
DOLLAR PEN that com- 
bines all the best features 
of HIGHEST priced pens 
at LOWEST cost. 


It is GUARANTEED to 
meet the most exacting 
tests for smooth writing 
and durability. 


Its 14 Karat GOLD 
Point and Hard IRIDI- 
UM Tip are same as 
used in other pens cost- 
ing as much as $50. 


It is Chas. H. Ingersoll’s 
greatest achievement—destined to ‘‘make 
the Dollar again famous.” 


Ask Your Dealer 

If he cannot supply you send us $1.00 and his name 
and address and we will fill your order, charges pre- 
paid. Specify Model desired MEN'S. WOMEN'S, 
JUNIOR'S. Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
returned. 

DEALERS—fThis is the One Dollar Pen that you 
can sell to your customers with positive guarantee 
of satisfaction. Order a dozen at trade price 
guaranteed to meet your approval or write for de- 
tailed liberal proposition. 


Address 


Chas. H. Ingersoll Dollar Pen Co. 
310 Astor Street Newark, New Jersey 


he has done, and see his name in the 
apers, have something to boast of to his 
riends and neighbors. 

“I have in mind two types of indi- 
viduals among us who invariably are 
brought into enthusiastic action by every 
big police mystery. The one seeks 
notoriety above everything, and he sets 
out to get it by insisting that he actuall 
committed the crime. He is bothered wit 
the quirk of notoriety seeking. This man 
will have no connection whatsoever with 
the crime; he will have no knowledge of it, 
other than what he has gained by reading 
the newspapers; and yet he will write a 
letter to the police, or call up on the tele- 
phone, volunteering that he has vital infor- 
mation or that he is personally involved. 

“Very often the notoriety seeker will 
hide his identity and, thus secured against 
interruption, will waste reams of paper in 
writing letters on what he claims to know. 
When the newspapers mention his letters 
he is delighted, and becomes more indus- 
trious than ever. 

“This man is known to the police as a 
crank, and his letters are called ‘crank 
letters.” But scores of such letters, which 
might be genuine, are carefully followed 
up by detectives, often at great expense 
and waste of time. There is always the 
possibility that the writer might know 
something, that the facts set forth might 
be real. 

“Instances are of record, too, of the 
notoriety seeker coming directly to head- 
quarters and confessing a murder he did 
not commit. In northern New York 
State, not many years ago, a, murder 
occurred which baffed the police. A 
young man confessed that he did it; but 
several discrepancies were noted in his 
story when it was checked up. His sweet- 
heart pleaded with him to admit that he 
had manufactured the yarn whole; but the 
young man stood on his confession. Not 
until his statements were utterly dis- 
proved would he concede his own inno- 
cence. His ‘confession’ received columns 
of publicity which, I presume, was what 
he had sought. 


“THE other individual who bobs up 
with the notoriety seeker is the ama- 
teur detective. Invariably, he has read all 
newspaper accounts of the crime, and is 
chock-full of theories of just how it hap- 

ened, and who is guilty. These theories 
ke sends in to the police. About five out of 
every ten people, men especially, have a 
sneaking idea that in themselves reposes 
the genius of a Sherlock Holmes. 

“But this type of letter does not always 
come from a pest. Occasionally, somebody 
of real responsibility in business makes an 
intelligent suggestion. These letter writers 
seldom seek or desire publicity. 

“I know of one remarkable instance of 
an amateur investigator who solved the 
mystery of a child’s disappearance, after 
the police of one of our big Eastern cities 
had given it up. The child had been play- 
ing in the street near its home when last 
seen. The home was near the city’s out- 
skirts, and not far from a swamp through 
which ran a footpath. The police theory 
was kidnapping, but it took them no- 
where. The amateur volunteered that the 
child had been murdered by a man seen in 
the neighborhood during the day, and its 
body thrown into the swamp. 


“This particular amateur happened to 
be known at headquarters where, in 
popular parlance, he was regarded as more 
or less of a ‘nut.’ 

“‘If you’re so dead sure the body is in 
the swamp,’ said a detective, ‘why don’t 
you borrow a shovel and dig it up?’ 

“I will,’ promised the other; and 
actually set about the task. 

“He charted the swamp and calculated 
the spot at which he believed the child’s 
body had been thrown from the path. As 
he had a regular position in an office he 
was able to work only in odd hours and 
over week-ends. To make his task still 
more trying, the portion of the swamp in 
which he was digging was used as a public 
dump, and the mass of material dumped 
there daily greatly hindered his progress. 

“But, almost two months later, he 
found the body and proved his theory 
correct. He was one of ten thousand 
among amateur detectives, for their energy 
is usually expended in the writing of 
letters. 


“YT HERE is still one other quirk of 
human nature,” concluded Major 
Sylvester, “of which I want to speak brief- 
ly. It pertains to the way people act in 
crowds. I think it’s a typically American 
quirk, and, ’most all A us have some 
measure of it in our make-ups. 

“A man who is the meekest kind of a 
person in his daily life will be up in arms 
in an instant if not handled gently by the 

olice when one of a crowd of spectators. 

he crowd is his rostrum of self-assertion 
as a free and independent citizen. There 
he can be readily led; but he won’t be 
driven. One may ask him to move, but he 
will bristle at an order. And the crowd 
will back him. 

“One such occasion I recall particularly 
—during the inauguration of McKinley. 
From somewhere along the route of the 
parade, not far from where I was sta- 
tioned at the moment directing the work 
of the police, came an alarm of threatened 
riot among the spectators. I hurried to the 
spot, and found the crowd beyond the 
police line. It would not be driven back, 
and the parade ceremonies were in danger 
of being interrupted. 

“T called off the police officer, who had 
not displayed very commendable judg- 
ment, and explained very quietly to the 
crowd that it was encroaching upon the 
line of march. 

““Give way easily now, please,’ I re- 
quested. “There are women and children 
among you, and they mustn’t be injured 
by a crush. Some of you give over to the 
left, you others to the right, and in a 
moment you'll all be able to see. Take 
pour own time about it. There’s not the 
east cause for hurry.’ 

“Though a few moments before the 
crowd had refused to. budge, it did as I 
suggested, without a murmur of trouble. 
But one side-whiskered, harmless-appear- 
ing little man chirped up that he 
wasn’t going to be walked over and shoved 
about by any policeman—not in these ‘free 
United States.’ The little fellow had been 
the source of the trouble when an officer 
had handled him roughly 

“T think,” added the major, “I would 
call this the ‘don’t-step-on-me’ quirk of 
people. It played a part in the founding 
of this country.” 
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` What toil and per- 
-` sistence have won, 
let paint and varnish 
preserve. —@ 


ad Pn: Be ‘ ias “ 
>- —e do” ‘Aa’ A- 


C 
608 © Save the Surface Campaign, 1925 


1 5% BILLIONS of dollars—an accepted varnish have the same great mission to the 

valuation of the buildings and equip- | farmer as to all other pillars of the nation— 

ment on America’s farms. This property is to preserve, protect, beautify; to make living 

an important part of national wealth. Won | and working more comfortable, attractive, 

by infinite toil and persistence, its preserva- worth while. Here is a truth without boundary 

tion is vital to national save THE SURFACE CAMPAIGN, 507 The Bourse, Philadelphia, Pa. ~ ‘Save the surface and 
A co-operative movement by Paint, Varnish and Allied Interests whose products 


prosperity. Paint and and services conserve, protect and beautify practically every kind of property. YOU Save all.” 
——— IO Ask your painter or dealer for a copy of Save the Surface Magazine AOb.. 
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J~” The “SN 
‘ Game of Life} 


Nature, With Whom We Play the 


Game of Life Wants You To 
Win. But she Plays Ac- 
cording To the Rules 


Per who live toold age, 
enjoying good health, usu- 
ally attribute their well-being 
to a few wise rules faithfully 
kept. 

Some of the rules which you 
might keep are: Do not eat be- 
tween meals. Walk, at least 
part of the way, to and from 
work. Breathe deeply from 
time to time. 

Golden as these rules are, 
the benefits they confer depend 
on yet another—thoroughly 
and punctually clearing the 
system of the waste products 
of digestion. This is wisely 
regarded asa key rule to health. 


For more than fifty years, the morn- 
ing draught of ENO has been one of 
the important rules of living a healthy 
life. ENO promotes and assists this 
daily cleansing process, not by forcing 
Nature, but by acting gently and 
naturally. 


ENO 


TRADE MARK 


THE WORLD FAMED 


| &ffervescent Salt 


At All Druggists 


Handy Size—75c. suitable for the 
travelling bag and should, on no ac- 
count be forgotten when you travel. 
Household Size—$1.25. 


ENO first 
thing in the 
morning 


` ENO, 
"s EFFERVESCENT 
: SALT 


Sales Agents: 
HAROLD F. RITCHIE 
& CO., Ine. 

171 Madison Ave., 
New York 

Torento Sydney 
PLEASANT. COOLMG, Wellington 
ALFRESHING 
LAXATIVE 


Prepared on! 
J.C. ENO, Datel 
London, England - 
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I’m the Champion Free-Rider 
of the World 


(Continued from page 15) 


I had ridden free for six or eight years, 
some of my friends tried to explain how 
cranking was done; but I had heard 
of too many cases where the crank had 
leaped upon the cranker, breaking his 
arm, and I was wary. I noised it around 
that I had heart disease. 

When I got in a car I would say, “Well! 
Well! for another lovely ride! I 
certainly would like to own a car, and I 
certainly will get one as soon as some 
fellow invents a better way of starting 
them. Now I don’t dare to own one—the 
exertion of cranking a car is too strenuous. 
My doctor wouldn’t let me—heart disease, 
you know.” 

That worked fine, too. It was a good 
all-round alibi; it is one I can recommend 
to all other spongers. No man will ask 
you to do the heavy work of putting on a 
rim if he thinks you are going to drop dead 
any minute. For years the hardest work 
I had to do while being carried around the 
country in my friends’ cars was wiping off 
the windshield, and only the hardest- 
hearted ever asked me to wipe off the 
outside of it. 

As time passed, and it came along 
toward the year when my twenty-year 
life policy was going to run out, I began 
to worry a little. There is something 
inconsistent in applying for a new in- 
surance policy, and claiming a perfectly 
sound heart, and at the same time being 
unable to jack up the rear wheel of a car 
because one’s heart is all shot to pieces 
and diseased, and ready to fall into the 
abdominal cavity in a tangled mass. 

Night after night I passed sleeplessly, 
worrying about thats It did begin to look 
as if I had reached a crisis in my career, 
and that I would either have to give up 
accepting free rides, with no return in the 
way of helping the owner of the car, or let 
my family exist in poverty after my death. 

But it just shows how futile it is to 
worry about the future; before my twenty- 
year policy ran out somebody invented 
the self-starter. I passed my heart ex- 
amination 100 per cent plus. 


THE ride sponger, I very soon discov- 
ered, needed something in addition to 
the fearlessness that permitted him to 
climb aboard a gas wagon and let some- 
body start and steer it. He had to be a 
merry companion, and full of quips and 
cheerfulness in times of adversity. 

Personally, I consider that my present 
gay and joyful disposition has been 
developed almost entirely by the necés- 
sity of being pleasant while en route. My 
family, seeing me climb aboard an auto- 
mobile. would not have known me if they 
could have seen me five minutes later and 
heard me pumping up merriment and 
optimism. i 

A man has to make these little con- 
cessions if he is to continue a career as a 
sponge rider. I think I can truthfully say 
that I have always admitted that the 
driver of the car was the best driver I ever 
rode with—while I was in his car. Those 
who wish to sponge on their friends will 


do well to lay in a stock of graceful little 
compliments, such as, “‘I never saw a man 
who could drive as well as you do,” and, 
“This is certainly the easiest riding car I 
was ever in.” 

If you are in the back seat, and the 
owner hits a thank-you-ma’am and bumps 
the top of your head against a crossbar in 
the roof oh the car, and then asks, ‘* Did 
that jolt you?” the answer is—as soon as 
you recover consciousness—‘‘No. Was 
there a jolt?” Little things like these 
incline the owner of the car to take you 
along the next time. 

And always say, when deposited at 
your door, “Well, this certainly has been 
the best trip I have ever had!” The worse 
it has been, the more enthusiastically you 
should say it. Then you are asked to ride 
again. 


I FEEL that my occupation has been of 
great assistance to me in my capacity of 
a professional sponger. I do not mean that 
my friends and acquaintances have taken 
me on long rides, with the expectation 
that I would write up the details of the 
journeys and publish them, although I 
have done a lot of that. 

For some six or eight years I got enough 
material from my free rides to support 
and educate my family, buy bank stock, 
and pay for a house and lot. The house is 
three stories high and the lot is 100 by 180 
feet. One of my friends here in Flushing 
had a red car that was practically my 
entire source of income for years. It was 
that sort of car. 

Anything that the most vivid imagina- 
tion could conceive, that car did without 
fuss or uppishness—and it did a great 
many things the most vivid imagination 
would never think of conceiving. It was 
a gold mine for me. The friend who owned 
that car was proud to have it written 
about; he was proud to know that he had 
paid only $800 for a car that was worth 
$6,000 to me. 

But not all my friends were like that 
One of them had a car that was light and 
agile—and he drove it as such! One 
evening when he was giving me a sponge 
ride, it swooped down a Sal, struck a 
sandy streak in the road, leaped, turned 
completely around and was almost back 
home again before he got it under control. 

I wrote that up, and sold it; but I guess 
it hurt his feelings, for he never asked me 
to ride again. I did not care much, be- 
cause I only got $105 for that story, and 
the ride took over half an hour. A 
professional sponge cannot afford to waste 
valuable time in that way when he can 

et free rides in cars that will only climb 
hills backward and bring in $350 per story. 

The more useful phase of my occupa- 
tion, in getting me free riding, has been 
its absence of imperative working hours. 
Whenever my friends have had a yearning 
to go on a long ride or a short ride, and 
have wished a companion, they have 
thought of me. This is not because I 
decorate a car nicely—although I will say 
that when I am in prime spring condition 
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, SS | 
UNLIKE ANYTHING ELSE ——— 
-- IT IS DUCO, THE BEAUTIFUL, ENDURING FINISH 


Its smart lustre 
responds at a touch 


HAT is it that seems 

to keep the chauffeur- 
driven car so well- -groomed i in 
all weather... can it be only 
constant cleaning? 


More likely, it is Duco, the 
modern, enduring finish which 
asks but little attention to 
make its lustrous beauty ever 
a source of pride. 


Down years of weathered 
roads, it holds its first, spark- 
ling newness. 


New or old, your car deserves 
Duco. Insist upon the genuine 
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REATED and made only by du Pont. Ducoisa makers of automobiles whose trade-marks appear above. 

finish of sleek smoothness and astonishing durability, Furthermore, Duco is widely used for refinishing old 
Extremes of temperature do not harm it; neither does cars. There is a Duco Refinishing Station in almost 
the sun, icy storms, nor protracted rains. Duco is easily every locality. Renew the value of your car under 
kept shining, its lustre actually increasing in beauty the protection of its sign. It identifies a shop qualified 
as time goes by. Mud, grease and oil are wiped away to apply genuine Duco and du Pont undercoatings. 
without injury. Even strong soaps have no effect up- E, I, du Pont de Nemours & Co., Inc., Chemical 
on it. It is easier to clean and costs less to keep clean. Products Division, Parlin, N. J., Flint, Mich., 
Remarkable qualities of permanence and smart appear- Chicago, Ill., San Francisco, Cal., Everett, Mass., 
anceearned for Duco quick adoption by the representative or Flint Paint & Varnish Limited, Toronto, Canada, 
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CThere is only ONE Duco — DU PONT Duco 
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“At the time of my enrollment for LaSalle train- 
ing in Higher Accountancy,” writes E. B. Risberg. 
I was working in the blacksmith shop of the LaCross 
Well Drill Works—ten hours a day and six days a 
week. Since that time—and in a period of about 
four years—I have advanced from an initial position 
as stock clerk with the Milwaukee branch of a big 
packing company to my present excellent position 
with the largest elevator manufacturer in America. 
Today my salary is more than 400 per cent greater 
than at the time of my enrollment.” 

Nothing surprising about Risberg’s advancement. 
The demand for executive accountants and Certified 
Public Accountants far exceeds the supply. Salaries 
range from $3,000 to $10,000 and better a year. Many 
LaSalle-trained accountants, now at the head of their 
own accounting firms, earn up to $20,000 a year. 
Read these excerpts from the letters of accountants 
who have gone forward to success by following the 
LaSalle salary-doubling plan: 


“Salary and earnings have increased over 183 
„Per cent. * FRANK B.TRISCO, Minnesota. 
Accountancy has increased my salary prac- 
tically 150 per cent in the last three years.” 
es C. T. THORSEN, Washington. 
Have been chosen Credit Manager of our 
Brooklyn store and Consulting Accountant 
of all our stores—at a tempting salary even 
to a Public Accountant. Lean frankly sa 
I got all my confidence from my training with 
Salle. G.S. HILLYER, New York, 


You Have the Same 
Good Opportunity 


, Is it worth two cents and two minutes of your 
time to learn in detail of the opportunities that would 
be yours in the field of Accountancy 

All this information, together with an outline of 
the steps by which you may quickly fit yourself to 
take advantage of such opportunities, is clearly set 
forth in LaSalle’s 64-page book, ’*Accountancy, the 
Profession that Pays,” a book of invaluable assist- 
ance to the man who is scriously considering Ac- 
countancy as a career. 

The coupon will bring it to you without the slight- 
est obligation, and with it details of the LaSalle 
salary-doubling plan, also the inspiring testimony of 
men still in their twenties and early thirtics who have 
broken away fromthe low- pay ranks and today are 
expert accountants — with incomes ranging from 
$3,000 to $10,000, $15,000, $20,000 a year. 

Your start toward a bigger salary is as near you 
as the pone your pencil. For the sake of a brighter 


future— ACT, 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 
Dept. 1093- AR icago 

would welcome £ ** Accountancy, 
the Profession that Paye” also a copy of 
Ten Years’ tion in One,” all with- 
out obligation. 

o High er Accountanc: 
Training for positions as Auditor, Gain: 
troller, Certified Public Accountant, 
Cost Accountant, etc. 


Other LaSalle Opportunities 
le opens the way to success in every im nt field 


LaSal 
of business, If terested icated 
oft grapat ieme in in one of the fi indi 


OBusiness Management [Modern Business Corre- 
OModern Salesmanship s dence and Erates 
Traffic Management ern S ome? 

and Production Methods 
ems ray Station Man- OPersonnel and Employ- 


ment Management 


OLaw—Degree'of LL. B. DEx: 

pert Bookkeeping 
OCommercial Law OBusiness English 
Olpgustrial Management [Commercial Spanish 
OBanking and Finance Our conte. 


Name 


nanan anne wen meenen enn eeeeecencecececcesennsenseccescesecss 
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and nicely fatted by a winter of feeding I 
do look well in a car—but because I can 
usually take time to go, and always do if 
the ride is free. 

For this reason, I have always been in 
great demand as a sponge. When asked 
to take an automobile trip, whether 
twenty miles out on Long Island or to 
the Catskills or to Maine, I always say I 
would love to go, but I have a very im- 
portant article I have to get done by to- 
morrow night. This gives me a value; it 
shows that if I go I am making a serious 
sacrifice. When I have made this clear, I 
accept the invitation. 

From then on I am treated with proper 
consideration; I am asked which roads 
should be taken, whether the car is being 
driven too fast or too slow, and I am given 
the best seat. The owner of the car pays 
for my meals. It takes something like 
genius to maintain the belief that I am 
something rare and precious and hard to 
get, and at the same time accept every 
ride that is offered. I doubt if a plumber 
or a tinsmith could do it; it is one of the 
rewards of being an author. 


PEOPLE have often asked me why I 
don’t get a car, and I have always 
answered with absolute truth that I get 
all the automobile riding I want, and 
more than I can afford to take time for. 

Why should I own a car when the other 
fellow is always telephoning me in his 
merriest hour and suggesting a ride of an 
hour or a day or a week, and adding, 
“And don’t bother about the lunch and 
other refreshments; I'll look after all that.” 

Why should I pay for a nice shiny new 
car, and then fret about its being stolen or 
scratched, when the other fellow can do 
that worrying, while I sit back and smoke 
his cigars and tell him how to drive? 

In all my free riding I have never been 
in an accident, or even in anything ap- 
proaching one. If I drove my own car 
would probably be in accidents every few 
minutes but, sitting beside the driver, I 
am able to avoid them. By mentioning 
every bump in the road, calling attention 
to every approaching car, and saying “A 
little slower here!” and, “Easy on this 
turn!” and similar things, I make auto- 
mobile riding a very safe occupation. 

It is true that the driver sometimes has 
a wan and careworn expression on his face 
after I have aided him a few hours; but as 
I do not know how to drive a car, not one 
driver has ever said, “Here! You drive 
this car if you know how to drive it so 
much better than I do!” I don’t know 
what they may think; I am no mind- 
reader. 

I have ridden with but one man with 
whom I would not care to ride again. At 
the start of the trip—there were several of 
us aboard—he said, ‘‘ Now, there is always 
one thing I have understood at the start: 
In case of accident and personal injury, all 
agree that the owner of the car is not to be 
sued for damages.” 

I aed that an invasion of the 
manifest right of the sponger. I feel that 
when I give my valuable time to a man, 
and let him carry me all over the country 
in his automobile, it is my right to sue him 
for damages at any and all times. If I 
am not to be permitted to sue a man for 
damages, I might as well own my own car. 
I wonder what some of these fellows think 
I ride with them for? 


I am sorry to say that I see, as time 
goes on, more and more evidence that car 
owners are beginning to be picky and 
choosy in selecting the sponges they ask to 
ride. I don’t know whether to blame this 
on the Dawes Plan or the change of 
climate resulting from the shifting of the 
Gulf Stream, but more and more of my 
friends are brazenly allowing me to py 
for part of the gas when I make the offer. 
Such offers are no longer taken in the 
spirit in which they are meant. 

Every well-seasoned sponge knows that 
when he offers to buy gas, he is merely 
being pleasant and chatty, and that the 
right answer to make to his offer is, “No, 
sir! This is my party!” But it is getting 
to a point now where I don’t even dare to 
mention gas. f 

The other day one of these ill-bred car 
owners even had the effrontery to say, “I 
wonder if we are getting low on gas?” and 
look at me in a way that was extremely 
unpleasant. 

Tad nothing, of course, but presently 
he pulled up alongside a red tank and 
said,. “ This kas like a good place to get 
gas.” I wouldn’t have minded if he had 
hopped out and reached into his pocket, 
but he sat tight in his seat. ‘‘ We ought to 
take about ten gallons,” he said. 

I looked at the tin placard on the tank 
and it read “28 cts.” ‘‘There was a place 
back yonder where gas was 22 cents,” | 
suggested. 

he fellow did not seem interested in 
that at all. “I don’t know but that we 
could use fifteen gallons,” he said; so I got 
out and bought ten gallons—ten gallons 
at 28 cents a gallon. And for the remain- 
ing hundred miles of the trip we did 
nothing but pass gas stations with pla- 
cards reading “Gas, 24 cents.” 

This is the sort of thing that is driving 
the higher grade of ride spongers out of 
the business. If it keeps on, those of us 
who remain in the business will have to 
keep on hand a supply of low-priced gas 
to protect us against such imposition. 


TO OPEN thy heart wide and tell you 
the absolute truth, I have never had 
the slightest qualm in accepting all these 
free rides from my friends. I have won- 
dered sometimes how many cars I have 
worn out—taking the total miles I have 
ridden in all the cars, and then estimating 
the probable mileage-life of an average 
car—and I have no doubt I have been 
carried enough miles to amount to the life 
of two or three pretty good cars. 

I suppose a man ought to be ashamed of 
having worn out two or three cars for his 
friends, but I can’t say that I am. I don’t 
feel cheap. I don’t even feel like a poor 
relation. 

There was a time when the automobile 
was considered the eighth wonder of the 
world, and a good many of us can remem- 
ber it. The owner of one was a daredevil 
adventurer, reckless almost beyond be 
lief, credited with an unholy knowledge of 
mechanics, and supposed to be a superior 
sort of being. He sat high up behind the 
curved dash, and when he chug-chugged 
by everyone stood and watched him until 
a was out of sight—if his car went that 

ar. 

But even then the man who was asked 
by him to take a ride felt no great 
indebtedness; he knew the owner of the 
car wanted to show off. He knew the 


The American Magazine 211 


Heres Proof of the Pudding - 


Showing the Beautiful Staircase 
and (Right) the Reception Hall 
Floor in the Lancaster, Pennsyl- 
vania, Home of John B. Oblinger 
—Finished 30 Years Ago. 


The White Oak Woodwork in the Flint, 
Michigan, Home of William Goodes Is 
in Perfect Condition after 27 Years of 


Service. “Liquid Granite Is More than 
Waterproof —It Wears.” 


Varnished $0 years ago 
is ait oda, 


EN a gallon of varnish is worth $50 and can 
be bought for $5, the fact is worth knowing. 


Read This— 


In 1895 John B. Oblinger of Lancaster, Pennsylvania, 
built the finest residence in town. His architect 
selected magnificent specimens of walnut, mahogany, 
hazel, cherry and white oak for the interior trim. 
It was varnished with Berry Brothers’ Luxeberry 
Wood Finish, the original Hard Oil, and rubbed. 


Today there are few homes in America that have 
more beautiful woodwork than this one. In 30 
years it has not been touched with a varnish brush. 
The finish is as perfect as it was in the days before 
the Spanish-American War. 


The floors in this house were finished with Liquid 
Granite Floor Varnish. Some of them have been 
refinished in recent years. But the floor in the recep- 
tion hall, as pictured above, has never been re-var- 
nished and is in beautiful condition today! 


Mr. Oblinger’s experience with Berry Brothers’ var- 


nishes is neither unusual nor exceptional. There are 
thousands of home, apartment and building owners 
in all parts of the world who pay the price for Berry 
quality in order to save the tremendous accumulative 
expense of frequent refinishing. 


Here Is Another Example— 


William Goodes of Flint, Michigan, built his home 
in 1898 and finished the white oak woodwork with 
Liquid Granite. A view of the staircase is pictured 
above at the right. It shows the original varnish. 
Even the stair steps have never been refinished. 
Not a single hairline crack can be found anywhere. 
The finish is as beautiful today as when the painters 
completed their work 27 years ago! 


Mr. Goodes writes: “Your advertisement which 
says, ‘Liquid Granite is more than waterproof—it 
wears!” is certainly true!” 


Figure it out for yourself. If Luxeberry Wood 
Finish and Liquid Granite give such service as this 
you cannot afford to employ substitutes that sell 
for the same price or less. 


BERRY BROTHERS 


Varnishes Enamels 


Detroit. Mich. 


Stains 


Walkerville. Ont. 
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“Come on! Your folks 


will never know!” 


_ When the lure of questionable ad- 
venture comes to your boy, will he 
refuse? Will it be the fear of a whal- 
ing that stops him or reluctance to 
hurt someone who trusts him? 


As a boy grows older, he ceases to 
fear corporal punishment. What then? 
If you and he slip away from each 
other, what’s left to hold him? 

The only difference between you and 
your boy is judgment, perspective. Both 
of you have the same instincts and mo- 
tives. You’ve learned. He’s got to. 


For twenty-five years THE AMERICAN 
Boy has been helping fathers and 
mothers in this business of handling 
boys. Under the label of fiction, THE 
AMERICAN Boy gets them to accept 
the teachings they seem to resist from 
parents. In thrilling stories peopled 
by fellows like himself, your boy sees 
how effort in every form—work, sport 
or business—brings results. He learns 
the value of keeping faith with himself, 
“shooting straight” in everything he 
does. And all these things he gets in 

“close relation to the great world out- 
side—the world of business, science, 
politics—the world he must deal with 
when he takes up the responsibilities 
of a man. 

A half-million of the pick of Ameri- 
can boyhood, from 14 to 18 years old, 
read THE AMERICAN Boy regularly, 
unconsciously absorbing ideals of fair 
play, manliness, courage, how to handle 
temptations. 

Give your boy the same help which 
500,000 other boys are receiving. Give 
him a year’s subscription to THE 
AMERICAN Boy and watch him grow. 
Send it to that other boy you'd like to 
see get ahead. 


$2.00 a year by mail, 20c the copy at all 
news-stands. Subscribe for a year or 
leave a standing order at your news-dealer’s. 


| “American Boy | 
| merican Doy l 
THE SPRAGUE PUBLISHING CO. l 
| No. 324 American Bldg., Detroit, Mich. | 
| Enclosed find $2.00, for which send THE AMERI- 
CAN Boy for one year, beginning with the current | 
| issue, to | 
Ute ssc | 
| MAEA eT TEDAN" | 


Canada, $2.25. Foreign, $2.50. | 


owner of the car had asked and asked, and 
had found Americans a race of fear- 
stricken cowards. 

“Well, thanks awfully, Bill,” they 
would say, “but not to-day. Some other 
time. Just now I’ve got to—got to—” 
And then they would look around and try 
to think of something they had to do 
immediately. They usually ended by 
saying they had to go down to the post 
office and see if there was any mail, which 
was a safe saying, because no automobile 
driver dared drive on Main Street in those 


days. 

le seems strange now, but in those early 
days men and women were more fearful of 
riding in automobiles than they now are of 
riding in airplanes. Whenever a one- 
lunger hove in sight, driven by a friend, 
we began to think up excuses for not 
accepting a ride. If the worst came to 
pass, and we could not escape the ride, we 
hung on to any part of the car that seemed 
least apt to hake loose, and suffered the 
miseries of fear. 

If a team appeared a mile down the 
road, we prepared for immediate and 
messy death. When the car broke down 
and we had to walk home, we were 
grateful. The average of us were more 
convinced at the end of the ride that the 
automobile was a dangerous contraption 
than we had been at the beginning. It was 
fun for the driver, because he was working 
the machinery, but it was no fun for us. 


IN THOSE days, you will remember, the 
woman who was willing to ride in an 
automobile was looked at askance; it was 
generally supposed that she had had some 
cruel happening in her past that made her 
reckless, and rather more eager to be dead 
than not. 

This was injustice, for she was aeally 
merely the woman who, when a girl, 
climbed trees to the smallest top branches 
or rode the unbroken bronco. She ac- 
cepted rides in automobiles in the same 
gay spirit that she went up in the Ferris 
wheel at the World’s Fair. She was 
utterly fearless. She wore peek-a-boo 
waists. In her younger days she had been 
a tomboy. 

Quite a few of us began our member- 
ships in the Auto Sponge Club back in 
those days, because we were kind of heart 
and pitied the automobile drivers (otto- 
mubbel, some of them called their cars) 
who could get no one to ride with them. 
We suffered and grinned in order that our 
car-owning friends might show off. 

Thus we established reputations as good 
fellows and, a little later, when the next 
sort of automobile came into existence— 
the kind that was considered nifty if it 
had two hundred and six pieces of polished 
brass on it—we were in eager demand. 

We had tamed and trained ourselves, 
and learned to smile in adversity. And we 
were in big demand as free passengers, 
because we could sit in the hot sun at the 
side of the road for three hours, with no 
scenery in view except one elderberry 
bush at the far side of the road and our 
host’s trousers seat as he leaned into the 
motor hood and rearranged the intestinal 
| apparatus of the car. i 
| The car of that day was superior to the 
| earlier car in that it was usually able to 
chug home on one cylinder, while the 
earlier car never did get home. The sponge 


rider of that day was superior to the 
earlier one in that he was patient rather 
than brave. During that period of my 
career as a free rider I have been patient 
in all parts of Long Island, Staten Island, 
and the adjacent districts of New Jersey. 

Thus the professional sponges like my- 
self reached their present complacency by 
padis stages, and not all in a minute. 

Jhen the modern car dawned, we were 
already on the job, and were considered as 
necessary for the complete enjoyment of 
an automobile as the inflated tire or the 
upholstered seat. Every car owner who 
was anybody at all had his group of free 
riders on whom he could depend, and who 
would sling on a cap and coat and climb 
aboard as soon as asked. 
[ 4M now contemplating the organiza- 

tion of the Union of Sponge Riders of 
America, with chapters in every county, 
and a badge bearing the portrait of a flea, 
or some other animal that gets free rides. 
We need the proposed organization to 
protect our rights, which are now seriously 
threatened. Our motto will be ‘“‘Free 
Rides and No Gas Paid For,” and all car 
owners will be forbidden to carry any 
passengers except members of the Union 
of Sponge Riders wearing the official 
badge. Otherwise we won’t ride; we'll go 
on a strike. 

For the admission fee of ten dollars— 
which will be paid to me—each member 
will be furnished with a pocket scorer, to 
register the number of miles of free rides 
he receives. Ordinary members will be 
called Sponges, those doing one thousand 
miles of free riding will be entitled to be 
called Super-sponges, and those doing ten 
thousand miles or over will be called 
something else, probably Sponge Cakes. 

My own free riding has taken me into 
many states. I have ridden all over New 
York, including Long Island. I have 
sponged on my friends through New 
Jersey, Delaware, Pennsylvania, Con- 
necticut, Massachusetts, Rhode Island, 
New Hampshire, Vermont, Maine, Cali- 
fornia, Montana, Arkansas, Tennessee, 
Mississippi, Louisiana, Arizona, lowa, 
and Oregon. Possibly other states. 

I began sponge riding when I was a boy, 
behind a horse and before there were any 
automobiles, and I have done sponge 
riding in an airplane. I believe I come 
very close to being the champion sponge 
rider of the world; but I am not haughty 
about it. But neither am I ashamed. 
When a man has given me three cigars, 
and I have not given him any in return, 
I begin to feel cheap. I don’t like to re- 
ceive presents or favors I can’t return. 
But I can take all the free rides in the 
world, and still be perfectly happy. 

This is partly because time has made me 
a professional automobile passenger, and 
partly because some of the pleasantest 

ours of my life have been spent in cars at 
my friends’ expense—and anything pleas- 
ant is worth continuing. 

I would rather ride in another person’s 
car than in my own, and I admit it will- 
ingly. I like to lie back and let the other 
fellow do the driving. I don’t want to own 
a car. I don’t want to ride in a car of my 
own. If the worst comes, and my friends 
no longer invite me to ride, I will try to 
make the best of it—I’ll ride in my wife's 
car! 
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“The town was crowded with visit- 

ing farmers and their families who 

thronged the stores and down town 
district.” 
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“Mardi Gras night blocked the streets for 


hours. It was one of the biggest crowds in the ‘ Y Generous news- 
history of the town. = Sere Press ©) paper publicity 
The Paho se free rj contributed 
a a same GRANGES TURNED OUT EN MASSE FOR PARAI much oe ag 
of the Union Pacific "eee cess of Farm 
League held their go Ar dry Fireside Week 
irst tourney in 
Nampa during the gi 
A week e NA æ ihe i 
aft L SET Fop Ftee Dres » Striking display in window of Nampa retail 
. zbo i aa F Niba meat shop. Trims like this paid Nampa 
et FRE SIOg p, merchants big during Farm & Fireside Week. 


One of many floats representing Nampa retail 
stores 


An effective Farm & Fireside window display— 

an example of the taste and energy exhibited 

by Nampa merchants in “putting over” the 
greatest of all Farm & Fireside Weeks 


Tie to these products advertised in FARM & FIRESIDE 


to Nampa during Farm & Fireside Week were in effect 
from points on the Union Pacific System 


Absorbine Chilean Nitrate of Soda Fordson Tractors Kelly-Springfield Tires Perfection Oil Water Heaters 
Aermotor Company (Auto-Oiled Colgate's Toilet Preparations Forhan Company (Forhan's For Kow Kare Postum Cereal 
Windmills) Congoleum Rugs the Gums) Le Page's Glue uaker Oats Company (Oats) 


Lee Union-Alls and Overalls adiola 

Letz-Dixie Feed Grinders Remington Arms Co., Inc. (Fire- 
Louisville & Nashville Ry. arms, Ammunition and Cutlery) 
Lyon & Healy Musical Instruments Reo Speed Wagons 

“Lysol” Diainroctang Rowles Red Pepper Rub 


Marlin Firear) Royal Fence 


Conn Band Instruments 

Corn Products Refining Co. (Karo) 
Crescent Tools 

Crosley Radio 

Crown Overall Mfg. Co., The 
Cuticura Preparations 


Agricultural Gypsum 

American Fence 

American Saw Mill Machinery Co. 
American Sheet & Tin Plate Co. 
A merican Telephone & Telegraph Co. 
American Tobacco Co. (Tuxedo) 


General Electric Company. 
General Motors Corporation 
Glastenbury Underwear 
Glover's Mange Remedies 
Hall, Hartwell & Co., Ine. 
(Collars, Shirts & Underwear) 


Anthony Fence 


Bag m 

Boncilla Clasmic Beautifier 
Eoss Stoves and Ovens 
oston Garters 

ESrown’'s Beach Jackets 
Esuckeye Incubators 
EBuescher Band Instruments 
EBsuick Motor Cars 
ESurpee's Seeds 

Burroughs Adding Machines 
Californians, Inc. 

Caloric Furnaces 


Dandelion Butter Color Harley-Davidson Motorcycles 
De Laval Separators & Milkers Hart-Parr Company (Tractors) 
Delco-Light Farm Electric Plants Hartshorn Shade Rollers 
Delco-Light Pum Harvey Hickory Single-trees 
Devoe Paint & Varnish Products Harvey Ride Rite Automobile 
Dietz Lanterns Springs 
Dodge Automobiles & Trucks Henderson Seeds 
Dr. Clark's Purity Milk Strainers 
Dunlop Tires 
Durant Cars 
Durham-Duplex Razor Company 
Edgeworth Smoking Tobacco 

sex Cars 


Hudson Cars 

Ingersoll Watches 

Instant Postum 

International Harvester Farm 
Operating Equipment 

International Motor Trucks 


Hinds Honey & Almond Cream 


Mellin’s Food 

Midwest Radio Company (Miraco) 

Monarch Ranges 

Multibestos Brake Lining 

Multibestos Clutch Lining 

Multibestos Transmission Lining 

Natco Hollow Tile Silos & Farm 
Buildings 

National Fence 

Nesco Perfect OIl Cook Stove 


St. Jacobs Oil 

Savage Firearms 

Schwarze Motor Horns 

Si-monds Saws 

Smith Brothers Cough Drops 

Stark Bros. Fruit Trees 

Stearns Electric Paste and Roach 
Exterminator 

Stevens’ Firearms 

Sun-Maid Raisins 


Nesco Royal Granite Enamel Ware Swift Products 


Oshkosh B'Gosh Overalls 
Paramount Ranges 
Pennsylvania Vacuum Cup Tires 


United States Fence 
United States Tires 
Vellastic Underwear 


eready Flashlights 

Eveready Radio Batteries 
Federal Farm Loan Bonds 
Ford Automobiles and Trucks 


Canadian Government (Dept. of 
Immigration & Colonization) 

Certo (Surejell) 

C hesebrough Products (Vaseline) 


FIRESIDE 


< Read in more than 1000,000 farm homes 


Pepsodent Tooth Paste 
Perfection Oil Ranges 
Perfection Oil Heaters 


Mail this for Plan Book 


Retail Sales Director, Suite 7C 
The Crowell Publishing Company 
250 Park Avenue, New York City 


Victor Talking Machines 
Whiting-Adams Co. (Brushes) 
Wright's Bias Fold Tape 


International Tractors 
Jell-O 
Kellogg's Corn Flakes 


Gentlemen: Please send me without cost your new book, 
“To Help You Get More Farm Trade.” 


Address ... 


Business 
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A Gust of Wind Played a Curious Part 


in MacEwvoy’s Career 


for the market must go much deeper. 

When MacEvoy reported this he was 
openly suspected of trumping up a ruse 
to obtain more money. The young con- 
tractor demanded an impartial verdict 
and offered to finance a finding by engi- 
neers from New York City. Accordingly 
one of the most prominent firms of 
consulting engineers was sent for. They 
went over the foundations and pro- 
nounced MacEvoy’s findings correct. The 
engineers decided upon new foundations, 
the commission added another contract 
covering the additional expense, and the 
huge steam ‘shovel went on. 

efore long, whispers of another kind 
began to float about. The work was pro- 
ressing, yet none of the Newark banks 
fad been asked for funds. Where was the 
oung contractor obtaining his money. 
Sea asked him. 
“I am financing this myself,” he re- 
lied simply. “I knew that there would 
pe considerable feeling about this matter 
because of the mistake in the bid, so I 
decided not to borrow any money.” 

No one had realized that MacEvo was 
in a position to finance a project of such 
size. If he could afford to de this, perhaps 
he could afford to give the market a 
square deal. This opinion was strength- 
ened by the rapid progress of the work. 


THE use of the great steam shovel had 
attracted attention. MacEvoy’s next 
move was to divide the construction into 
two units so that labor could be kept 
continuously busy. To feed these. two 
construction units there rose a mighty 
tower fully two hundred feet high for the 
distribution of concrete. Carried to the 
top of the tower by electricity, concrete 
was distributed by gravity chutes to any 
part of the building. The average daily 
distribution of concrete from one mixer 1s 
four hundred and seventy cubic yards. 
At the Newark market seven hundred 
and sixty-eight cubic yards were poured, 
measured, and in place in a work day of 
nine hours and fifty minutes. 

With the additional contract for the 
deeper foundation, the commission had 
stipulated that the roof should cover the 
building in fifteen months. MacEvoy 
turned the trick in ten months. The pride 
of the citizens grew. The original plans 
had called for a building cost of between 
one and two millions, in addition to a site 
cost of about two millions. These plans 
were now revised, additions and changes 
made, a refrigerating plant and a power 
plant added, so that the completed build- 
ing, together with the site, represents a 
cost of about five millions. 

Dazzling in its whiteness, the great open 
floor. of the market supported by huge 

illars holds the stalls and shops of three 
kandred merchants. Food products of 
every conceivable kind: meats, poultry, 
fish, cheeses, canned goods, fresh vege- 
tables, breads, cakes, nuts, flowers, are 
arranged in attractive settings, and when 
the market opens not even a stray leaf 


(Continued from page 16) 


mars the cleanliness of the flooring. Dry 
goods, house furnishings, and hardware 
occupy one end of the market floor. Above 
this ıs a whole floor, covered, and used as 
a parking place for the automobiles of 
shoppers. 

One year after the completion of the 
market, MacEvoy broke into the lime- 
light again. Competitive bids had been 
received for the construction of six dams 
in the great water supply project under- 
taken By the North New Jersey Water 
Supply Commission for the furnishing of 
water to a group of ten cities and towns— 
Newark, Bloomfield, Glen Ridge, Mont- 
clair, Kearney, Paterson, Passaic, Clifton, 
Caldwell, and Verona. The bids supplied a 
cost estimate made by the engineers of 
the commission, and required the con- 
tractor to estimate his costs and to put in 
his bid, stating what percentage of profit 
over the engineers’ estimate he would be 
content aii. 

One bid, signed “Clifford F. MacEvoy,” 
read “0%.” The commission listened to 
MacEvoy’s frank explanation that, be- 
cause of his use of new methods, the 
figure of $3,318,990 reached by the 
engineering department of the commission 
would allow him sufficient profit without 
adding a percentage. 

The contract for the six dams was 
awarded to MacE voy, with the stipulation 
that fifty per cent of everything saved 
below the engineers’ estimate was to go 
to the commission to be applied to 
further work. The remaining fifty per 
cent would be the contractor’s fee. 

Interest was at once focused upon 
the start of the project at Wanaque Dam. 
Running along and across the site of 
the dam and of the basin designed to 
hold twenty-eight billion gallons of water, 
there soon appeared light, narrow trescles, 
built at various heights but close to the 
ground. Upon the trestles were run broad 
strips of canvas-lined rubber belting, so 
laid that they moved rapidly forward upon 
iron rollers. When these belts went into 
action they carried dirt needed for the 
fill at one point or another, as well as 
cement, clay, and sand. 


(THE building of a basin and a dam is in 
the main a dirt-moving job. The huge 
spill on the sides of the Wanaque Dam, 
built to sustain the concrete of the dam 
itself against the pressure of the water in 
the basin, required the moving, grading, 
and tamping down of millions of tons of 
wet earth. The belt conveyors carried 
this earth, rolled it of, and turned under 
to return for another load. They moved 
five hundred feet a minute. The largest, 
a belt thirty-two inches wide and a mile 
long, carried five thousand five hundred 
and fifty tons of earth one mile, and 
deposited it, in an eight-hour day. This 
method of carrying dirt was new. Here- 
tofore dirt had been carted, moved by 
trucks,or, in the case of big operations, by 
means of small railroads specially con- 
structed for the purpose. Here, with but 


a small fraction of the labor—for the belts 
unload themselves by turning under— 
dirt was moving at a hitherto unknown 
rate of speed. 

In one place, the specifications called 
for a particular mixture of clay, to be 
obtained only by stripping the top soil 
from fields at some distance and plow- 
ing the underlying soil to a depth of eight 
inches. This clay mixture, ander ordinary 
conditions would have been hauled by 
trucks along a road which passed over the 
railroad and across a highway. This 
would have meant guards at both cross- 
ings, as there would be necessary delays 
while trains or highway traffic passed. 

The belt conveyors were run out to this 
spot. At the taltoad they passed under 
a bridge; at the highway they ran 
through an unused culvert and carried 
the plowed mixture dumped upon them. 
Those who looked upon this operation 
remembered the o% bid, and marveled. 

a aeey will make his profit,” they 
said. 


I STOOD with Mr. MacEvoy on a rock 
below the big dam which is the first of 
the six he is to construct, and watched the 
laden belt lines travel along five hundred 
feet a minute, almost too fast for the 
eyes to follow. 

“Did you have this in mind when you 
made that bid?” I asked. 

“No, I didn’t,” he replied. “I had 
been on the ground steadily for a month 
studying how to reduce costs. I knew 
that I could mix and place cement faster 
than the engineers had estimated, be 
cause I had done that at the market. But 
I took four months to figure out just how 
before I did a lick of actual work. 

“An engineer I know came to me and 
said there might be an idea worth while 
in the belts used to carry gravel from the 
pits where it is dug, up to the screens. I 
went to various gravel pits and saw the 
belts at work. I took my associates with 
me. Finally we adapted this belt system 
to our particular job. It cuts the number 
of men needed to less than a third.” 

“You got this contract,” I said, ‘be 
cause of your experience at the market. 
and you got the market job because of a 
gust of wind—we might say a wind of 
destiny—” 

MacEvoy hesitated a moment—then 
he smiled with genuine amusement. 

“I do owe something to that gust of 
wind,” he agreed. “Why, I had used that 
steam shovel myself in building a railroad 
in Maryland, yet I never thought of it 
in making my estimates. I just went 
along the beaten track until I was forced 
to get off or lose out. Since that time | 
have developed a definite plan: I begin 
any piece of work with the idea that for 
each part of it there is a simpler, quicker. 
less costly method than the one in general 
use. And I go about finding it. I de- 
liberately look for short cuts.” 

Consciously or unconsciously MacEvor 
has been using short cuts all his life. At 
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Let the kiddies play on floors fin- 
ished with ‘‘61’? Floor Varnish! This 
tough, elastic floor finish stands the 
running, jumping and pounding of 
childhood; the moving of furniture, the 
sharp little heel-taps of the debutante 
and the brogans of the iceman. 


“61” Floor Varnish is heelproof, 
marproof and waterproof — so abso- 
lutely waterproof that this innate quality 
is taken for granted by the host of 

61’’ users everywhere. 


à The dominant characteristic of 
61” Floor Varnish is durability — 
resistance to wear. That is why we say, 
Test it with ahammer; you may dent 
the wood but the varnish won’ t crack.”’ 


‘ Freedom from floor care is the rule 
in homes where ‘‘61’’ is used. Wiping 
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with a damp cloth is the only attention 
necessary. ‘61’? renews and protects 
linoleum and similar floor coverings, 
and on furniture and woodwork, it 
lasts even longer than on floors. 


“61”? Floor Varnish is sold in Clear 
Gloss, six woodstain colors and the 
popular Dull Finish, which produces 
a semi-luster effect without expensive 
hand rubbing. 

Send for Free Sample Panel 


finished with ‘‘61’’ Floor Varnish, 
Color Card and names of local dealers. 
Try the “‘hammer test’ on the panel! 

Guarantee: If any Pratt & Lambert Varnish 
Product fails to give satisfaction you may have 
your money back. 

Pratt & Lambert Varnish Products are used 
by painters, specified by architects and sold 
by paint and hardware dealers everywhere. 


Pratr & Lampert-Inc., 61 Tonawanda Street, Buffalo, N. Y. 
In Canada: 3 Courtwright St., Bridgeburg, Ontario 


PRATT & LAMBERT VARNISH PRODUCTS 
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nineteen, with fifty dollars of his own 
capital and a borrowed thousand, he went 
into business for himself. At thirty-nine 
he is one of the notable contractors in the 
East. 

He was one of eight children. His 
father owned a farm, and was in a small 
way a mason builder. As one of the older 
sons, before he was ten young Clifford 
helped. Before he was through grammar 
school the family was having a hard time. 
After two years in high school he took a 
job in a steel foundry, where he shoveled 
dirt and learned to be a molder. He 
didn’t like the work, but it paid well for a 
fifteen-year-old boy, so he decided to stick 
until he had something better. He went 
to Newark Technical School and regis- 
tered for the night course of four years of 
five nights a week. This meant a seven- 
teen-hour day. He rose at five-thirty, got 
to work at seven, finished work at six, 
stopped at a restaurant for a bowl of 
crackers and milk, and went to night 
school at seven. From seven to nine he 
studied. 

After two years in the foundry, he 
decided to leave—he wanted to get into 
something along the line of the work he 
had been studying. He was then making 
eighteen dollars a week as a molder; his 
father had died, and that money was 
sorely needed at home. The best job he 
could get in the line of work he wanted 
was as a “handy young man” with a 
small firm of contractors. Here the pays 
to start, would be nine dollars a week. 
MacEvoy was willing to take the chance, 
but he doubted whether the family could 

et along. He talked with his mother. 
She, too, was willing. She knew her son. 

MacEvoy took the new job. He was 
supposed to keep the books, answer the 
*phone, and hang around the office seeing 
people who called. The firm was run b 
a foreigner who was a master hand at his 
business, but who understood little about 
bookkeeping. Hardly had the boy com- 
pleted going over the books when he 
concluded that the firm was insolvent. 
It was about thirteen hundred dollars in 
the hole. He showed the figures to the 
boss, who puzzled over them and asked 
the boy what was wrong. They had plenty 
of work; why didn’t they make money? 

“It’s in the estimates,” explained young 
MacEvoy; “you didn’t allow enough for 
margins.” 

“ Perhaps,’ 
could do better.” 
an appeal for help. 


MAc EVOY answered that he thought 
he could. He started out to get orders, 
make estimates, and generally watch the 
job in hand. In a short time the books 
began to tell another story. Work in- 
creased, and the estimates allowed for a 
margin of profit. In two years, when 
young MacEvoy, then nineteen, was 

raduated from his night school, the firm 

ad assets of $21,000. It was a good 
business and the boy was making seventy- 
five dollars a week. But he was far from 
satished. He wanted to build “ big things.” 
And he wanted to boss the job. 

Two of the other boys at home were 
working now. The seventy-five dollars a 
week had enabled the family to live nicely. 
MacEvoy had made a down payment on a 
‘ «ne in his mother’s name, but there was 

' creat deal to be paid off. Could 
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suggested his boss, “you 
t was not sarcasm, but 


they get along on much less if he went into 
business for himself? His mother thought 
that they could. He told some customers 
of his plans, and four of them offered 
to lend him money. He finally agreed to 
borrow the money, with the understanding 
that his friends would be members of his 
company during the time he was paying 
back the loan. 

With this understanding he rented— 
with an option to buy—a lot with a house 
and a small office upon it. The lot ran 
back to a railroad. Nobody wanted it at 
the time, and MacEvoy took an option 
on it for seven thousand dollars. His 
mother agreed to rent her house and bring 
the family to the one on the business pro 
erty. MacEvoy thought that he might 
take twenty-five dollars a week from the 
business, but he agreed to pay back ten 
of it into the business as his share of the 
capital. In place of the seventy-five dol- 
lars a week the family would have but 
fifteen dollars for all expenses. 

“You can see,” he said earnestly, 
“that if Mother had not been willing to 
cut corners, too, I could never have made 
the change. But she was always willing.” 


UST before the final move was made 

there came temptation. The firm with 
which MacEvoy had worked offered hima 
third of the assets and a partnership. But 
the boy refused. 

“It took a lot of courage to turn m 
back on seven thousand dollars,” he said, 
“but I wanted a business of my own. 

“Thad to be very careful of the capital 
advanced to me,” he went on. “It was 
little, and I had not established much 
credit, so I went slow. I bought a wagon 
for thirty dollars, and a horse for fifteen. 
You can imagine the kind of nag I got for 
fifteen dollars! He went when he chose; 
he was strong enough, but his temper was 
uncertain. I got some wheelbarrows and 
hoes, picks, and shovels. The rest of the 
money was needed to advance wages to 
my men and to pay for materials. I 
would get up at five-thirty, feed the horse, 
outline the day’s work, and be ready to 
drive the wheelbarrows, hoes, picks, and 
men to work.” 

When young MacEvoy started out in 
business for himself he registered for a 
two-year night course at Columbia Uni- 
versity, New York City. This was but 
three nights a week, but the trip made the 
day longer than ever. The course was one 
in structure and design, and he knew 
exactly what the study meant. 

“I figured out,” he said, “that a course 
at night school of two years and two 
years experience obtained in the day at 
actual work would be worth six years of 
experience alone. I still think it was well 
worth it.” 

This was his first conscious short cut. 
There was a big class of young chaps at 
Columbia when he started, men from the 
steel foundries and the building business. 
They started full of enthusiasm, and less 
than half of them stayed. 

“Their dancing dates used to get in the 
way,” he told me. “Luckily, I couldn’t 
dance; but it wouldn’t have made any 
difference if I had. My girl—I had known 
her since high-school days—wouldn’t let 
me stay away from school a single night. 
If a student missed five.nights a term he 
was dropped, and she had no intention of 
letting me run that risk.” 


One day while MacEvoy was employed 
by the contracting firm, and before that 
firm was well on its feet, he had called on 
a supply company to order some mate- 
rial. e proprietor stared at him in an 
unfriendly fashion, and when the young 
man had stated his errand, ered: 

“Well, why do you come here for the 
stuff?” 

“Why,” said MacEvoy, “we owe you 

money. 
“PH say you do,” said the proprietor. 
“That’s the reason I’m asking you why 
you’re coming to me for more goods, when 
you owe me money.” 

The young man leaned forward and 
spoke with great earnestness. 

“It seems to me,” he said, “‘that as 
long as we owe hte money we ought to 
come to you. If we have cash business 
we ought to give it to you, and if we have 
to have more credit we ought to come to 
you first.” 

The owner of the place pondered. l 

“Well,” he said, Biali, “this is a new 
one on me, but I guess you’re right at that. 
If everybody did that we wouldn’t lose 
the customers to whom we sell on credit. 
What do you want?” 

“No man who is honest,” says Mac- 
Evoy, “ought to run away from any firm 
to which he owes money. He ought to 
continue buying there—for cash if the 
company will no longer give him credit— 
until the bill is paid.” 


(THE business site, as I said, had been 
rented with an option of purchase. As 
soon as he could, MacEvoy took up that 
option, paying $500 to bind the bargain 
price of $7,000. A few months later, he 
sold the site for $18,000 to a firm which 
wanted a site near the railroad. This sale 
did not include the house, which he 
moved to another site. With this un- 
expected capital, he was able to bid on his 
first big job—the laying of cement side- 
walks in Branch Brook Park, Newark. 
He was a low bidder and got the job, which 
required a five-year guarantee as to the 
condition of the walks. After nineteen 
years they are still in first-class order. 

MacEvoy realized that land along a rail- 
road might any day be valuable, and he 
purchased another site almost opposite 
the one he sold. For years he used it as a 
storage yard for the contracting business. 

It took four years to pay back the first 
sapea loaned him, a total of one thousand 
dollars. The last man to be paid at the 
end of the four years received. two thou- 
sand dollars for his loan of two hundred 
and fifty. In the meantime MacEvoy had 
married the girl who would not allow him 
to stay away one night from school, and 
she became his working partner. In the 
evenings when he made estimates, she did 
the mathematical computation; in the 
day, she went with him to business, and 
often to the job itself. In the absence of 
the boss, the men looked to Mrs. Mac- 
Evoy for instruction. 

“Without her help I could not have 
saved the capital to go ahead,” said Mac- 
Evoy. “My wife was not only my partner 
in the field, worth four assistants, but she 
saw the business as I did—not as some- 
thing to supply us with luxuries, but as 
a power in itself, that deserved its own 
earnings. I was able-to finance that mar- 
ket at Newark, and the present contract 
at Wanaque dam, because we saw things 
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Get EVERY tooth clean with a 
brush that reaches EVERY tooth 


Is your brush hitting on ALL 32 ? 


A good brush cleans your teeth thoroughly. It 
reaches all your teeth. It sweeps off the film of 
germs and mucin from every tooth. It leaves no 
tooth endangered by the acids of decay. 


KILLED men studied the con- 
tour of the jaw. They made a 
brush to fit. The bristles of this 
brush curve; the picture shows you 
how. Every tooth along the length 
of the brush is reached and cleaned. 


They put a cone-shaped tuft on 
the end of the brush. This helps you 
reach your back teeth. They curved 
the handle. That alone makes it easier 
for millions of tooth brush users to 
reach and clean every tooth in their 
mouths. 


Think of what help these features 
of the Pro-phy-lac-tic could be to 
you. Nomore trouble trying to make 
a flat brush clean a curved surface. 
No more awkward stretching of your 
mouth by brushes with the wrong 
shape of handle. No more fear that 


ALL your teeth may not be thor- 
oughly clean. 

Consider that tooth brush of yours. 
Is its bristle-surface concave? Does 
it fit the shape of your jaw? Does its 
handle follow the curve of your 
mouth? Is it easy to reach your back 
molars with it? 


The Pro-phy-lac-tic gets in between 
teeth. The saw-tooth bristles pry 
into every crevice, break up and 
sweep away the mucin, and dislodge 
food particles which otherwise might 
hide away and cause trouble. 

The big end tuft helps in this work 
and also performs another very im- 
portant task. With it you can easily 
reach and clean the backs of teeth, 
even the backs of hard-to-get-at 
molars. It pries into all the depres- 
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A A 

to one lucky 
reader each 
month — free 
tooth brushes 
for the rest of 
his or her life. 


The index finger in the picture above 
shows you how your jaw is curved. 
Note how the Pro-phy-lac-tic, in the 
curve of the bristles and in the curve 
of the handle, conforms to this 
formation. 


= 


Above —This picture shows how the 
Pro-phy-lac-tic fits the inside contour 
of the teeth and penetrates deeply 
into the crevices between. When the 
teeth are brushed correctly the bristles 
clean every curve and crevice 
thoroughly. 


sions and crevices, no matterhowdeep. 


There isn’t a part of a tooth this 
brush can’t clean, and its scientifi- 
cally arranged bristles are of such 
resilience that the film of germs and 
mucin is quickly swept away. 

Sold by all dealers in the United States, 
Canada and all over the world in three sizes. 
Prices in the United States and Canada are: 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Adult, 50c; Pro-phy-lac-tic 
Small, 40c; Pro-phy-lac-tic Baby, 25c. Also 
made in three different bristle textures—hard, 
medium and soft. Always sold in the. yellow 
box that protects from dust and handling. 

hel ith headline fe dver- 
free "suita nen hele for ot adrer 


ment is “Get EVERY tooth clean with a brush that 
reaches EVERY tooth.” After reading the text can you 
supply a new headline? We offer to the writer of the 
best one submitted each month four free Pro-phy-lac-tics 
every year for life. In case of a tie, the same prize will 
be given to each. Your chance is as good as anyone's. 
Mail the coupon or write a letter, The winning headline 
will be selected by the George Batten Company, Inc. 
Advertising Agents. This offer expires April 30, 1926. 


Tooth brushes for life to the reader who 


Pro-puy-Lac-tic Brusa Co., Florence, Mass. 
Dept. 5-CC1 


Gentlemen: I suggest the following as a new 


headline for the advertisement from which this 
coupon was clipped: 


(First name in full) 
Address 
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this way. At first, of course, I had so 
little I had to borrow from the banks.” 

It was not easy to borrow in the early 
days. Often a check would be collected 
for five hundred on Saturday morning to 
be paid out as wages in the afternoon. 
The first bank with which MacEvoy 
dealt was a conservative institution, and 
it did not approve of this'close checking. 
One morning when MacEvoy came in to 
ask for an additional loan the vice 
president frowned. 

“Young man,” he said, “you are no 
asset to this bank. You never keep an 
money here. And you owe us money.” 

“Well, I owe only a thousand,” Mac- 
Evoy protested. “I have always paid 
something when a loan came due, and I’ve 
never overdrawn.” 

“Yes, I know,” agreed the vice presi- 
dent, “but nothing of yours stays here.” 

“Well, I haven’t been in business long,” 
defended the young contractor. “Fm 
soon going to have an account worth 
while. In three months you'll see.” 

“ Maybe,” commented the officer. “But 
I’m not going to lend you this thou- 
sand. Moreover, I want you to pay 
the thousand you owe, and keep a larger 
balance here.’ 

“But I can’t,” protested MacEvoy. 
Then he sighed, and added, “I don’t 
want to, but I guess I’ll have to leave this 
bank.” : 

There was a small bank near his home. 
He told his troubles to the cashier, who 
was sympathetic. 

“Now, what do you really need, Mac- 
Evoy?” he asked. 

“Well, five thousand for three months 
would see me through,” said MacEvoy; 
“and after that I’ll have an account.” 

He got the five thousand, paid off his 
loans, and transferred his account. 
a few years he was carrying an account of 
twenty thousand, which made him the 
second largest depositor. Then the bank 
failed. 

The bank was a neighborhood one and 
its failure affected a number of small 
tradesmen. It affected MacEvoy seri- 
ously. Over half his capital had gone 
down with the wreck. The state apprais- 
ers decided that the bank might pay ten 
cents on the dollar. Citizens called a 
meeting, and MacEvoy, as the second 
largest depositor, was asked to speak. It 
was probably the worst ordeal he had yet 
met. He was painfully shy. 

“I had something to say, however,” he 
pointed out, “and that helped. I believed 
we could do better than ten cents on the 
dollar. I think the peop'e there, moved 
by the same urge I had, were prepared to 
agree with me. At any rate, they formed 
a committee, with me as its chairman, to 
represent the depositors.” 


JN a short time MacEvoy had a plan. 
It was to organize a new bank from the 
old, giving depositors shares of stock in 
the bank in lieu of their deposits. The 
original deposits were to be paid back 
gradually from the bank’s earnings, leav- 
ing the depositors still in possession of the 
stock. MacEvoy consulted several big 
bankers, who told him he was making a 
mistake. 

MacEvoy presented the matter to the 
citizens, and after some months the Mu- 
tual Bank of Roseville was organized. 


In 


The directors of the defunct bank put 
in some new capital and the depositors 
took their stock, in some instances as 
little as one one-thousandth of a share. 

The bank was small. Its capital was 
$50,000, its surplus $85,000 and its. de- 
posits $200,000. Clifford F. MacEvoy 
was made its president. He was twenty- 
eight years old, at that time one of the 
youngest bank presidents in the country. 
At his own request he served without 
salary. 


AC EVOY soon found that the bank- 
ing business was taking too much of 
his time. In saving his twenty thousand by 
taking over the presidency of an insolvent 
institution he had made a poor financial 
bargain. The amount of time and energy 
he had to give to the job would have 
brought far bigger results in the contract- 
ing business. But he had committed him- 
sale and he had come to like banking. 
The bank grew as the neighborhood 
prospered. In a few years there was 
enough money to pay dividends, and still 
add to the surplus. Last year it paid a 
dividend of fifteen per cent. It has paid 
to date eighty cents on the dollar of the 
original deposits of the failed bank; the 
stock is still in the hands of the old de- 
positors, to the one one-thousandth of a 
share; the capital has mounted to $200,- 
000, the surplus is $200,000, and the de- 
posits are about three millions. 

‘When he saved the bank,” said one of 
the depositors, “he saved us financially. 
We'd do anything for Cliff MacEvoy.” 

Managing a banking business with one 
hand and a contracting business with the 
other was a heavy job for a young man. 
But MacEvoy was accustomed to long 
hours. A physician, who was also a manu- 
facturing chemist, had seen the work done 
on the sidewalks in’ Branch Brook Park, 
and asked for estimates upon a new build-. 
ing in which he was interested. MacEvoy 
received the contract and from this time 
on, he constructed one important building 
after another. ~- 

In 1916 his wife died suddenly. It was 
a terrible and crushing blow to the young 
man. Since high-school days she had been 
his confidante; since their marriage, his 
partner. 

In 1918 the United States Government 
called for bids for the laying of a railroad 
track in Charles County, Maryland, from 
a point thirty miles southwest of Wash- 
ington, District of Columbia, to a powder 

lant, at Indian Head, on the Potomac. 

t was sixteen miles through the worst 
kind of country—bogs, swamps, hills, and 
woods. At one point there was a tunnel 
to be put through a mountain. 

Labor was scarce, and the completion of 
the track was demanded in one hundred 
and twenty days. MacEvoy put in a bid, 
and got the contract. Once on the job the 
difficulties looked even greater than be- 
fore. Labor was the main problem. It 
was during the fall of the first influenza 
epidemic, and half the workmen were 
stricken. The other half were frightened 
and many of them bolted. MacEvoy 
himself fell a prey to the disease, but 
realizing that to drop out meant a panic 
on the part of the workers, he kept on his 
feet until he could stand no longer. Then 
he went to the woods and lay down on a 
bed of pine needles. He slept half a day, 


t bk è & + 


and when he rose the fever had left. 

When the hill was reached, the scarcity 
of. labor made the tunnel proposition 
formidable. Forced to consider a short 
cut, MacEvoy relocated the line, following 
along the sides of the hill. In place of the 
steam shovel used for digging, he prepared 
heavy charges of dynamite and powder. 
The usual practice in blasting is to set a 
charge that will cut away about fifty feet. 
MacEvoy. blasted five hundred feet at a 
time. He finished the road with ten days 
to his credit. The newspapers made much 
of this achievement but MacEvoy him- 
self is not inclined to think it wonderful. 

“Blasting away the hill at that rate 
was an expedient produced by sheer des- 
peration,” he admits. : 

“Until the time I was up against it on 
that Newark market job,” he said, “I 
always waited to get in a fix, and then 
desperately Worked out of it. But that 
experience taught me to anticipate every 

ssible short cut that I might be forced 

y circumstances to make. Now I take 
my desperate measures beforehand. 

“In the contracting business there is 
always a certain sportingelement, in which 
uncertain. foundations, water, weather, 
and labor are the chief factors. The only 
way to hope to keep ahead and grow, is to 
have a big reserve. From the first, in 
my own business I saved every nickel l 
could, and put it back into the business. 

“There is but one rule for saving 
money and that is not to spend it. When 
you decide to hold on to every nickel you 
possibly can, you are on the right track 
for saving. But in the making of money 
I have in many ways been fortunate.” 


QONE of MacEvoy’s “fortunate” strokes 
came after the building of the railroad, 
when business was dull. The second lot 
which he had purchased had become too 
valuable for the use made of it. MacEvoy 
decided to put up a garage building upon 
it. While it was being erected a freight 
train drew up on the siding and began 
unloading. acEvoy noted that it 
seemed to contain nothing but household 
furniture. In a flash he saw the possi- 
bilities of his new building. People hadn’t 
enough houses in which to live, and every 
day they were storing their furniture. 
MacEvoy had long ago learned to change 
his mind and his plans to meet new con- 
ditions. He walked across the street and 


.spoke to his superintendent. 


“Tear out those windows,” he directed. 
“This is going to be a storage ware- 
house.” 

“Tf I had not seen that freight car,” 
he said, “I might have put up a garage 
building, which in that location probably 
would have been only fairly profitable. 
The storage warehouse was put to fall 
use immediately upon its completion, and 
has continued working to capacity ever 
since.” Dg 

While it was in process of construction 
MacEvoy began work on the Grove Street 
and Ampere Stations for the Delaware 
and Lackawanna Railroad. He also built 
a bridge for that railroad at Little Falls, 
New Jersey, and a factory for a motor- 
car company. When these were completed 
he was no longer working alone. He had 
married the sister of his first wife. She 
also was a good business woman and her 
husband’s partner. 
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LUSGIERINE 
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TRADE MARK REGISTERT O IN U.S PATENT OPOE 
V pAMBERP™ 
Sa ¢ 
PHARMACAL COMPANY 
ST.LOUIS,MO. U.S.A. 


Listerine, the safe antiseptic, 
is never sold in bulk 


Remember this fact: You can 
avoid fraudulent imitations by 
insisting upon obtaining Lister- 
ine in the original package— 
14 ounce, 7 ounce, 3 ounce and 
114 ounce. 


: PORONTO : ‘LONDON : ee BONRNE pa ees MADRID ~ MEXICO CITY. 
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How to Prepare 
for the 
ee Rainy D ay” 


you happen to 

have been born with 

the proverbial silver 
spoon in your mouth, the 
“rainy day” is likely to 
come into your life sooner 
or later. Itis an almost un- 
iversal human experience. 


But if you invest reg- 
ularly in safe Straus 
Bonds, yielding 6% 
or even better, you 
can face the prospect 
with confidence. 


You can build up a 
comfortable fortune 
by investing in these 
bonds. They will be 
a shield against finan- 
cial mischance, a sure 
protection against ad- 
versity. 


We suggest that you in- 
vestigate Straus Bonds, 
which afford you safety, 
marketability, diversifica- 
tion, and a good interest 
rate. As a first step, write 
for free descriptive litera- 


ture. Simply ask for 
BOOKLET J-1521 


The Straus Hallmark on a 


bond stampsit at onceas the 
premier real estate security. 


S.W. STRAUS 
& CO, 


Established 1882 Incorporated 
INVESTMENT BONDS 

STRAUS BUILDING 

505 Fifth Avenue 
at goth St. 
New York 

STRAUS BUILDING 
79 Post Street, SAN FRANCISCO 


43 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS 
TO ANY INVESTOR 


STRAUS BUILDING 
Michigan Ave. 
at Jackson Blvd. 
CHICAGO 


D 100" 8, W.-8. & Co., Inc. 


THE FAMILY’S MONEY 


We Are Giving, Saving, and Are Buying a 
House on My Salary of $2,400 a Year 


family of three lives on $1,800; we 

save $275, and give away $325. 
Fifteen years ago, at the time I married, 
I was earning $1,300. I had saved $400, 
which was quickly spent on a wedding 
trip and a first payment toward house- 
hold furniture. We completely furnished 
the house on the instalment plan. In the 
years that have passed we have learned 
the folly of buying on time payments. 
Prices are very much higher and the 
tendency is to buy what you can do 
without. 

Four years after our marriage we 
encountered unexpected and heavy ex- 
penses. My wife’s health failed, and her 
continued illness caused us to move to the 
West. We had to sell out our things, and 
the furniture, which had cost so much on 
the time payment plan, was sold at a 
sacrifice. It was tough, but there wasn’t 
anything else for us to do. A few months 
after we moved, an operation upon my 
wife became necessary. It was an ex- 
pensive operation, and left us in debt. 

In the eleven years since then, we have 
learned the secret of wise economy. The 
result has been the saving of a few hun- 
dred dollars and the ability to provide for 
three persons on less than two formerly 
required. 


FoR nine years we have used the budget 
plan. The published experiences of 
others helped us; but we noticed that 
in one respect their standards were differ- 
ent from ours. It has always been our 
custom to use at least ten per cent of our 
income for religious and benevolent pur- 
poses. 

When we moved to the city we are now 
living in, we contracted for the purchase 
of a fome From our savings we made a 
cash payment of $500. The monthly 

ayment of $40 (which is less than the 
konse would rent for) is credited on 
interest and principal. The taxes and 
repairs are about $70 a year. As values 
are increasing, and as we are spared the 
need of paying rent, I am sure that at 
least a part of this money will in the long 
run represent a large saving. 

Here is the annual budget we have 
found practical for us: 


M: SALARY is $2,400 a year. My 


Monthly payment, repairs, and taxes 


on home $550.00 
Light, heat, and ice 160.00 
Food 360.00 
Telephone 30.00 
Clothes 225.00 
Doctor and medicine 100.00 
Household furnishings 50.00 
Laundry 85.00 
Recreation (including amusement and 
ks) 50.00 
Travel (including car fare and auto- 
mobile) ` 100.00 
Personal property taxes 15.00 
Sundry items 75.00 
Savings 275.00 
Gifts 325.00 
ToTaL $2,400.00 


The winters here are long. We use 
twelve tons of coal. Food is reasonable. 
We pay twelve cents a quart for milk. We 
buy everything very carefully, watching 
for reduced prices, and occasionally we 
purchase canned goods, potatoes, and 
other things in quantity. We run no 
account, but patronize cash-and-carry 
stores. 

We use less than a pound of meat each 
day, but our daily supply of milk is two 
quarts. 

Nothing is wasted. Left-over food re- 
turns to the table in disguised but appe- 
tizing form. . 


(CLOTHING is expensive. We always 
buy out of season and we watch for 
bargain sales. My wife makes our boy a 
retty suit out of his daddy’s old one. 
Ehe makes her own clothes. Her old 
dresses are often dyed and made over. 
She seldom buys a new hat, but she pur- 
chases a new form and a little material, 
and by using her ingenuity and artistic 
skill, she produces a good-looking hat. 

Our expenditures for doctors and medi- 
cines are too large, but this item is 
unavoidable. We all have bad throats 
and eyes, and two of us must often, have 
dental work done. 

By takmg care of the furniture we 
already have we can keep our purchase of 
eee furnishings down to fifty dol- 
ars. 

Practically all the money we spend for 
help is paid to the steam laundry. The 
family wash is called for and is returned 
rough dry. My collars and shirts are done 
up by another laundry, which charges less 
because I call for them.. Our total ex- 
pense for laundry is one dollar and fifty 
cents per week. 

We cannot afford a maid, but occasian- 
ally help is called in for special work. 
I keep my lawn and garden in good con- 
dition myself, and incidentally improve 
my health, 


UR recreation is wholesome. Occa- 

sional automobile trips, movies, con- 
certs, mountain picnics, and plenty of 
reading keep us happy. We skeen e to 
good magazines, and also make use of the 
public library and of the excellent per- 
sonal library we have accumulated 
through the years. 

Our small budget of $50 for recreation 
and of $100 for travel is supplemented 
by an occasional extra dollar f earn or, in 
my wife’s case, for the making of fancy 
articles, for which she has skill 

Our present savings—except the un- 
determined amount we may be saving by 
the purchase of our home—represent 
payments on life insurance and a little 
cash, which we put into bonds. 

We give $240 to the church and mis- 
sionary and benevolent organizations of 
our choice and to the Red Cross. The 
remaining $85 goes for gifts to friends and 
relatives throughout the year, and es- 
pecially at Christmas time. C. C. jJ. 
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CRANE BEAUTY IN THE OPEN; CRANE QUALITY IN ALL HIDDEN FITTINGS 


Beauty,comfort and property values far 
greater than the money cost, have been 
added to countless old and new houses 
by installing in each an extra bathroom. 


No large amount of space is required. 
An empty hall-end, a spare room, or a 
large clothes closet can be transformed 
at moderate expense into a bathroom 
complete, convenient and charming. 
A broad range of Crane fixtures has been 


designed to economize room, yet provide 
faultless service. The Corwith bath pic- 
tured above may be had in four lengths 
and the Nova lavatory in three sizes. 


Any responsible plumbing contractor 
will help you find a place for your extra 
bathroom and will supply Crane fixtures 
in styles and sizes to suit your taste and 
budget. Our free color book on bathroom 
arrangement will aid you. Write for it. 


CRANE 


Address all inquiries to Crane Co., Chicago 
GENERAL OFFICES: CRANE BUILDING, 836 S. MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 
Branches and Sales Offices in One Hundred and Fifty Cities 
National Exhibit Rooms: Chicago, New York, Atlantic City, San Francisco and Montreal 
Works: Chicago, Bridgeport, Birmingham, Chattanooga, Trenton and Montreal 
CRANE EXPORT CORPORATION: NEW YORK, SAN FRANCISCO, SHANGHAI 
CRANE LIMITED: CRANE BUILDING, 386 BEAVER HALL SQUARE, MONTREAL 
CRANE-BENNETT, Lro., LONDON 
C= CRANE: PARIS, NANTES, BRUSSELS 


CRANE 


VALVES 
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How to Prepare 


for the 


“Rainy Day” 


you happen to 

have been born with 

the proverbial silver 
spoon in your mouth, the 
“rainy day” is likely to 
come into your life sooner 
or later. Itis an almost un- 
iversal human experience. 


But if you invest reg- 
ularly in safe Straus 
Bonds, yielding 6% 
or even better, you 
can face the prospect 
with confidence, 


You can build up a 
comfortable fortune 
by investing in these 
bonds. They will be 
a shield against finan- 
cial mischance, a sure 
protection against ad- 
versity. 


We suggest that you in- 
vestigate Straus Bonds, 
which afford you safety, 
marketability, diversifica- 
tion, and a good interest 
rate. As a first step, write 
for free descriptive litera- 
ture. Simply ask for 


BOOKLET J-1521 


The Straus Hallmark on a 
bond stampsit at onceas the 
premier real estate security. 


S.W. STRAUS 
& CO. 


Established 1882 Incorporated 
INVESTMENT BONDS 


STRAUS BUILDING 
Michigan Ave, 
at Jackson Blvd, 
CHICAGO 


Straus BUILDING 
505 Fifth Avenue 
at goth St, 
New YORK 
STRAUS BUILDING 
79 Post Street, SAN FRANCISCO 


43 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS 
TO ANY INVESTOR 


™ 1925—8S. W.-8. & Co., Inc. 
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THE FAMILY’S MONEY 


We Are Giving, Saving, and Are Buying a 
House on My Salary of $2,400 a Year 


M: SALARY is $2,400 a year. My 


family of three lives on $1,800; we 

save $275, and give away $325. 
Fifteen years ago, at the time I married, 
I was earning $1,300. I had saved $400, 
which was quickly spent on a wedding 
trip and a hee ayment toward house- 
hold furniture. We completely furnished 
the house on the instalment olan. In the 
years that have passed we have learned 
the folly of buying on time payments. 
Prices are very much higher and the 
tendency is to buy what you can do 
without. 

Four years after our marriage we 
encountered unexpected and heavy ex- 
penses. My wife’s health failed, and her 
continued iliness caused us to move to the 
West. We had to sell out our things, and 
the furniture, which had cost so much on 
the time payment plan, was sold at a 
sacrifice. k was tough, but there wasn’t 
anything else for us to do. A few months 
after we moved, an operation upon my 
wife became necessary. It was an ex- 
pensive operation, and left us in debt. 

In the eleven years since then, we have 
learned the secret of wise economy. The 
result has been the saving of a few hun- 
dred dollars and the ability to provide for 
three persons on less than two formerly 
required. 


R nine years we have used the budget 
plan. The published experiences of 
others helped us; but we noticed that 
in one respect their standards were differ- 
ent from ours. It has always been our 
custom to use at least ten per cent of our 
income for religious and benevolent pur- 
poses. 

When we moved to the city we are now 
living in, we contracted for the purchase 
of a home. From our savings we made a 
cash payment of $500. The monthly 

ayment of $40 (which is less than the 
hue would rent for) is credited on 
interest and principal. The taxes and 
repairs are about $70 a year. As values 
are increasing, and as we are spared the 
need of paying rent, I am sure that at 
least a part of this money will in the long 
run represent a large saving. 

Here is the annual budget we have 
found practical for us: 


Monthly payment, repairs, and taxes 


on home $550.00 
Light, heat, and ice 160.00 
Food 360.00 
Telephone 30.00 
Clothes 225.00 
Doctor and medicine 100.00 
Household furnishings 50.00 
Laundry 85.00 
Recreation (including amusement and 
ks) 50.00 
Travel (including car fare and auto- 
mobile) 100.00 
Personal property taxes 15.00 
Sundry items 75.00 
Savings 275.00 
Gifts 325.00 
ToTaL $2,400.00 


The winters here are long. We use 
twelve tons of coal. Food is reasonable. 
We pay twelve cents a quart for milk. We 
buy everything very carefully, watching 
for reduced prices, and occasionally we 
purchase canned goods, potatoes, and 
other things in quantity. We run no 
account, but patronize cash-and-carry 
stores. 

We use less than a pound of meat each 
day, but our daily supply of milk is two 
quarts. 

Nothing is wasted. Left-over food re- 
turns to the table in disguised but appe- 
tizing form. . 


(CLOTHING is expensive. We always 
buy out of season and we watch for 
bargain sales. My wife makes our boy a 
retty suit out of his daddy’s old one. 
Ehe makes her own clothes. Her old 
dresses are often dyed and made over. 
She seldom buys a new hat, but she pur- 
chases a new form and a little material, 
and by using her mgenuity and artistic 
skill, she produces a good-looking hat. 

Our expenditures for doctors and medi- 
cines are too large, but this item is 
unavoidable. We all have bad throats 
and eyes, and two of us must often, have 
dental work done. 

By taking care of the furniture we 
already have we can keep our purchase of 
Rousehald furnishings down to fifty dol- 
ars. 

Practically all the money we spend for 
help is paid to the steam laundry. The 
family wash is called for and is returned 
rough dry. My collars and shirts are done 
up by another handry, which charges less 
because I call for them. Our total ex- 
pense for laundry is one dollar and fifty 
cents per week. 

We cannot afford a maid, but occasion- 
ally help is called in for special work. 
I keep my lawn and garden in good con- 
dition myself, and incidentally improve 
my health, 


UR recreation is wholesome. Occa- 

sional automobile trips, movies, con- 
certs, mountain picnics, and plenty of 
reading keep us happy. We subscribe to 
good magazines, and also make use of the 
public library and of the excellent per- 
sonal library we have accumulated 
through the years. 

Our small budget of $50 for recreation 
and of $100 for travel is supplemented 
by an occasional extra dollar I earn or, in 
my wife’s case, for the making of fancy 
articles, for which she has skill 

Our present savings—except the un- 
determined amount we may be saving by 
the purchase of our home—represent 
payments on life insurance and a little 
cash, which we put into bonds. 

We give $240 to the church and mis- 
sionary and benevolent organizations of 
our choice and to the Red Cross. The 
remaining $85 goes for gifts to friends and 
relatives throughout the year, and es- 
pecially at Christmas time. Cc. C.J. 
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CRANE BEAUTY 


Beauty,comfort and property values far 


greater than the money cost, have been 
added to countless old and new houses 
by installing in each an extra bathroom. 


No large amount of space is required. 
An empty hall-end, a spare room, or a 
large clothes closet can be transformed 
at moderate expense into a bathroom 
complete, convenient and charming. 
A broad range of Crane fixtures has been 


IN THE OPEN; CRANE QU 


designed to economize room, yet provide 
faultless service. The Corwith bath pic- 
tured above may be had in four lengths 
and the Nova lavatory in three sizes. 


Any responsible plumbing contractor 
will help you find a place for your extra 
bathroom and will supply Crane fixtures 
in styles and sizes to suit your taste and 
budget. Our free color book on bathroom 
arrangement will aid you, Write for it. 


CRANE 


Address all inquiries to Crane Co., Chicago 
GENERAL OFFICES: CRANE BUILDING, 836 S. MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 
Branches and Sales Offices in One Hundred and Fifty Cities 
National Exhibit Rooms: Chicago, New York, Atlantic City, San Franciscoand Montreal 
Works: Chicago, Bridgeport, Birmingham, Chattanooga, Trenton and Montreal 
CRANE EXPORT CORPORATION: NEW YORK, SAN FRANCISCO, SHANGHAI 
CRANE LIMITED: CRANE BUILDING, 386 BEAVER HALL SQUARE, MONTREAL 
CRANE-BENNETT, Lro., LONDON 
C= CRANE: PARIS, NANTES, BRUSSELS 
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VALVES 


GUARANTEE 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


The pattern shown on the floor 
above is No. 538, a fascinating 


Oriental design of rich blue. 


There is only one “Congoleum” 
and it is identified by the Gold 
Seal pasted on every pattern. If 
you want “Congoleum” ask for 
it by name and don’t fail to look 
for the Gold Seal. 


‘‘Weren’t you clever to 
choose a Congoleum Rug?” 


Isn’t it a pleasure to usher your guest fastening of any kind—they never curl 
into a room that’s the perfection of dainty up at the corners or ruffle along the edges. 


charm and good taste! And they have a smooth, waterproof 


With a Congoleum Gold Seal Rug on surface that cannot absorb dust and spilled 
the floor, you've gone far toward realizing liquids. Just go over them with a damp i 
such an ideal. For these modern, sanitary mop or cloth and every trace of dirt will 
rugs come in a number of bright, colorful. disappear as if by magic. 
patterns that will harmonize beautifully 


with any type of furnishings. Inexpensive and Durable 


Patterns for Every Room Congoleum Rugs cost so little and wear 
so long that they are the most economical 


There are elaborate and fascinating floor-covering you can buy. They are 
Oriental motifs; dainty and charming made in all the popular sizes. 


floral effects and neat tile and wood-block 


patterns—designs so varied that you can CONGOLEUM-NAIRN INC. 
re : be aie Philadelphia New York Boston Chi San Francis 
have appropriate rugs in every room. Kansas City Minneapolin. Atana Dallas. Pietsburgh 
} fl . } New Orleans Cleveland London Paris Rio de Janeiro 
Congoleum Rugs hug the floor without In Canada—Congoleum Canada Limited, Montreal 
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A New Serial 
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SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


REMOVE SEAL WITH 
DAMP aote 


Announcing. 


Nine New Congoleum Rug Designs 


Nine masterpieces of design! Nine 
creations from famous artists! Nine 
beautiful contributions to America’s 
tasteful homes! Now ready for inspec- 
tion at your dealer’s. 


On this page we can give only the 
merest hint of the beauty and variety 
of these new Congoleum Rug patterns. 
Clip the patterns you like best and 
have your dealer show them to you. 

Rich colorful designs side by side 
with conventional effects. Fascinat- 
ing Chinese figures—gorgeous as a 
Mandarin’s costume. All-over floral 
motifs fresh and joyous as a May 
morning. Geometrical figures suited 
for kitchen, bathroom or pantry. 


Your dealer will show you Congo- 
leum Gold Seal Rugs. Note their 


variety; their craftsmanship; their 
seamless, waterproof surface that 
needs only an occasional light mop- 
ping. These modern floor-coverings 
lie flat without fastening of any kind 
—never turn up at the edges. 


Real Money-Saving Prices 


Yet with all their advantages, Con- 
goleum Gold Seal Rugs cost ever so 
little. Sizes range from small mats to 
room-size rugs up to 9 x 15 feet. 

Then, too, the Gold Seal on every 
one protects you against substitution 
or any possible dissatisfaction with 
your purchase. 

CONGOLEUM-NAIRN INC. 
Philadelphia New York Boston Chicago Kansas City 


Atlanta San Francisco Cleveland Minneapolis Dallas 
Pittsburgh New Orleans London Paris Rio de Janeiro 


In Canada—Congoleum Canada Limited, Montreal 
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Hunprens of thousands of 
motor car buyers had actually 
learned to prefer Fisher bodies 
before the public was made 
familiar with the Fisher name. 


That statement sounds like a 
paradox. It is, on the contrary, 
a fact intensely significant of 
the certainty with which the 
public recognizes higher merit 
and greater value. 


Long before the public had 
learned to demand— “Is the 
body by Fisher?”—motor car 
owners everywhere had come 
to know that the bodies of a 
certain few automobiles were 
far superior. 


It was not a mere coincidence 
that themanufacturersofthese 
cars were, one and all, clients 


of Fisher. 

wy wy 
The public was quick to appre- 
ciate that these few, outstand- 
ing cars were smarter in body 
design; that thebodiesretained 
their finish and their good 


looks longer; that they were 
finer, more comfortable, more 


durable. 


Such an obvious advantage 
was sure to increase, and it did 
increase, the sale of these cars 
with Fisher bodies. 


ROONEY OCOD NON 


They became leaders in point 
of volume, and in point of 
value—and they are leaders in 
both, today. 


In each price division, there is 
anoutstandingcarwhich offers 
the advantages and superiori- 
ties so widely recognized in a 
body which bears the emblem 
—Body by Fisher. 
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The Sporting Chance 


The romance of a modern Sir Galahad 


By Margaret Cameron 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY NORMAN PRICE 


IS name 
was Braze- 
nose. That 


in itself was bad 
enough. The boys 
at school called 
him Nosey, until 
he thrashed them 
into respectful 
submission, after 
which they compromised upon Bray. But 
when, as he grew older, he contemplated 
the incredible parental fatuity that had 
sent him into a ribald world labeled 
Percival Galahad, he felt that the limit 
of injury had been reached. The choice 
of these names was a stain upon the 
memory of an otherwise idealized mother, 
who had died a few days after his 
birth. His father called him Son, or Boy. 
By the time he entered college 
he had fallen back for identi- 
fication upon his initials, ob- 
stinately refusing to disclose 
their significance, and inevitably, 
in his freshman year, P. G. 
became “Piggy.” Thus, it was 
as Piggy Brazenose that he laid 
the foundation of his reputation 
for audacity and reck- 
less daring. This nick- 
name was peculiarly 
inappropriate, even for 
a collegian, and persons 
who had heard of the 
prowess of Piggy 
Brazenose in sports and 
pranks were seldom pre- 
pared for the six feet 
of well-proportioned 
.brawn, crisp, sunny- 
brown hair, regular - 
features and laugh- 
ing eyes discovered 
upon meeting him. 
Externally, he was 
stubbornly and noto- 
- riously unromantic. Nobody under- 
stood why a fellow as good-looking 
and as popular among men as 
Piggy Brazenose should so per- 
sistently avoid girls; but neither 
did anybody know that his name 


was Percival Galahad, nor how terrified 
he was lest somebody should find it out. 
And even his limited experience had con- 
vinced him that the female of the species 
is more inquisitive than the male. 
Nevertheless, deep under the modern 
veneer lay an inherent, unrecognized 
romanticism, and even after he had left 
college and entered more or less dutifully 
upon the path of his obvious destiny, 
preparatory to becoming his father’s assist- 
ant in business, this unquenchable flame 
flared at frequent intervals, to the disgust 


“Sporting poppycock! This thing is 
going to stop . . . I’m tired of figur- 
ingin the public prints as the million- 
aire father of a fantastic adventurer” 


and wrath of the elder Brazenose, a wealthy 
manufacturer to whom Business was a god 
and his own factory an altar to be served 
with a single-minded devotion by himself, 
his son, and his son’s sons after him. 

He labored diligently to impress this 
solemn vocation upon the mind of his 
only offspring, and Piggy as earnestly 
argued that business was one thing and 
sport another, calling upon his parent to 
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remember that, however harebrained 
some of his adventures might seem, they 
were innocent. He thought his father 
ought to be thankful that neither cards, 
horses, wine, women, nor song had 
figured conspicuously in any of them. 

But Brazenose was not thankful. He 
was worried. Piggy would have denied it 
hotly—did, in fact, when it was sug- 

ested—but he was incorrigibly idealistic. 
He invariably believed a man’s motives to 
be good until they were proved otherwise, 
aid gs invariably he plunged to the rescue 
of anyone whom he conceived to be the 
under dog. This, more than his purely 
physical exploits, dangerous though these 
sometimes were, perturbed his sire, for it 
threatened the altar at which he wor- 
shiped, the continued success of the in- 
dustry he had founded in the name of a 
concrete and jealous god. By every pre- 
cept and stratagem he could devise, he 
warned Piggy against idealistic illusion 
and impulse. 

Yet forlorn hopes continued to gravi- 
tate toward Piggy. Confronted by the 
necessity for prompt action, he acted 
promptly in whatever manner seemed to 
him most natural and efficacious, and he 
had a flair for the unusual. 


ASASE in point, and also, as it 
happened, an important epi- 
sode in his career, occurred late one 
Sunday afternoon in September. 
His father was out of town, but 
returned the next morning, going 
directly from the train to his factory 
in New Jersey. Piggy, summoned 
at once to the president’s office, 
found the head of the firm, flushed 
and grim, sitting behind a desk 
piled with newspapers. The upper- 
most one bore upon its first page a 
double-column caption: 


Millionaire’s Son Saves Life of 

Drowning Man in East River 

P. G. Brazenose in Spectacular Dive 

From Bridge Risks Own Life in Sight 

of Helpless Hundreds. Leaves Tour- 

ing Car to Rescue Polish Laborer 
r ees oe that aii the father 

emanded. Piggy gave him a wry grin. 

“Well, they seem to have all the says 
but they needn’t have made such a fuss 
about it. The poor devil couldn’t swim, 
so I went after him. That’s all.” 

“The papers say you were picked up 
by a boat in less than a minute. Why 
didn’t you let the boat do it?” 

“Well, there wasn’t much time. I 
didn’t see anybody else doing anything, 
so I kicked off my shoes and went to it.” 

“Precisely. Without a second thought. 
Impulse again. Risked your life for a silly 
romantic impulse.” 

“ No, sir! That’s not fair!” 

Piggy’s face was now as red as his 
father’s. “There was nothing romantic 
about it. But the fellow seemed to be in 
danger, and—well, any way you look at 
it, it was a good sporting proposition.” 

“Tcha! Sporting poppycock! This 
thing is going to stop—right now! I’m 
tired of figuring in the public prints as 
the millionaire father of a fantastic 
adventurer. Got that?” 

“Quite.” 

“All right. Now, get this: I’ve stood 
all Pm going to. Either you settle down 
to business now and cut out all this 
spectacular nonsense, or I’m through 
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with you. The next time you get into 
headlines out you go, to shift for yourself 
for the rest of your life. That’s flat. Got 
it?” 

Angry though he was, Piggy could not re- 
press a smile as he murmured, “Old stuff.” 

“Tt may be old stuff, but you'll find it 
new stuff to have to earn your own salt, 
and stunts like diving off Brooklyn 
Bridge will give you slim pickings. Head- 
lines may tickle your vanity, but they 
don’t buy bacon and eggs, much less pheas- 
ant and champagne!” 


IGGY thought it might be interesting 
to discover just what financial value 
his various accomplishments had, and 
was tempted to say so, but, being 
honestly fond of his father, he re- 
frained. 
“T’m sorry you’re annoyed, Dad,” 


“Im at your serv- 
ice," said Piggy, ‘‘if 
you'll let me do what- 
ever it was the other 
man was going to 
do.” She gave him a 
humorous glance. 
“He was going to 
marry me,” she said 


he said, “but I didn’t see what else I 
could do.” 

“Well, you see what you can do in 
future,” snapped the head of the house. 
“You quit all this romantic stuff, or I 
quit you. If you’re so keen about a 
sporting chance, there’s one you can get 
your teeth into. Now get out. I’m 
busy.” 

P. G., as he was known in the factory, 
retired to his own desk with a sense of 

rofound injury. He didn’t particularly 
blame his father for objecting to pub- 
licity; he objected to it himself, which 
made the assertion that he courted it cut 


And the repeated charge 


the deeper. : 
that he was romantic seemed to him little 


less than insult. Romance was associated 
in his mind with sundry legendary 
phenomena generally and comprehen- 
sively classified by his clear-eyed genera- 
tion as bunk. Only his perception that 
Dad had had a stiff jolt, and was scared. 
had prevented his blazing into outspoken 
anger which might have provoked a ser- 
ous quarrel. 

The threat of disinheritance did not 
trouble him, though he knew it to be 
sincere. Brazenose, Senior, might play 
a shrewd game among his commercial and 
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financial compeers, but he never bluffed 
with his son. However, Piggy was 
through! Hereafter, if he saw anybody 
in trouble he’d blow a police whistle! 
P. G. Brazenose was definitely and per- 
manently through. 

Introspection was not one of Piggy’s 
traits, and a fundamentally Cheerful” tie. 
position made it impossible for him to 
nurse a grievance long. Therefore it was 
with a humorous grin that he put his 
head into his father’s office half an hour 
after leaving it, to remark: 

“Say, Dad, I’m going to beat it. Four 
reporters from evening papers are laying 
for me in the outer office.” 

“Allright, skip. And for heaven’s sake 
don’t talk for ’em!” 

“Don’t fret,” replied his heir, and pro- 
ceeded to a window at the back of the 


building, where he stepped out upon a 
fire escape and neatly disappeared. 

That was the last that his father saw 
of Piggy Brazenose, and almost the last 
that was definitely known of his move- 
ments, for many days. 


[E LOOKED innocent enough at first; 
4 a little surprising, perhaps, but not in 
the least suggestive head ines. 

The man was older than Piggy, prob- 
ably about thirty, and bore the outward 
indications of a gentleman. He was 
standing beside the door of the ferry 
house eying the prospective passengers as 
they filtered through toward the gates. 
When his glance fell upon Piggy he 
sera hendi hie dbonl dara: hesitate Bey 
and advanced, smiling a little. 

“T say,” he began hurriedly, “this is 
awkward, but you look like a chap of 
one’s own sort. I’m rather in a hole. I 
wonder if you'd help me out?” 

“Sure.” Piggy’s hand went into his 
pocket. 

“No, it isn’t that. Thanks, just the 
same; but it’s time, not money, that I’m 
short of. I’m pretty much a stranger 
here—and I’m in a fix. I’m supposed to 


meet a lady at the Grand Central at 
ten-ffty-one, and something has just 
happened that makes it impossible for 
me to get there, and I’m afraid to trust 
the discretion of a messenger boy. Have 
ou time—would you be willing—to 
nd her and give her a message for me? 
It’s unconventional, I know; but it’s 
really very important.” 

“Why, sure,” said Piggy. “PI go!” 

The man’s anxious face cleared. 

“That’s bully of you! She’s a little bit 
of a thing with brown hair and eyes, and 
she’ll be dressed in brown. She’s coming 
from Quebec, and if you miss her at the 
gate you'll find her at the information 
desk. She was to wait there for me and 
may—may be seriously inconvenienced 
if I don’t get word to her.” 

“Allright. Ive got that. What’s her 
name? And what shall I tell her?” 

“Tell her I’m terribly sorry, but I’ve 
been called West unexpectedly on very 
important business. I’ve got to hustle 
like the deuce to catch my train. I’ll be 
back within a few days. Tell her to let 
me know where she is, but on no account 
to take any action until she 
hears from me. Tell her that 
what she’s planning is abso- 
lutely impossible, and may 
have very serious conse- 

uences. She'll understand 
hat And I’m really awfully 
grateful to— Hey!” Breaking 
off his rapid speech, the man 
darted toward a taxi. 

“Here, hold on!” Piggy 
shouted. “What’s her name? 
What’s yours?” 

But the other had already 
jumped into the moving ve- 
hicle and was waving his 
hand from the window as it 
whirled away. 

“Well, Fil be jiggered!” 
remarked young Brazenose, 
staring after it. “This looks like a wild- 
goose chase now; but I said Pd go.” 


HUCKLING, he strolled toward the 

ferryboat and at the appointed time 
arrived at the Grand Central Station. 
When he had ascertained the number of 
the track on which the lady’s train would 
come in, he took up a position near the gate, 
through which passengers soon began to 
pour. Presently he saw her coming down 
the platform; a tiny, modish, brown figure 
with a well-poised head. A porter beside 
her carried a handsome brown bag. Hat 
in hand, Piggy intercepted her. 

“I beg your pardon,” he said, “but 
are you expecting a man to meet you?” 

She gave him a scornful glance, 
replying crisply, “I am. A man I know.” 

‘Then I’m a messenger from him. He 
asked me to say that he couldn’t come.” 

“Couldn’t come!” she repeated sharply, 
and stopped short amid the stream of 
hurrying people, lifting her veil as if to 
see him better. She had small, clearly 
cut features, a determined little chin, 
humorous lips, and eyes like a sunlit 
autumn pool. But as she spoke every 
poe: of color faded from her face, 
eaving it waxy white. “He couldn't 
come! Why not? Where is he?” 

“T don’t know. I never saw him 
before,” he explained with ‘some pertur- 
bation, wondering whether she was going 
to faint. 


She withdrew a little, and in her face he 
read suspicion and something that looked 
like fright. “Then why— Who are you?” 

“My name’s Brazenose, P. G. Braze- 
nose. My father is Grover Brazenose. 
Manufactures looms. I’d been at the 
factory, over in Jersey, and at the ferry 
coming back this man spoke to me. Said 
he’d been called West suddenly, and 
would have to hustle to catch his train. 
And he asked me to come and tell you. 
That’s all I know about him.” 

At this the distress that he fancied 
might be fright came back into her 
face. 

“What sort of man was he? What did 
he look like?” 

“He was about five feet ten. Dark hair, 
light gray eyes, clean-shaven. Muscular 
chap. 

She nodded, and it seemed to him that 
she was slightly relieved. 

“Did he tell you where he was going?” 

“No. He said he’d be back within a 
few days, and he wants you to let him 
know where you are, and on no account 
to take any action until you hear from 
him. He told me to say that what you 
are planning is absolutely impossible and 
might have very serious consequences.” 

“H’m. Yes. I see. Well—thank you 
for coming.” 


GHE began walking on absently, through 
a passageway and into the great cen- 
tral room, and Piggy, though knowing 
himself dismissed, kept pace with her. 
The color had not returned to her face 
and he hesitated to leave her alone. 

“Isn’t there something else I can do?” 
he suggested. “Perhaps telephone to 
your friends?” 

She shook her head, apparently oblivi- 
ous of his presence. This was a novel 
experience to Piggy Brazenose, of whose 
sculpturesque proportions and magnetic 
personality most maidens were too obvi- 
ously aware. It encouraged him to per- 
sist. 

“I don’t want to seem officious,” he 
said awkwardly; ‘‘but I don’t like to 
leave you nr Ee You look as if you 
might faint.” 

“T never faint. 
quite what to do.” 

“Tm at your service, if you'll let me do 
whatever it was the other man was going 
to do.” 

Despite the predicament in which she 
was caught, she gave him a humorous 
glance. 

“He was going to marry me.” 


But—I don’t know 


“Now! How about telling me 


your name, as a starter?” 


` 
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“He was going to marry you! And he 
didn’t show up?” 

She made a little gesture. “Oh, well, 
there may be good reasons for that.” 

“ But—but—why, the chap didn’t look 
like a rotter!” 

“He isn’t. He— I can’t explain, but 
probably he had a good reason.” 

“But— Good lord!” Piggy stammered 
in wrath and embarrassment. “Look 
here, let me take you to a hotel.” 

“I can’t go to a hotel,” she said dully, 
pausing near the information desk. 
Giving the porter a coin, she dismissed 
him, and turned again to Piggy, saying 
more decisively, “Thank you. You’ve 
been very kind. I won’t trouble you any 
more.” 

“You will trouble me, unless I see 
you out of this mess,” he retorted. “‘ There 
must be something I can do.” 

“There’s nothing anybody can do now. 
Unless. . . . Perhaps you can tell me 
where to go to find employment?” 

“Employment?” he echoed stupidly. 
“What kind of employment?” 

“I might teach breach: I speak it well. 
And I paint pretty well. I suppose I 
could do place cards and lamp shades. 
Or perhaps I might sell things in a shop?” 


IGGY was no connoisseur of feminine 

apparel, but he did know something 
about leather, and the bag at her feet 
was not only expensive but seemed to 
harmonize with the rest of her belong- 
ings. As he phrased it in his own mind, 
she looked like a million dollars. 

“Well, we can’t settle that here,” he 
said. “I know a hotel—” 

“T tell you I can’t go to a hotel,” she 
interrupted. “I just gave the last cent 
I have in the world to that porter.” 
Piggy gaped at her incredulously, and she 
gave a little shrug, adding, with a gleam 
of inspiration, “Oh, of course, a pawn 
shop! That’s what one does first, isn’t 
it? Do you know of one near here?” 

“Rats! You can’t go to a pawn shop. 
Pll loan you all you need,” said Piggy 
impulsively. 

“I can’t let you do that.” 

“Well, you can’t turn yourself loose 
in New York without any money,” he 
countered. ‘‘ Now, you be sensible. You 
don’t know me, so you'll just have to take 
my word for it that I’m all right. There 
aren’t any women in my family—just 
Dad and me—so I can’t take you home 
very well; but if you won’t go to a hotel, 


Mrs. Smith gently demurred. 
She was in deep trouble an“ 
wished to be alone 
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let me take you to my aunt, Mrs. Colton 
Dollard. If you don’t know who she is, 
you can look her up in the social register.” 

“Oh, no, no!” Again she shrank a 
little. “You  mustn’t—I_ can’t—you 
don’t understand.” When she saw his 
astonishment, she controlled herself, 
adding more calmly, “‘You’re very kind 
and f do appreciate it, but there are 
reasons. If you really want to help me, 
you'll just forget all about this—and me.” 

“All right,” he responded promptly. 
“As far as I’m concerned. it never hap- 
pened. But only on condition that you'll 
let me loan you enough money to see you 
through, or else let me buy you a ticket 
back to wherever you came from.” 

She shook her head, turning her face 
away. “Im not going back. I can’t. 
I came here to do something, and I’m 
going to do it in spite of—of everything!” 

“Bully for you!” said Piggy cheerfully. 
“Then that’s settled. The next thing 
is to find out what you’d better do mean- 
while. Let’s go over to Sautern’s and find 
a corner where we can talk. You’ve had 
a jolt, and a cup of coffee will brace you 
up. After a while we’ll have some lunch. 
Come on.” 

Picking up her bag, he led the way to 
the taxi stand, and she followed. Neither 
of them noticed that a small, dark man, 
who had been loitering near by while 
they talked, apparently idly watching the 
changing crowds, came suddenly to life 
and strode after them, his brow furrowed 
by perplexity. He took the next taxi 
after theirs and told the chauffeur to keep 
them in sight. 


WHEN Piggy found himself seated in 
the taxi beside this strange young 
woman he was conscious of a certain sur- 
prise. heretofore, as has been said, 
women had held no particular place in his 
life, and even in day dreams he had never 
pictured himself as a squire of dames. 

However, he had done. it, not because 
she was a girl but because, in spite of 
that handicap, she was a thorough-going 
little sport and in hard luck. She had 
taken, standing, what he imagined would 
have been for most girls a knockout blow. 
As a matter of fact, he told himself, she 
didn’t act like a girl at all. Sitting in her 
corner of the cab, her brown eyes absently 
fixed upon the crowded panorama of the 
streets, she retired within herself, as 
any fellow in trouble might have done: 
and it was as a fellow in trouble that 
Piggy yearned, in his own vernacular, to 
give her a leg up. 

Once the young man smiled surrepti- 
tiously as he pictured his father’s reac- 
tions to this situation. There was no 
denying that the scion of the house of 
Brazenose had acted upon impulse again. 
Then he flushed hotly, remembering the 
absurd accusation that he was romantic, 
and reflecting upon the interpretation his 
parent would certainly put upon this 
adventure. He decided that it was lucky 
Dad would never know anything about 
it. But he was pricked by a disturbing 
possibility, and asked abruptly: 

“Do you believe in romance? Think 
there is any such thing?” 

Without changing her position, the 
girl replied: 


“Changed are the Gods of Hunt and Dance. 
And He with these. Farewell, Romance!” 


“Kipling,” said Piggy instantly. ** Like 


“Of course.” 

He might have known she would. 
Reassured, he relapsed into silence again. 
Before Sautern’s dose he helped her out 
of the taxi, and while he paid the chauffeur 
she crossed the pavement to the steps, 
turning just in time to see another taxi 
drive slowly past. Its only occupant, 
a small, dark man, leaned forward to 
eye her. searchingly. The girl caught her 
breath and again the color ebbed from 
her face. 

“Oh, Za, la!” she whispered. 


TT HE restaurant was almost deserted, 

and Piggy chose a corner table. He 
leaned back in his chair, smiling at her, 
and said: 

“Now! How about telling me your 
name, as a starter?” 

“Smith. Rowena Smith. Yours? I’ve 
forgotten.” 

“ Brazenose.” 

She looked at him reflectively. “I 
used to hear about a boy they called ‘Pig- 
gy’ Brazenose. He was always doing 
dare-devil things and getting into scrapes. 

“Dad says I still do ’em.” 

“Oh! I wondered if you were he,” she 
replied, and went into a brown study. 


“Well? What about it?” 
“Is there any way out of this place 
except that?” She nodded toward the 


entrance they had used. : 

“I doubt it. I suppose you could go out 
through the catering place at a pinch. 
Why?” When she did not answer, he 
puna a line from Florodora, then 

aving one of its numerous revivals. 
“You’ve got to trust somebody, and it 
might as well be me. You can, yeu 
know.” 

“Y-yes, I think I can. Anyway, I’ve 
got to. ... There’s a man following me, 
and I want to slip away from him.” 

“Where is he? Show me, and he won’t 
annoy you any more.” 

“He hasn’t annoyed me—that way. 
I mean, he’s not trying to flirt with me. 
But I saw him at the station, just stand- 
ing around, watching. And before we 
came in here he drove past in a taxi and 
I’m sure he followed us.” 

“Oh, 1 guess not. Probably he just 
happened to be coming this way. Drink 
some coffee. You're as pale as a ghost.” 

“I think he’s a detective.” 

“A detective! Why should a detec- 
tive be following you?” 

“He might—if they found out— 
though I don’t see how they could. | 
know it sounds queer, but—it’s something 
I can’t explain. It’s nothing criminal.” 
She opened to his gaze the deep, clear 
pools of her eyes. “‘ But it’s almost a mat- 
ter of life and death.” 

“To you?” 

“Oh, no! I-don’t matter, except for 
what I came to do.” 

“I thought you came to be married,” 
he blurted youthfully. 

“I did. But for something else, too. 
It’s that they’re trying to stop, and they 
mustn’t. I must do it.” 

Piggy began to realize that in cham- 
pioning this curious waif he had under- 
taken rather more than had at first 
appeared. But his interest and what he 
would have called his sporting instincts 
had been aroused. 


The Sporting Chance, by MARGARET CAMERON 
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Rowena contributed a towel for his shoulders, and then, slowly, carefully, she 
invested him with raven locks, afterward darkening his eyebrows with the pencil 


“Hadn’t you better tell me something 
about it?” he suggested. 

“I don’t want to get you into it.” 

“Pm in now. Youre not going to 
throw me out, are you?” 

She gave him a grateful glance, but 
shook her head. “You're not very far in, 
and if you'll just get me away from here 
without that man’s knowing i1t—” 

“Tl get you out all right. What comes 
after that? Go on; tell me. Maybe I 
can help. You seem to know my reputa- 
tion,” he added, with his boyish grin. 

“ Nothing comes after that, for a while. 
I’ve got to earn some money first.” 

“Oh, come off!” Piggy elegantly re- 
marked, in the tone he would have used 
had she been a man of his own age. “‘ Don’t 


be an idiot! I happen to have a pretty 
fair bank balance right now, and I’ve 
seen enough of you to back you to the 
limit. If I can help, I will. If I can’t, PI 
forget it and no harm done.” 


THE friendly warmth of his manner, to- 
gether with its utter lack of deference, 
the ‘absence of the slightest implication 
that she was a maid and he a man, com- 
bined with her need and what she had 
previously heard about him to break 
down her reserve. 
“Its my _ sister,” she said slowly. 
“She’s being kept a prisoner, and I’ve 
come to get her out.” 

“A prisoner?” 

“Oh, not in jail. In my—in a country 


house in New England. My father’s an 
autocrat. He thinks we’re puppets and 
ought never to move unless he pulls the 
string. Mother’s never thought for her- 
self since she married him. But then, 
she’s never wanted to. I wouldn’t be 
ordered, so there was a terrible quarrel, 
and I’ve been supporting myself for two 
years.” 

“You have? How?” 

“Honestly,” she returned, with the 
ghost of a twinkle. “I’m building up 
quite a business in Paris as guide, inter- 
preter, and shopping expert for pluto- 
cratic American women who don’t speak 
fluent French. My sister’s younger than 
I. She’s only seventeen. And she’s not 
like me. I have (Continued on page 72) 


Sandy Smith with his ski- boat, ready for a spin on the Arctic Ocean. Under favorable conditions these boats 
will make twenty-five to thirty miles an hour. Smith has taken part in all of the Alaskan gold stampedes 


A Trail Blazer’s Adventures 
At The Top Of The World 


“I always wanted to see the land where all the rivers run toward the Pole,” 
says Sandy Smith, explorer of desolate reaches in the Far North, “and it 
gives me a particular kick to go where no man has ever been be- 
fore!” — How he discovered Arctic oil fields, and an island of 
ivory —Other experiences of this intrepid adventurer 


By Barrett Willoughby 


HERE’S something fascinating 
—something sort of beckoning— 

‘about a country where the 

rivers all run toward the Pole,” 

said Alexander Malcolm Smith, 

ace of Northern trail blazers. ‘‘ Picture 
them to yourself—the Colville, the Mac- 
kenzie, the Coppermine, and all the others 

-emptying their waters at the top of the 
world, where North America fringes out 
in icebergs on the shores of the Arctic 
Sea!” 

This blue-eyed venturer of the snows, 
who has, perhaps, blazed more trails in 
Canada and Alaska than any other man 
now living, was trying to explain to me 
that mysterious, potent influence, that 
“everlasting whisper” which lures the 
blond adventurers of his type into the 
unexplored parts of the world. 
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“You see, up there, every mile you 
travel is filled with wonderful possibile 
ties,” he went on. ‘‘You keep thinking 
that just ahead of you may lie some mar- 
velous thing, some strange, or beautiful, 
or valuable thing which no human eye 
has yet seen. Ever since I can remember 
I’ve been that way—wanting to go where 
no other white man has been. Many 
times I’ve succeeded. At other times— 
well, I’ve stumbled over the bones of the 
fellow who got there ahead of me. 

“Up above the Circle once, I followed 
a single seam of coal for a hundred and 
fifty miles. And I discovered some lakes 
of petroleum that have been seeping into 
the Arctic Ocean for centuries. I found an 
island of ivory up there too, a small sand 
island upon which walrus tusks were piled 
like heaps of driftwood. Another time, 


on the Kobuk River, I saw a whole lot of 
jade. I know places where high waterfalls, 
thin and transparent as crystals, come 
glassing down over green stone in which 
huge copper nuggets glimmer through the 
water like lumps of gold. Those are a few 
of the things I’ve fund, besides health 
and a great joy in living. 

“You know, even as a small boy in 
Scotland, the little bare places on the 
maps of the world used to set me to 
wondering, and I can remember yet the 
baffled, irritated feeling I used to have 
when none of the grown people could 
answer my questions about them. They 
bothered me so, those places, that at 
eighteen I decided I’d take a look at some 
of them. 

“So I became indentured to the Hudson 
Bay Fur Company, and came over to 


A Trail Blazer’s Adventures at the Top of the World, by Barrett WILLOUGHBY 


Canada as assistant to the factor at the 
Onion Lake Post.” 

Since that time, if one may judge from 
the many grateful letters Smith has re- 
ceived from two Governments, he has 
furnished data which have filled in many 
of those “bare places” on the maps that 
used to set the little Scotch boy wondering. 

At the beginning of the Klondike rush, 
he had acquired such a knowledge of the 
Canadian wilderness that he was ap- 
pointed trail blazer for the Royal North: 
west Mounted Police. It was a job after 
the heart of the adventurous Smith. He 
tightened his gay Hudson Bay sash about 
his waist, and went ahead with his dogs 
to ferret out that fiftseichundeed-toile 
route across the mountainous wilds which 
lay between Edmonton and the New 
Eldorado. He also guided the ‘Scarlet 
Coats” into the Rat River district, to 
relieve a terrible plague of scurvy there. 
When he wanted to rest a while from trail 
blazing, he went back to the borders of 
civilization. During one of those “rests,” 
he rafted logs down the turbulent Sas- 
katchewan to supply bridge piling for the 
building of the Great Northern Railway. 


“I NEVER allow anything to turn me 
back when I want to go anywhere,” he 
said. “‘Once, when I was so flat broke I 
couldn’t even buy a dog, I ‘necked’ my 
sled many hundreds of miles down the 
Yukon from Dawson to Nome. Many a 

time the spring break-up has caught me; 
but when the river ice went out I'd either 
make a raft of logs, or whipsaw some lum- 
ber and build a boat to go on with my 
journey. I was up in the Barrens once 
when the ice went out of the river, leaving 
me in a country where there wasn’t a tree 
or a piece of timber for hundreds of miles, 
and where travel on foot was impossible 
because of the spongy tundra. I ripped 
open some hair-seal pelts I had and laced 
them over my sled, using it as a frame. The 
craft that resulted wasn’t any too roomy 
or safe, VIl admit; but it floated me 


down to where I could get a real boat.” 

Smith speaks, | with amazing noncha- 
lance, of his boat’ s being frozen in on the 
Arctic Ocean. “I took two ash oars and 
three packing boxes to make a sled, and 
came overland,” he says simply. 


LTHOUGH I’ve been in the North for 
over forty years,” he told me, “I’ve 
never kept any account of the distances I 
traveled, except from 1916 to 1920. I 
made about twenty-two thousand miles 
during that time, often at the gee pole of 
my sled, with only my two Huskies, 
Shm and Growler, for company. 

“Several times I’ve wintered at Point 
Barrow, the most northerly tip of the 
American Continent. It’s about four 
hundred miles north of the Circle, but it 
isn’t so cold as it sounds. In fact, last 
winter, when I was battling with the 
blizzards in New York City, I began to 
get lonesome for a Barrow winter, where 
the temperature is seldom colder than 
thirty-five degrees below, and the snow is 
so fine and powdery that it seems to blow 
away without troubling much. 

Dog teams and reindeer are used for 
winter travel up there, but the fastest and 
most exciting way to get over the snow 
crust is by ski-boat. You strap a pair of 
skis to your feet and a square sail to your 
back. I’ve made from twenty-five to 
thirty miles an hour that way under 
favorable conditions. 

“About five hundred va i winter 
there—the jolliest, most itable, 
happy-go-lucky people in the sre They 
are great story-tellers and dancers, many 
of their tales centering around the old 
whaling days, when sometimes thirty or 
forty whaling vessels used to be caught at 
one time in the polar pack off the Point. 
Many ships, ground to splinters, fur- 
nished white men’s luxuries to the 
Eskimos who salvaged their cargoes. 

“Some of the older natives still tell of 
the great disaster of 1876, when thirt 
whaling ships were cemented in the sack 
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by an early freeze-up. Some of the crews 
set out for the shore, and after frightful 
hardships a few of them reached it; 
seventy sailors stayed aboard the vessels. 
But to this day not a trace of those thirty 

whalers and seventy men has been foun 
Their fate remains one of the many 

mysteries of the Arctic. 

“Because of the heavy ice floes, which 
form an impenetrable ahi wall, no ship 
has ever gone much more than a hundred 
miles directly north of Barrow; yet the 
Eskimos are always telling of ‘dead’ ships 
circling in that milling ice field, which is 
five or six thousand miles in circumference 
about the Pole. If you look on the map 
north of Point Barrow, you'll see a great 
white patch which signifies ‘Unknown 
Territory.’ It’s the largest unexplored 
section of the Northern Hemisphere. f 

“ Barrow is supposed to be land’s end— 
yet ae year the migrating birds pass 
over it, flying still farther north. Now, 
where irde o to nest there must be land. 
Who can tell—perhaps the crews of those 
lost whaling ships are—” 

He broke off with a laugh, conscious 
that once again a “little bare place” 
the map had set him wondering. 

He describes the last ering ap tip 
of the continent as a low, barren spit 
which, within the memory of the present- 
day natives, has receded a mile, eaten 
away by the terrific and continuous assault 
of the polar pack gouging into the sandy 
shore. In summer the buttercup, the 
dandelion, and the yellow poppy bloom on 
the tundra that tops the frozen earth. 

Since there isn’t a tree for hundreds of 
miles, the only wood available is the 
drift washed up on the beach from the far 
reaches of the Mackenzie. 


“TVE sunk prospect holes and driven tun- 
nels in every corner of Alaska,” Smith 
continued. “‘Sometimes I struck it rich, 
sometimes I didn’t get a color, and sev- 
eral times I just missed it by a hair’s 
breadth. This was so in Nome, when my 


Six of the “Sourdough” party on the trip to stake an Arctic oil field. The oomiak, or Eskimo boat covered with sea-lion 


skins, carried the supplies and a steersman. 


When it was necessary to strike inland across the tundra and lake 


country, the boat was skidded over the marsh on inflated seal skins, the men packing the provisions on their backs 


Eskimo girl, blanket- jumping at Point Barrow, the most northern settlement on the American 
Continent. Among Eskimos this game is very popular as a celebration following a successful 
whale hunt. Women and girls are the best jumpers, some going as high as thirty feet 


artners and I staked a claim on the third 
beach, Everything was going fine, and 
we had eight hundred thousand dollars in 
sight, when the claim was flooded; instead 
of bane a gold king I found myself eight 
thousand dollars in debt. 

“Another time my partner and I were 
up in the Koyukuk country, far away from 
any settlement. We struck good pros- 
pects, and decided to spend the winter 
sinking a shaft in the frozen earth. We'd 
thaw by building a fire, and then dig out 
the loose gravel and hoist it to the top of 
the hole iy means of a windlass and a 
bucket. The farther down we went the bet- 
ter the dirt looked; we believed if we could 
get down to bedrock, we’d strike it rich. 

“We were down about a hundred and 
twenty feet, with my partner, Larsen, in 
the shaft loading dirt into the bucket, and 
myself on top working the windlass to 
draw it up, when one day I was sitting 
there smoking and waiting for Lars to 

ive the signal to haul away. Suddenly 
Fie voice came soaring from the depths: 
‘For God’s sake, Smith!’ The ter- 
ror in it made my hair rise on my 
head. ‘For God’s sake, don’t go 
off and leave me to die in this 
hole!’ 


“PPHINKING he had lost his 
mind, I rushed over and peered 
into the shaft. Way down at the 
bottom of that black hole he was 
kneeling, wringing his hands and 
looking up at me with the candle 
light Hickering on his white face. 
‘Don’t leave me! Don’t leave me 
to die in this hole!’ he kept beg- 
ging; and then I saw that the 
cable, which develops tremendous 
power swinging in a hole of that 
depth, had slipped from the pulley 
on the windlass, and lay coiled 
about him on the floor of the 
shaft. He had no connecting link 
with the surface, and the poor fel- 
low was panic-stricken with the 
terror that sometimes overwhelms 
a man down in the bowels of the 
earth. 
“Of course I began yelling 
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down all the encouragement I could think 
of; but I knew we were up against it. We 
hadn’t another piece of rope in camp, 
and the nearest settlement was so far 
away that Lars would either starve or 
freeze before I could go there and return. 
He knew that too. ri shouted that Pd 
rush to the cabin and see what might be 
found there. It would take forty min- 
utes; but every time I’d move from the 
shaft, he’d beg piteously for me not to 
leave him. It was only after I’d given 
him my oath of honor to return that he’d 
let me go. 


“I RAN all the way to camp; but there 
wasn’t two feet of rope about the place. 
I gathered up every blanket, rag, string, 
gunnysack, and garment we possessed 
and went back to Lars. I tore them into 
strips, hoping there would be enough to 
reach bottom. There wasn’t. The im- 

rovised rope lacked six feet of reaching 
farsi We were both in despair until I 
thought about climbing into the shaft on 


a little shelf about three feet down. 
I hung on with one hand, and 
with the other let the rope down. 
Lars just managed, by standing 
on the bucket, to fasten the cable 
to it. I hauled away and had 
the cable in the pulley in a few 
minutes. When I hoisted poor 
Lars up, he swore that all the gold 
in Alaska wouldn’t induce him to 
go down into the shaft again. 

“He wasn’t strong enough to 
turn the windlass and let me work 
in the pit, so we had to abandon 
that hole without ever ‘knowing 
what lay on bedrock.” 


QMITH has taken part in all the 
great stampedes of the North, 
having been among the first to 
land in Dawson, in Fairbanks, 
and in Nome. “I can no more re- 
sist going on a stampede,” he de- 
clared, “‘than a dog can resist 
chasing a cat, and I’m the father 
of several little towns in Alaska. I 
founded Ruby on the Yukon, ar- 
riving there with just three hun- 
dred dollars when a stampede 
was on. I opened a restaurant in a tent, 
and kept five cooks and two bakers busy 
day and night. In three months I had 
cleaned up over eight thousand dollars, 
and was ready to hit the trail again. Did 
you ever hear of the Snyder House on 
Flat Creek? I started that road-house in 
a tent, doing a rushing business while the 
carpenters erected the log building around 
it. When the building was finished, I had 
eighty bunks up-stairs:-and beds in the 
rooms down-stairs. 

“There was such a stampede on that 
never one of those beds had 3 chance to 
get cold, day or night. 

“My guests were allowed six hours’ 
sleep—and I had them on a waiting list. 
As soon as one shift of sleepers got out 
Pd put signs on the beds ‘Engaged,’ and 
holler into the pool room: ‘All set, Tom. 
... Your turn, Bill... . Hit the hay, 
Jim.’ And the next set of fellows would 
come in for their sleep. 

“I had the only bathtubs in the coun- 
try, too. The (Continued on page 176) 
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The schooner in which Smith’s party raced a rival boat to an Arctic oil field, ice-bound 
near Wainwright Island. In this article Smith tells how, abandoning the boat, the party finally 
won the race, making the last one hundred and forty miles overland across unknown country 


My Curious Assortment 


Of Friends 


By Charles A. David 


ID you ever stand at the bend 
of a stream and watch the ar- 
rested current swinging around 
in swirling circles to form an 
eddy? If you have, you must 

have noticed the queer behavior of the 


the old home have a perfect right to call 
you grandpa or grandma. 

My six grandchildren have all been 
Gushe to call me “Charlie.” Of course 
that is absurd, and to outsiders may seem 
a bit nutty, but it does not do them a 


his feelings, that, while I approved of old 
men and old times, I was doing my best 
to live in the present and to forget about 
all the water that had passed under the 


' bridge since I arrived. 


Red cravats still appeal to me; I like 


bubbles. Some float past one another particle of harm, and it makes me feel my trousers creased, and with cuffs at the 
without so much as a howdy-do, while younger. And they are all my firm bottom; I get more fun out of digging 


others are attracted and 
gather in little groups, and 
sail around in the most 
friendly fashion. 

They meet by chance; 
some repel, some attract, 
and some pass by un- 
noticed. In very much the 
same way men gather friends 
on the river of life. 

This thing of forming 
friendships is about as un- 
accountable as the weight- 
ier matter of falling in 
love. Often there seems no 
reason for it, and many 
good reasons why it should 
not be; but something in one 
touches something in the 
other that sets in motion 
a mutual vibration, and the 
thing is done, how and 
why, nobody knows. 

t is not necessary that 
persons be of like tastes and 
temperaments to become 
friends. To tell the truth, 
I would hate to think that 
I was in all respects like 
some of my very best 
friends; and doubtless they 
have the same feeling 
toward me. But, all the 
same, we could not get 
along without each other. 


F MY friends could be 

brought together in a 
bunch they would form a 
motley crew, ranging all the 
way from negro bootblacks 
to bishops and judges, with 
a generous sprinkling of the 
strata that lie between, and 
I am quite sure the com- 

any would be anything 
Bue a congenial one. Yet 
I like them all, and I have 
learned something from 
every one. 

Some of my friends are 
young enough to be my 


The Most Unusual Friend 
I Ever Had 


Prize Contest Announcement 


“EYRIENDSHIP,” says Charles A. David, 
author of the accompanying article, ‘‘is likely 
to break out anywhere. Among my ‘own friends 
I find bishops and bootblacks, financiers and 
fishermen, and a whole lot of others. If I should 
ever have them all in for dinner it would be a 
most uncongenial and unhappy gathering, because 
many of the guests would find nothing in common. 
Yet I like each one, and there’s not one in the 
varied group who has not enriched my life.” 

You probably can say the same thing. Your 
friends, like Mr. David’s, are scattered all 
through the walks of life. And somewhere among 
them is one who is more remarkable, more un- 
usual than any of the others. Write us about that 
one. Is this friend a man, a woman, or a child? 
Is he famous or obscure? Why do you rate him 
as the most unusual friend you ever had? What 
did he do for you? 

For the best letter of not more than 400 words 
we offer the following prizes: $30, first prize; $20, 
second prize; $10, third prize. Competition closes 
November 20th. Winning letters will appear in 
the February issue. 

Address Contest Editor, THE AMERICAN MAGA- 
ZINE, 250 Park Avenue, New York City. 

Contributions to this contest and any enclosures 
cannot be returned, so you must make a copy of 
your contest letter, and of any enclosures, if you 
want to preserve them. 

Manuscripts and inquiries not connected with 
the contest must be sent under separate cover to 
the Editor of THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE. 


bait than sitting through 
a lyceum lecture, and the 
everyday doings of birds, 
bats, and bugs interest me 
more than the latest news 
from Soviet Russia. 

It is a mistaken idea that 
one must live in a big city 
to meet all kinds of people, 
and to make all sorts of 
friends. Each little coun- 
try town can produce a 


representative of every 


well-known type of human 
nature. 
You may have to wait a 
pood while to find all types, 
ut sooner or later they are 
bound to come your way, 
and you can study them in 
a quiet, unhurried manner, 
and develop a quiet friend- 
ap without the uneasy 
feeling that these people 
may get away before you 
are thoroughly acquainted. 


WHEN I get to thinking 
of my friends my 
thoughts wander to the 
open spaces and the blue 
mountains that I can see 
from my window. After all, 
it is in the country, and not 
in cities, that the closer 
contacts of friendships are 
found. = 

A particular friend that 
I have in mind was a prod- 
uct of the mountains: as. 
upstanding, as dependable 
and as rugged as his native 
hills. He was broad-shoul- 
dered and brawny, with the 
peculiar stoop that marks 
a climber of hills. His knees 
had a.chronic bend, the 
natural position the human 
leg assumes when going up 
an incline. 

I have heard him say that 
walking on level ground 


children; but I enjoy them, and they are friends, as well as my grandchildren. tired him out. He used to offer that as 


kind enough to lead me to believe that I 


The other day, a gentleman met me on an excuse for not doing more plowing in 


am not altogether a bore. If you are get- the street and said that he and some of the narrow bottom field down near the 


ting old, and would like to stay young, by 
all means make friends among the young 
folks. Try to get their viewpoint; look 
at things sheough the rose-colored glasses 
of youth, and before you know it you may 
be able to forget that the little tots in 


the older men of the community had 
organized an Old Men’s Club. He said 
they enjoyed meeting now and then and 
talking over old times, and asked me if I 
would not join. I thanked him, and told 
him, as well as I could without hurting 


river. This field sometimes yielded him 
the few bushels of nubbins that he spoke 
of as his corn crop. 

His blue eyes and tawny hair told of 
Anglo-Saxon ancestry, and the land he 
tilled in his (Continued on page 183) 


15 


Out Of The Mountains Came This 
Great Preacher Of The Plains 


As an awkward boy, from the high hills of North Carolina, George W. Truett swayed 
his first audience—Since then, thousands of congregations in his church at 
Dallas, Texas, and all over the land have been moved by his oratory and 
impressed by the burning sincerity of his beliefs — The story of “Big 
Jim’s” conversion, and of a riotous cowboy who saw the light 


“ 


ND what part of the country do 
youcome from, stranger?” asked 
a veteran cotton buyer of a 
visitor to Marietta, Georgia. 
The two were sitting on the 

hotel porch enjoying the cool of the 

evening. ; 

“Im from Dallas, Texas,” answered 
the visitor. 

“Dallas!” said the Georgian. “Dallas! 
Then maybe you’ve heard the big preacher, 
George Truett.” 

“T reckon I have,” answered the Texan; 
“he’s my pastor.” 

“Then here’s something that will be 
interesting to you,” went on the eager 
cotton buyer, talking now as if he had 
known the man beside him for weeks. 
“See that courthouse over there,” and he 
pointed across the square to the seat of 
the county government. ‘“‘There’s where 
George Truett made his first speech. He 
was a young country school-teacher then, 
and made a speech for the mountain 

t just naturally set the woods 
on fire! I heard that speech. Yes, suh, I 
heard George Truett make his first speech.” 

Only a few hundred persons heard that 
first public address by George W. Truett, 
but to-day thousands listen to him every 
Sunday. They flock into a meeting-house 
of coliseum size that covers a city block in 
Dallas. In spite of these spacious ac- 
commodations, and the fact that the 
preacher may be heard twice every Sunday 
and at least once during the week, the 
privilege of attending there is so valued 
that one must do better than be on time— 
one must be ahead of time, in order to 
get in. 

On a Sunday last spring when I attended 
Doctor Truett’s church, the four thousand 
seats in the pews were all occupied half an 
hour before the beginning of service, hun- 
dreds of extra chairs were requisitioned for 
use in the aisles, and more than a thousand 
people were turned away, unable to find 
standing room. Such an attendance at a 
church service in New York would get 
into the front pages of the newspapers. At 
this church in Dallas it is the usual thing. 

For twenty-eight years Doctor Truett 
has been pastor of the First Baptist 
Church of Dallas, and in that period it 
has been necessary to rebuild the church 
house three times to meet the growth of 
the congregation. 

One man, a leader in the life of the 
Southwest, told me how, as a youth, he 
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used to ride horseback seven miles every 
Sunday through the scorching heat of 
summer and the black mud of winter to 
hear Truett preach. People now go to 
Dallas as they used to flock to Brooklyn 
to hear Beecher. Preachers from other 
cities, students from colleges and theo- 
logical seminaries, missionaries home on 
furlough, come to learn the art of preach- 
ing by listening to this master of the pulpit. 


JJOCTOR TRUETT is the shepherd of 
a great flock. Not only the more than 
fifty-five hundred members of his own con- 
regation but the whole city is his parish. 
hen he celebrated the twenty-fifth an- 
niversary of his pastorate, merchants de- 
voted their paid advertising space in the 
newspapers to felicitate him, and so many 
people desired to take part in the celebra- 
tion that it was spread over a week. A 
Methodist bishop publicly said, “The 
reatest asset the city of Dallas has is 
eorge Truett—more valuable than your 
skyscrapers, your railroads, your boasted 
industries, is this great preacher of God.” 

Doctor Truett’s book-lined study, where 
red roses climb over the windows, is a 
sanctuary to which people of all creeds and 
conditions turn in time of trouble. The 
morning I met him he had risen early to 
grant the telephoned request of some tor- 
tured soul who whispered that she must 
see him before seven o’clock. A man who 
had attempted suicide begged for Doctor 
Truett; he had heard him over the radio 
once. A wealthy Jewish merchant came 
with thanks for the recovery of his mother 
from a dangerous illness. ‘You prayed 
for her, Brother Truett,” he said, “and 
God listens to your gentle voice.” 

Church committees all over Texas call 
on Doctor Truett to dedicate their meet- 
ing-houses; and perhaps he has dedicated 
more churches than any living bishop. He 
has lifted countless church debts; he has 
built hospitals, endowed schools and col- 
leges, and helped many young men and 
young women to an education. 

But all these activities are incidental, 
beside the greater achievement of his 
pulpit power. He is supremely a preacher 
—“the greatest living preacher in the 
world to-day” is the phrase that falls often 
from the lips of his friends. 

And he never intended to be a preacher 
at all! 

“I wanted to be a lawyer,” said Doctor 
Truett, as we sat talking together in a 


By George W. Gray 


borrowed office high up in one of the 
city office buildings. He had brought me 
there to get away from the calls that 
incessantly press upon him. Even ‘there 
they found him out, and before our two 
hours of conversation were up, a youn 

couple who wanted to get married ha 

called him to the telephone. 

Doctor Truett is genuinely human, easy 
to talk to, perfectly frank and direct in 
his answers. It surprises him that people 
rate his ministry so high. Recently “The 
Christian Century” conducted a poll of 
all the Protestant clergy of the United 
States to determine by vote of the min- 
isters themselves who are the twenty-five 
preatest preachers. It astonished Doctor 

ruett to find his own name in the list of 
the twenty-five. z 

He looks a celebrity—large frame, 
broad-shouldered and rugged, with sensi- 
tive features, and a superb head crowned 
with gray hair. His eyes are blue and 
deep-set, the brooding eyes of a mystic. 
His hands are restless. He toyed with a 
paper weight as we talked, looking from 
it to me and back again as he told of his 
boyhood in the Blue Ridge Mountains of 
North Carolina; his early discipline at the 
plow on a meager mountain farm; his 
education at a rural school, where the term 
was seventy days a year. 

“ During those years I read every book 
on the farm and every one I could borrow 
from outside. An uncle who was a lawyer 
lent me a volume of Blackstone, and | 
devoured it as I had the Bible, Pilgrim’s 
Progress, and Fox’s Book of Martyrs. I 
became greatly ambitious to be a lawyer. 
a criminal lawyer in particular, and mv 
uncle encouraged my ambition.” 


HEN he had advanced as far as 
the country school could carry him, 
young Truett became a teacher. His first 
incentive was money—he wanted to accu- 
mulate enough to pay his way to college 
and to law school, and the obvious way for 
a school graduate to earn money was to 
teach. He started in to develop a school 
for the mountain whites of Georgia who 
lived across the state line from his father’s 
farm. Hiawassee High School it was 
called, and George Truett founded it, was 
its first teacher and principal. Three 
years in this work developed a sort of 
crusading zeal to help the mountain boys 
and girls to educational advantages. 
When he was (Continued on page 134) 


George W. Truett 


DOCTOR TRUETT, one of the most powerful preach- 
ers in America, has for twenty-eight years been pas- 
tor of the First Baptist Church of Dallas, Texas. His 
church auditorium will seat four thousand; but even this 
is not large enough for many of his Sunday services. He 
is in demand all over the country as a preacher, and he 
averages one sermon a day the year around. Doctor Tru- 
ett was born in North Carolina, fifty-eight years ago. 


He wanted to be a lawyer, but changed his ideas when 
the congregation of a little church, of which he was a 
member, urged him to become a preacher. Very soon 
after he was ordained he began to attract wide attention, 
and now he is an international figure in the religious 
world. Each summer Doctor Truett spends a month with 
the cowboys of West Texas, who know him as their own 
particular “parson.” 
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Photo by Jessie Tarbox Beals 


Mrs. Edward MacDowell 


MRS. MacDOWELL, an accomplished pianist with a 
promising future, gave up her own music when she mar- 
ried Edward MacDowell, and devoted herself to for- 
warding his career. After MacDowell, America’s most 
famous composer, died, in 1908, his wife again took up 
her music, to help in realizing her husband’s dream of a 
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colony for artists on the site of the summer home, at 
Peterboro, New Hampshire, which he had grown to love. 


_ The accompanying article tells the almost incredible 


obstacles which she overcame to make his dream come 
true. In this picture Mrs. MacDowell appears on the 
porch of MacDowell’s studio at Peterboro. 


“Mrs. MacDowell,”-I said, “you have won a great victory.” 


She answered: 


“Tve Done The Best I Could, 
And That’s Victory” 


The story of Mrs. Edward MacDowell, heroic wife of the great composer — His 
dream was to establish a colony for worthy artists; her work has been to 
make that dream come true— How she became a concert pianist, 

a farmer, and manager of a big estate, in order to fulfill the 
promise she made to her husband as he was dying 


OR a reason that will appear 
presently, I am going to begin 
this story with something that 
happened at a luncheon at the 
Bankers’ Club in New York, 

about a year ago. On this occasion, a 
well-known financier and a New England 
college professor fell to talking about the 
kind of investment that pays the best. 

The financier told of a recent experience. 

Several years previously he had lent to 
a one-time employee a thousand dollars. 
This sum, with interest, had just been 
returned, and the debtor had written the 
financier, telling him all that the loan had 
meant—how he had regained his health 
and was reunited with his family, and was 
now prospering in business on the Pacific 
coast, 

“It’s easily the best investment I ever 
made,” observed the financier. 

Presently the New Englander asked 
what he was going to do with that thou- 
sand dollars, now that he had it back. 

“You tell me!” was the answer. “I 
want an investment that pays dividends 
of a kind not measured in money!” 

Then the New Englander told his com- 
panion of a project started seventeen 

ears ago up in the hills of southern New 
Ham shire by a little woman, frail, ill, 
crippled, unable to get about at all except 
on crutches—the wife of the late Edward 
MacDowell, the greatest musical genius 
that America has produced. 

: He related how this woman, one morn- 
ing at dawn, not long before her husband’s 
death, had promised him that she would 
do what she could to help musicians, 
painters, sculptors, poets, writers—crea- 
tive workers in all the fine arts—enjoy 
the same opportunity for seclusion and 
concentrated effort that he had enjoyed on 
his little estate at Peterboro. 

He told how she had fought ever since 
with a grim, relentless determination, 
spending all her strength, giving her very 
soul to this cause, earning a fortune, and 
deeding it away to further her enterprise. 

“It’s almost impossible to believe,” 
observed the financier at one point in the 
narrative. 

The professor gave facts and figures. 
“It is hard,” he admitted, “to believe 


By M. K. Wisehart 


that anyone could accomplish what she 

has, handicapped as she was. I’ve told 

you that she is frail. She is slight. But 

she has the heart of a lion! The soul of a 

DPamarcus blade! And I haven’t told you 
a 


j WE EN close to forit; inspired by this 
urpose of hers, she made herself a 
gukvesstal concert pianist. During the 
ast fifteen years she has given between 
orty and fifty recitals a year, travelin 
more than a hundred and fifty thousan 
miles, lecturing and playing in six hundred 
cities and towns! And all the time on 
crutches, mind you! 

“She made herself the active manager 
of a large and growing organization with 
many complicated problems. 

““Atthestart, the project owned property 
worth maybe fifteen thousand dollare = 
fifty or sixty acres, a modest house, a 
couple of ramshackle tenements, and an 
old barn. Under her direction, the 
property has grown until to-day it con- 
sists of six hundred acres, forty buildings, 
and five miles of well-made road. It is 
valued at between three and four hundred 
thousand dollars, with a mortgage of onl 
fifteen thousand! And that doesn’t tell 
the story! 

“This crippled woman made herself a 
practical builder, taking the place of 
architect and contractor, supervising 
every detail in the erection of twenty-five 
new buildings of wood, concrete, and 
stone, and the remodeling of fifteen old 
ones. You might almost say she had 
built and rebuilt, with her own hands, 
stone by stone, and brick by brick! And 
these are the buildings occupied by the 
scores of creative workers who go to 
Peterboro every year. 

“One thing more: This woman made 
herself a farmer, a revolutionary farmer, 
smashing the rockbound traditions of New 
Hampshire by developing an efficient, 
self-supporting, machine-worked farm of 
fifty acres out of hopelessly stony land. 
She’s made that farm, and she’s got the 
machines—tractor, potato planter and 
digger, electric milkers, hot-water-heated 
brooders, sawmill, silo, ice pond, ice house, 
and all! About everything that real 


estate agents and conservative-minded 
people told her couldn’t be done, she 
did!” 


“Ts that all?” said the financier dryly. 
Then he added, “If half you tell me is 
true, if it’s really a going venture, I’ll do 
what you say. Pil put in a little some- 
thing toward: backing the idea myself.” 

So it happened that not long afterwar 
Mrs. Edward MacDowell, founder and 
builder of the MacDowell Colony, at 
Peterboro, New Hampshire, received from 
a donor, personally unknown to her, a 
check accompanied by just a few words 
indicating the purpose of the gift, to wit: 

It would give the undersigned pleasure to 
know that you can put the enclosed to some 
warmhearted usefulness in furtherance of the 
Peterboro idea. 


That was all! And now the story! 


You will find that at the start this stor 
tells of an unusual girl, of her luck 
and ambition, and later of the unusual 
woman she became—how she proved her 
unwavering faith in the genius of the man 
she married. 

It’s the story of that genius too, of 
how a great and noble figure labored 
unceasingly to bring into being the music 
of his dreams and, in the end, was spent 
and broken. Through it all, threads the 
theme of a wife’s care and devotion. Then 
you will see how like a prophet, a seer— 
when broken physically, all far crushed— 
she carried on the flame of her husband’s 
faith, herself building in large and per- 
manent proportions one of the finest of 
all his dreams! 

In the end, I hope to make you see why 
I think this is the story of the bravest 
fight against overwhelming obstacles that 
ever a woman faced, and one of the most 
significant victories. Indeed, it is a vic- 
tory that touches the cultural develop- 
ment of the nation in every phase, and 
enriches the life of us all. 

But let us begin at the time when, in 
Waterford, Connecticut, a girl of seven- 
teen, Marian Nevins, was taking piano 
lessons from her aunt, an excellent 
musician. One day this slip of a girl fell 
on the stairs, and sustained an injury 
that seemed to involve the hip joint. The 
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(Above) Mrs. Edward Mac- 
Dowell as she may be seen 
almost any morning driving 
about the Peterboro Colony, 
to oversee the work of the farm 
she has developed from rocky 
New England fields. On this 
farm the Colony raises its own 
vegetables and dairy products 


doctors said that an operation 
was necessary; but the girl had 
a deep conviction that the 
trouble was not in the joint, and 
she held firm against an opera- 
tion. 

The medical men advised that 
if she delayed she might have to 
go on crutches the rest of her 
life. “I'll wait a while and see,” 
was all she said. 

Meantime, she vas on crutches. 
The trouble gave her a great deal 
of pain, but she sang, and 
laughed, and hoped, and prac- 
ticed. The pain never kept her 


from the daily routine at the 
plano. 
HIS girls father, a Wall 


Street man, had retired with 
a comfortable income. Some 
months after her accident, when 
Marian was still an invalid, 
financial reverses came. Seeing 
how things were going with the 
family, Marian, the eldest of the 
girls, told her father one day 
that she believed she could help. 

She asked that the money 
left by her mother should be 
given her so she could go to 
Germany and continue her mu- 
sic studies. “On the way to 
Germany,” she said, “I’m going 
to stop in London to see this 
celebrated joint specialist whom 
I’ve been reading about.” 

‘Thus, two months later, Miss 


ns arrived in London. And 
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This is the path from Hillcrest, the MacDowell summer 
home, to the log cabin where Edward MacDowell wrote 
much of his later music. It was his love for these surround- 
ings that led the composer to dream of preserving the Peter- 
boro estate for a refuge and an inspiration to other artists 


a peculiar thing happened when 
she called on Sir James Paget, 
the celebrated specialist. 

“What are you doing on those 
crutches?” he demanded, in his 
grim, professional way as she 
entered his office that morning. 

“That’s what I came to find 
out,” returned the girl. 

“Put down those things and 
walk over here to me!”” 

The girl just looked at him. 
Maybe you can see her stand- 
ing there—a slender, fascinating, 
lovely girl, with a startled look 
of inquiry in her eyes. Did he 
mean it? He did. 

“Come on!” he said. 

And she dropped her crutches 
and started to walk toward him. 
Two steps, and she plunged for- 
ward on her face, almost at his 
feet! 

Apologetically,gently,humbly, 
the specialist lifted her to. her 
feet. ‘Forgive me!” he said. 
“I thought you were another 
one of those hysterics who’ve 
been coming in here on crutches, 
without needing them at all.” 


“W7OU can’t imagine anyone 
beinggentler,kinder,than he 
was to me then,” said Mrs. Mac- 
Dowell. “He studied my case 
with the greatest pains. Later, 
he told me that I had done quite 
right in refusing to be operated 
on, as the trouble was not in the 
joint at all. He said that the 
sciatic nerve was paralyzed. 
“He put me in a kind of cast 
of leather and plaster that 
weighed about ten pounds. 
wore this for a year, and during 
that time was still on crutches. 
Then gradually I became able to 
get around without them. And 
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wasn’t I glad when it turned out that I 
was able to walk, run, and tramp just like 
anyone else? I felt like a bird! Of course 
the thought never entered my mind that 
later in life I should again be lame and 
crippled and on crutches—for a period of 
fifteen years!” 


[RON arriving in Frankfort, Germany, 
Miss Nevins consulted Joachim Raff, 
the celebrated composer and teacher, with 
regard to her training as a concert pianist. 
He advised her, until she had greater 
fluency in the language, to study with an 
American. ‘‘There’s a pupil of mine,” he 
said, “a gifted, brilliant young American, 
twenty years old, both a pianist and 
composer. Arrange to study with him.” 

That gifted American was Edward 
MacDowell! 

For three years Miss Nevins studied 
with MacDowell. At the end of that time 
she was called home by the sudden death 
of her father, and the following year 
MacDowell himself returned to America. 

“I had come to admire his talents 
immensely,” said Mrs. MacDowell. 
“Especially I admired the dogged deter- 
mination with which he gave himself to 
creative work while he was earning his 
living by teaching. I believed then that 
he had a great future, if he could only get 
the opportunity he needed for develop- 
ment, for maturing his musical ideas and 


(Right) This log cabin in the woods is 
- where the Norse and Celtic Sonatas, the 
New England Idyls, the Fireside Tales, 
and many of MacDowell’s best-known 
songs and choruses were written. In this 
woodland solitude, with only birds and 
whispering pines for company, the 
composer worked each morning to put 
into music his love of nature. Mrs. 
MacDowell is seen in the foreground 


Colony Hall, shown here with East Mountain in the distance, is the center of 
the simple group life of Peterboro Colony. The Colony numbers about fifty 
people. It covers over six hundred acres, with forty buildings, nineteen of which 
are studios. One of the residence cottages is shown at the left of the tree 


feelings. At this time I believe I 
understood better than he did 
himself what he needed in this 
respect. 

“When he asked me to marry 
him I assured him I was willing to 
do so, but upon one condition. 
‘Give up teaching for five years,’ 
I said, ‘and for that time we will 
live on the five thousand dollars 
remaining from what my mother 
left me!’ 

“To this day I can see the way 
he threw back his head and 
laughed. ‘Certainly not,’ he 
answered. ‘How did you ever get 
the idea that I couldn’t earn a 
living?’ 


“MRHAT wasn’t the point of 

course. I had to persuade him 
to let me invest what little money I 
had in his future, of which I felt 
so certain. He didn’t feel very 
comfortable about the financial 
condition, but he was enthusiastic 
at the prospect of five years for 
creative work alone, and he 
capitulated. If he hadn’t given in 
on that (Continued on page 222) 
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The marshal pulled a paper from his pocket, folded it into a long, 


“I don’t mind saying there’s times when I’m not stuck on 


thin strip, and lifted one of the stove covers. 
my job, Bill,” he announced. “This is one” 


Mart Gets An Ewen Break — 


A Story 


By William Dudley Pelley 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY STOCKTON MULFORD 


T WAS a ponderous green roadster 

witha hoot. spelling power. Hugging 

the hard-baked adobe road, it kept 

one constant speed through Wyo- 

ming’s foothills in the furnace heat 
of a July afternoon. 

Up and down far-flung undulations it 
rose and dipped, weaved in and out 
through alders and cottonwoods, topped 
the rises of horizon-girt prairie, rattled 
over thresholds of cow gates where range 
met range under infinite sky. Gophers 
scurried before it. White-faced short- 
horns lifted dirty heads and watched it 
diminish down dun-colored distance. 
And yet its speed was not excessive. 
Instead, its progress conveyed a certain 


tenacity. 

It did not carry Wyoming license 
plates. The state of its registration had 
been Vermont. 

Two men rode in the deep, brown- 
leather seats. Linen auto coats enveloped 
them. Both had reversed the visors of 
their caps. Rakish goggles protected 
their eyes from sun glare and grasshoppers. 
On running boards and bumpers was 
much camping equipment. And yet they 
were more than idle tourists. Because, 
when the machine finally mounted up the 
crest of a far-flung rise, the driver felt a 
hand on his arm. 

“Slow up, Bill. Wait a minute. That’s 
the place down there on the left. Let’s 
take our bearings.” 

The brakes whined. sharply, tires 
skidded. But the roadster came to a halt. 
Both men pulled off their goggles, blinking 
dusty eyelids in the sun’s whitish glare. 
‘The man at the wheel relaxed, exclaiming: 

“Whew! Some country to drive in. 
What time is it?” 

The passenger shoved back a sleeve 
from his wrist. “Twenty minutes past 


” 


e. 
“Not so bad, eh? Well, now what?” 
“That’s the house, all right. White 

with red trimmings. A fence around it. 

Two poplar trees by the gate. A silo 

and windmill behind a yellow pine barn.” 
For a full ten miles the country was 

spread out ahead. Not a breath of air 
moved over the grazing lands. Heat 
radiated from the road like bubbling 
fumes of half-visible gas. Few other cars 
were abroad in the midday; aside from 
the scattered groups of cattle, or an 
occasional buzzard flapping lone pinions 
far up against the floor: of heaven, mile 
after mile had clicked up on the speed- 
ometer without signs of life in the sear, 
brown vista. The driver rolled a ciga- 
rette, wetting it delicately with his 


tongue 
“Whats your program, Stickney?” 
he asked. 

“Well drive up to the house, and I'll 
get out. You head the bus around, 
throttle down your engine and wait. I'll 


go around to the back and rap on the 
kitchen door, while you keep the front 
covered. Got your gun ready?” 

The driver produced the weapon, 
laying it on the seat between them. 
“Wish I’d taken aboard a meal o’ victuals 
in Pisgah,” he declared. “When I’m 
hungry, I’m nervous.” 

“It won’t take long to clean up this 
business. As soon as it’s over and you’ve 
got me back to the railroad, you can spend 
the rest of the week stuffing yourself with 
food.” 

“Good joke on us if he isn’t home. But 
suppose he is, and tries to bolt out the 
front way?” 

“Stop him—at any cost. Only, try 
not to kill him. Plug him in the legs.” 


IGHT minutes later they slowed and 
stopped before a trim ranch home. 
The passenger shed his dust coat and 
pulled off cap and goggles. He was a 
six-foot man in his middle forties. He 
had a sharp, expressionless face and ruth- 
less black eyes. He dropped off while the 
car was yet in motion and stood for a 
moment surveying the cottage. 
“Stick!” called the driver softly, bring- 
ing the roadster around, stopping it, 
throttling his motor and moving into the 


„right-hand seat. ‘Look at that clothes- 


line.” 

“T see it. What about it?” 

“‘There’s women’s things hung on it.” 

“Im not surprised. He’s been out 
here long enough to marry—even have a 
family.” 

“Nick Cooper, back in Chicago, didn’t 
say anything about him havin’ a wife. 
If he’s picked up a dame out here, and 
she’s strong for him, you better watch 
your step. That is, providin’ she knows.” 

“That’s what I’ve got to find out.” 

- “Your badge is showin’, Stick. Want 
’em to see it—till you’ve done what 
you’ve come for?” : 

The six-foot Easterner looked down at 
his vest. He frowned a moment in thought, 
then unhooked the silver credential of a 
Federal marshal and shoved it into one 
trousers pocket. As a parting injunction 
he said: 

“If Asheley should be anywhere out 
around the barns, and comes up to find 
out who you are, race your engine. IIl 
be listening and come out at once.” 

“All right. Shake along. I feel the 
need of my victuals.” 

The officer moved up to the sheeps- 
wire fence and unlatched the gate. It 
closed with a faint click behind him. A 
gravel walk led around some beds of 
wilted flowers. One or two complacent 
mother hens crooned among the chips of 
the sun-baked yard. A scrubby black cat 
leaped off a side porch and started for a 
nearby outhouse with vertical tail in the 
air; half way across the yard it dropped 


down to bite a flea under one rakish hind 
leg. Four sheep watched the visitor 
intently from behind the ragged boards 
of a pen, and one of them bleated nerv- 
ously. But thus far no sight of any 
human beings. The garments on the 
wash line might have been painted there, 
so motionless they hung in the heat of 
early afternoon. 

Then Marshal Robert P. Stickney, of 
Paris, Vermont, approaching the rear of 
that cottage, halted abruptly. The two 
side windows had been raised, with 
screens in place. Out of the shadowed 
interior came a scoman’s soft song. 

The tenderness in voice and melody 
stopped the officer as effectively as though 
the man he soyght to interview had 
suddenly stepped forth and confronted 
him with a shotgun. : 

As Stickney waited, listening, he like- 
wise heard the clink of crockery, the 
swish of poured water, the tinny tamp of 
an emptied pail. Then the song again: 

“My Bonnie lies over the ocean, 
My Bonnie lies over the sea; 
Oh, who will sail over the ocean 
And bring back my Bonnie to me? 
Bring back . . . bring back . . .” 

The marshal’s sharp face became a 
study in conflicting expressions. Then 
a wry, half-compassionate smile curled 
his otherwise harsh mouth. He turned 
the corner of the house. 

Three luscious pies, their crusts a 
toasty brown, had been set to cool on a 
bench beneath the shade of the porch. 
Big Stickney caught the savor of them, 
and thought of his hungry driver out 
front. A line from another song flashed 
across his mind—something about “a 
little gray home in the West.” 


HE REACHED the porch steps. A 
battered screen door with paper 
lashes tacked across its top kept a hun- 
dred febrile flies from the interior, from 
which more smells of cooking came out. 
Along the wall above the bench a row 
of pegs held one or two coats and a 
woman’s calico sunbonnet. A dried-out 
fishing tackle leaned against a corner jut- 
ting. On gritty boards between the top 
of the steps and the kitchen threshold lay 
a little boy’s train of cast-iron cars. The 
marshal did not miss their significance, 
curling there as some small tad had 
abandoned them to turn an adult’s 
ankles. Yet he climbed the steps and 
rapped sharply on the cleats of the 
screen. 

The clink of crockery stopped inside. 
Stickney heard a light step. As his sun- 
dazzled eyes grew accustomed to the 
shade, he found himself looking into the 
face of a woman in her early thirties, who 
might have been pretty but for the faded 
wilt of shoulders and figure. It was an 
artless, wistful face, Stickney thought. 
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Perspiration had taken the wave from 
her hair; she-had twisted her chestnut 
tresses in a careless knot, caught with 
two or three pins at the neck. A calico 
house dress opened loosely over a not 
uncomely throat. As she appeared at the 
screen door, she wiped her hands on a 
crash towel. 

“Is this the Asheley place?” the officer 
demanded. Ever since his talk with 
Nick Cooper in Chicago, he had known 
that Benson was now living under the 
name of Asheley. 

_ “Why, yes, sir.” 

“Is Asheley home?” 

“No, sir. Not right now he ain’t. 
Our hired man rode in from the side 
pasture about twenty minutes ago, and 
said a lot of stock had broken through the 
wire into Winbolt’s property. artin 
had to ride down and hx it right off.” 

“How long will it take?” 

“He oughta be back by at least two 
o’clock.” 

“Are you Mrs. Asheley?” 

She nodded, too naive to lie to him. 
“Come in,” she said. 

“Yes, Dll come in,” 
agreed. 

“The house don’t look very nice,” 
she apologized, thrashing at the top of 
the screen door with a towel to brush off 
the flies before admitting him. ‘‘Teddy 
keeps things messed up so. He’s asleep 
just now. He always has his nap between 

alf past one and three.” 

“You’ve got a boy?” 

“My, yes. He’ll he three years old in 
September. You’re from Laramie, ain’t 
you?. Mart said somethin’ about a man 
comin’ from Laramie to-day to see him 
about his lambs.” 

“I left Laramie at ten o'clock,” the 
marshal replied ambiguously. 

She led him through hee cluttered 
kitchen to the cooler living-room opening 
toward the south. Its pine board sheath- 
ing had been painted buff. A rug of 
riotous colors served as carpet. The 
room held a golden-oak piano, a table 
and one or two mission rockers, a roll-to 
desk and swivel chair—obviously second- 
hand from its batterings—a bookcase, a 
woven-reed perambulator. Full-page litho- 

raphs from a woman’s magazine in 
rames that looked homemade served as 
pictures for the walls. 


Big Stickney 


THE woman sank down nervously in 
one of the rockers. Apparently, she 
considered that it devolved upon her 
to entertain this affluent stranger until 
her husband’s return. She still held the 
towel, pulling at it absently. The wistful 
expression never left her brown eyes. 

Stickney’s inspection of the room 
showed him what he sought. On a mantel- 
shelf between two closed doors stood a 
black ebony clock, two vases, half a 
dozen minor trinkets. And, as though 
placed there purposely for him to walk 
in and find it, that shelf likewise held 
a cabinet photograph on a small wire 
easel. 

It was the portrait of a man in his 
thirties, in soft-collared shirt and rough 
clothing, one arm resting along the back 
of a chair. The eyes held a tired, defiant 
expression which the camera had not 
missed, 

“Is that your husband?” asked Mar- 
shal Stickney. 


The American Magazine 


“ Why, 
met him?’ 

“Yes, I’ve met your husband. 
But it was several years bygone. 
How long have you been married?” 

“In nineteen-nineteen, we was 
married. Just after Mart come 
home from France. ”. 

“What's that! Your husband is a 
World War veteran?” 

“He was overseas two years. 
That’s why we wasn’t married be- 
fore.” 

“You knew him before he went 
over?” 

“Lawsy, yes! Why, I’ve known 
Mart ever since he went to work for 
my father, back in nmeteen-eleven.” 

“So he worked for your father? 
Where?” 

“To Iron Mountain. That’s up 
back o’ Laramie. Dad run a store 
and give Mart a job. Him and me 
just natcherly played round together 
for five or six years. When he was 
drafted to go to the war, we found 
out how much we thought of each 
other. If he come back alive, we 
agreed we'd get married. Pd ’a’ 
married him before he went, only he 
wouldn’t have it. He claimed it 
wouldn’t be fair if he come back 
smashed up.” 


“FYID he ever tell you much 
about his life—before he 

came out to Wyoming?” 

“Why, yes. All there is to know, 
I guess. Just whatta you mean?” 

“Where did he say he came from?” 
Big Stickney had seated himself. 

“New England. Some place in 
Massachusetts, I think.” 

“He never mentioned Vermont?” 

“Vermont?” Her pitifully wistful 
eyes were large. “Why, no. I’ve 
heard him say he’s been up there, 
because he told us once all about 
how they make maple sugar.” 

“But he never told you he lived 
there?” 


i She shook her head slowly. “Did 
e 


yes, sir. Ain’t you ever 


“Yes; your husband lived in Vermont 
quite a while.” 

“F unny he never said anything about 
it to me.” 

“He never told you his reasons for 
coming West?” 

“He told us it’d been terribly hard to 
make a livin’ back East. He’d come out 
to Wyoming to strike better luck.” 

as he?” 

The over-sized eyes dropped down to 
the towel. ‘We had our ups and downs 
like all folks,” she parried. ‘‘Only just 
the last two years we got goin’ real well.” 

“You own this ranch?” ; 

Her face lighted up. “Just this spring 
we finished makin’ the payments. Moth- 
er’s been dead since I was a girl, so when 
Father died his insurance money come 
to me. I added it to what Mart had 
saved, and we bought the place from the 
Travers boys.” 

“Your husband had saved money!” 

“Why, yes. Why not? He’s been right 

roud of his record since he come out 
est. He got here on a freight. He 
worked for Dad for his board and five 
dollars a week. I used to think he was 
terribly close; but he had a good reason. 


The woman reached her man. 


He didn’t throw his money around like 
other fellers, because he wanted to save 
up a stake. Thirty-four hundred he’d 
got laid by—when he come to go to war.” 

“Mart Benson saved thirty-four hun- 
dred dollars? I can’t believe it”? 

“Mart Benson? My husband’s name 
ain’t Benson.” She ropped the towel 
and sat up straighter. “Is somethin’ 
wrong?” she faltered. 

Big Stickney laughed to cover his 
confusion. “I mean— Slip of the tongue. 
Excuse me.” 

But the woman wasn’t convinced. Her 
care-lined features showed growing con- 
sternation. ‘“‘Are you really here to look 
over our stock?” she cried. 

“I might... look over your stock 
. . . before I leave.” 


GUDDENLY Stickney thought of Bill 
Seavers out in the roadster showing 
the Vermont license plates. Suppose 
Mart Benson, alias Asheley, rode up and 
saw those plates before coming into the 
house. Panic might seize him. He might 
bolt blindly while he thought the bolting 
good—in which case all Big Stickney’s 
effort to date would go for nothing. 


Mart Gets an Even Break, by Witt1am DupLrey PELLEY 


She clung to him desperately. ‘‘Look at me, Martin! Oh, Martin! . . . 


“Your husband will know all about 
me,” he assured her. “Er—by the way— 
I motored down here with a friend. I 
left him out front in the car and I’m 
afraid the sun’s pretty hot. Is there a 
place in your barn I could run our ma- 
chine, if we’ve got to wait long for your 
husband?” 

“We got our car in the barn. But I 
guess if we pushed it forward a piece 
there’d be room enough for your car 
too. 


TICKNEY went out to the roadster. 
“He isn’t here, Bill. Gone off for an 
hour to fix a fence somewhere. Weve 
simply got to wait until he comes back.” 

“Ts his wife wise?” 

“é No.” 

“You haven’t told her?” 

“ No; and I’m not going to tell her if I 
can help it. Let her husband settle it 
with her when the time comes.” 

“Cripes, man, I’m starved!” 

“ Maybe she'll give us some lunch.” 

“It’s a cinch she mightn’t, if she knew 
who you are.” 

“Nix on that stuff! ... Here she 
comes. I’ve asked her to let us run the 
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bus in the barn. Let me do the talking. 
You keep your trap shut.” 

They were joined by the woman. 
“Why, your car’s got Vermont license 
plates!” 

“It belongs to a friend of mine who 
picked me up in Chicago. He said he was 
touring the West and asked me to come 
along. Mr. Seavers, meet Mrs. Asheley.” 

“Howja do!” said Bill Seavers wryly. 

The wife glanced from face to face in 
bewilderment not unmixed with dread. 
“T could show you the lambs if you want,” 
she offered. 

“No, no! I really must do business 
with your husband, Nis. Asheley.” 

She led the way across to the barns. 
The driver whispered hoarsely, ‘‘She’s 
wise, Stick!” 

“No; she’s not. I made a bad slip 
back in the house—called her man by his 
real name. But she isn’t wise, yet. Lets 
get this car out of sight.” 

“Stick! This is a rotten piece of work, 
takin’ advantage of a woman with a face 
like hers.” 

“Shut up, and get this car in the barn. 
Benson bolted once for a reason not much 
stronger than the sight of this bus would 
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Is he an officer, after you for anything?” 


be, and I haven’t come two thousand 
miles to have him do it again.” 

“All the same, it’s a rotten piece of 
work!” 


THEY released the safety brake and 
pushed a very new and polished flivver 
to the back of the barn. Seavers drove 
the roadster in. 

“Don’t hit it!’ cried the woman 
shrilly. “Were awful proud of it,” she 
added a moment later, as the Vermont 
car’s motor died to silence. “For three 
years we wanted an automobile, but 
didn’t think we could afford one till the 
flock was bigger. Weve only had it three 
weeks. Don’t you think it’s a beautiful 
car?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Asheley, 
mighty fine machine,” 
the little wife. 

“Of course it doesn’t cost as much as 
yours. But Mart and I get just as much 
fun out of it as though it did. He and I 
and Teddy have been out three Sundays 
right agoing!” She spoke as though they 
had somehow dissipated. 

They came from the barn, and she 
closed the doors (Continued on page go) 


ou’ve bought a 
tickney assured 


Somehow, it seems 
a friendly frolic 


OSSES and humans—they’re 
lumb similar. Folks talk a 
ot about hoss sense, but I 
always maintain a hoss ain’t 
any smarter than the rest of 
us. And should be treated according.” 

Thus, very seriously, spoke Wherewithal 
Chalmers, as we sat together on a corral 
fence at Pendleton, Oregon, and watched 
the miracles of horsemanship and horse- 
flesh that are part of the great annual 
round-up. 

Now, when Wherewithal Chalmers, in 
his quaint way, speaks of horses, I am 
always prepared to listen. For one thing, 
this veteran plainsman and cowpuncher is 
a great horseman. But, above this, is his 
deep belief in horses, his cynical faith in 
their understanding and his philosophic, 
but practical, humanization of them. 

I was prepared to listen, but— 

“Yip-ee! Hi! Hi!” 

It happened. It was one of those swift 
accidents that may occur on the range 
where men and horses and steers carry on 
a traditional and joyous conflict. ‘Can 
happen,” your Westerner says laconically. 
It was all part of the game; just as naredy 
as if the sport were football or hockey, 
instead of a contest between skilled riders 
and skilled outlaw horses. 

Ten wild horses had flung themselves 
out of a nearby corral and, their hoofs 
pounding out an awful thunder on the 
hard-packed earth, were stampeding for 
liberty. After them galloped a band of 
cowboys, yip-yipping and swinging their 
ropes. 
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One of the riders, wearing a yellow 
neckerchief, spurred his mount ahead. 
His lariat swirled and struck with the 
precision of a striking snake—low on the 
neck of one of the stampeded animals. 
The hunted horse threw himself at the 
low fence along the inner edge of the 
track, cleared it and gathered himself for 
a dash across the arena. 

The yellow-neckerchiefed cowboy turned 
his horse to the fence. The lariat slacked 
as his mount leaped. And then it hap- 
pened! 

The wild horse made one splendid 
bound. It brought the lariat, fastened to 
the cowboy’s pommel, to a swift tension 
just as the pursuers reached the peak of 
their leap. 

The quick jerk threw the saddlehorse 
off balance, and dashed him, with his reck- 
less rider, to earth in a sidewise crash, a 
stunning, sickening fall. 

As that rope went taut, my friend 
Wherewithal Chalten: whose odes name 
is Eustace, slid from the corral fence. He 
ran to the spot where horse and rider lay. 
Other men were rushing to the scene. 
There is a swift and admirable efficiency 
at Pendleton, which shows especially in 
times of a life-and-death crisis. 

The first man to gallop up went to the 
rider in the yellow neckerchief, who had 
staggered to his feet, and was shaking 
himself ‘together like a groggy, game 
prize fighter. 

But Wherewithal Chalmers went 
straight to the saddlehorse. The horse 
was on its feet, bewildered, trying to 


Hosses And 


Humans 
By Wallace Smith 


DRAWINGS BY THE AUTHOR 


straighten its legs out under it. Where- 
withal had obeyed his sure instincts, and 
now he put into practice that broad, 
kindly philosophy of his. 

“Steady does it, old-timer,” said 
Wherewithal Chalmers soothingly, to the 
horse. “Just one of those incidents like 
you got to expect. Now, you mustn’t get 
the notion in your purty head that this'll 
happen next time you go to roping at a 
steer or a hoss. It couldn’t happen again 
in a hundred years.” 

He kept on with this reassuring talk 
until the rider had climbed stiffly back 
into the saddle. When we were perched 
on the corral fence again, Wherewithal 
spoke his opinion of the event. He also 
spoke his opinion of men who tie ropes to 
the saddles. This, though, is an ancient 
debate between cowpunchers of two 
schools. If the wide plains of the West 
haven’t been big enough to settle the 
argument, surely there is not room here. 

‘Ain’t it funny,” asked Wherewithal, 
“how folks will get all agitated about the 
human which is downed this way, and no 
one thinks to explain things to the hoss? 
Out of all the parties which saw this 
accident, that hoss is the only one which 
did not savvy how it happened. Conse- 
quently, the next time he’s out to rope 
some critter, he might get thinking of this 
fall, and get scared. That’s how good 
horses get spoiled. 


“TT’S human nature. Also, it’s what 
they call psychology. Wouldn’t a man 
et fence-shy under those circumstances? 
ou bet. Take a young feller just startin 
out in life. With a good job, say, an 
doing his best and getting along great. 
And then fire him without any reason. 
Won’t he always be bitter, and suspicious 
of other bosses, until he’s learned the 
ain’t all like the ornery hombre which 
fired him? It might ruin him for life. 
Well, it’s like that with the hoss. ” 

Wherewithal returned to a concluding 
review of his creed. 

“Which folks should remember,” he 
declared, “that hosses don’t pack any 
more sense than humans. Hosses is just 
like all us folks. No smarter and no 
unsmarter. To get along with ’em, you 
got to think like a hoss thinks—meaning 
you got to understand him—to be his 
friend, or to fetch a honest day’s work out 
of him.” 

This creed of Wherewithal’s comes from 
a lifetime in the saddle. It is the thing 
that inclines me to Wherewithal Chal- 
mers, when I am asked to name the best 
horseman I ever knew. Otherwise, the 
selection might be embarrassing. For I 
have spent much of my life in the saddle— 
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Hosses and Humans, by WALLACE SMITH 


Mexican saddles, army saddles, 
Western stock saddles, hunting 
saddles—and many of my com- 
panionsareexcellent and decently 
proud horsemen. 

You would go far to find a 
picture closer than Wherewithal 
Chalmers to the ideal of the 
Western plainsman of the old 
days. Yet when he speaks of 
horses, he does not speak only of 
the range horse. He’s been to 
the big cities, Wherewithal has, 
being possessed of a juvenile 
curiosity as well as an adult 
fortune. His creed is for the 
patient milk-wagon horse, the 
magnificent big fellows still to be 
seen hitched to trucks, and even 
the sleek animals of the bridle 
path. All these as well as the 
roguish cow pony. 


“MEN ain’t much different,” 
Wherewithal has said, 
‘whether they live in cities or in 
the great open spaces, like I’ve 
heard a dude call this part of the 
country. Full of the samecussed- 
ness, yet full of the same other 
things that make a man worth 
while knowing. And therein, like 
other ways,! hosses and humans 
are plumb similar. 
“They talk a lot about men 
being men out here. But ain’t a 
man a man who does his job any- 
where? Whether it’s selling a 
line of groceries, or chasing a ornery, moo- 
ing cow around? And ain’t a hoss a hoss, 
just the same if he’s hauling a grocery 
wagon or pouring some regardless cow- 
puncher out of the saddle? I’ll bet that 
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way.” 
The man who says such things is close 
to sixty, and he’s ‘oe 

and hard, and there’s 

an easy swing to his P 
long straight back. It’s 7 

the straightness that is 

made in the Western 

saddle, despite its ap- 

parent slouchiness. 

Wherewithal’s eyes are 


The Indians raided the civilization they couldn't halt 


not the blue-gray so popular in fictional 
heroes of the West. They’re black, and 
narrowed by long vigils under the pitiless 
desert sun; but with a constant laugh 
lurking in them. . 

Naturally, his hat is the sombrero type, 
but more modest of brim than most. When 
he’s in the field he cuts little vents in the 
crown, until it looks like a small dove- 
cote. 

He was born in New Mexico, in the 
shadow of the Tres Hermanas group. At 
an age when other children may have a 
rocking-horse, Wherewithal had a real 
horse of his own. Hear what he says about 
the fate of that pony, and you may under- 


“Can happen,” your Westerner says laconically 
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stand more clearly the beginning 
of his friendly understanding for 
horses. 

“The night my mother died,” 
the big fellow told me one eve- 
ning when we were camped in 
sight of the Tres Hermanas, ‘I 
rode that little hoss forty-five 
miles to fetch the army doctor 
and forty-five miles back. You 
see, my dad was away, fighting 
the Apaches. I was about nine 
then, I reckon, and I didn’t 
savvy hosses the way I got to 
know ’em later. But that little 
paint pony understood me, if I 
didn’t understand him. He knew 
what to do. He. took me to the 
doctor and brought me back to 
where my mother was. Then he 
died, an hour after we got back 
home. You hear folks say ‘purty 
as a paint pony;’ and they sure 
are purty. But to this day I 
never see one but I get to i 
sad-like.” 


HAVE already said that he was 

christened Eustace. When 
Wherewithal Chalmers finds that 
I have written about him I shall 
have to explain this exposé of 
his name. At fourteen he ran 
away—to go to sea, of all things 
—and at an age when so many 
boys dream of running away to 
such a place as Wherewithal 
sought to flee. The nearest he 
achieved to a seaport was El Paso, Texas, 
and the most water he saw was in the Rio 
Grande. 

“Which, like we know,” commented 
Wherewithal, “is not so robust as a river 
should be with that noble name.” . 

So, instead of a sailor he became a cow- 
boy. The range was open in those days. 
The covered wagon sal moved across the 
plains. And the Indians raided the 
civilization they couldn’t halt. Where- 
withal’s father finally was killed fighting 
them, and it was thus that Chalmers’s 
home, back in the desert, disappeared. 

But Wherewithal was at home from the 
Rio Grande to the Canadian line, from 
Oregon to the Missis- 
sippi. He was of one 
family with scores of 
those reckless young 
riders who lived a 
full life, although 
sometimes an abrupt- 
ly ended one, and 
blazed the trail of the 
great Western Em- 
pire. 

And, more and 
more, he became of 
one family with 
horses. So much so 
that, when he be- 
came wealthy enough 
to retire, he—well, ie 
simply couldn’. 
Instead, he became a 
whimsical wanderer 
—a mounted one, of 
course—on a perpet- 
ual pilgrimage over 
the wide range. In- 
stead of taking the 
ease he had fairly won, 

(Cont'd on page 159) 


Don’t Look At The Other Fellow 
Through A Magnifying Glass 


“To realize always that a man is just a man, is the biggest thing I know,” says Sir 
Henry Thornton, American-trained railroad executive, who is head of a 
Canadian system that employs more than 100,000 persons — How foot- 
ball has helped him in business, and two important lessons 
that can be learned from any competitive sport 


By Samuel Crowther 


AVE you found that playing 
football in college has helped 
you afterward in business: I 
mean, did you get anything 
out of football that is with you 
now—that you use every day?” I asked 
Sir Henry Worth Thornton—the Harry 
Thornton of a few years ago, American- 
born and American-reared railroad man. 

As president of the Canadian National 
Railways he is now holding down one of 
the biggest railroad jobs in 
the world. Twenty-two 
thousand miles of operated 
track, a series of hotels, an 
express service, a telegraph 
system and fleets of steamers 
are under his direction. 

“T think,” he answered, 
“although perhaps I ought 
not say it, that | got just 
as much out of football as 
I got out of the university 
courses. Football, or any 
other game for that matter, 
may easily be overdone. A 
man may forget that a game 
is a game, and start to make 
a business out of it. But 
hard competition in any 
game teaches a boy one big 
lesson, and hard compett- 
tion in any team game 
teaches an additional 
lesson.” 

Back in 1892 and 1893, 
laying on the eleven of the 
iniversity of Pennsylvania, 

Thornton was rated the 
best center in the country. 
Those were the days of line plunging, and 
the coaches usually picked a fat Ais of a 
man for center. He was expected to stay 
put and stop plays by sheer weight. - 

Thornton was thought by experts to be 
too long and lank for center; his two 
hundred pounds stretched out through six 
feet four inches. But the two hundred 

ounds were mostly quick muscle, and 

hornton, instead of waiting for the play 
to bump him, began not only to bump the 
plays, but to get down the field with the 
cade and otherwise act in unusual fashion. 
He is the man who started the present 
style of center play. 

“I got my lessons out of football,” he 
continued; “but I might as well have got 
them out of baseball, or tennis or rowing. 
I have not in mind any physical benefit 
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ing badly 


from playing hard games. Probably there 
is some physical benefit, but that is the 
least important side, for good health can 
be had without running the risk of break- 
ing one’s neck. Also, I am not much 
concerned as to whether hard games tell 
on a man in after years; I am fifty-three 
now, and if I had any better health I 
should not know what to do with it! 
“The big benefits that come from hard 
playing are mental, not physical. Most 


The Supply of Bad Luck 


Is Limited 


“rINHERE is a good deal in this darkest- 

hour-before-the-dawn stuff,” says Sir 
Henry Thornton. ‘ When everything is break- 
when all the hard luck seems to 


be coming at once—I have learned that 


this is exactly the time not to quit. 
one of two things will happen: either the 
supply of hard luck will run out, and good 
luck will take its place; or you will be in the 
position of the under dog, and new friends 
will turn up from all directions ready to root 
for you. No one but you, yourself, can put 
you down and out.” 


men who fail to do anything or to get 
anywhere in this world do not, at least so 
it seems to me, fail because of lack of 
ability. Ability is largely a cultivated 
quality; it is a growth requiring careful 
culture. It withers in the presence of fear. 

“Many a man is licked Boe he starts. 
He looks at a job and, as he looks, the job 
grows bigger and he grows smaller. The 
upshot is that he does not tackle that job. 

e does not admit to himself that he is 
afraid of it. He tells himself something to 
the effect that he is not going to make a 
fool of himself biting off more than he can 
chew. Suppose he has to compete against 
a man or a group of men—which, directly 
or indirectly, all of us have to do every day 
of the year in business. He sees that the 
man, or men, against him is confident. 


He knows that he is worried and he thinks 
he shows it. Then, gradually, he estab- 
lishes himself as a little man in a world of 
supermen—and he is a failure. 

“The big thing that a fellow finds out 
in football, or in any other hard game, is 
that men are just men—that, if you are 
afraid, the other fellow is undoubtedly 
just as much afraid; that, if you are very 
tired and would like to quit, the other 
fellow is just as tired and would also like to 
quit; that, although some 
men are better players than 
others, the best of them are 
not supermen, and that if 
you tackle the fastest man 
in the country just above 
the knees you will stop him 
just as surely as you would 
the slowest man. Thus you 
learn in competitive sports 
that, no matter how scared 
you are, you must never 
show it. 


“TYP UNTIL 1892, the 
Pennsylvania game 
was just a practice match 
for Harvard, Yale, and 
Princeton. Our teams used 
to start the games licked— 
start with the intention of 
making a good showing, 
which is something very 
different from starting a 
game to win. In that year 
we convinced ourselves that 
we could win. We lost to 
Yale, but we beat Princeton: 
; and ever since then Pennsyl- 
vania has been on the football map, not 
because a new breed of men started com- 
ing to college but because the teams broke 
the habit of getting beaten. I have played 
many a game where we ran up big scores 
on small colleges simply because their 
teams stepped out on the field licked. 
“To realize always that the other fel- 
low is just a man is the biggest thing I 
know. Of course there is the danger of 
over-confidence, but that does not com- 
pare with the danger of under-confidence. 
and it is soon corrected by common 
sense. The other man may be a good deal 
better than you are—and it pays to 
realize that when it is true; but if you 
keep in mind that he is only a man. your 
wits will be with you and you always have 
a sporting chance to win on the breaks. 


For 
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“General Grant had the idea. My 
father used to tell me a story that has 
stuck with me. On the eve of an im- 
portant battle, Grant sat unconcernedly 
smoking in his tent. His generals fussed 
and fumed about. The unconcern of their 
chief irritated them, and one asked him if 
he were not bothered about 
how the next day was going 
to come out. General Grant 
did not answer directly; he 
just casually remarked be- 
tween puffs: 

“*Ton’t you think the 
other fellow’s worried too?’ 

“ A game, any game, gives 
a line on a man. I can find 
out more about a man by 

laying a round of golf wit 
Ee than by working a week 
with him.” 


ENRY THORNTON 
has made his way in a 
most unusual fashion: 
American engineers, such as 
pa Hays Rammend and 
erbert Hoover, have gone 
out to the fringes of civiliza- 
tion and brought back fame 
and wealth. American rail- 
way men have pushed 
through constructions in 
the uttermost parts of the 
earth. Thornton is only 
now, as chairman and presi- 
dent of the Canadian 
National Railways, touch- 
ing the fringes and the ut- 
termosts. He founded his 
reputation in that not un- 
pulous adjunct of New 
ork City known as Long 
Island; he further increased 
it in London, and with the 
war railroads of the Allies. 
Or to be specific: he spent 
twenty years with the Penn- 
sylvania_ Railroad, rising 
from a draftsman in Pitts- 
burgh to general superin- 
tendent of the Long Island 
Railroad. 

In 1914, the board of 
directors of the Great 
Eastern Railway of Eng- 
land decided to depart from 
all precedent and hire an 
American manager. They 
asked Henry Worth Thorn- 
ton to take the place, and 
he became general manager 
—the position of manager 
corresponds to that of presi- 
dent in America—of a rail- 
way that carries one hundred 
and thirty million passengers 
a year, which is the largest 
passenger traffic on any rail- 
road in the world. Then 
came the war, and the 
British railways were taken 
under government direction, 
with Thornton as a member of the execu- 
tive committee of managers. In 1916 he 
was asked to become deputy director of 
inland water transportation, with the rank 
of colonel in the Royal Engineers, and he 
handled all the inland navigation in 
northern France, Egypt, and Mesopota- 
mia. In the next year he was raised to 
assistant director general of movements 


general. 


ing as a draftsman on the Pennsylvania. 
England to become general manager of the Great Eastern 
Railway. During the war he was in charge of all Allied army 
transportation on the Continent, and held the rank of major 
Back in the °'90’s, as ‘‘Harry’’ Thornton, he was 
one of the greatest football players in the United States 


and railways, with headquarters in Paris, 
and he had to do with codrdinating the 
transportation of the French, Italian, and 
our own Governments. 3 

An American railway man himself, he 
knew all the American railway men who 
came over to take charge of our troops and 


Sir Henry Worth Thornton, president of the Canadian National 
Railways, holds one of the largest and most difficult railway 
jobs in the world. He was born in Indiana fifty-three years 
ago, and received his training on American railroads, start- 


supplies; he knew Samuel M. Felton, who 
was in charge of the war railways at the 
United States end, and he had worked for 
years with General Atterbury of the Penn- 
sylvania, who had charge of the military 
railways in France. He knew the American 
methods and men, and also he knew the 
English methods and men. A little later 
he was raised to be deputy director 


Later he went to 


general, with the rank of brigadier general, 
and in 1918 became inspector general of 
transportation, with the rank of major 
general—which put him in charge of all the 
army transportation on the Continent. 

In 1919, expecting to spend the rest of 
his life in England as a railway manager, 
he became a British subject 
and was made a Knight 
Commander of the Order of 
the British Empire; he also 
received the Legion of Honor 
from France, a decoration 
from Belgium, and the Dis- 
tinguished Service Medal 
from the United States, and 
is incidentally a Doctor of 
Science—a degree conferred 
by the University of Penn- 
sylvania. All of which goes 
to account for his present 
description, which in full is: 
Major General Sir Henry 
Worth Thornton, K. B. E. 

That has not bothered 
him. It did, however, in- 
terest the Government of 
the Dominion of Canada. 
That Government had on 
its hands various railroad 
legacies, comprising some 
twenty-two thousand miles 
of operated track, stretching 
from the east to the west, a 
series of big hotels, an ex- 
press service reaching all 
over Canada, a telegraphic 
system with more than a 
hundred thousand miles of 
wire, a chain of radio broad- 
casting stations, a fleet of 
steamers on the Pacific and, 
as a side line, a government- 
owned trading fleet of sixty- 
six vessels sailing from 
Canada to all parts of the 
world. Altogether, the sys- 
tem, employs something 
more than a hundred thou- 
sand people, and the book 
value of the railways alone 
is around two billion dollars. 


N 1921 the Dominion of 

Canada lost a very large 
sum of money on its opera- 
tions—with every chance of 
the deficit becoming larger 
rather than smaller. The 
Government looked around 
for a good, strong pair of 
shoulders to which it could 
shift the burden, and the 
shoulders that they best 
liked belonged to Sir Henry, 
so they asked him to take 
charge. He did, on condi- 
tion that he might run the 
railways as railways, and 
not as part of a political 
machine. In less than two 
years he has cut the deficit 
by almost one half and has 
turned an operating deficit of three 
million dollars into an operating surplus of 
more than twenty millions. That is, he is 
swinging one of the largest and most 
difficult railway jobs in the world. 

“Now, take the team play side of 
game,” he went on. “ Being licked before 
you start is the most frequent cause of 
failure, but running (Continued on page 82) 
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They sat on an old log, Jo looking absurdly young in sweater and 
knickers, and he told her stories about college—it was like old times 
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The Tomboy 


A story 


By Nelia Gardner White 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY 


ROM the time she was old 

enough to climb fences, Jo 

Meadows was known all along 

Farmer’s Creek as “that Mea- 

dows tomboy.” She got into 
more deviltry than the three handsome 
Meadows boys put together; and beside 
the two girls, Alice and Lucia—“ Well,” 
folks said, ‘‘there’s always an odd one in 
every family!” 

Jo was che Meadows’s odd one. She 
léarned to shoot when she was ten, and 
once she shot a hole through the minister’s 
hat from the barn window. When she 
was fifteen, she killed a deer up near the 
salt lick. She never hunted after that, 
but people always remembered that deer. 

She used to ride “‘belly-flop” down 
two-mile Sluice Hill on a homemade sled. 
And: once she bet Dave Hershiser, from 
the next farm, her best slingshot against 
a cigar box full of “aggies” that she 
could climb the Farmer’s Creek meeting 
house steeple. She won the aggies—and 
no one ever knew that she Ft deathly 
dizzy at the top.. She trailed her father 
all over the farm and mimicked his stride, 
his husky voice, his gestures. ay ee 

“Best farmer of the bunch!” her 
father was wont to say of her. And once, 
when they were racing against a corning 
storm to get the hay in, she kept up with 
the boys in pitching. | 

When Alice and Lada began to huddle 
in comers, and giggle over notes they’d 

received in school, Jo laughed scornfully 
at them. ae 

“Don’t see any sense in being crazy 
about boys!” she said once. “What’s 
so wonderful about ’em? They can’t do 
anything I can’t!” ` i 

And later, when the two girls began 
“going with the boys” to country dances 
and parties, Jo stayed at home. . 

Now and then she went to coasting 
parties. But she pulled her own sled up 
the ‘hill and, like as not, walked home 
alone afterward—though sometimes Dave 
Hershiser tagged along. 

Alice and Lite were older; but Jo 
took charge of things around the house. 
She could cook pretty well at ten and, 
even then, made no bones of a roast or an 
apple pie. Folks said, “John Meadows 
afd wonderful to bring up them six 
children, stark livin’ alone, and have ’em 
turn out so good.” Though sometimes 
they added, “Of course, there’s Jo— 
she’s a wild un all right—but the rest 
are certainly good children!” 

They didn’t know that John Meadows 
depended more on Jo than on all the rest 
put together. He didn’t know it him- 
self. He took great delight in Allie and 
Lucia, they: were so like their mother— 
and he gid not realize how he always 


done, or how he relaxed when he was 
-lone with her. 


Lice to Jo when he wanted anything 


VICTOR C. 


Jo sensed his dependency, even when 
she was tiny, and she lived up to it. 
She might not be so pretty as Allie and 
Lucia with their black hair and eyes and 
apple-blossom cheeks—in fact, she wasn’t 
pretty at all to most folks, with her 
straight brown hair, and her gray eyes 
and wide, boyish grin. But she knew 
that her father turned to her, as he had 
to her mother—in those dim days when 
there had been a mother—and she got 
more of a thrill out of that fact than the 
other girls did out of their notes and their 
beaus. 

One by one, the boys married and left 
Farmer’s Creek. 

“You’re the only boy I’ve got left,” 
John Meadows said. to Jo on Fred’s wed- 
ding day. “Guess I’ll have to send you 
to ‘Ag’ school so as you can help me run 
the farm.” 

Jo’s heart leaped to that. He was 
joking; but she would—that’s just what 
she’d do! She got up early every morn- 
ing after that, and drove the rattling 
little motor truck to the milk station. 

But when she finished high school, 


there was a bad year for crops. Alice 
finished the same year, and Alice had 
College. Dave 


pane to go to State 
ershiser was there, and a couple of other 
boys from town. ; 

Jo had one day of rebellion. She left 
the house after breakfast and rode clear 
up to the Rod and Gun Club. On the 
way, she met Dave Hershiser coming 
home from the milk station. j 

“S’matter?” he called to her. “What’s 
the grouch about?” 

She rode by without answering. She 
couldn’t answer. She had a lump in her 
throat that made words stick. 

There was something about Dave— 
he wasn’t like the rest of the boys—and 
he had said he’d take her on some good 
hikes if she came up to State this fall for 
the ‘Ag’ course. So she couldn’t answer 
Dave. When she got up to the camp, she 
sat down on the steps, her square chin 
cupped in her two brown hands, her 
steady gray eyes staring out into the 
sun-flecked woods. 

“I didn’t know I’d been counting on 
it so!” she thought. 


THOSE hikes with Dave—gymnasium 
—football games—knowing how to get 
the most out of soil, how to plant and 
prune, how to care for cattle—and—and 
those hikes with Dave! 

She could see Dave, lean, brown, gay- 
eyed, curly-haired. Her own eyes smarted, 
but she didn’t cry. Jo never cried. She 
never had, since that time when she’d 
fallen from the porch railing and her 
father had said to a neighbor, “Jo never 
cries!” But she felt all strange and hard 
within. 

“Tell mean money to us if I go,” she 
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rebelled. “And Alice, Alice’ll just get 
mated It’s all she’s going for—the 
oys! 
ut that day finished it. She fought it 

out up there on the still camp porch; and 
Alice never knew there was a fight. John 
Meadows knew, a little. The day Alice 
went he said to Jo: 

“Maybe, next year, we can make it 
for the two of you.” 

And Jo grinned back at him, as if it 
didn’t matter, though both were thinking 
that it did matter, a lot. 


LONG in November, a member of the 
school board came to the house and 
wanted to know if Jo would take District 
Number Six for the rest of the year. The 
teacher they’d hired had broken her 
contract, got homesick. 

“Couldn’t manage the big boys, I 
guess,” he laughed. “But you’ve got _ 
a lot of spunk, Jo, you’d make out all 
right, I bet!” 

Jo just laughed. 

“Well, you think it over,” he said. 
“The wages is good, forty-five a month, 
and it’s right next door to you, like.” 

“T wasn’t cut out for school-teaching, ” 
Jo said. She wasn’t even serious about it. 

But that night she noticed for the first 
time how gray her father was getting. 

“I thought Alice had plenty of clothes 
to start with,” he said abruptly at the 
supper table. “What’s this new dress 
she’s wanting? I’ve borrowed on the 
apples already—don’t know where I’m 
going to rake up any more.” 

It wasn’t like him to complain, and 
Jo was startled. She made her decision 
without much fuss, just one wave of 
intense dislike; then she said it: 

“Well, if you think we can manage 
here at the house, I could take Number 
Six. It’s close by, so I could be here for 
meals all right.” 

The relief in his eyes was payment. 

So Jo, just out of high school, went to 
teaching—and Alice had her new dress . 
and joined a sorority. Jo hated teaching, 
for all she “had spunk.” She liked to dig 
things out for herself, butshe didn’t know 
how to give them second-hand to others. 
And those big boys! Night after night, 
Jo came home, sick-tired with the effort 
of making those boys behave. And those 
problems in eighth-grade arithmetic that 
she got stuck on one day when the super- 
intendent came visiting. Horrible days 
— Jo never forgot them. 

ut she mimicked the superintendent 
for her father, especially the scene when 
he had informed her that middies weren’t 
dignified for a teacher; and when the 
Tolliver-Jones feud was carried into the 
p nopligom she made a serial joke of 
that. 

And all the time, how she hated it! 
Some mornings it seemed to her she 
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absolutely could not go out of that door 
and over to the little schoolhouse, with 
its Bud Tolliver and its saucy Sally Jones. 
But she went, and once a month there 
was the check for forty-five dollars. She 
still managed to tend the poultry and 
take the milk to the station. 


EAR Christmas she dressed a hundred 

chickens to send up to the city. “She 
made great plans for Christmas. Alice 
and Dave would be home, and the boys 
and Lucia were coming, too. Lucia 
worked in Bradfield now. Jo hadn’t 
known before how much she was missin 
Alice. She planned a party—Alice love 
parties. She had stul for a new dress, 
rose crêpe de chine, for Alice’s present, 
and Maude Fromont was coming to 
make it up. 

Maybe one night, if there was snow 
enough, they could go coasting. And 
Dave—Dave would be over every day. 
Dave loved fried cakes; she must make 
up a big batch. And butternut fudge; 
Alice always wanted butternut fudge. 
She must get some nuts down out of the 
attic and crack them. 

But the second night before Alice was 
to come home, the ’phone rang. Jo’s 
father answered it. hen he came out 
to the kitchen his face was sober. 

“Alice isn’t coming,” he said. ‘‘She’s 
telegraphed she wants to go to a house 
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ey Deine City, I guess they 
said. 

Jo stood still by the kitchen table—she 
was picking a chicken for a last order 
from town—and she dropped the chicken, 
and stared unbelievingly at her father. 

“Seems as if she might have waited 
for that,” John Meadows said, “when 
all the rest are coming!” 

Jo’s own sick disappointment merged 
into pity for her father. : 

“Oh, well, she said something about 
coming at mid-year’s, and that’s not so 
far off. We’ll pack up a good box and 
send it!” i 

But she remembered the hours her 
father had spent painting up the old bobs 
for the coasting party, and she felt hard 
toward Alice. 

They had a jolly time, though, with 
Arlie’s little boys there, and all. They 
had the party, and danced till morning. 
Dave didn’t come over. He was just 
home for Christmas Day—he was invited 
to the same party as Alice. But they did 
have a good time, all of them. Jo kept 
them all shouting with laughter over the 
Tollivers and the Joneses. 

Only, once, Arlie said, “What you got 
all these butternuts cracked for, fo? 
Come on—make us some butternut 
candy!” 

Jo turned her face away. 

“Oh, Jo’s been going since morning,” 


her father said. ‘‘She’s too tired to 
make candy! You go out and get a pan 
of snow, rlie; I’ll make some maple 
wax. 

Jo felt a surge of love for her father so 
big that it seemed her heart would burst. 
How good of him—to see she couldn’t 
make butternut fudge with Alice not 
there. Ten minutes later she was giving 
them an exhibition of Old Lady Tolliver 
grunting about her “rheumatiz” and her 

aughters-in-law, and no one would have 
dreamed that she had a care in the world. 


Je WAS pretty well tired out by spring. 
She could stand lots of hard work, Jo 
—but Sally Jones and Bud Tolliver had 
decided to end the feud between them, 
and their mothers laid it all up to Jo. 
They came to the schoolhouse and told 
her so in no uncertain terms. Jo, frank, 
and scornful of petty grudges, almost 
broke under the strain of acting as buffer. 
But she still made a joke of it to her 
father. 

Alice didn’t come home for Easter, 
either. Jo had made up her mind not to 
expect it; but it hurt, nevertheless. Then, 
one day, Dave came over and wanted her 
to go after arbutus with him, and the 
April sky began to sing with color, the 
trail to the woods came sweet and glowing. 

She laughed more Wholelieartedhy than 


in months, as they swung along under 
the faint green of the beeches and birches. 
She made Dave throw back his curly head 
and shout with laughter over Sally's 


mother. Dave seemed more like 
himself, more free and happy, more like 
the old pal who had bet his “aggies” 
against her slingshot. They sat on an 
old log, and he told her stories about 
college—it was like old times. 

It was: “Do you remember how we 
used to go ‘poling the creek’? ” 

“Oh, yes! And one Sunday, when I 
had on my first white shoes—you dared 
me. It was spring and the creek was 
‘most ten feet across, and I vaulted right 
into the muddy bank!” 

Or: “Do you remember the birch 
tree that we used to climb up in and play 
tree tag? Lordy, it’s a wonder you 
weren’t killed, Jo; I’ve seen you drop 
hfteen feet out of that tree!” 

But after they had gathered the arbutus, 
Dave said, a little embarrassedly: 

“Kind of thought Alice 

_ away like this for 

Easter—might like a box 

of this stuff.” 

“Sure she would,” 
said Jo. 

But the April blueness 
was gray. The sweet- 
ness and the lovely green- 
ness was rowan-bitter 
and mistily colorless. 

That night, after 
had done the dishes, she 
went to her room. She 
sat down on the floor by 
the little dormer win- 
dows, and buried her 


“One Sunday, when I 
had on my first white 
shoes—you dared me! It 
was spring and the creek 
was ’most ten feet across 
and I vaulted right 
into the muddy bank!” 


The Tomboy, by NELIA GARDNER WHITE 


They were very near, those two, as 
they sat there by the old kerosene 
lamp. . . . Sometimes Jo would 
think, with a little half-smile, that 


she had more than lots of girls, 
eyen without that that other 
head in her arms on the sill. Up the 


creek came the myriad sweet night smells 
of April. The air was warm, caressed like 
loving hands. Jo sat there for more than 
an hour, her head down, her heart 
strangely numb. After that, she got up 
abruptly, undressed, and got into bed, a 
wry little smile on her lips. She closed 


‘her eyes. 


“Tl get to sleep and forget all about 
it,” she said. 

But when the dawn came in with carols 
and soft whispers, she still lay wide-eyed, 
questioning, hurting. 


CHOOL was over at last; but it was a 

strange summer. Alice had a friend 
there for three weeks, a sophisticated, tall, 
handsome girl, who only smiled indul- 
gently when Jo tried to be funny, and who 
came down at ten every morning for 
breakfast. Dave was there a lot. He 
took the girls everywhere. 


Sometimes Jo went along, but not 
when she could avoid it. She seemed 
out of place in her middy and knickers 
beside Alice and her friend in their pretty, 
bright sports clothes. She felt in the way, 
too, and there seemed such a host of things 
to be done at the house. Alice wasn’t lazy, 
but she somehow just didn’t see things. 

One day Dave came over, before the 
girls were up, to see about a picnic. Jo 
was in the kitchen making fried cakes. 

“Gee, those smell good!” he said, 
helping himself. He grinned at Jo. 
“Never think of you as housekeeper. 
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Always think of you as out in the fields 
or riding horseback. Remember the time 
you stood up on old Doll and trained 
for a circus lady?” Then, a little soberly, 
as he took another fried cake, “ But 
suppose somebody has to make the fried 
cakes here.” ' 
Then Alice called down to Dave. But 
the day was somehow warmed. There 
weren’t so many warm places, though. 
Jo hoped, even up to the time college 
epaned, that she’d be able to go too. She 
planned her clothes, fussing over worn old 
things, saving (Continued on page 196) 


Why “Jimmie” Gleason Wants 
To Raise Mules 


He wrote a play which from the very first night was a big success of the sea- 
son—Yet he had been four years trying to get this same play produced. 
These years of stubborn struggle, he says, gave him a fellow feel- 
ing for mules, and he thinks that we need more of them 


ROADWAY has turned up, this 
year, one of those romances in 
real life which rival any that are 
told in its theatres. The hero of 
the late season is James Gleason, 

“Jimmie” Gleason he is called by whole 
regiments of friends. 

A host of these friends have known and 
loved him for years. But it was not until 
january Ist, 1925, that the capricious 
ady known as Dame Fortune decided, 
with abrupt enthusiasm, to join them. 

Up to that time, frowning on Jimmie 
Gleason had been a habit with her. It 
hung on like a chronic disease. Then 
suddenly, on the evening of New Year’s 
Day, the lady turned over a new leaf and 
greeted Jimmie Gleason with a beaming 
smile. She has been beaming ever since. 

The event which caused this change of 
heart was the opening of a new play called 
“Is Zat So?” Gleason had written the 
play in collaboration with Richard Taber, 
and was to act its leading rôle. For four 
years he had worked and begged and 
schemed to get it produced. 

It has been in practically every mana- 
ger’s office in New York. In—and out 
again! Meanwhile, in collaboration with 
another friend, George Abbott, he had 
written a second play, called “The Fall 
Guy.” That, too, fad been languishing in 
the limbo of managerial desks. 

Those two plays have jumped now out 
of the limbo of neglect into the limelight of 
success. They are making Jimmie Gleason 
rich and famous. They are adding legions 
of nee friends to the regiments he already 


ad. 

To-day, he and his clever, charmin 
wife are living in their own New Yor 
house. A year ago they were occupying a 
small apartment, with the rent six months 
in arrears. But you will admit that they 
must be extraordinary, for their little 
landlady, Rae Montin, declared they 
could stay until the rent was six years 
behind! She said she knew they would 
come out all right in the end; come out, 
you understand, not go out. 

Her faith in them was rewarded sooner 
than she anticipated. Last winter, 
Gleason presented her with an interest in 
“Is Zat So?” a gift which convinces her, 
with agreeable frequency, that she was a 
wonderful judge of character when she 
put her trust in the Gleasons. 

year ago, Jimmie Gleason’s name 
was among those posted in the Lambs 
Club because of unpaid dues. To-day, in 
that same club, a bellboy respectfully 
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By Mary B. Mullett 


approaches him and says, “Your car is 
waiting, Mr. Gleason.” . . . It is like the 
fairy tales we used to love—and still love, 
for that matter. 

“I almost laugh in his face,” Gleason 
told me, with a humorous chuckle. 

“Tt was right there, in the Lambs Club,” 
he went on, “that this. whole business 
started. One day, toward the beginning 
of 1921, Dick Taber and I were lunching 
there and discussing our respective tales of 
woe. 

“They were pretty much alike. Both 
of us were out of a job. Both of us had 
been in a run of plays that were nothing 
but flops and failures. I had just made 
what ought to be a world’s record: seven 
consecutive failures in one season! I 
could get engagements, but what good 
did that do me? Rehearse four weeks 
without pay, act a week or two with pay, 
then close! Repeat that program seven 
times running, and you almost forget 
what a dollar looks like. 

“Most of those seven plays were tried 
out—and snuffed out—in Atlantic City. 
Why, I went to that town so often that 
one of the newspapers down there re- 
ferred to me as ‘a local favorite.’ That’s 
one of my pet jokes now; but it wasn’t 
so funny at the time. 

“Well, having seen so many plays come 
to a more or less violent end, Dick and 
I held a sort of post mortem—like a 
coroner’s jury, trying to figure out the 
causes death. We decided that the 
plays we had been in deserved to die. We 
didn’t like them ourselves and we didn’t 
blame the public for not liking them. 


s “THE only way for us to get parts in 
a good play,’ we said, ‘is to write 
one for ourselves.’ 

“Of course we were just kidding. We 
never had written a play, and we didn’t 
seriously intend to do it then. But, just 
to kill time, because we hadn’t anything 
else to do, we sat there all the afternoon 
and worked out a plot which had a nice 
fat part for each of us. 

“When I went home I said to my wife, 
‘Had a lot of fun to-day. Dick Taber 
and I made up a story for a play.’ 

“I told her what the story was; and we 
talked and laughed about it just as Dick 
and I had. That was all. 

“But our subconscious minds must 
have kept on the job all night while we 
were asleep, for the next morning we both 
woke up at the same moment, sat up in 
bed, looked at each other, and announced 


in chorus, ‘That idea is too good to lose!’ 

“Funny; wasn’t it?” 

“ After breakfast, I phoned Dick. And, 
do you know, he and his wife had done 
almost exactly the same thing that we 
had done? We all had the same hunch. 
And that day we four started to work it 
out together. 

“T don’t believe any other play ever 
was written the way that one was. You 
see, all of us knew the theatre. Every one 
of us had been on the stage. So we had a 
background of practical training and 
experience. i 


“THIS was the way we worked: Dick 
and I would plan a scene, and I would 
lunk it out on an old typewriter I had. 
hen I would read it to Dick and he 
would criticize and make suggestions, unti! 
finally I’d tear the whole thing up and 
write out a new draft. 

“When we had the scene in fairly 
good shape, we would act it. Sometimes 
all four of us were in it. Sometimes Dick 
and his wife, Mary Ellen Hanley, did a 
scene, while Lucille and I wate and 
made suggestions. Or my wife and I 
would act, while the Tabers sat in jadg- 
ment. 

“Most plays are radically different, 
when the public sees them, from what 
they were when they were accepted for 
production. The changing goes on even 
after they have been produced. But our 
play, ‘Is Zat So? is given to-day prac- 
ically as it was when we finished writi 
it. Every scene was rehearsed over 
over again, in a hundred different forms, 
back there in our little old apartment. 
We didn’t turn out a half-baked product. 
Maybe,” he laughed, “that’s the reason 
other folks didn’t roast it. 

“People seem to think it is strange that 
a couple of beginners, like Dick and me, 
could write a successful play at the first 
whack. But they don’t realize what it 
was that put the punch into that whack! 
Years of experience on the stage; years o 
learning how to appeal to an audience; 
months of writing and testing; of re- 
writing and retesting; the constant help 
of two of the cleverest women and best 
wives that ever lived. Don’t forget that 
last item. It’s the most important one on 
the lise. 

“Well, we finished the play in the 
winter of 1921—and then waited four 
years to get it produced! Of course we 
didn’t just sit and wait. We had to eat 
now and then. (Continued on page i52 


Wide World Studio 


“JIMMIE” GLEASON is the star and co-author of 
“Is Zat So?” a recent Broadway production which is 
literally a howling success. His collaborator, Richard 
Tabor, peddled the play from manager to manager for 
four years before one took a chance on it. However, after 
“Is Zat So?” Was put on, the producers fell over them- 
selves to get their hands on “The Fall Guy,” a play 


James Gleason and his Mother 


written by James Gleason and George Abbott, a fellow 
actor. Mr. Gleason says he was “born to the stage.” 
Both his parents and his grandparents were actors. 
“Jimmie” made his stage début at the age of two months 
and except for a few terms at school and two years in 
the army, he has been acting ever since. Mr. Gleason 
is married and has a grown son. 
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Salveson Studio, Minn, 


AT THE close of the war, when the bottom dropped out 
of wheat, and many Minnesota farms were mortgaged to 
the hilt, it was Peter Engelstad, with his fine alfalfa-fed 
dairy herd and his comfortable bank account, who 
pointed the way to recovery in a section where wheat 
had long been king. Engelstad began life in Norway. 
Following his graduation from college, he became a 
bookkeeper, but found the work distasteful. At twenty- 
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Peter Engelstad 


five years of age, he set out with his family to join his 
father, who had already emigrated to Minnesota. For 
thirty years after he settled on the prairie, he plodded 
doggedly along, barely keeping his head above water. 
But eventually his faith in himself, in the soil, and in 
alfalfa was justified. He is sixty-eight years old. He 
has nine grown children, seven of whom help him run 
one of the “show farms” of Minnesota. 


Peter Engelstad Made Hay 
While His Neighbors Laughed 


“This is a wheat country!” they said; but Engelstad planted alfalfa, and that’s 
why he came to be the hero and leader of the Red River Valley — As a 
homesteader in Minnesota he suffered incredible hardships; but 
now he has a fine home, a great farm, and his children - 

and grandchildren live in plenty all about him 


By William S. Dutton 


ORTY-THREE years ago Peter 
Engelstad came into Minnesota, 
a homesteader, with just an ox 
team and open sled, and his two 
bare hands. 

The land was unbroken prairie, and 
brush and woods. Peter was in debt. He 
had no farm implements, except a few 
hand tools and a grubbing hoe and ax. A 
single sack of flour made up his store of 

rovisions. He had set his heart upon 
eing a business man, not a farmer. 

Yet Peter’s head was up. He was 
Norwegian, and he had come to America 
in order that he and his might have a 
chance to make a good living. He built 
his home—a one-room shack thatched with 

rass—through which the rain came. 
orking side by side as the baby slept 
near-by, he and his wife cleared their land. 
Four hundred acres they cleared by hand! 
F of thirty years they toiled sixteen hours 
a day 

Those first years they spread their bed- 
ding on the uncarpeted floor, because they 
had no bed. They ate from a trunk top, 
because they had no table. They saw 
their crops laid flat by hail, and drowned 
out by rains, and blighted by frosts! But 
when others in despair gave up and quit 
that country, which God seemed to have 
forgotten, Petar took the little he had 
-saved and added their lands to his. 

He saw further than they. He kept 
faith in what he had begun. As he told me 
—an expression I had not heard before— 
he kept on wishing ahead! 

He studied. In those long Minnesota 
winters, when the cold was twenty below 
and the snow almost buried his shack, he 
read, and analyzed, and planned. His 

low had turned up clay in his fields. He 
brew that clay was often rich in lime—so 
one spring he planted a few acres in 
alfalfa, the strange new legume hay which 
the books said thrived in lime-rich land. 

Other farmers farther to the south were 
. growing alfalfa. It rid the fields of weeds, 
enriched the soil, and it was an excellent 
forage for cattle. But it was a self-perpet- 
uating crop which was left in the ground 
through. the winter. The frosts of north- 
west Minnesota sink deep, and the sum- 
mers are short. 

“You're too far north for alfalfa,” 
Peter was told. 

Neighbors advised Peter that he was 
wasting his time and his land. Wheat was 
the king crop of the Red River Valley, 


which was a “one crop” country. Not 
a few laughed at Peter and his ideas. 
But the alfalfa Peter planted grew! Its 
roots went deeper than Ke frost. Climate, 
soil, rainfall—alike they proved favorable, 
and Peter added to his alfalfa acreage. 
He began to build a fine dairy herd, 
which he fed on alfalfa. He added build- 
ings to his farm plant in which to house 
his growing herd, and silos in which to 
store green forage for winter. Though he 
continued to plant wheat, he cut down the 


wheat acreage, and alternated it with 


other crops. 

“When my wheat brings in no profit,” 
he said, “‘I’ll have my cows to fall back on. 
When wheat is profitable PI still have the 
profit from my cows. Every farmer in 
this valley should plant alfalfa, if only for 
safety.” 

The countryside shrugged its indiffer- 
ence. Peter’s big barns tied up good 
money, it argued, and such barns weren’t 
needed for wheat. Besides, weren’t wheat 
prices steadily advancing? Only a few 
paid any heed to Peter Engelstad. 

And the years passed. 


HE war came. American wheat prices 

soared. As a man, the Northwest 
planted wheat, and more wheat. The 
fields were harvested, plowed, and put 
into wheat again—wheat on top of wheat. 
The Northwest went wheat-wild. It made 
money. ` 

The laugh was on Peter. 

But it was not an altogether certain 
sort of laugh. Peter’s fewer acres in wheat 
were yielding him more in bushels; where- 
as the others who had clung solely to 
wheat planted more but each year har- 
vested less. The all-wheat farmers, all 
along, had been taking from the richness 
of their soil and not putting back. By 
rotating with alfalfa and other crops, and 
by keeping a large herd of cattle, Peter 
had steadily been adding to the richness 
of his land. 

Then the war stopped. 

World conditions altered. Suddenly, 
wheat became a doubtful and then a 
profitless crop. The fields were impover- 
ished. Where prosperity had been, came 
depression and want. Trouble settled over 
the great Northwest wheat country like a 
blight. The Red River Valley faced ruin. 

ortgages were foreclosed because the 
farmers could not meet their interest 
charges. Notes were left unpaid in the 


banks. Wheat farm after wheat farm was 
abandoned, and unrest arose like a destroy- 
ing dragon. Bankers and business men, 
dependent upon the farmer for prosperity, 
cast about in desperate haste to see what 
could be done. The whole nation became 
concerned over the plight of the North- 
west. : 


ANP in Pennington County, Minnesota, 
a county as hard struck as any, lay 
Peter Engelstad’s farm. It now embraced 
more than seven hundred acres. On the 
site of the humble shack, wherein Peter, his 
wife, and baby had made their bed on the 
floor, stood a big brick house, equipped 
with bath, heat, and electric lights; and 
near by stood the up-to-date home of one 
of Peter’s seven sons! 

- Four big modern barns were Peter's, in 
which were paved stables, sanitary drain- 
age, running fresh water for every cow and 
horse stall, electricity, and every facility 
of scientific agriculture. There were four 
big silos, filled with forage. There were 
big farm horses bred of registered sires, 
sheep heavy with wool, fat hogs, and sleek 
Guernsey milk cows—in all more than 
three hundred head of fine stock. The 
dairy herd was conceded to rank with the 
best in Minnesota. The farm was one of 
the finest in all the land. 
` The bankers, and the business men, and 
the investigators who came from all over 
the West, paused at that farm. Others 
had been hit and gone down in the wheat 
crash. Peter Engelstad had been hit, but 
he still stood square on his two feet! 

“T had my alfalfa,” he explained sim- 
ply, “and I had my cows. They tided 
me over. 

Then he showed them his first stand of 
alfalfa, planted twenty years before and 
for twenty years derided. 

“See,” he said; “the yield this year will 
be as heavy as it was in the first years, and 
other stands are as good. I get four and a 
half tons to the acre, in two cuttings, and 
alfalfa now brings twenty dollars a ton—a 
return per acre which wheat here never 
brought. This is an alfalfa valley.” 

And this time nobody laughed! 

Instead, up and down the Red River 
country, from Pennington’s bankers and 
business men and farmers, rang the 
injunction: “Plant alfalfa! This valley 
soil was made for it! If you don’t believe 
r go and see what Peter Engelstad has 

one! 
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They came from twenty counties; from 
the plains of North Dakota; from all over 
the wheat country. Pictures of Peter 
Engelstad’s alfalfa fields, and of his barns, 
his cattle, and his home, were posted by 
the railroads as far off as Seattle, to attract 
men back to the abandoned fields. In that 
autumn of 1923, the bankers of Thief 
River Falls, the Pennington County seat, 
bought 30,000 pounds of alfalfa seed to 
distribute to farmers on credit. The next 

ear they bought 40,000 pounds. In 
ennington County alone, in those two 
ears, were planted seven thousand five 
undred acres of alfalfa. Ten thousand 
acres are being eadded this year, and 
thousands more in other counties. 

And in Pennington, in December, 1923, 
a day was set aside for all the Red River 
Valley, to be known henceforth as Alfalfa 
Day—a day of annual thanksgiving and 
celebration. A huge palace, built entirely 
of alfalfa, gay with colored lights, was 

laced on a main corner in Thief River 

alls. Alfalfa was in shop windows, in 
homes, and on sidewalks. Men wore it in 
their lapels. Farmers, who had driven 
in over snow-bound roads in bob-sleds, 
had alfalfa in the bridles of their teams. 
Experts in alfalfa were there, high 
officials of great railroads, reporters from 
distant city newspapers, and the editors 
of important farm journals. There was 
festivity and rejoicing, for the depression 
was conquered! And they sang of alfalfa, 
and of Peter Engelstad. They wrote a 
song especially for the occasion and 
Peter was the hes of that song. 


TRAVELED fifteen hundred miles to 

his farm, four miles out of Thief River 
Falls, just to have a talk with him. 

He was in workaday clothes when I saw 
him. The old blue cotton shirt which he 
wore was faded from many washings; his 
trousers were soiled and patched; his big 
hands were rough, calloused, and gnarle 
with toil, like the branches of a tough old 
oak. But with those hands he had built a 
thing of beauty in a wasteland! He had 
set a goal and gained it. He had reared a 
family of seven sons and two daughters 
into good American citizenship and right- 
eousness. And he had blazed a broad trail 
over which a whole 
great farm country, +, 
faltering in adver- 
sity, might go with 
sure steps and pros- 


per. 

I like to think of 
Peter Engelstad, 
primarily, as a pio- 
neer. His people 
have always been on 
the edge of things, 
frontiersmen push- 
ing out—out beyond 
cities and civiliza- 
tion and luxury, but 
rooting deep once 
they settle. That 
day of our talk we 
sat opposite each 
other in the parlor 
of the brick home, 
with its hot-water 
heat and city con- 
veniences. Outside 
it was zero and the 
snow was still deep 
on the ground, 
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though back from where I had come it was 
spring. 

A small man—his head scarcely higher 
than my shoulders when he stood—Peter 
sat on his chair’s edge, big hands, idle for 
once, on his knees. Fis heavy shoes didn’t 
belong on that soft carpet. There was a 
shyness, a questioning uncertainty in his 
brown eyes, which wouldn’t have been 
there had I met him at the plow. But 
gradually the shyness receded; the look of 
one teed ts wide spaces, to the open and 
to the winds, and to seeing beyond the 
day’s toil to the harvest, came into those 
brown eyes. The man emerged and told 
me of his boyhood in Norway. 

“Im sixty-seven years old,” he said. 
“T was born not far fom Hamar, in Nor- 
way, and my father was a tailor. There 
were six children in the family, too many 
for a tailor to keep without their work. We 
all worked as soon as we could, even while 
we went to school. In Norway all worked 
except the very rich. We were poor. 

“Parly I said I wanted to be a busi- 
ness man, because I was quick at figures 
and learned readily from books. When 
twelve years old, I took work with a 
farmer, so I could earn enough to keep 
up my school. I lived on the farm and 
worked there for five years, until I was 
seventeen. All I earned I spent on edu- 
cation. 

“Father barely made a living. He was 
dissatisfied and kept talking of America. 
Our people were going to America—to 
Minnesota and to North Dakota and 
other parts of the West. They wrote back 
of the wonderful level land that was free 
to be had by anyone, and of how trades- 
men were needed. One day Father said 
suddenly, ‘PIL go! There’s no chance 


here?” Mother told him that when he 
was ready she would follow. ‘Oh, it 
won’t be long,’ said Father. But it 


wasn’t to be for ten years!” 

“And you went with your father?” 

“Father went alone,” replied Peter. 
“In Veldoe, the community where we 
lived, I had been given a scholarship; but, 
of course, when he left I had to quit school 
and go to work on a farm, for two dollars 
a year, clothing, and board. Five years I 
worked. Then with my wages, and with 


Peter Engelstad and one of his four-horse teams. 
Engelstad owns some of the finest stock in Minnesota 


the tips I had received from visitors to the 
farm, amounting in all to twenty dollars, 
I went back to school for two years.” 

There was no opportunity for Peter to 
earn money while a student, as there is in 
most American colleges. He had either to 
work or to study. He told me he went 
without needed clothing during the bitter 
Norwegian winters, and himself patched 
and mended the worn clothing he had. He 
denied himself every amusement; but he 
won his diploma. 

“Was it worth the price you paid?” I 
asked him. 

“I was a peasant and I had little,” 
answered Peter. “I desired much which 
many thought above me. I knew the price 
in advance, and I paid it willingly. 

“One must always pay,” he went on. 
“It’s a rule that there’s a price. It’s up to 
us; we may have or go without, as we 
wish.” 

“What was the greatest thrill you got 
out of graduating?” I wanted to know. 

“Tt was this,” he smiled, “I could eat 
regularly again. For the first time in six 
years, I didn’t have to give up my dinner , 
for a schoolbook!” 


HE BECAME a bookkeeper at Brum- 
merdalen, a town not far from his moth- 
er’shome in Hamar. Two years of this, and 
with his savings and some help from his 
employer, he was again ready to resume 
his schooling. This time he entered the 
Middelskole at Hamar. It was the same 
old fight over again—one roll for lunch, 
that he might save the cost of the second 
id ss At twenty-three he was gradu- 
ated. 

There were no positions of the kind he 
had studied to fil, so Peter Engelstad 
went back to farm work. “You’re a fool to 
stay here,” people said. “You’re young. 
Goto America, where you'll have achance.” 

“Day after day, the same thing over— 
it made me fret,” Peter explained to me. 
“I looked about for something more 
active. 

“My mother and younger brothers and 
sisters had joined my father. I had met a 

irl I loved and we had married, and her 
Ether, too, talked America. Still, I 
waited ‘until my first son was born. His 
coming made me 
think. 
“I couldn’t for- 
get what I had done 
to get schooling. I 
didn’t want m 
boys to go rotet 
with that. In col- 
lege I had learned 
English, the lan- 
guage of America. 
practiced speak- 
ing and writing it. 
One day I counted 
up our savings, and 
we had enough for 
our passage. The 
child was almost a 
year old.” 

They took what 
clothing they had, 
the bedding, and 
the most necessary 
kitchen utensils. 
What was left of 
theirbelongingsthey 
sold. The ship was 
a slow one, the pas- 
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Peter Engelstad, with his wife; six sons, Ola, Mons, Axel, Lars, Christian, and Paul; two daughters, 


Valborg and Louise; and their families. Melvin, the youngest son, does not appear in this picture 


sage cold and stormy, and they were 
crowded into a damp and ill-smelling 
steerage. Their destination was Hillsboro. 
North Dakota—where their people had 
gone. They reached there penniless, and 
with a baby sick from the exposure of the 
trip. During their first iwarteh in America 
the child died. 

Friends in Hillsboro made room for 
them, and Peter went to work on neigh- 
boring farms as a day laboror. When 
winter set in, he obtained work choppin 
wood. His wife also worked, cleaning and 
washing and mending. In that winter her 
second child was born. 

“Were you disappointed in America?” 
I asked Peter. 

“No,” he answered; “I came to work. 
I wasn’t looking for a gold mine.” 


N MIDWINTER, when four feet of snow 

covered the prairie, came word that the 
Government had opened Red Valley lands 
in Minnesota to homesteading. Peter, his 
father-in-law, and a friend set out in 
February with an open sled and ox team 
to go across country to the new lands, 
sixty-odd miles distant. Old settlers shook 
their heads, looked toward the sky, and 
warned them that a storm was brewing. 

“ No; it’s our chance,” said Peter; and 


they went. 

The snow started to fall in huge lazy 
flakes before they were out of sight of 
Hillsboro. l 

“The wind increased, getting colder by 
the minute,” Peter related. “The oxen 
acted uneasy, but we kept pushing them 
along, joking as we did so. Then the full 
force of the storm broke, such a storm as 
we had never before seen. The snow fell 
so thick that we couldn’t see the horns of 
the oxen from the sled seat. It got so cold 
that we had to get out of the sled and walk, 
to keep from freezing. 

“The whole country was flat. There 
was nothing to break the wind and noth- 
ing to get behind. We knew we wouldn’t 
last long if soon we didn’t find shelter, for 
the night was approaching and the storm, 
if anything, was becoming worse. Finally, 
we made out a darker patch just ahead, 
and when we stumbled up to ıt we found 
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it was a deserted shack. The oxen, by 
some instinct, must have led us to it. We 
broke in, built a fire, and stayed until the 
next day. By noon the worst of the storm 
had passed, and we started on again. 

“Perhaps you wonder how we obtained 
the sled and oxen, for we had no money. 
Well, I bought them ‘on time.’ 

“Four days after we left Hillsboro, we 
arrived at our destination. The Indians 
had just left, and there were no settlers 
nearer than Thief River Falls. The 
country was bushy and timbered; and, 
again, bare in spots, but the snow was so 
deep we couldn't tell much about it. We 
had to guess at the best claims, and hope 
that we had guessed well. 

“Each homesteader first had to declare 
his intention of becoming an American 
citizen. I had come to America for my 
future, to stay, and find it here. In March, 
1882, I preémpted a quarter section, or 
one hundred and sixty acres of the govern- 
ment land, and also acquired a second 
quarter adjoining it. To do this, I 
borrowed $300 from a bank, at ten per 
cent interest, and paid $30 commission for 
the loan. I didn’t have the $30, so the 
bank subtracted it from the loan. It was 
ten years before I was able to cancel that 


debt. 
i THAT winter we built a log cabin on my 


father-in-law’s claim and made ready 


- the timbers for my own cabin, on the’second 


of my two quarter sections: When we had 
finished this work, the winter was break- 
ing and it was time, according to a promise 
I had made my wife, to go back to Hills- 
boro. I left the oxen with my father-in- 
law and started back on foot, heading for 
Buxton, where there was a station.of the 
new railroad that went through Hillsboro. 

“That night I slept in a haystack. Next 
day, the snow had melted, and for eight or 
ten miles the prairie was covered with 
water, which on that cold day was frozen 
over. The ice broke as I tried to walk on 
it, so that I had to wade with the icy water 
above my knees. i 

“When I got to Buxton they told me the 
railroad fare to Hillsboro was thirty cents. 
I had only fifteen cents in my pocket. 
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solved my problem finally by spending the 
fifteen cents on a ticket to Cummings, a 
station midway between Buxton and 
Hillsboro. After passing Cummings, I hid 
behind a seat.” 

Peter laughed shortly. 

“T am still ashamed of that act. I had 
never cheated anybody before and, though 
the sum was only fifteen cents, still I 
couldn’t forget that I had cheated. ! I’ve 
never knowingly cheated anybody since. 
The thought of having cheated is too 
hard to live down. Cheating costs too 
much. 


“rMHERE had been floods at Hillsboro. 

Goose River had overflowed when the 
ice jammed and the water had been deep in 
the houses. I had a young pig and a calf, 
which I had left behind with my wife. She 
had rescued them and kept them, with our 
baby, in the up-stairs room where she had 
lived. You see, the little pig and calf were 
our start toward the farm we planned.” 
Peter smiled. “They were our entire 
fortune, except the ox team. 

“There were’ no boats in Hillsboro. 
During the flood, my wife had taken a 
wagon box fora boat, so she could go about 
to do her chores. 

“That summer I worked in the harvests, 
and in the fall and winter at different jobs. 
We kept putting aside, little by little, 
against the day when we would move to 
the homestead claim. To move, we needed 
money. 

In the spring of ’83 we were all ready. 
My father helped us with his ox team, 
taking a stove we had bought, our trunks 
and blankets, the pots and pans, and the 
pig, which had grown quite large. The 
calf was now a young cow. We had added 
a few tools, such as an ax, a pick, and 
grubbing hoe, a shovel, and other odd 
pieces we had kept accumulating. 

“The frost was just coming out of the 
ground and there were no roads. At 
places we had to go through swamps, 
where the wheels of the cart went into 
mud up to the axles, and we all had to 
help to get the oxen through. We ate and 
slept in the open, and altogether it took us 
eight days. Then, (Continued on page 191) 
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Mrs. Stewart came upon him standing in the library looking out of the window. . . . Quickly she crossed 
the room to him and laid her hand on his shoulder, “Oh, Bobby, Bobby,” she cried, ‘‘don’t take it so hard!” 


Her Son’s Girl 


A story 


By Dorothy Sanburn Phillips 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY JOHN ALONZO WILLIAMS 


HEN Mrs. Stewart heard 

the car turning into the 

driveway, she rose, put 

down the book which she 

had been pretending to 
read, and walked into the broad Tone 
hall. But before going out onto the 
piazza she paused a moment, her hand 
on the screened door—paused to get a 
first view of Bobby’s new girl, the girl he 
was bringing to visit at his home. 

She was just getting out of the car. 
Mrs. Stewart Had a glimpse of a bright 
green, scant, almost sleeveless dress that 
showed the lines of a slim young figure, of 
light-stockinged legs; a dark blue coat, 
with a touch of green, slung over a bare 
white arm; a jaunty hat; an up-tilted 
faee smiling at Bobby as he helped her 
alight. 

“Flapper,” was Mrs. Stewart’s in- 
stantancons verdict, and she gave a little 
sigh. 
Bobby seemed so sensible and level- 
headed, and, though only twenty-four 
and recently out of college, he was doing 
very well at his job in New York. But his 
taste in girls— a 

“He cer 
ones,” was the verdict of Nita, his elder 
sister, who was engaged. “It’s just one 
vamp after another.” 

There had been quite a procession of 
them—gay, stylishly dressed, ay eer 
girls who had laughed with him, flirted 
with him, danced with him. Mrs. Stewart 
could understand perfectly why they 
liked Bobby: his tall figure, his clean 
American good looks, his smile, his easy, 
adaptable manners. Bobby could get 
along with anyone, from the furnace man 
to millionaires’ daughters. 

When he was a little boy, his democratic 
ways,- his propensity to make friends 
with any person he met on the street, 
regardless of social distinctions, was 
interesting and amusing. But now that 
he was of Harnapesble age, it wasn’t 
quite so amusing for his mother, par- 
ticularly since he had left Pentonville to 
work in New York, and came home only 
for occasional week-ends and holidays. 
There were so many girls in New York— 
attractive, red-cheeked, red-lipped, slim- 
figured, with hard, seeking eyes; girls for 
shom Bobby would be fair game. 

“You take it so hard; Mother,” com- 
plained Lucy, the eldest girl, who was 
married. “You never made so much fuss 
about my beaus, or Nita’s.”” l 

Mrs. Stewart smiled. “Bobby was her 
only son, and her youngest. 

‘And now, just after he had got safely 


through a rather fast ahd hectic affair: 


with a girl whom Lucy’s husband had hap- 
pened to see with him, and hadi charac- 
terized as “some looker,” had come this 
new one, this girl in the bright green 
dress. 


tainly falls for the wildest- 


Her name was Grace Stanislesky. 

“*Stanislesky?”’ Nita had repeated the 
name with uplifted eyebrows. 

“Czechoslovak,” Mrs. Stewart had 
hastened to say. “Grandfather came 
over from Bohemia quite a good many 
years ago. She works in Bobby’s office.” 

The minute Bobby had come into her 
room that lovely July Sunday, Mrs. 
Stewart had known the worst. This time, 
he had said, it was really serious; and his 

oung face was serious as he talked, and 

is blue eyes deep and clear. The last 
week of her vacation coincided with the 
first part of his, and he wanted to ask her 
to Pentonville. 

“Td like to have you meet her, Mom,” 
he went on, his voice growing enthusiastic 
and a smile lighting his face. ‘You'll like 
her. She’s a peach; so jolly, and enters 
right into things—and clever, too. Got a 
grand job. It’s the real thing this time!” 

Mrs. Stewart’s heart sank. It sank 
still further as she stood there in the 
doorway, watching Bobby come up the 
walk with the girl. She was laughing 
happily up‘into Bobby’s face, and he was 
looking down at ‘her, absorbed, rapt. His 
mother had never seen him look at anyone 
as he looked at that girl. Mrs. Stewart 
could see her piquant face, her red lips, 
the tip of her curled bobbed hair—how 
different she was from Nita, so simple 
and pretty with the sun upon her bur- 
nished, uncurled head, her cheeks red- 
dened by the wind. 

Mrs. Stewart opened the door and went 
out upon the piazza. There was no 
disapproval in her smile, no criticism in 
her voice, as she welcomed her son’s girl, 
only cordial hospitality. 

The girl aniled at her, and Mrs. Stewart 
was conscious of a pair of gray eyes, cool, 
steady gray eyes, that somehow seemed 
out of keeping with the rakish ribbon 
bow on her hats the curving lips, the green 
dress. Mrs. Stewart’s heart leaped. She 
had sized up the girl as little, light-headed, 
frivolous; but now, confronted with those 
eyes, she wondered. . . . ` 


(THE girl had pleasant, easy manners, 
and was friendly, friendly and inter- 
ested. She wanted to know all about the 
old house, and the clock that stood in the 
hallway, andthe painting of the Penton 
who had fought in the Revolution. She 
also wanted to see Nita’s hope chest, to 
hear the plans for her wedding. And at 
the supper table she turned to Mr. Stewart. 
“I wish you’d call me Grace,” she said. 
Very friendly, too friendly, thought Mrs. 
Stewart. “ Just as if-she belonged here 
already!” - . 

“Wh t kind of work do you do, Miss 
Stanislesky?”’ she asked. 

There was a little pause. The gray 
eyes were upon her. 

“I write letters.” 


“Oh!” 

“She’s the prize letter-writer,” put in 
Bobby gayly. “They give her all the 
hard ones, all the complaints and the fool- 
ish questions. I don’t know how the com- 
pany would get along without her!” 

he girl laughed. 

“How interesting!” murmured Mrs. 
Stewart, but her mind was far from the 
conversation. She was conscious only 
of Bobby’s tone, of the fact that he was 
defending his girl to his family, and she 
knew she had scored one victory. 

“Well?” asked Nita, after Bobby and 
the girl had gone out. “I like her. She’s 
the best yet.” ` 

“Seems like a pretty nice little girl,” 
put in Mr. Stewart. 

Mrs. Stewart said nothing. She knew 
that both these comments were caused 
by the girl’s interest in the family por- 
traits and the hope chest. Yet, in a way, 
Nita was right. She was “the best yet,” 
but she was not good enough for Bobby. 
She was not suitable, and soon Bobby 


- would see it; would see that her piquant 


face, her sleeveless dress, did not belong in 
that pleasant family group around the 
supper table, with the old silver and 


. mahogany and candles, would see that in 


his home his girl was an alien, discordant 
note. She did rot fit! In the meanwhile, 
there was not ¿nz that Bobby’s mother 
could do—icthing but smile and wait 
anc watch. - 


THE next few day: seemed to pass 
slowly, oh, so slowly. Mrs. Stewart did 
not see much of Bobby and the girl. They 
played tennis, went off on picnics in the 
car, out to dance in the evening. The 
girl was not quite so talkative at the 
supper table'as she had been the first 
evening. And she did not repeat her re- 
quest, “Call me Grace.” She smiled 
panes: and though she answered 
ita’s and Mr. Stewart’s questions, she 
did not volunteer much conversation. 

Bobby was very much concerned about 
her having a good-time. 

“Would you like to go for a ride this 
afternoon, or out to the club, or what?” 
he would ask. a 

“Why, just what you want to do, 
Bobby,” she would answer, a little light 
touching her gray eyes as she met his 
gaze. “I enjoy everything.” 

Lucy, who came with Tee husband to 
supper one evening, was frankly puzzied. 

‘She’s nice enough, and rather pretty, 
but I don’t get the charm. She hasn’t 
much personality, Pd say—so quiet and 
sort of subdued.” - 

A little worried wrinkle began to appear 
on Bobby’s-forehead, and his eyes rested 
inquiringly on the girl at the dinner 
table, and followed her slim figure when 
she moved around the living-room, or 
went up the stairs. 
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“Say, Mom,” he accosted 
his mother anxiously in the 
hallway, on the afternoon of 
the fifth day, “say, do you 
think she’s having a good 
time? I—I’m sort of afraid 
—she doesn’t seem—” 

“Why, of course she is. 
Aren’t we doing everything 
to give her a good time?” 

“Oh, I know it.” His eyes 
were worried. “But 
usually she’s so jolly, enters 
right into things. But now— 
here—she seems so sort of 
different—and I wondered— 
she doesn’t seem the same.” 


T THAT admission, Mrs. 
Stewart’s heart leaped. 
Then suddenly, they heard 
the girl’s voice. It came 
through the open front door, 
gay, young, laughing. Bobby 
whirled around and started 
forward. Mrs. Stewart fol- 
lowed his gaze. 

The girl was out on the 

piazza, Teasing nonchalantly 
against one of the white posts, 
her blue sweater and striped 
sports skirt making a splash 
of color. And she was talking, 
talking to Nita and Mr. 
Stewart, telling them some 
amusing story of her job, her 
voice brimming with laugh- 
ter, her eyes shining. Then 
suddenly she looked up, and 
saw Bobby and his mother 
standing in the doorway. She 
stopped abruptly; the laugh- 
ter and the light were wiped 
from her face. Nita looked 
up inquiringly from her seat 
on the steps. A heavy and 
ominous clones fell over the 
group. 
Bobby banged the door 
behind him as he came out. 
There was a queer intensity 
in his eyes as he walked 
toward her. 

“Want to go for a little 
ride before supper?” he asked, 
towering over her. 

She looked up at him and 
smiled, a wan little smile. 

“Why, yes, Bobby.” 

His arm was in hers as they 
went down the path to the 
car standing in the driveway. 

Silently, Nita and Mr. and Mrs. 
Stewart looked after them. The starter 
g-r-r-d, the gears clashed, and the car 
chugged out of the driveway. 

“What’s up?” asked Nita. “Course of 
true love not running smooth? Bobby 
looked like a thundercloud.” 

Mrs. Stewart said nothing. Shewatched 
the car disappear down the street, and 
smiled to herself, a happy, wise little 
smile. Bobby’s words were ringing in her 
ear: ‘She’s sort of different—she doesn’t 
seem the same.” At last he was waking 
up, casting aside the spell of that tilted 
face, that green dress. At last he was 
seeing Grace as she was. 

Bobby and his girl did not take a long 
ride. They were back inside of half an 
hour. Mrs. Stewart was sitting alone in 

living-room. Listening, she heard the 
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Bobby banged the door behind him as he 


his eyes as he walked toward her. ‘‘Want to 


car stop, then drive on, and the sound of 
one pair of footsteps on the piazza. Evi- 
dently Bobby had gone around to the 
garage. The front door closed. Mrs. 

tewart looked up. The girl was standing 
in the living-room door. There was some- 
thing almost forbidding in her slim, 
straight figure; something almost antago- 
nistic in her steady gaze. 


“DP you have a nice ride?” asked Mrs. 
Stewart, pleasantly, graciously. 

“Yes,” she began; then she broke off. 
“No, I didn’t. It wasn’t nice at all. 
Bobby and IJ had a rather strenuous talk.” 
She came forward into the room. ‘Mrs. 
Stewart, I’m not going to marry your 
son. 

Mrs. Stewart was so startled at this 
frank statement that she spoke aloud her 


first thought: “I didn’t think you were.” 

The girl smiled. 

“No; I know you didn’t. But when I 
first came, you were afraid. However, 
you needn’t worry any more. It’s all 
settled. Not that”—for a moment she 
glanced away from Mrs. Stewart, her 
gray eyes veiled—“not that I don’t like 

obby, for I do. And he seems to like 
me, too. But, somehow, I couldn’t marry 
a man whose mother felt about me the 
way you do. It’s taking too much of a 
chance. I’m not going to fight my mother- 
in-law for my husband’s love!” 

Mrs. Stewart stood quickly erect. 

“What do you mean?” the question 
was very peremptory. 

The RA pijas calmly. “You don’t 
like me. You didn’t from the first.” A 
little smile quivered around her mouth. 
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came out. There was a queer intensity in 
go for a little ride before supper?” he asked 


“I don’t mind that so much. Most people 
like me; but sometimes they don’t. That’s 
their prerogative, you know. But”—the 
smile faded—‘‘you didn’t give me half a 
chance. Even before you saw me, you had 
made up your mind against me. I was a 
common immigrant’s daughter, who was 
after your son. Nita and Mr. Stewart 
met me half way; they were interested in 
finding out about me and my job and my 
family. My grandfather was a very re- 
markable man, and my younger brother 
is very clever—we’re trying to get enough 
money together to send him to Tech. 
They tried to make me feel at home, but 
you—you didn’t. You wanted me to feel 
outside.” 

Mers. Stewart’s eyes were blazing. 

“ How can you say that, when we’ve 
taken you into our home, and done every- 


EAAS 


thing to give you a good time? How dare 


you—” 
The girl smiled wanly. “Oh, yes, 
ou’ve been very polite and gracious, 


rs. Stewart, a perfect lady. I’m not a 
perfect lady, or I wouldn’t be talking this 
way to you. But I just wanted you to 
understand. You see, I have feelings too, 
and a bit of pride. Somehow I didn’t 
want you to think you’d broken up this 
match. You have come between Bobby 
and me, but not the way you think. He 
knew something was wrong, and he was 
afraid I didn’t like him any more; so we 
had it out this afternoon, and I told him 
it was all off. He’s—just—a bit broken u 
now. That’s one reason I wanted to tell 
you. He’ll need you, your understanding 
and your love.” 

She took a step forward. “‘Bobby’s 
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devoted to you. He thinks 
you're great. Thats why I 
feel our marriage wouldn’t 
work out. How could we get 
along and be happy, when 
you don’t like me and I’m 
out of place in his home?” 
Her voice dropped, and a 
little wistful note crept into 
it. ‘Oh, love isn’t something 
that lasts the same forever 
and ever. Little things can 
change it—like being poor 
or— And then, you wouldn’t 
want him to have anything 
to do with my family; and 
I—I love my mother just the 
same as he does you, and I’m 
just as proud of her. 

“So, —she shrugged her 
shoulders, a smile touching 
her face and her voice grow- 
ing light again—‘‘I’m taking 
the next train to New York. 
It’s the best thing, I guess, 
for all of us. Bobby’l find 
another girl sometime; and 
I—I’ll probably find another 
man—though there aren’t 
many like Bobby, I imagine 
—at least, you're not apt to 
meet them.” She started to 
walk away. 

At the door, she halted, 
and turned back. Mrs. Stew- 
art was standing, staring at 
her, stunned. 

The girl smiled. “You 
have a beautiful home, Mrs. 
Stewart. I’ve always wanted 
to see a real old Colonial 
house. Thank you. Good-by.” 


RS.STEWART sat down 

abruptly, trying tocollect 
her scattered thoughts, to 
calm her shocked feelings. 

The girl in the green rest 
was gone—out of Bobby’s 
life. Bobby’s mother was 
victorious. Yet she had none 
of the joy and exaltation of 
victory. In fact, she did not 
feel like a victor at all. 

“Impolite — crude — un- 
grateful!” With these con- 
demning epithets, she tried 
to dismiss her son’s girl. Yet 
she could rfot drive from her 
mind that steady, judicial 
gaze, those calm, accusing 
words. 

“Te’s ashame!’ Nita was quite vehe- 
ment in her comment. ‘The only real 
girl he’s ever fallen for!” 

“T don’t think,” put in Mrs. Stewart, 
mildly yet emphatically, “that she was 
quite the girl for Bobby.” 

“The trouble with you, Mother,’— 
Nita turned upon her quickly—‘‘is you'll 
never think any girl’s quite the girl for 
Bobby. You ought to have been glad 
that he picked out such a good one, and 
encouraged it instead of throwing cold 
water—” 

“Throwing cold water? Why, Nita! 
I was perfectly open-minded. I welcomed 
het 

“Oh, yes,” interrupted Nita. “You 
were all right, only you weren’t interested. 
Why, when you came around, she shut 
up like a clam.” (Continued on page 204) 


A Horse-Car Conductor Who 
Built Castles In The Air 


The story of William E. Telling, who has climbed from the poorest milk route 
in Cleveland to a dominant position in a great industry—How he obtained 
his business education by listening to the passengers on his horse 
car—‘“No man,” he says, “can build anything on the 
ground until he has built it in his imagination” 


N OLD Spanish explorer, pene- 
trating the early wildernesses 
of America in search of the 
fabled riches of the Pacific, 
wrote one day in his diary: 

“We have just eaten our boots and 
saddles, boiled with some herbs, and are 
pushing on again to the Land 
of Gold.” “yi 

It takes courage to push on 
when the rations have run 
that low. But it takes more 
than courage. Supposing the 
Land of Gold to be there, a i 
man with enough „strengt 
who will keep walking will 
reach it. But it takes some 
special quality of. cheerful 
and irrepressible confidence, 
when the menu gets down to 
boiled saddle leather and 
mountain leaves, to keep on_ 
believing that the ‘Land of 
Gold is really ahead. 

That is optimism. And 
here is the occasion for this 
yam: k 
About forty-five years ago, 
a tow-headed boy of ten, 
barefooted vand with cheeks. 
as round and rosy as an 
apple, trudged from door to 
door along the streets of 
Cleveland, Ohio, selling straw- 
berries. He carried some of 
his wares in a twosquart can, 
but the main supply was 
transported in an _old-fash-. 
ioned spring wagon driven. 
by his mother, who followed 
slong at a little distance. 

Sometimes business was 
good, and the pair turned 
with light hearts toward the 
farm. Often it was not so 
good. The boy would plod 
along until dusk. And then, 
with the unsold strawberries 
still in the big basket, the 
mother and boy,. in the 
gathering evening, would jog 
toward home. 

Now that woman, on such 
days—and there were many 
of them—had an excellent 
opportunity to plant in her 
boy’s mind a deep-seated 
pessimism. She might have 
grumbled at the housewives 


At 
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who were too stingy to buy, or too mean 
to answer their door bells. She might 
have railed at her ill fortune and at the 
world. But she didn’t. Instead, she 


laughed over the day’s experience. And 
she spoke of the morrow when “things 
certainly would be a great deal better.” 


William E. Telling is head of the Telling-Belle-Vernon Company, 
of Cleveland, which supplies milk to hundreds of thousands of 
homes in Ohio. Mr. Telling’s dairies, ice-cream plants, cream- 
eries, and milk stations are scattered over the entire state of 
Ohio, and he distributes milk from more than 2,000 farms. Mr. 
Telling was born near South Euclid, Ohio, fifty-six years ago 


I talked with that son recently. He 
is a man now, big in fame, and big, too, 
in the extent and character of his interests, 
but still tow-headed and rosy-cheeked. 
Looking back over those old days he said: 

“No matter how bad business was, 
Mother was always cheerful. It made no 
difference what the provoca- 
tion might be, whether it 
was a hard day selling straw- 
berries or some dark period 
in our life on the farm, she 
was always looking ahead to 
better things. I got so used to 
this idea that I have always 
had an abiding confidence 
that better things would 
come. 


THE man who described 
this characteristic of his 
mother was William E. Tell- 
ing, of Cleveland. Out in 
that city, people know him as 
the fellow who took a one- 
horse wagon and a one-gallon 
ice-cream freezer, and, by the 
magic of his industry, turned 
them into hundreds of wagons 
and dozens of great dairy and 
ice-cream plants, scores of 
creameries and hundreds of 
stations supplying milk and 
ice cream from two thousand 
farms to millions of people 
living all over Ohio. la the 
performance of this feat, he 
told me that the most power- 
ful factor was the lesson in 
optimism taught by his 
mother. 

“No man,” said Mr. Tell- 
ing, “ever builds anything 
who doesn’t first rear a castle 
in the air’—which is old 
stuff of course; “but no one 
ever builds a castle in the air 
save the optimists”’—which 
Is a Sapient amendment. Just 
think that over. No man 
ever gets anywhere, whether 
it be selling strawberries, or 
building empires, or peddling 
ice cream, unless he possesses 
that unconquerable mastery 
of his own moods, that buoy- 
ant, sanguine assurance which 
makes him keep on believing 
that better things lie ahead. 


A Horse-Car Conductor Who Built Castles in the Air, by Jons T. FLYNN 


When William Telling finished at the 
little country school in South Euclid, his 
mother wanted him to be a teacher. In 
those days people did not pay their 
teachers miek in money, but they paid 
them very generously in respect. Folks 
listened when the teacher talked. And so 
Mother Telling saw shining over the 
schoolhouse roof the star to which her 
son’s chariot was to be hitched. But 
William had other plans. He had decided 
to hitch his chariot to the humble cow— 
if a milk wagon, which is pulled by a 
horse, can be said to be hitched to a cow. 

Now, at first glance, a cow may appear 
a very lowly and unpretentious animal. 
But the cow population as a whole, the 
great masses of our cows, so to speak, are 
not to be despised. First of all, this is a 
great cow country. All the gold we are 
likely to mine in the next fifty years will 
not pay for the milk produced by our 
cows this year. There are enough cows in 
this country to put one in the back yard 
of every family in America. 

When young Telling de- 
cided to cast in his for- 
tunes with the cow he was 
not choosing so badly. To- 
day he furnishes most of the 
milk that millions of people 
in Ohio buy. And when an 
Ohio man eats ice cream, the 
chances are eight out of ten 
he is eating ice cream made 
in a Telling factory. It 
takes a pretty big machine 
to put that inevitable bottle 
of milk on the front door 
steps of a million or more 
homes, and to keep the 
people of a great state sup- 
plied with their full quota 
of ice cream. An American 
citizen who wants to live 
up to his full privileges in 
this field should drink one 
hundred gallons of milk; 
eat sixteen pounds of but- 
ter, two and one-half gallons 
of ice cream and about four 
pounds of cheese every year. 


AFAMous New England 
merchant once said: 
“ Almost every man knows 
the things that must bedone 
to get along in the world. 
Those who don’t get along ae 
are the ones who refuse to do the things 
they know so well.” The closer you in- 
spect the career of William E. Telling, the 
more you realize that the simple secret 
of it all has been this willingness, from 
beginning to end, to do these things. He 
seems to have started life with a settled 
understanding that he had but one life to 
live, and that the quicker he settled down 
to the business of getting it started the 
better. His very first two ambitions were 
realized pretty early in the game. Here is 
his own account of the process: 

“I was quite small and I had never seen 
a railroad train in my life. I had seen the 
old horse cars that served in those days, 
and had longed for the thrill of riding in 
one of them. One day, when we had dis- 
posed of our stock early, the desire for a 
ride in the cars became so great that I 
begged my mother to let me try it. I had 
saved up five pennies, so had the necessary 
fare. She yielded and it was agreed that 


I was to ride to the end of the line and 
wait until she came along and picked me 
up in the spring wagon. 

“I waited a long time for the-old car to 
come along. And to this day I can recall 
the thrill that surged through my whole 
body as I saw it turn the corner and 
knew that I was to ride in it! 

“I must have been very small then, for 
I can remember clambering up on the 
back platform. And then the mighty 
vehicle started off with at least one pas- 
senger who had no place to go and was 
traveling for pleasure. I journeyed to the 
end of the line as arranged, where my 
mother met me. Thus I had realized my 
first ambition. But I had formed another 
one. For when that ride was over I had 
settled on my life’s work. It was to be 
a horse-car conductor!” 

And he realized that ambition too. 

Mr. Telling was born on a little farm 
in South Euclid, a township outside of 
Cleveland, fifty-six years ago. It was 


“Make the First Wagon Tracks 


to Town” | 


a THEN I got my milk wagon I lived 

l out in the country,” says Mr. Telling. 
“Thad to be up at three in the morning then. 
-Driving to town in that old cart on a winter’s: 
day was no pleasure jaunt. The roads would . . 
be piled with snow. Often it would be neces- 
sary. to halt in order to chop away a fence 

to get around an obstruction or to shovel 
away a drift. I remember setting up a motto 

for myself. It was this: ‘Make the first - 
‘wagon tracks to town.’ If I saw another- 
trail in the snow I knew another milkman. f` 
had beaten me to town, and when I got 5 
there I would find the customers answering 

his bell. That meant I must be out a little 
earlier next morning. I have never forgotten 
that lesson.” 


a community of scattered farms, one 
church, two general stores, and a black- 
smith shop. . : 

The Telling farm, like most of its 
neighbors, was a poor one, from which 
the elder Telling had great difficulty 
extracting a living for his large family, 
which comprised five boys and two i 
There was a country school, and all of 


the seven Telling children went to it. - 


Before and after school hours, they helped 
with the chores. 


ss I CANNOT remember a time,” said Mr. 

Telling, describing those early days, 
“when I did not-get up before four o’clock 
in the morning. By the time I was old 
enough to help, my father had acquired a 
few cows. And when I was eleven or 
twelve years old I began to assist with the 
milking. Often in the winter mornings 
before the dawn and after a fresh snow, we 
boys would have to cut a path a block 


45 


long back to the barn, and shovel away 
the drift from the door. For before you 
can milk a cow you must get at her! 

“At night, one of my jobs was to help 
round up our few cattle. We wore no 
shoes or stockings during the summer. 
And it was late in the fall before there was 
enough surplus cash to buy shoes for the 
winter. And so, on late fall evenings, as 
the season was edging to winter and the 
frost was beginning to whiten things a 
bit, walking barefoot over the cold ground 
was a little trying. We would chase a 
cow, and then stand in the warm spot she 
had left where she had been lying down. 
We never tasted white bread, and though 
we made butter on the farm, we had none 
for ourselves. 

“My father finally acquired a milk 
wagon which my eldest brother drove 
at first. But when I got old enough, I 
took my turn at it and spent three sum- 
mers navigating it around Cleveland. 
By this time I was about sixteen years old, 
and I set out on the adven- 
ture which brought me 
my first dollar. Cuyahoga 
County has always had a 
number of stone quarries. 
I was a big, brawny boy, 
well set up for handling 
stone. So I went over to the 
Blue Stone Quarry and got a 
job on the hoist, at one 
dollar and fifty cents a day. 
One of my jobs was to make 
fast a chain, with links as 
big as horseshoes, to heavy 
slabs of stone, and guide 
them as they were yanked 
aloft by a little donkey 
engine.’ 


T THE end of the first 
summer, young Telling 
had earned one hundred dol- 
lars. And the use he made of 
it furnishes an explanation 
of much that happened later. 
He bought a lot of ground. 
In after years he built a 
small home on that lot, and, 
still later, he sold this in 
order to obtain funds for his 
business. The money went 
into his company. The 
proceeds of that lot, there- 
fore, including the original 
_ hundred, are mixed up in 
the general mass of the fortune he pos- 
sesses to-day. 

Ihave said that the young farmer boy 
had decided to hitch his chariot to the 
cow. - But he had no cow to hitch to 
the chariot, and no chariot to hitch to 
the cow. In order to earn enough money 
to set up as a milkman, he determined to go 
into Cleveland for work. He remembered 
his old ambition to be a conductor on a 
horse car. So he got a job on the rear plat- 
form of a Euclid Avenue car. He put in 
three and a half years in command of that 
ancient bus before he got together enough 
to buy a milk route. 

-But the years on the car were not 
wasted. You would hardly select a horse- 
car vestibule as a substitute for a course 
in a business college. Yet such it proved 
to Telling. On his route rode many of the 
business men of Cleveland. They talked 
of business—of prices and turnover, of 
dividends and (Continued on page 200) 
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DENVER business man whose 
wife had urged him to make 
the trip against his wishes 
approached a military-appear- 
ing camp high up in the Rocky 

Mountains one afternoon last summer. 

He was challenged by a neatly uni- 
formed little sentry with a trusty air 
rifle. After the sentry had learned that 
the man was the father of a Highlander— 
a distinction which seemed to make a 
great difference—the visitor was permitted 
to pass into the grounds. 

Il about were hundreds of boys, eight 
hundred of them, to be exact. They 
ranged in age from nine to about thirteen. 
Some were drilling under arms, some were 
playing ball; and there was a gang peeling 
potatoes and washing dishes. Apparently, 
they were having a barrel of fun. 

hat astonished the visitor as much 
as anything was the sight of his own son, 
who a few months before had been so 
reluctant to wash the dishes at home. 
Here, he was the champion dishwasher of 
the regiment! 

It seemed a miracle. 

The business man “‘made himself at 
home.” In the evening, two great camp 
fires were lighted, and the boys gathered 
around in an enormous circle. 

There was laughing and talking and 
telling of stories. As camp was to be 
broken the next day, the boys were called 
upon to tell what camp life had meant for 
them. Without hesitation, boy after boy 
got up and had his say. 

Last of all, George W. Olinger, Denver 
real estate man, founder of the organiza- 
tion in camp, got up. There were loud 
cheers and applause. 

“Now, boys,” Mr. Olinger said, “it’s 
about time to turn in. [ers say our 
P: lander prayer.” 

` hundred little knees went to 
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the ground; and the boys, with their arms 
about each other, began to talk. Away 
out there in the great mountains under 
a starlit sky, they said the prayer Mr. 
Olinger had taught them. 

“T stepped back into the shadows,” 
the business man told me. ‘‘ By the fire- 
light I could see hundreds of faces, eager, 
and solemn, and sincere. 

“You could hear coyotes howling away 
off in their caves. Once in a while an owl 
would flit by. And all the time there were 
these boyish voices sounding into the 
night with their prayer. 

“Oh, God, my Father and my Friend—’ 
they began, and I didn’t hear much else, 
only once I heard them say, “Teach me to 
respect all women as I do my mother.’ 


“GOMETHING just seemed to turn 
_ over inside of me. It was the most 
impressive thing I ever experienced in my 
life. I was proud that my boy was in that 
group, and proud that there lives such a 
man as George W. Olinger. 

“Long before the boys were through, I 
was on my knees, too, with tears stream- 
ing down my cheeks ” A 

Here is the prayer the boys repeated: 

Oh, God, my Father and my Friend, teach 
me to be a true Highlander, a Christian gentle- 
man; help me to think pure thoughts that I 
may be a clean man; help me to keep my body 
pure that I may use it to serve Thee; help me 
to be truthful that my tongue may sing Thy 
praise; help me to be honest that I may win 
the confidence of men; help me to build a 
Christian character that I may be worthy of 
those who love me; teach me to respect all 
women as I do my mother; make my life one of 
service; and when I am tempted, may I sit 
humbly at the foot of the Cross, and look up to 
Thee for strength. Amen. 


The man who was so impressed by 
this prayer is of the “hard-boiled” busi- 


| 
| 


‘ieee 
2 E~ Hi 


ness type. Yet, if you knew George W. 
Olinger and if you knew the thirty-four 
hundred boys who worship the ground he 
walks on, you would understand the mys- 
terious power that touched the heart of 
that man that evening high up in Estes 
Park. 

Another man who had witnessed the 
scene rushed over to Olinger immediately 
afrer the boys had gone to bed. 

“I want to give you a check for. one 
thousand dollars,” he said. “I want to 
help ou in this work.” 

$ What we need more than your money 
is you,” Olinger replied. “Get in and help 
us 


“How?” asked the man. 

“Well, in the morning, you might help 
us pull up some of these thousands of tent 
stakes.” 

The man was pleased to do just that. 

Olinger stands the expenses of the 
Highlanders. “Lets ask -G. W.: O.,” is 
a common expression among the boys 
when they get stumped on some problem 
of financing their activities. Since he 
founded the organization, January 1st, 
1916, Olinger has. put more than. one 
hundred thousand dollars into it. 

He is the idol of more than twenty-five 
hundred homes in Denver, because he has 
reached into the hearts of those homes 
and made them happy. He has demon- 
strated that boys will adopt and follow 
high ideals if the right methods are used. 

One Christmas he called at a Denver 
home just as the family and eighteen 
guests were sitting down to dinner. ` He 
noticed a chair turned down at the. table. 

“Who is that chair for?” he asked. 

“That chair is for you, Mr. Olinger,” 
the mother said. “There is always a chair 
turned down at our table for you!” 

When Olinger first went to that home 
to visit a Highlander boy who was sick, 
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the father, drunken and unreasonable, 
wanted to know “what the joker was.” 

“How does it happen,” he asked his 
wife, “that a perfect stranger like that 
will come here almost every day to see 
the kid? What’s his game?’ 

The mother said all she had ever heard 
Olinger say to the boy was that he must 
“be game, and come clean” in his fight 
for health. 

A few days later the father said, “Well, 
if a stranger takes that much interest in 
my boy, it’s about time I’m taking an 
interest in the kid myself.” 

From that day the man has never taken 
a drink, and he and his boy are pals. 

Olinger’s office is a Mecca, morning, 
noon, andj night, for boys and their par- 
ents, who bring their troubles to him. 

His real estate business is a big one— 
he has nearly two hundred persons on his 
pay roll—but he always finds time for 
these visitors. And he can call every one 
of his Highlander boys by his first 
name. 

More than six hundred boys are on the 
waiting list to join the Highlanders. The 
three bands, aggregating two hundred 
and seventy-five members, are filled up 
for two years ahead. 


N ADDITION to the organization in 

Denver, a new branch called the “Lone 
Highlanders” has been organized in re- 
sponse to a pressing demand from boys 
who live in the Colorado mountains, in 
small towns, or on ranches. These boys 
perform the same tasks and are under che 
same rigid personal standards as are the 
boys in the city. 

More than two hundred boys in the 
main organization are capable of making 
public speeches and acting as toast- 
masters at banquets. Last year fifty-one 
thousand persons paid to hear the annual 
spring concert of the First Highlander 
Band. General John J. Pershing, as he 
said himself, was almost swept off his feet 
by the remarkable showing of the High- 
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lander regiment in 
drills and on parade. 

The organization 
keeps track of the boy 
in every activity—at 
home, at school, and at 
work. Parents, school- 
teachers, and employers 
codperate by grading 
special cards on which 
are noted the boy’s 
conduct, his habits, and 
his general deportment. 

Olinger has a way of 
electrifying the boys 
with ambition to live 
up to high ideals. 

“Don’t wait until 
you are a man to be 
great; be a great boy,” 
he tells them. And 
every last boy strives 
to his limit to live up 
to that purpose! 

“Why did you start 
the Highlanders?” I 
asked Mr. Olinger. 

“When I was a boy, 
a Denver man was a 
great friend of mine,” 
he replied. “He was a 
florist and I often went 
to his place for flowers. 
He always had a smile 
for me, and he always 
seemed interested in 
the things I was inter- 
ested in. He was one of 
the kindest men that 
ever lived. 

“Without preaching, 
he was always pointing 
out to me the value of 
clean living. But the 
greatest thing he did 
for me was to give me 
his confidence. I never 
hesitated to discuss 
anything with him. His 
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George W. Olinger, founder and head of the Highlander 
Boys, Incorporated—a famous organization of Colorado 
boysfrom nine to twelve or thirteen—is a real estate man of 
Denver. Mr. Olinger was born in Santa Fé forty-three years 
ago. A helpful friendship with an older man planted in his 
mind the idea of lending a hand to boys, and his intimate 
knowledge of the minds and hearts of youngsters has en- 
abled him to build up one of the most interesting organ- 
izations in the country. To-day thirty-four hundred boys 
are proud to call themselves “G. W. O’s Highlanders” 


tereh anche} 


School in camp with Olinger for a teacher is lots more fun than the regular thing. If you don’t 
believe it, count the smiles on the faces of these boys! The Highlander program is a varied and 
well-rounded one. In the organization there are three bands with a total of 275 members. 
Last year 51,000 persons paid to hear the annual spring concert of the First Highlander Band 
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thoughts were always clean. When 
Father died, and I took over his busi- 
ness, this man was still my friend. Our 
friendship had lasted since I had been a 
small boy. 

‘ ‘George, you can do anything you set 
your hand to,’ he told me one time. ‘I 
believe in you. I know you can make 
your way in business. If you ever need 


a friend, however, call on me. I'll never 
fail you.’ 
HOSE were the most important 


words ever said to me. They gave 

me absolute confidence in myself—be- 
cause I had a friend. When I got older, 
I looked back on the influence this man 
had had on me, and I decided to extend 
that same influence to as many boys as Í 
possibly could. 

“I lived in what was called the City 
of Highland—since annexed to Denver. 
This explains the name of our organiza- 
tion. 

“The first organization was a base- 
ball team. I played with the boys almost 
daily, and took them on excursion trips. 
As my business prospered, I put more 
money into the organization. I bought 
uniforms and stood all the general ex- 
penses of our trips. 

“Well, the organization began to grow. 
One boy would tell another, and so on, 
until my front porch was full of boys all 
the time. I had to hire a stenographer to 
look after my correspondence with them. 

“T made it a rule to give to the organi- 
zation one tenth of every dollar I took in, 
the tithing idea, you see. In addition, I 
resolved to go even further and give one 
tenth of myself. Six minutes of every wak- 
ing hour belonged to the boys. 

“The giving of yourself is much more im- 
portant than giving money. Many parents 
feelthat they are doing their bit if they give 
their child spending money and an occa- 
sional hourof time. But, more than money, 
the child wants his parent—a friend. 

“Our organization is non-sectarian. 
We have boys of all faiths. One of our 
requirements is that every boy go to 
Sunday-school in some church. Now, we 
are not goody-goody in our religion. But 
every one of my boys can say grace at the 
table, or he can say a prayer in public; 
but we try to keep our religion practical 
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and to center it around the service idea. 

“Our organization is large. We occupy 
a suite of rooms in this building, and we 
are always pressed for more room and 
bigger equipment. We accept for member- 
ship only boys who are between four feet 
two inches and four feet eight inches in 
height. This brings us those around nine 
to twelve or thirteen years of age. 

“I consider these the most valuable years 
in a boy’s life, for that is the period when 
he is just getting his spiritwal eyes open. 

“Along about this time, he begins to 
realize that there is a world outside of 
himself. He is ready for the develop- 
ment of some of the most important 
qualities—such as sympathy for others, 
kindness, respect for his parents, in ad- 
dition to the blind love for them which 
nature gives him, and love of country. 

“He selects his first hero-ideal about 
this time in life—and what an opportunity 
that is for the wise father! Maybe, too, he 
tackles his first little job for which he gets 
pay. And right here I want to speak a 
word of caution: 

“When a parent gives a child money 
outright and the child understands it is a 
gift, very well and good; but don’t give 
a child money when it believes it is being 


Highlanders off for a 
snowshoeing party. The 
boys spend practically 
all of their vacation 
outdoors. In addition, 
there are many week- 
end hiking and camping 
trips during the school 
year. (Below) The camp 
chef and his assistants 
flipping the flapjacks 
for breakfast. When 
the whole clan is in 
camp, six thousand 
flapjacks is the usual 


breakfast order. Mr. 
Olinger tells in the 
accompanying article 


how he makes boys 
like to help wash the 
dishes after breakfast 


paid for doing something. By that I mean 
don’t overpay a child. Pay exactly what 
the job is worth, and no more. 

“| know of a child who got a wholly 
wrong idea of values, that clung to him 
for some time, all because his father paid 
him one dollar and a half for cutting the 
lawn. When he decided to branch out in 
the lawn-cutting business he was sur- 
prised to find the neighbors thought 
twenty-five and fifty cents plenty to pay 
for the service. 


“I DO not believe in whipping children. 
I never whip my own boy, who is 
now twelve. 

“Of course, I can imagine situations 
where whipping would be justified, but 
in my experience I have never actually 
seen such a situation. 

“My objection to corporal punishment 
is that when you whip a boy you immedi- 
ately put him on the defensive. He may 
not strike back at you with his fists, but 
he is hitting back at you with his mixd. 
Every venomous emotion nature gave 
him, including hatred, is being marshaled 
against you. The boy feels that you 
do not believe in him, that you do not 
value his honor.” (Continued on page 100) 


A Father Who Took 
No Pleasure In His Children 


NEVER see a fond grandparent 
making a fuss over a grandchild that 
I don’t think of old man Bart Alex- 
ander. Grandparents generally have 
a way of making more of their chil- 
dren’s children than they made of their 
own. It would seem that most of them 
didn’t know how to appreciate the babble 
of childish voices and the patter of baby 
feet until too late to make the most of it. 
That was old man Bart Alexander’s case. 

Some folks recall him as an eccentric old 
man who hung around the playground at 
the primary school, always with a bag 
of candy for the kids, and always lookin 
wistfully at little children. They woul 
flock around and eat the last morsel of 
his candy, and then run on about their 
play with no more interest in the old man, 
oad: leave him looking lost and helpless. 

Pll tell you the story of old man Bart 
and why I always think of him when I see 
grandparents making over-much of their 

randchildren. Old man Bart once had a 
fine family of children of his own and 
didn’t know how to make the most of 
them until it was too late. 

C. Barton Alexander, as he signed him- 
self in his earlier days, was, in his prime, a 
busy man. He was even busier than busy. 

- He was temperamentally a high-strung, 
nervous, fidgety, fussy sort whose work 
was never finished. If his breakfast 
wasn’t ready right on the dot, he rushed 
off down-town to his office in the morning 
without a bite to eat, just as if the business 
would go to pot if he wasn’t the first one 
on the job. If there was a single’detail of 
a morning’s work unfinished at the lunch 
hour, he couldn’t possibly find time to go 
to lunch. When he did go home to lunch 
he took his business along with him. In 
fact, he carried his business home with 
him at the close of the day, sat around 
and nursed it until bedtime, and then took 
it to bed with him. 

Jennie Alexander, his wife, was one of 
those shy, timid, self-effacing women 
whose world was her home. She did ev- 
erything well, kept her house in immacu- 
late order, and never seemed to tire of 

icking up things after her children. Her 
husband dominated her, and the children 
bullied her, but she loved them all, espe- 
cially the children. In Jennie Alexander’s 
eyes the children were. just so many 
precious darlings who had only a few 
years in which to make the most of their 
child life, and no sacrifice was too great 
for their pleasure. She didn’t care how 
much they romped, how much they 
shouted or in what disorder they kept the 
house. “Children are children,” she would 
say softly, “and they will never be chil- 
dren but once.” 

But old man Bart was different. The 
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children were neither on his heart nor on 
his mind. His business had alienated his 
affections for all the finer things in life. 
With the scriptural warning before him 
that a man may gain the whole world and 
lose his immortal soul, Bart Alexander 
recklessly staked his soul for the flesh- 
pots. He had an idea that he would first 
annex the fleshpots and then recover his 
soul. Early in life he had an idea that he 
would get the wherewithal to enjoy life 
first, and then take life joyously at leisure. 
But, like many another man, he left his 
soul so far behind him that he could never 
go back and get it. And, like many an- 
other deluded mortal, joy escaped him 
forever, because he didn’t mix joy with his 
work as he went along. 

Bart Alexander never took the time to 
seek and never found pleasure in his 
children. The children were but so many 
unwanted things, accidental outcroppings 
in his life that disturbed his thoughts and 
got on his nerves. 

There were Phyllis, Rebecca, Charles, 
Philip, and, lastly, C. Barton, Junior. It 
would have been hard to find children 
more vivacious and more full of pep and 
go. The whole neighborhood resounded 
with their shouts and their laughter from 
morning until night, for their father 
wasn’t home enough to take the joy out 
of their lives very long at a time. When 
he was at home, the little Alexanders had 
to be on their p’s and q’s. 


HE children were a constant annoy- 
‘ance to Bart. He would come home to 
lunch with some pressing problem of his 
business on his mind and would be eatin 
his meal moodily, silently, when a childish 
row would break out among them, driving 
him to distraction. - 

Even before he had finished his allotted 
hours of sleep of a morning, there would 
be a creaking of the door to his bedroom 
and one of the children would come tip- 
toeing in for some forgotten thing, and 
turn over a chair or knock a toilet article 
off the dresser, waking him rudely. 

He seldom went to the bathroom that 
he didn’t find it occupied by one of the 
girls, and he had to wait his turn impa- 
tiently outside. If he wanted to look over 
the evening paper, usually one of the 
children had it. 

Charles and Philip had reached the age 
when boys take an interest in their fa- 
ther’s haberdashery, and Bart Alexander 
was particularly fussy about his cravats. 
He couldn’t hide a cravat where one of 
the boys wouldn’t find it, and then he 
raised the roof because one of his ties was 
missing. Jennie would always defend the 
boys. Jennie didn’t mean to annoy him, 
but she never failed to provoke him to 


` 


fury when she asked him if he didn’t re- 
member that he was once a boy. Bart 
might have remembered, but he didn’t 
want to. He tried to persuade himself 
that children were “seen and not heard” 
when he was a boy. 

Bart was always finding fault with or 
bullying his children. And the poor un- 
fortunates always seemed to be out of 
luck when Bart was around. If anything 
went wrong, it usually went wrong about 
the time he came home lugging his busi- 
ness along with him. The Alexander 
children might have got along gloriously 
all day without a dispute or altercation of 
any kind, and then as soon as Bart came 
home something would happen to start a 
fight among them and Bart would go all 
to pieces. 


ONE rainy diy the children, pent up in 
the house all day, had been particu- 
larly unruly. They had. started the day with 
a pillow fight which resulted in little C. 
Barton, Junior, falling out of bed and 
bumping his head against the water 
pitcher, which caused him to yell with 
pain. Bart, Senior, increased the yells by 
rushing into the room and using his razor 
strop on the disturber. At lunch time he 
found that Charles had been out of doors 
against his mother’s wishes and got his 
feet soaking wet wading in a ditch, and 
Philip, who had been asked to look after 
the he in the sitting-room, had let it go 
out. Phyllis- and Rebecca had amused 
themselves by cutting out paper dolls 
from newspapers and magazines, and had 
mutilated the very magazine that their 
father wanted to read, besides littering 
the floor with scraps of paper. 

Bart got cheaugh the lunch hour some- 
how id. raised such a storm that when he 
came in that night all was quiet and good 
order. But when he sat down to the din- 
ner table Barton, Junior, was missing, and 
it was night. Mrs. Alexander was show- 
ing signs of worry. She had telephoned 
alt over the neighborhood, but had failed 
to locate the young hopeful. Bart finished 
his dinner hurriedly and stormed out of 
the house to look for the prodigal. He 
came back empty-handed and in a furious 
rage two hours later, just about the time 
little Bart himself decided to put in an 
appearance, covered with mud from head 
to foot. Little Bart was given another 
thrashing, put to bed supperless, and the 
household settled down to quiet, when 
Phyllis wanted to know if she could go to 
the hairdresser’s and have her hair bobbed. 

The very suggestion of bobbed hair 
threw Bart into a fury, and he vowed that 
it was his belief that the girls of this gen- 
eration were all going to hell, 

He went to (Continued on page 107) 
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Here’s A Tramp Printer Who 
Upset The Village Wiseacres 


When he was eleven years old, Harvey D. Best ran away from home, and for the 
next ten years he led the shiftless, roving life of a printer who wouldn’t 
have a permanent job — The story of the great change that came 
over him, and how he worked his way to the presidency 
of the Lanston Monotype Machine Company — 


By Charles Lane Callen 


NUMBER of years ago—when 
the tramp printer was abroad 
in the land—a boy of eleven 
ran away from his home in 
Tennessee to join the ranks of 

these roving men, who beat about from 
one print shop to another, working when 
the need of food and shelter made work 
seem desirable. 

They were a picturesque 
lot, the tramp printers! 
But, in the main, they were 
undependable, dissatisfied, 
and frequently downright 
ornery. Many of them 
were profound drinkers; 
and many of them, too, 


the biggest makers of monotype printing 
machines in the world. 

Four years ago the only title he held 
was that of secretary to thë president of 
the company, although behind him were 
eighteen years of conspicuously able 
service. Then the president became ill. 
As a “stop-gap,” Best was made vice 


Your Job is as Big or As 
Little as You Make It 


It had been a chronic habit of Best’s 
to do more than was expected of him, 
quite regardless of what kind of job he 
had held. 

This was one reason why everyone 
in the company was now backing him up 
with one hundred per cent enthusiasm and 
loyalty. He had done so many usual jobs 
unusually well that he had 
won the respect and admira- 
tion of every last man of 
them. 

When the president died, 
a year and a half later, the 
directors found that Best, 
the stop-gap, had kept the 
business in fine shape. When 


were expert workers, when 
they chose to work. To all 
of them, however, the pros- 
pect of a permanent job 
was something to be shied 
at and shunned, as if it 
were a curse. 

Nobody expected much 
of a tramp printer. Even if 
he reformed, it didn’t make 
much difference with public 
opinion, “Once a tram 
printer, always a tramp!” 
seemed to be the way of 
judging this gypsy type of 
American. . . . Newsboys, 
frequently enough, became 
men of importance; farmer 
boys became Presidents. 
But tramp printer boys 
became only old tramp 
printers. hat was the 
unvarying verdict of the 
wiseacres. 

Consider the amazement, 


contract to give all you 
.. jobs didn’t change my viewpoint any. I couldn’t 


fey ; HEN I was made vice president of 


this company,” says Mr. Best, “the 
title didn’t mean much to me—no 


title does. I wasn’t compelled to limit myself 


by staying inside it. The company didn’t know 
my capacity; but Z did. And the thing that con- 
cerned me most was how to help the business. 
I have always believed that when you let your 
name go down on a pay roll, you make a definite 

have to give; and changing 


stay on any job, and conscientiously give less than 
I was capable of giving. For when you do only 
half of what you can do, you are harming your- 
self more than anybody else. 

“Now, I am not exceptionally talented. Busi- 
ness doesn’t always demand super-men—it needs 
the average men who are able and willing to hit 
on all cylinders. I’ve always aimed to do a little 
more than was expected of me, no matter what 
kind of job I held. To give all the value he has 
is all I ask any man to do. If he does that, he 
doesn’t have to look for the bigger jobs—they 


- the time came to elect a new 


presidene although they 
ad the whole American 
printing trade to choose 
from, Best was given the 
position by acclamation. 

_ And even before the 
announcement of his elec- 
tion was officially made, the 
“hard-boiled” bankers to 
whom I have referred came 
forward with their offer to 
advance a million dollars if 
Best were to continue at the 
helm. 

“Now, don’t get too ex- 
cited over this incident,” 
Best said to me the other 
day, with a whimsical smile 
and a deprecatory wave of 
his hand. “When they 
picked the president of this 
company happened to 
be ‘sitting on the doorstep.’ 
The directors had to kick me 


then—and the drama, too! 
—when, a few years ago, 
a group of conservative 
Philadelphia bankers offered 
one million dollars in busi- 
ness credit to a former tramp printer whom 
they had never seen. ey made the 
offer on his record alone. And this man 
was the grown-up edition of the boy, who, 
after being expelled from school, had run 
away from his Tennessee home and had 
been a tramp printer for ten years. 
There is a strange fascination about 
this story of Harvey D. Best. There is 
even an unusual kick to the way in which 
he became president of the Lanston Mono- 
type Machine Company, of Philadelphia, 
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look for him.” 


president and nominal head of the con- 
cern. “They needed someone to sign 
things while the president was ill,” as 
Best himself expresses it. 

But the former tramp printer didn’t 
content himself with merely “signin 
things.” As secretary, he had learne 
the president’s job. Now he filled that job 
as if he were the president. He went 
ahead and did things, heart and soul in 
his task—things which nobody had asked 
and which no one expected him to do. 


off, or else invite me inside.” 

“But they didn’t kick 
you off; they asked you in,” 
I reminded him. ‘Tell me, 
first, however, how you 
pappened to be ‘sitting on the doorstep’? 

or a moment Harvey Best was silent. 
His eyes strayed in thought to the office 
window, and from the window eastward 
over the city’s fast rising sky line, then 
southward to the shipping in the Dela- 
ware, and on to the fog-hazed flats of 
Jersey beyond. 

“I don't know why,” he said presently. 
“I suppose there is some reason why I was 
there—but I’ve never checked back for it.” 

“Then suppose we check now,” | 
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suggested. “That reason may be of help 
to somebody else.” 

I asked Best to start at the very 
beginning. Before the close of the after- 
noon he had unfolded to me one of the 
most human stories to which I had ever 
listened! Harvey Best was born on a 
north Missouri farm near 
a little crossroads dot 
on the map, called Mil- 
lard. That was in the 
spring of ’74. His father, 
a cabinetmaker, was a 
Tennesseean. 

“T remember two 
things about that Mis- 
souri farm,” he related. 
‘One is that from the 
kitchen window of our 
house I could look off 
toward Kirksville, five 
miles away, and see the 
tower of the county 
courthouse; the country 
was as flat as one of the 
flapjacks we had every 
morning for breakfast. 
The other thing I re- 
member is how Father 
grumbled at the snow 
and cold. 

“He was a good Pres- 
byterian, but I doubt if 
he would have continued 
to be had we stayed in 
Missouri. 

“When I was five 
the winter was a par- 
ticularly stiff one; the 
thermometer hit forty 
below. Father held out 
as long as he could, then 
sold out and packed up 
the furniture. 

“*Where are we go- 
ing?’ Mother asked. 

‘Going?’ shouted 
Father. ‘Why, back to 
Tennessee to thaw out! 
It’d take an Eskimo to 
stand any more of this!’ 


5 E GOT a little 
house in Dickson, 
Tennessee, just on the 
edge of the town. Dick- 
son, in those days, had 
one street and about four 
or five hundred people. 
Wehadanacreof ground, 
with a big garden in the 
rear of the house. My main work con- 
sisted of pulling weeds in the summer and 
toting in wood for the stoves in winter. 
“Winters we had four months of a very 
queer kind of schooling. Everybody in 
school was in the same grade. Each fall 
when the term would open, we'd all start 
out at the beginning of the books, no 
matter how old we were or how much we 
knew. And we had only one set of books. 
“The first winter we got up to short 
division in arithmetic and almost to 
prepositions in grammar. Then the term 
ended. Next term we had to start all over 
again, to give the recruits a chance to 
catch up. The furthest we ever got in 
arithmetic was long division. One year 
we took a spurt and landed right at the 
door of prepositions. In fact, the question 
was nctatly written on the blackboard, 
‘What is a preposition?’ and the answer 


live journal. 


demonstrator. 


was due to be put down the next day. 

“ But next day school wound up for the 
year, and never did we reach that high- 
water mark in grammar again. To this 
day I don’t know the meaning of a 
preposition! 


“But I did get some learning,” went 


At forty-nine, Harvey D. Best became president of the Lanston Monotype 
Machine Company, of Philadelphia, the biggest makers of monotype 
printing machines in the world. When he was eleven years old, Mr. Best 
ran away from his home in Dickson, Tennessee, to become a tramp printer. 
For ten years, he humored an ‘“‘itching foot;’’ then he returned to Dick- 
son, bought out the anemic local newspaper, and quickly made it a 


After selling this paper, he worked in various commerical 
printing plants, and later in the government shop at Washington. 
From there he went to the Lanston company, where he started as a 
Mr. Best, as you see from his picture, is left-handed 


on Mr. Best, “though I didn’t get much 
of it in school. In our town was a man 
who had an incomeof about twelve hundred 
dollars a year from bonds. This rated 
him as Dickson’s ‘big man.’ He had a boy 
of about my age who was blind. One day 
this boy told me that he would buy books 
if I would agree to read them to him. I 
liked to read, so I jumped at the chance. 


“FOR two or three years, daily, except 
Sunday, I read every conceivable kind 
of book to aé boy—travel stories, English 
and French novels of the better sort; and 
together we’d talk them over. I liked 
especially to read of strange lands and 
peoples, of historic incidents, and of the 
descriptions of foreign cities. 

“In school we studied a condensed 
geography of the world. Each chapter was 
devoted to some country or other, and at 


the beginning of it was always a picture 
of some famous place or building in that 
country. I remember that the chapter on 
England was prefaced by a picture of St. 
Paul’s Cathedral, in London. Some other 
boys were gathered around my desk one 
day, and I pointed to the picture. 

“‘Some day,’ I told 
them, ‘I’m going to go to 
London and see that 
cathedral.’ 

“They laughed at me. 

“<I am going to see it!’ 
I insisted. ‘Just you 
wait and find out if I 
don’t.’ 

“ My remark was quite 
a joke about town—and 
it remained a joke for 
forty years! Then I did 
go to London, and I did 
see St. Paul’s. It was 
one of the first places I 
visited there. 

“On Sundays no work 
and no amusement was 
permitted at home. 
Every book in the house 
was locked up except 
three—the Bible, the 
Longer Catechism, and 
‘Pilgrims Progress.’ 
We'd go to church, then 
come home, and sit down 
in the parlor, solemn as a 
bunch of owls. The only 
thing I dared do was look 
out the window or read 
in one of those three 
books. I read ‘Pilgrim’s 
Progress’ fifty times if I 
read it once. I read the 
Longer Catechism until 
I could repeat it all from 


memory, and I knew 
whole chapters of the 
Bible. 


“T IERE was a weekly 
newspaper in Dick- 
son. Tramp printers 
would drift into town, 
work a few days on the 

aper, and then drift on. 

used to slip over to the 
printing office and listen 
open-mouthed to their 
yarns of adventure. To 
me, those tramp printers 
became knights such as 
I had read about in the 
histories and novels. Every one who came 
along, no matter how unshaven or dirty, 
was a hero to me. At home, Sundays, I’d 
sit all starched up, and wish I were a 
tramp printer! 

“I guess that was my second ambition,” 
Mr. Best admitted. “You'll notice that 
it links up with the first. It is odd how 
little things, inconsequential in them- 
selves, will shape a person’s whole life. A 
picture in a schoolbook inspired me to 
travel. Then along came tramp printers 
to suggest a way to travel. That led me 
to take my first job in a print shop; and 
here I am to-day, past fifty, still con- 
nected with the printing business.’’ 

With only a four-months school term 
in Dickson, young Best had eight months 
in which he eoid do pretty much as he 
pleased. At eleven he got a job in the 
local print shop (Continued on page 208) 


“Saved trouble if you'd ’a’ opened the 
door in the fust place,” said Scattergood 


Scattergood Wings A 
Bird Of Prey 


By Clarence Budington Kelland 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY PAUL MEYLAN 


CATTERGOOD BAINES sat on 
the piazza of his hardware store, 
comfortable in the reinforced chair 
which none but he was ever al- 
lowed to sit in, and peered through 

squinted eyes at the life of Coldriver vil- 
lage as it unrolled itself before him. He 
loved so to sit and think and speculate. 

At his left, across the iron pares was 
the square, upon which fronte those 
important institutions, the post office 
and the savings bank. Lafe Atwell’s 
clothing and notion store was there too, 
as were the dry-goods emporiums of Orrin 
Penny and Wade Lumley. Sam Kettle- 
man’s grocery was just across the street. 
So it will be seen that most of Coldriver’s 
public business was carried on within 
view of Scattergood’s eyes. 

It was his custom so to sit, and if trade 
were less brisk than he would wish, to 
give it impetus. As was well known to 
everybody, the old merchant would rather 
sell a thirty-dollar kerosene stove out of 
his store than to derive a twenty-thou- 
sand-dollar profit in a timber deal. 
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As he sat twiddling his huge thumbs 
and casting his mind Pack over the years 
of his residence in that valley, a young 
woman came slowly across the bridge and 
was about to pass the store, eyes down- 
cast and A turned inward. Scatter- 
good cleared his throat. ; 

“Hum. Mornin’, Idy,” he said. 

She lifted her face, and he saw that it 
was not ruddy as it should be, but weary 
and weighted with unhappiness. ‘Good 
morning, Mr, Baines,” she answered. 

“Toothache?” he asked. 

“No, sir.” 

“ Neuralgy ?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Stummick, mebbe.” 

“Really, I’m not ill at all, Mr. Baines.” 

“Ye hain’t, eh?” He snorted. “Then 
ye oughter be, carryin’ around an ex- 

ression of face like that. Can’t tell me. 
linor well folks, and I know sick folks. 
You better go stick out your tongue to 
Doc.” 

“I—it’s just that I—that I’m a little 
unhappy to-day,” she said. 


“Huh! Wuss’n rheumatiz. Can’t show 
you nothin’ in the hardware line to-day, 
kin I? Um. Been a quarrelin’ with 
John?” 

“No,” she said. “No. Not a quarrel. 
But he’s going away.” 

“Do tell? Scattergood moved for- 
ward in his interest, until the chair 
creaked under his weight. ‘‘Goin’ away, 
is he? Now, you don’t go to tell me! 
Where’s he goin’?” 

“ Away—just away from here.” 

“Kind of indefinite, hain’t he? Most 
folks’ll go so fur’s to pick out a direction 
anyhow, or even pin it down to a state. 
Don’t he say, ‘Goin’ to York State, or 
Missoury, or North, or South?’”’ 

“I don’t think he knows. If he did. 
he would tell me.” 

“To be sure. W-al, I swan to man! 
And how’s his uncle goin’ to git on ’thout 
him? The old man’ll come to a dead stop 
*thout John, seems as though.” 

“His Uncle Prester,” said Miss Wood. 
“has told him to pack his things and 
clear out.” 
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“Um... . Now, would you listen to 
that! And John slavin’ for that ol’ coot 
since hewas knee high to a hoptoad! Why, 
all of us has figgered ol’ Prester ’ud be 
leavin’ all his proppity to John one of 
these days, and John and you’d be well 
fixed.” 

“You know what the trouble is, Mr. 
Baines.” 

Scattergood did know, perhaps better 
than Ida Wood; but he made it a rule of 
life never to know anything, and never to: 
admit knowledge. 

“Who? Me? Has John been and of- 
fended the ol’ man?” 

“It’s his cousin,” said Ida. 

“The feller with the speckled necktie?” 

“Addison Larkin—that’s the man,” 
she said, with a flash of anger. “It’s not 
fair. It’s cruel and mean and—” 

“Now, now, ’tain’t jest right to go 
ettin’ epithetical, as you might say, 
before you kind of study into things. 
Who’s all them things you say? 

Ol Prester or young Addison?” 

“J— Oh, I don’t know. But 
you have seen, Mr. Baines, how 
faithful John has been 
all these years. He has 
lived with his uncle, and 
waited on him and 
worked for him. I—I 
believe John has loved 
the old man. Until a 
few months ago, Uncle 
Prester was fond of 
John.” 

“And then 
happened?” 

F his other nephew 
came—that none of us 
had ever seen before.” 

“Um. And then what 
happened?” 


i HY, while John , » 
was working and | 
looking after Uncle Pres- 
ter’s affairs, this Addison 
hung around the house. 
I don’t know what he said 
or did, but Uncle Prester 
has turned against John. 
It has been growing 
worse and worse, until yester- 
day it ended in his ordering John 
out of the house. Yes, Mr. 
Baines, and—and he called John 
a thief, and an ingrate!” 

“W-al, w-al. . .-. And John 
holds it ag’in’ his uncle?” 
ee is heartbroken.” 

“ Bad disease. And he’s goin’ 
off to cure it. Why don’t he take 
you along?” 

“How could he, Mr. Baines? 
pm has no money. He’s never 

een let to earn any. Uncle 
Prester has always promised to 
make it up to him when—when 
he and I were married—and in 
his will.” 

“Made a will, has he?” 

“John thinks so. But he thinks his 
uncle made a new will last week.” 

“Huh! When did John see Prester 
last?” 

“He hasn’t really seen him for weeks. 
The old man wouldn’t let him come in the 
room. He just spends all his time with 
this Addison.” 


“But he must ’a’ seen him, if Prester 


suthin’ 


told him to clear out of the house.” 

“ Addison called him to the door—that 
was all; and Uncle Prester spoke from the 
bed. Just spoke short and sharp. You 
know Uncle Prester hasn’t been out of bed 
for two months.” 

“And this Addison’s nussin’? him, eh? 
W-al, things in this world don’t allus turn 
out like folks hopes—sometimes they 
turn out better. Um... . D’ye know, 
I’ve come to the conclusion the greatest 
affliction in the world, exceptin’ one, is 
bein’ an idiot!” This was apropos of 
nothing, apparently; but Scattergood 
never troubled about the context when 
he had an observation to make. 

“Is there a worse affliction than idiocy, 
Mr. Baines?” 

“Yes,” said Scattergood dryly, “not bein’ 
an idiot. . . . G’-by, Idy. Hope every- 
thin’ turns out full better’n you hope. 
Sure you hain’t needin’ anythin’ in the 
hardware line—scissors, nor nothin’—” 


Before Preston could rise to his 
feet, he saw the vast bulk of Sheriff 
Ulysses Watts in the doorway 


“No, Mr. Baines. Good-by.” 

Scattergood leaned back in his chair 
and gave the matter consideration. 
Gradually, as his thoughts went into 
action, his legs moved uneasily, until at 
last his right foot got up into his lap and 
he began automatically to fumble with 
the lace of his shoe. Presently both shoes 
were off, and his bare feet, released from 
their imprisonment, demonstrated their 
enjoyment of liberty. 

Sam Kettleman, passing on the opposite 
side of the road, noted this. ‘“Suthin’ 
goin’ on,” he said tv his companion; 
“Scattergood’s twiddlin’ his toes!’ 


AFTER a time Scattergood lifted his 
head and peered about. Coming 
down the middle of the road was a boy, 
barefooted, who took delight in scuffing 
up the hot dust, and reveled in the 
pleasure of feeling it sift between his 
toes. Scattergood lifted his voice. 

“Hey, Tommy!” he called. 

The small boy stopped. 

“Want to earn a nickel?” 

The boy nodded. 

“Um. Know John Larkin, eh? 
him by sight?” 

“Sure.” 

“Seen him lately? Around 
town anywheres?” 

“A nour ago,” said the 
boy. 

“W-al, if I was to give 
you a nickel what ’ud you 
do?” i 
“Spend it!” 


Know 
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“Anythin’ with special reference to 
John Larkin?” 

“T dunno.” 

“Huh. Now, if you was to meet him 
some’eres, would any idee occur to ye?” 

The boy considered. “Pd tell him 
that you give me a nickel to find him.” 

“Then, said Scattergood, “you don’t 
git no nickel. . . . Now, havin’ 
sidered, what ’ud you do?” 

“Pd jest say to him, ‘I guess Mr. Baines 
wants to see ye!” 

“Um. Here’s the money. Now, don’t 
spend it foolish!” 

The boy started 
away. “Wait a min- 
ute,” said Scatter- 
good. “Got suthin’ 
to show ye.” 

He heaved up out 
of his chair and led 
the way into the 
store, where he dis- 
played a fascinating 
novelty in the shape 
of a tin pencil holder 
with a rubber in the 
end. “Now look-a 
that!’’ he said. 
“Kind of a contrap- 
tion, hain’t it. What 

ou call a dee-vice. 
Bet the’ hain’t a boy 
in town got one. 
Don’t cost but a 
nickel. Can’t sell ye 
one, kin I?” 


THE boy, charmed, 
passed over his 
coin, and departed. 
Scattergood put the 
money in the till and 
sat down with a sigh 
ofsatisfaction. Itwas 
a transaction after his 
own heart. The profit 
on the article was 
two and a half cents, 
which reduced the 
cost of the errand to a 
like sum. But the 
victim had received 
full pay, and was 
ha 


con- 


y. 
alf an hour later, 
young John Larkin 


appeared. 
“I heard you : 
wanted to speak to me, Mr. Baines.” 


“Howdy, John,” said Scattergood non- 
committally. 

“How are you, Mr. Baines?” 

“Fust class, seems as though. Um. 
Anythin’ I kin do fer ye?” 

fohn, though his heart was heavy, 
smiled inwardly, for he knew the old man 
well, and his habits of dealing. He knew 
that if he were to state now that he had 
come in answer to a summons, he never 
would discover why Scattergood had sent 
for him. 

It was a supercaution which Mr. Baines 
loved to affect. 

“ Just wanted to pass the time of day,” 
said John. 

“Set,” invited Scattergood, “and rest 
your hands and face. Hear you’re goin’ 
to marry and settle down.” 

“T was.” 

“Was?” 

“Im goin’ away.” 
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“Oh, be ye? Travelin’ to see the sights?” 

“Im going,” said John, “to see if 
there isn’t some place for me in the world 
where I can work and get ahead and lay 
by, so I can send for Ida.” 

“Hain’t had no squabble with her?” 

“No, sir,” said Tan: 

“Um. Goin’ when, if ye sh’ud go?” 

“Saturday.” 

“Tf,” said Scattergood, “you sh’ud go.” 

“I am going.” 

“Tve heard tell folks 
changes their minds.” 


sometimes 


A few minutes before 


“Not I, sir.” 

“What if you was urged to change it?” 

“By whom?” 

“By anybody that had a mind to. Now 
jest put it to yourself, like. If the’ was 
somebody that knowed better’n you, and 
he was to up and say to ye, ‘John, don’t 
you budge out of town,’ then what?” 

“Pd inquire if he had a reason, and if 
it was good I would consider it.” 


“QUPPOSE it was a feller that didn’t 

give a reason? Now, jest for argu- 
ment’s sake, say it was me—which it 
hain’t, and hain’t likely to be. Your 
oin’s and comin’s hain’t none of my 
Biran now, be they?” 

“Why, Mr. Baines, I think if you 
were to say to me, ‘John, stay in Cold- 
river,’ I should stay.’ 

“Um. G-by, John.” This was Scatter- 
good’s inevitable form of dismissal, and 
wise was he who heeded it. 


‘‘Good-by, Mr. Baines,” said John, and 
moved up the street, wondering. 

Nevertheless, such was the position of 
Scattergood Baines in his little world, 
that Saturday saw John still a resident of 
the village; nor did he display any signs 
of departure. Instead, he appeared in a 
new employment, as clerk in Sam Kettle- 
man’s store. Sam had offered him the 
job, and Sam didn’t know why, except 
that somehow he got the idea Scatter- 
good wanted him to. 

That night when the train arrived—on 


nine that night, Pliny Pickett appeared 


Scattergood’s_twenty-five-mile-long rail- 
way—Pliny Pickett, ex-stage driver and 
resent conductor, appeared to report. 
or years he had been Mr. Baines’s all- 
around right hand. 

“Pliny,” said Scattergood, “if you was 
to come by any interestin’ information 
about Prester Larkin, what d’ye calc’late 
you’d do with it?” 

“I calc’late,” said Pliny, “Id take it 
where it ’ud do the most good.” 

. This was satisfactory; they understood 
each other perfectly. 

“S’posin’ you didn’t have no infor- 
mation?” asked Mr. Baines. 

“Td think I wa’n’t eddicated proper!” 
said Pliny. 

“Time,” said Scattergood, “is fleetin’ 
past.” 

“Um,” said Pliny. 

“G’-by,” said Scattergood. 

“@-by,” said Pliny, in as exact imi- 
tation as he could achieve. 


Scattergood Wings a Bird of Prey, by CLARENCE BuUDINGTON KELLAND 


However, little news came to the out- 
side world from the home of Prester 
Larkin. The old man was not seen; little 
was seen of the new nephew who had 
arrived so unexpectedly, and whose com- 
ing had s~, altered the aspect of affairs. 
Blinds were closed at the front of the 
house, and the place presented an aspect 
of death, or of unpleasant mystery. 

Scattergood rested under this con- 
dition for three days; at the end of this 
period he thrust on his flapping straw 
ine and set forth up the road, with inten- 


to me, I hain’t got objections; but he’s 
a-goin’ to have the priv lege of tellin’ me 
so to my face. Now, young man, open 
up this here door.” 

There was a moment’s hesitation, and 
the bolt was withdrawn. Scattergood 
saw a tallish, rather handsome young 
man, whose eyes crowded in unplehsantly 
upon his nose. “I will take you to 

ncle’s door,” he said. ‘‘He will speak 
for himself.” 

“Saved trouble if you’d ’a’ done that 
in the fust place,” said Scattergood, and 


at the Woods’ fence and whispered, ‘‘Ye kin commence now” 


tion. He turned in at the Larkin gate 
and rapped, as only Scattergood could 
rap, upon the front door. There was no 
answer. He rapped again, and more 
vehemently. 

“What’s wanted?” a voice demanded 
from within. 

“Come to see Prester,” said Scatter- 
good. 

“He can’t be seen,” said the voice. 
“He's ill.” 

*‘Ailin’, is he? Huh... . Name of 
Larkin yourself, hain’t you? W-al, my 
name’s Baines, Scattergood Baines. I 
come to see Prester. If you got time you 
better go down-town and ask around. 
Folks’ll tell you that when I git so fur’s 
to say I come to do a thing, I ’most 
gen’ally stay till I git it done.’ 

“My uncle refuses to see anyone, Mr. 
Baines.” 

“ Prester can’t refuse to see me through 
no mouthpiece. If he don’t want to talk 


followed his conductor to a chamber on 
the ground floor—a room sandwiched in 
between parlor and kitchen—through 
whose door he dimly saw a bed, and the 
ancient and bearded face of Prester 
Larkin upon the pillow. 

“Howdy, Prester,” said Scattergood. 


T SEEMED to Mr. Baines that the old 

man’s eyes lighted for an instant before 
they became dim and lusterless again— 
before they sought the face of the young 
man who stood by Scattergood’s side. 

“I don’t want to see nobuddy,” said 
Prester. 

“Couldn’t see very good in this light 
if you did,” said Scattergood. 

“I want ye should go away and quit 
disturbin’ me,” said Prester. 

“My idee,” said Scattergood, “was to 
fetch you for a drive. Kind of git fresh 
air into ye, and a tetch of sunlight.” 

Again came that curious, sudden light- 
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ing of the old man’s eyes—almost as of 
hope—and an equally sudden quenching 
of the glow when the eyes turned to the 
nephew. 

“Don’t want no ride. I wish you’d go 
off and give over pesterin’ me.” 

“Um. ... Find this here young man 
all the comp’ny you need, eh?” 

“He’s lookin’ after me.” 

“ Nephew, hain’t he?” 

“Brother’s boy.” 

“Huh! Had another one, didn’t ye? 
Seems like I call to mind another one of 
’em. What’s become 
of him?” 

“I—I got my eyes 
opened to him. Seems 
like the’ haint no- 
buddy you kin trust.” 

“Tain’t so much,” 
said Scattergood, 
“that the’ hain’t 
plenty of trustworthy 
folks; it’s the kind of 
critters a body’ll pick 
out to repose his 
trust in. Seems like 
nobuddy bothers to 
trust an honest man; 
but folks’ll go rushin’ 
off in droves to put 
their confidence into 
a crook. Hum.” 


“T THINK you are 
inor Uncle taid 
the nephew. 

“Hes bearin? up 
under it well,? said 
Scattergood. ‘Sure 

’ ’ rs 
ye’ won't git out of 
this house fer a spell?” 

“I—” the old man’s 
eyes moved to the 
face of his nephew, 
and remained there 
while he spoke—‘‘I 
hain’t a-goin’ to 
budge,” he said. 

“Doc been to see 
re??? 

“Don’t want no 
doctors!” 

“ Prester, you know 
I’m kind of connected 
tothe bank. You got 
a consid’able out to 
interest with us. Good 
idee. But report goes 
you allus keep a sum in the house—some 
says a perty big sum. Mebbe so, mebbe 
not. But if it is so, hadn’t you better 
hand it over, so’s it kin be looked after 
with the rest?” 

“Mind your own business!” said Pres- 
ter shortly. 

“Um. . . . Man like you, that’s wuth 
upward of a hundred thousand, ought to 
make a will.” 

“Got it made.” 

“ Prester, the’s right and the’s wrong. 
I ask ye fair if John’s in that will.” 

“He hain’t.” 

“Um. And this here young man’s for- 
t’nate enough to be heir to all of it, eh?” 

“He’s deservin’ of it,” said Prester in 
a harsh, husky voice. ‘“‘Guess I kin do 
what I want with my own!” 

“Ye kin do what ye want with your 
own, Prester, and nobuddy kin stop ye. 
But, Prester, when you git where you got 
to explain why, (Continued on page 172) 


Why Johnson Is The Best Loser 
And Best Winner In Baseball 


He has pitched for nineteen years for a team that generally lost most of its games, 
but he has never had an attack of nerves; he has never disputed with 
umpires or opposing players, and he has never become “sore” and 
loafed on the job— Winning or losing, he did his level best 


By Chester T. Crowell 


F a man told you that he had had 
seventeen consecutive years of tough 
luck, would you believe him? 

Well, neither would I. But there is 
such aman. And I know him. 

Without the support of unimpeachable 
records, I would not be so rash as to assert 
that any man has endured seventeen years 
of hard luck, because the law of averages 
is usually much more merciful. But it 
happens that Walter Johnson is a base- 
ball pitcher, and in the big leagues every 
play is recorded. His weird and unusual 
run of bad luck could not be more 
abundantly proved if it were a land title 
or a decision of the United States 
Supreme Court. You can look it up for 
yourself in official record books that are 
available in every American community. 

However, he would be about the last 
person on earth to complain about, or 
even mention luck. He simply beat luck 
by his own will power and hammered 
out of adversity an individual record of 
achievement that is likely to stand for 
all time. It is the most brilliant record 
in baseball, but the team to which it 
belongs won only one pennant in eight- 
een years. 

The story of Walter Johnson is not one 
of training methods nor the development 
of superhuman strength. What he did is 
nothing more than what all of us try to 
do—usually with indifferent success. He 
became master of himself. I choose that 
trite old phrase deliberately because it 
tells the whole story. He knew he had 
the goods, but he soon found out that it 
was extremely difficult to deliver them, 
because the human body is equipped 
with nerves that sometimes serve and 
sometimes just jump. 

The primary raw material for a fine 
career in the case of Walter Johnson was, 
of course, a marvelous right arm; but 
plenty of men have been similarly 
equipped without achieving one-thou- 
sandth part of his place in baseball. 
Along with that right arm he brought a 
amok philosophy of life and a sterling 
character that have defied not only bad 
luck and defeat but even the ravages of 
time. Last season was his nineteenth 
with the Washington American League 
team. And not only did he take his turn 
regularly in the pitcher’s box but he was 
a distinguished success there. 

In all the history of baseball just one 
other pitcher, Cy Young, has had a 
longer career in the big leagues. He 
served for twenty-one years, finishing in 
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1912. Ordinarily, a pitcher is thought to 
have done very well and taken good care 
of himself if he remains a star for seven 
ears. Johnson is not even slipping. 
uring his eighteenth year he won more 
games and lost fewer than any other 
itcher in the American League. As pro- 
Rasional baseball counts time he was then 
a gray-bearded ancient, being thirty-seven. 
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Walter Johnson, probably the greatest 
pitcher baseball has known, was born 
in Kansas, thirty-eight years ago. 
Ordinarily, a pitcher cannot last more 
than six or eight years, but Johnson 
has been a big leaguer for nineteen 
years, and hasn’t weakened yet. Dur- 
ing his entire professional career he 
has pitched for Washington, and in 
1924, his eighteenth year, he was voted 
the most valuable player in his league 


_ Nevertheless, it was in that year that a 
jury of experts declared him the most 
valuable player in the league, and 
awarded him a certificate so stating. One 
such certificate is awarded annually by 
the American League and the name of the 
winner is recorded in baseball’s hall of 
fame. However, Walter Johnson had long 
before this won a place in the affection- 
ate regard of baseball fans and players 
beyond the power of a jury of experts to 
add to or to detract from. 
_ But the man himself is even more 
interesting than his amazing achieve- 
ments on the playing field. He is a 
philosopher who oe made good by 
practicing the simplest A B C’s of 
philosophy, a country boy with a high- 
school education, and common sense 
enough to use the knowledge that every- 
day life imparts. 


WALTER JOHNSON was born No- 
vember 6th, 1887, in the little town 
of Humboldt, Kansas. Asasmall boy he 
played very little baseball. In 1905, his 
parents had moved to Fullerton, Cali- 
fornia, and Walter pitched for the local 
high-school team. He had then reached 
nearly his full height of six feet, and 
was beginning to show the speed that 
later “fried the eyes” of big league play- 
ers. 

A scout for the Tacoma, Washington, 
team saw him and was impressed by 
the graceful ease of his performance. As 
a result, he was summoned to Taco- 
ma for a try-out, but after pitching 
one game was released. Nervousness 
and over-anxiety robbed him of his 
poise. Walter never forgot that lesson 
and upon it laid the foundation for his 

reat record. At the time, however, he 
elt that one game was not a fair chance, 
and sought an opportunity to try out 
with other Pacific coast teams. Con- 
sidering the great promise he showed, it 
is astounding that not one granted him a 
trial—but that is the fact. Every effort 
ended in failure. 

Having no profession or trade, and 
being under the necessity of earning a 
living, Walter joined a team in Weiser, 
Idaho, not so much in the hope of be- 
coming a professional baseball player as 
of getting a start in life. That was in 
1907. eiser maintained a semi-pro- 
fessional team, and a young man of 
habits who played on it had certain 
advantages in the matter of obtaining a 
job or getting a start in business. 
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“Sir Walter’’ with his children. This title, bestowed upon him by sports writers and fans, is a trib- 


ute to his faultless conduct on the field. He has never been put out of a game. 


In the accom- 


panying article, Johnson tells how he mastered himself, and thereby laid the basis for his great athletic 
career. ‘‘Keeping in form,” he says, ‘‘is very simple. All you've got to do is never get out of form” 


After a few weeks, the people of Weiser 
decided that they liked Walter both on 
and off the baseball diamond, and a group 
of business men were taking steps to set 
him up in business for himself. It seemed 
to them that he would make a good citizen 
as well as a good pitcher. By the middle 
of the season he had won thirteen games 
and lost only two. In these fifteen games 
he had struck out two hundred and ten 
opposing batters! The average number of 
safe hits made by opposing batters while 
he was in the box was less than three to the 

me. 

And then, one day, a scout for the 
Washington American League team came 
to Weiser. He had heard of a promising 
young player on that team. It seems 
incredible, but the promising young plaver 
he had heard about was not Walter John- 
son. It just happened that on the day the 
scout came to town Walter pitched, and he 
decided, then and there, to take Walter 
with him. : 


REMEMBERING his Tacoma expe- 
rience, the young player—he was then 
in his twentieth year—decided to impose 
a few conditions of his own. 

“I can pitch baseball,” he said, “but 
not if I am worried. Pll go with you only 
under the condition that I have a return 
ticket in m pocket when I start. I like 
Weiser, and I’m doing well here. If there 
is a chance to do better elsewhere I’m 
game to try, but I am not going to fight 
two battles at once. When T work I want 
to put all I’ve got into the job without 
feeling that I am out on a limb with a bear 
after me.” 

“Right you are,” said the scout, and a 
few days later they set out together. The 


return ticket was never used. Walter has 
been on the pitching staff of the Washing- 
ton team ever since. That, in itself, is 
very unusual, for, as a rule, baseball 
players are sold, traded, released, farmed 
out to the minor leagues, recalled, and 

enerally shifted from team to team. Cy 

oung, for example, played on about half 
the teams in the National League. It is 
not at all unusual for a pitcher to have 
alternate good and bad years, or to wear 
himself out, and then struggle slowly back, 
or to neglect training rules and go into the 
discard for a season or two. 

Baseball is a business, and contracts 
with players are merchandise; they can be 
sold, and in the course of a few seasons 
they usually are sold. But nothing of that 
sort ever happened to Walter y A 
Every spring he reported in good con- 
dition, and throughout the season re- 
mained in good condition. One day I 
asked the great pitcher how he managed 
this. It is such a remarkable feat that I 
would not have been astounded had he 
declined to share the secret. 

“Its very simple,” he replied. “I 
never get out of condition. That’s all there 
is to it. I’m in condition all winter, hence 
have no strain on the heart when spring 
comes round. Ty Cobb and Tris Speaker 
do the same thing. Anyone can do it.” 

Ty Cobb is manager of the Detroit 
team; Speaker is manager of the Cleveland 
team. Both are still among the greatest 
of the great after twenty years in the 
game. Speaker, by the way, now has 
white hair, and still no youngster has 
crowded him off the diamond, though he 
would be glad to go if he could replace 
himself. And so would Cobb. 


Every year has been a good one for 


Walter. How many great stars he has seen 
come and go! Certainly not fewer than 
fifty, perhaps twice that many, depending 
upon one’s definition of a star. 


IONVOYED by the scout who had dis- 
covered him, Iokon reported to the 
Washington Senators in Detroit, where 
they were then playing, for it was mid- 
season. Although his pitching at once 
became a sensation, he lost more games 
than he won that year. The Washington 
team was badly balanced: that is to say, it 
was a jumble of excellent players and poor 
ones. Moreover, it lacked a winning 
spirit—what the players themselves call 
“punch.” One day they would play like 
champions, and the next they were dubs. 
The members of such a team inevitably 
begin to grumble against one another. 
There were rumors of dissension, even of 
disloyalty. Some said that certain play- 
ers didn’t half try when certain Seals 
ers were in the box. Others blamed the 
umpires, and hinted darkly that this or 
that umpire “had it in for us.” 

While pitching counts fifty per cent 
among the factors that enter into victory, 
no pitcher can win games unaided. There 
are nine men on a baseball team, and 
every one has his part to play. The 
pitcher’s function is solely defensive; it is 
his business to prevent the opposing bat- 
ters from making safe hits. But even if he 

itches a no-hit, no-run game—and Walter 
Toikan has done that several times—his 
team doesn’t win until it has made at least 
one run of its own. The Washington 
team was weak in batting. Time after 
time cheering thousands of fans surged 
out of the grand-stands saying, “He’s a 
wonder. He's the (Continued on page 110) 


The Dinner Table Is No Place 
For Speed Or Endurance Records 


Most people eat too rapidly, too much, and often the wrong kind of food —If you 
are worried or hurried, ‘it’s best not to eat at all— Beware of highly 
flavored dishes, of desserts after big meals, and of diet fads 
Other suggestions for preserving your health 


By William S. Sadler, M. D. 


PATIENT once asked me if I 
would be willing to come out 
to his house, have a meal with 
his family, and criticize their 
eating habits from the stand- 

point of health. 

“Doctor,” this man said to me, “I 
think my family would get a lot of help 
from your practical suggestions if you saw 
us in action. I want you to see just how 
we eat and what we eat, and give us some 

; vat) e 
practical advice right at the dinner table. 

“My dear sir, that would be a great 
mistake,” I told him. “Your intentions 
are good and I am going to help you; but 
to sit down at the table with you and 
criticize your diet would be about the 
worst thing imaginable, for, when you eat, 
that is the one time of all times when you 
should keep your mind off your stomach.” 

Then I went on to explain to this 
patient that not even a first-class stomach 
will do good work if it is spied on; that the 
first essential requirement of good diges- 
tion is that you keep your mind entirely 
off foods, eating, stomach, and digestion. 

And so, while I don’t want to give any 
readers of this magazine nervous indi- 
gestion, while I don’t want to sit down, as 
it were, at mealtime with you and 
criticize jour eating habits, and thus lead 
you to think about your stomach and in 
the end bring on a case of nervous 
dyspepsia, nevertheless, I think it will be 
of considerable help if, as you ride along 
in the train, or you sit around the family 
circle and ot this magazine, I can 
discuss with you the common mistakes 
you make at mealtime. 

I am not going to talk to you at meal- 
time, I am going to talk to you about meal- 
time, and I am going to talk very plainly 
and pointedly. I shall overlook the 
trifling mistakes, and call attention only 
to those that are most commonly made by 
the majority of Americans. 


FIRST of all, it is a great mistake to 
sit down at the table to eat a big square 
meal when you are fatigued, when you are 
all tired out. It is equally a mistake to 
begin the meal when you are in a hurry. 
Hasty eating is always disastrous eating. 

Many of you folks are always rushed, 
everlastingly in a hurry, and always have 
so much to do you just don’t know how 
you are going to get through the day. So, 
when you get to the dining-room table you 
start in, under the pressure and tension of 
this constant feeling of being rushed, to 
shoo '* <he food and to gulp it down. 


Now, this is a costly mistake. If you 
are nervous, irritable, and fatigued, eat 
lightly. The stomach is under a tre- 
mendous nervous influence when it comes 
to digesting food, and when you are worn 
out my advice is to take some simple, 
light food—liquid food—or a little fruit 
with a cracker, or a piece of bread and 
butter. Crackers and milk is a dish I often 
take when I am tired out. One or two 
glasses of hot milk is an excellent meal 
when you are fatigued. 


IS far better to lie down and rest 
when you are tired out, and eat later— 
but, if you must eat, eat lightly. The 
average individual with nervous tend- 
encies is in for trouble if he partakes of a 
big, full meal when suffering from weari- 
ness and fatigue. I have helped many 
sufferers from nervous indigestion by the 
plan of having them lie down and rest 
thirty minutes before eating, and for an 
hour after meals. 

Once I helped to cure a neurotic woman 
of chronic indigestion by having her 
change her hearty meal from the evening 
to noontime. Her nerves were so fas- 
tidious that they usually overwhelmed 
her with fatigue along late in the after- 
noon, and she always sat down at the 
evening meal exhausted. I transferred 
her heavy meal to noontime, and had her 
eat lightly of liquid foods, fruits, and other 
simple dishes in the evening; within three 
weeks’ time her chronic digestive troubles 
began to disappear. 

o matter whether it is the chronic 
fatigue of brain fag and nervous exhaus- 
tion, or the transient, temporary fatigue of 
over-exertion, or other passing stress or 
strain, no matter what the source of this 
exhaustion, don’t eat heartily when you are 
fatigued. 

Before I take up your meal and discuss 
it in detail, I want to pay my respects to 
dietetic fads, to making a religion out of 
eating, to pen the conscience involved 
in your table habits. 

year or two ago there came to me a 
woman who was scarcely able to walk. 
She had been following dietetic fads for 
about five years. She had tried ten dif- 
ferent systems of eating and dieting, and 
she was all but dead. She was one of those 
over-scrupulous, highly conscientious in- 
dividuals who make a veritable religion 
out of any system of diet they espouse. 
When she didn’t get well with one, instead 
of recognizing the source of her trouble 
and getting some common-sense advice 


from a reputable physician in regard to her 
troubles, she would go in with her whole 
heart for a new system. 

I had considerable difficulty in per- 
suading her to go to bed and start in with 
milk and fruit juice, to get her strength 
built up a little. Gradually we added to 
her diet, until shortly she was able to eat 
like a horse. 

One by one, as I brought in such foods 
as baked potatoes, roast beef, cabbage 
slaw, she would protest, and say that she 
never could take those foods; but, ste 
by step, we convinced her that she could. 
In the course of fifteen weeks, she gained 
thirty-five pounds. Her digestion became 
thoroughly normal, and she was cured of 
food faditis; I trust, cured for life. 

Let me make it clear to you that when 
people are sick they often need a special 
diet; but well folks do not need special 
diet systems, or other sorts of faddish 
modes of living. They need to eat a 
normal amount of average good food, and 
then forget their digestion. Trust old 
Mother Nature to finish the job when you 
have once swallowed your meal. 

Since I am dealing somewhat with the 
mind in relation to digestion, let me 
further suggest that you do not conduct 
the family discipline at mealtime. 

I know of a well-meaning mother who 
is ruining the health of her family by 
correcting their faults and doing most of 
the family disciplining at the dining table. 
She has a large family, six children, and 
mealtime is about the only occasion when 
she has them all together. Then Mary’s 
faults and Johnny's shortcomings are 
discussed. is bad practice is upsetting 
Father’s digestion, because he is getting 
grouchy, and he is beginning to talk over 

is business troubles at mealtime. If this 
is not stopped, it is going to wreck the 
health and the happiness of the whole 
family. Three of the members are already 
troubled with nervous indigestion. 


WE FIRST learned of the effect of a 
ruffled temper on the digestion by 
studying this thing in animals by means 
of the X-ray. Almost twenty years ago a 
phastolosist told us that when a cat fad 
n given a good meal and was allowed to 
curl up in front of the fireplace for a nap, 
the X-ray showed her stomach and bowel 
movements to be regular. But if someone 
ulled this cat’s tail just enough to make 
er angry, the digestive process would be 
almost completely stopped. Then, unless 
the cat’s fur was rubbed the right way, to 
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get her to singing and purring again, this 
suspension of digestive activity might last 
anywhere from ten minutes to half an hour. 

We now know, from later experiments 
with man himself, that this same thing 
happens to us when we get into any sort 
of an unhappy mental state. 

If you are going to have good digestion 
you must learn how to eat your food with 
cheerfulness and gladness of heart. Meal- 


driving at is this: A lot of people are 
suffering from indigestion as the result of 
a multiplicity of dishes. They taste a 
little of this and a little of that, and they 
don’t seem to understand that it ıs 
difficult for old Mother Nature to secrete 
gastric juices that are capable of digesting 
so many different and diverse foods:all at 
once. 

This advice will interfere with ultra- 


The stomach secretes a type of juice to 
fit every food. Experiments with a dog 
show that if he is accustomed to a diet of 
bread and milk, he will have indigestion if 
his food is suddenly changed to meat. 
One investigator found that it took 
twenty-one days to accustom a dog’s 
stomach to a radical change in diet. 
There is a bread and milk type of gastric 
juice, and a meat type of gastric juice; 


time is the time for good 
cheer, laughter, and light- 
heartedness. The care-free 
conversation of children is 
fine for digestion. The at- 
mosphere of the dining-room 
must be jovial, hopeful. Talk 
about your next vacation; 
tell your funny experiences 
at the table. 
Recently, I had no end of 
trouble with a middle-aged 
atient who had long suf- 
ered from indigestion. At 
first I thought it was a case 
of nervous dyspepsia—but 
this patient was not neurotic 
and she did not seem to be 
self-centered. Finally I 
asked her to write down all 
the foods eaten at each meal; 
that is, after the meal was 
over, to enumerate the dif- 
ferent articles of diet, and 
about what quantity had 
been eaten. I was amazed 
to find that on the average 
she was partaking of twelve 
different things at each meal. 
She was cured of her 
digestive troubles in a few 
weeks after we limited her 
to three articles of diet at 
any one meal, and had her 
change these articles at each 
meal. The menus were made 
out so that she would have 
only three main articles of 
diet at one time, but would 
po for several days before 
aving these same dishes 
again. She had variety from 
meal to meal, but not a 
great variety at any one 
meal. 


ANOTHER of my pa- 
tients, a well-to-do man 
of leisure, had been all over 
this country, dieting himself 
and consulting stomach 
specialists. After two or 
three weeks’ study I made 
up my mind that this fellow 
would probably do all right 
onsomesimple sorts of foods. 
I put him for three weeks 
on a diet that consisted of 
crackers and milk, bread 
and butter, and soft-boiled 


If You Want To Be Healthy 
And Wealthy — Be Wise! 


N THE accompanying article, Doctor Sadler 

shows how most of those who suffer from 

stomach troubles have only themselves to 
blame. They lack wisdom and judgment on the 
all-important matter of what to eat, and how to 
eat it. “The following suggestions,” he says, 
“may help you avoid indigestion, or may show 
you the way to health if you are already a chronic 
dyspeptic: ; 

1. Keep your mind off your stomach while 
you are eating. Even the best-natured stomach 
resents being “‘spied on.” 

2. Don’t try to eat a big meal when you are 
nervous, irritable, or tired out. It takes a tremen- 
dous amount of nervous energy to digest food. 

8. Don’t discipline’ the family at mealtime, 
or discuss anything unpleasant. Anger, worry, 
and other disagreeable emotions hinder digestion. 

4. Don’t eat a lot of different kinds of food at 
any one meal. Get your variety from meal to 
meal. Mother Nature provides a gastric juice 
for each kind of food, but she can’t secrete one 
capable of digesting a great many diverse foods 
all at once. 

5. Avoid taking extremes of heat or cold into 
the stomach. Scalding-hot food is injurious. Hold 
ice cream or other frozen food in the mouth 
until it melts. To cool the stomach abruptly 
retards digestion. 

6. Don’t put food in your stomach. every 
time it feels empty. A glass of water will chase 
that “‘all-gone” feeling, without spoiling your 
appetite for the next meal. 

7. Don't bolt your food. Careful chewing is 
not only good for the digestion, but it also induces 
relaxation and prevents overeating. 

8. Avoid highly seasoned dishes. Remember 
that too much salt or sugar is dangerous. 

9. Eat enough hard foods, such as toast, 
crackers, nuts, and the like, to exercise the gums. 

10. Don’t overeat. More people dig their 
graves with their teeth than are carried off by 
pneumonia. Overeating brings on the “age” 
diseases, such as heart failure and hardening of 
the arteries. 


and this is probably one of 
the reasons why we get into 
trouble with our stomachs 
when we eat fifteen different 
things at the same meal. 
Now we come to the first 
course of your average 
dinner, the soup—and I ap- 
prove of soup. Why? For 
two reasons: First, a liquid 
of this sort taken early in 
the meal favors the prompt 
secretion of good digestive 
juice on the part of the 
stomach; and, second, I be- 
lieve it is a good plan to have 
soup because it helps to fill 
up the stomach and in this 
way aids in preventing over- 
eating. The common mis- 
take made in eating soup is 
that it is swallowed too hot. 
It is not only injurious to 
the taste, to the tissues of 
the tongue and mouth, to 
swallow soup and other 
foods scalding hot, but it is 
injurious to the stomach. 


BELIEVE that over-hot 

food is really debilitating 
to the stomach, and there 
are some authorities who 
consider that eating of food 
so terribly hot serves to pre- 
dispose certain types of per- 
sons to ulcers and even 
cancer of the stomach. Soup 
is more wholesome too, if it 
contains pieces of toasted 
bread or crumbled crackers, 
so that there is some in- 
ducement for mastication 
before it is swallowed. 

Now, since I have criti- 
cized taking the soup too 
hot, let me also offer a word 
of caution about the big 
drink of ice-cold water you 
just gulped down. Now, 
mind you, I am not object- 
ing to cold water, or cool 
milk; but the highly iced 
drinks are objectionable for 
the average individual. The 
temperature of the stomach 
must be up to a certain 
point in order that digestion 
may proceed, and when ex- 
cessively cold drinks or cold 


eggs. His only variation 
was a little celery for bulk 
and some orange juice for vitamins. At 
the end of ten days his digestive troubles 
began to disappear, and at the end of 
three weeks he was gaining in weight and, 
with the exception of a little gas every 
few days that bothered him somewhat, 
he was free from his old stomach dis- 
orders. 

Any other simple sort of diet would 
have worked just as well. The thing I am 


fashionable, many-coursed banquet types 
of dinners; but if you are sick and want to 
get well, take my advice and eat nore 
simply. After doing that for a while, you 
will have such good digestion that now 
and then you can eat fifteen courses at 
a banquet without harming yourself. It 
isn’t what we do now and then that causes 
stomach troubles; it is the things we do 
every day. 


desserts, as in the case of ice 
cream, are swallowed in 
large gulps, they lower the temperature of 
the stomach and interfere, for the time 
being, with digestion. 

If these ice-cold foods and drinks are 
taken they should be held in the mouth 
long enough to warm them up to some 
extent before they go into the stomach. 
In this way, ice cream can be rendered 
free from all objection. From the nervous 
standpoint there (Continued on page 214 
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The residence of Robert F. Jones, of Minneapolis, an exact reproduction of the poet Longfellow’s Cambridge, Massachusetts, home 


Jones Catches "Km Young 
But He Doesn't Treat Em Rough 


“Kindness and common sense are the only weapons I’ve ever used in training wild 
animals,” says Robert F. Jones, owner of Longfellow Gardens, Minneap- 
olis— “I’ve taken a big tiger to walk with me, and have tamed 
almost every creature except a Tasmanian devil” 


By Sherman Gwinn 


WAS one of those hot, sult back to bed and don’t wany. It’s just late, and I didn’t wish to disturb my 
nighe which we often have in mid- one of those pesky bears. I’ll have to go men.” 
July. Midnight was struck by a down and see what he wants.” “Of course you had a gun?” 


distant clock; but the folks in the 
big house, awake and intent, scarcely 
heard the clock, because somebody was 
trying to break in the kitchen door! 
“He’s been there fifteen minutes 
gasped the daughter. “I think he’s trying 
pik the lock!” 
he little group in the upper hall 
listened. A floor board of the rear porch 
creaked under a heavy tread. Silence! 
Then came again a weird, blood-chilling 
scratching on the door panels, a fierce 
impatient jerk at the knob! 
“S's it, eh!” laughed the master 
in relief. “Vou folks go on 


1” 


As soon as he had put on some clothing, 
he hastened down to the kitchen. A 
growling, six-foot Canadian bear awaited 
him on the rear porch! 

Now I, for one, am not used to being 
aroused out of bed at midnight by a full- 
grown he-bear clawing an alarm at my 
kitchen door. So when Robert F. Jones 
paused in his story to laugh, I can’t say 
that I laughed in return. To tell the 
truth, I felt a sinking in the region of my 
belt buckle. 

“You confronted that bear single- 
handed?” I ejaculated. : 

“Certainly,” said Mr. Jones. “It was 


“No, I took only a lantern.” 

And then he added, almost in apology 
for taking that, “It was unusually dark 
and, to be exact, I wasn’t entirely sure it 
was one of the bears. There was a chance 
that it might be a tiger or a lion.” 

“M gosh!” 


WE WERE seated in the living-room 
of the Jones home in Minneapolis, a 
home that is within sound of Gma 
Minnehaha Falls, and which is an exact 
reproduction of the poet Longfellow’s 
house in New England. I took a second 
look at my host, who spoke of bears, and 
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of tigers and lions, as casually as most of 
us speak of house dogs. 

He is seventy-two years old, very mild 
of manner and not more than five feet five 
inches in height, a little man who likes 
to quote Longfellow and who habitually 
wears a high silk hat and a Prince Albert 
coat. Hewas the last man of my acquaint- 
ance whom I would have picked to be a 
noted owner and tamer of wild beasts. 

Yet Robert F. Jones 
is that, and more. He 
loves animals and birds 
with a deep and abiding 
faith in them, and the - 
most savage and the 
most timid alike seem to 
return his affection and 
his trust. All his life he 
has had birds and animals 
about him, and not one 
has so much as ever 
scratched him! Long- 
fellow Gardens—the pri- 
vate park at Minnehaha 
Falls where he built his 
home almost twenty 

ears ago—contains per- 
hare the largest and fin- 
est collection of wild 
beasts and birds owned 
by any private collector 
in North America. More 
than two ‘million folks 
have visited ‘the park 
since it was founded in 


1906. 
te Jones has worked 
out his own methods of 
handling animals. He 
has taken a Bengal tiger 
from the cage in which 
it was originally crated 
in an Indian jungle for 
shipment, and tamed it 
by the same methods he 
employed as a farm boy 
in New York State to 
tame a colt. Several 
years ago he startled 
many folks on the streets 
near his home by leading 
about a young tiger, 
secured only by a chain 
leash and leather collar, 
like a dog. 


But to get back to 
the midnight visitor 
whom Mr. Jones went 
down to greet, armed 
with nothing more for- 
midable than an old kero- 
sene lantern. 

“Te was Teddy, the 
bear, sure enough,” he 
went on. “I had sus- 
pected as much, because several times 
previously he had paid me a call unin- 
vited. But never before had he called at 
night, and I couldn’t imagine what he 
wanted. I was puzzled too as to how he 
had got loose. 

“But Teddy didn’t keep me long in 
doubt. As soon as I had given himalump of 
sugar, he ambled off the porch and started 
directly for the cage which he shared with 
Alice, his mate. The cage gate proved 
to be wide open. Teddy entered, stopped, 
and looked about with an ‘Now-what- 
do-you-think-of-this?’ expression. Alice, 
the other big bear, was missing!” 


ing.” 


“Two of ’em loose?” I exclaimed. 

Mr. Jones nodded. “Through some 
oversight, possibly at feeding or cleaning 
time, the gate hadn’t been secured prop- 
erly. I guessed that Alice must have 
ianeed this while Teddy slept, and had’ 
slipped out for a stroll without letting 
him know of it. Later he had missed.-her 
and had come to arouse me. x 

“But I haven’t-yet come to the most 


These baby lions are getting their first lesson in ‘‘pyramid- 


Mr. Jones begins to accustom the cubs to his pres- 
ence and to kind treatment when they are only a day old 


remarkable feature of this experience. The 
bear, as you may know, is the clown and 
cut-up of the animal kingdom. Well, that 
night Alice played a real prank on me. 
Teddy may have been innocent of it, as I 
at first maged, or he may have been her 
accomplice; you will have to decide that 
for yourself. Here is what happened: 

“I shut Teddy in the cage, much to his 
chagrin, and set out with the lantern to 
find the other bear. The park is sur- 
rounded by a stout, high fence. I didn’t 
think that Alice would try to climb it; but 
I was uneasy for fear she might get into 
mischief wd some of the other animals. 


“My lantern was poor and gave only a 
very limited circle of light. I searched 
everywhere, calling the bear by name, go- 
ing up and down the gravel walks, around. 
the various buildings and cages, poking 
under shrubbery and into every conceiv- 
able hiding place. I found not a sign of 
Alice. -=a 

“Every now and then, however, I was 
positive that I heard a slight sound almost 
behind me Each sme 
stopped abruptly an 
listened, but wae GbE 
to discover anything. 
Then again I would 
catch that sound as of 
being followed. And sud- 
denly it dawned on me 
that I was being followed 
—by Alice!” 

“She kept just beyond 
the circle of light, halted 
when I did, and resumed 
walking when I did. This 
must have been going on 
for twenty minutes be- 
fore I discovered her 
trick. Then I decided 
to play a trick in turn. 

“Still calling her name 
and making believe that 
I was searching, I cir- 
cled back toward the 
bear cage. Behind me, 
my ears told me, ambled 
Alice as before, just out 
of sight and taking ad- 
vantage of every bit of 
aio ber: At the cage 
I opened the gate, walked 
inside with it open be- 
hind me, and very osten- 
tatiously produced my 
bag of sugar lumps, from 
which I began to feed 
Teddy. That was too 
much for Alice. In a 
moment she, too, was 
inside the cage nosing at 
the bag for her share. 

“Tm not saying those 
two bears planned that 
stunt,” said Mr. Jones. 
“You may charge it up 
to coincidence, accident, 
or anything else that 
you like.” 


“ HAT was the first 
animal you ever 
owned?” I asked. 

“A plain, no-account, 
little mongrel dog,” Mr. 
Jones replied, inline: ae | 
can’t recall that he ever 
did anything unusual 
for a dog, but to this 
day I’ve a soft spot in my heart for him. 

“We lived then at Brasher Falls, New 
York, a little town of six or seven hundred 
people. I was the youngest of eleven 
children. My dog was my one plaything; 
he was closer to me than any human chum. 
I called him ‘Ring.’ 

“He had strayed in one day, half 
starved and pretty much the worse for 
wear. When Merer fed him, he decided 
o adopt us. I also had decided to adopt 

im. 

“‘You may keep him, under one con- 
dition,’ said Father. ‘That condition is 
that you care for him as faithfully as you 
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would like to be cared for, and that you 
never mistreat him. He is only a dog; 
but never forget that he has feelings just 
as you have.’ 

“I wasn’t yet seven years old, but that 
injunction gave my dog, and, in fact, 
every dumb creature, a new standing in 
my eyes. It impressed upon me that 
dumb things are creatures, a little lower 
in the scale than we humans, but still in 
the same scale! 

“I wasn’t yet eight when Father 
bought a farm at Bombay, not far 
from Brasher Falls, and went into stock 
raising. My brothers, all older than I, had 
drifted into various work or were away at 
school; my sister had married; so I was 
the one child who went with Father and 
Mother to the stock farm. 

Our live stock included horses, cows, 
sheep, and fine breeds of hogs and poultry. 

“One of my chores was to drive the 
horse and cow herds to pasture each 
morning, and to return them to their 
enclosures at sundown. A creek traversed 
the pasture land, a winding, shallow 
stream with frequent fords at which the 
animals crossed and recrossed. At the 
ford most frequently used by the horses, 
one late afternoon I came upon a near 
tragedy. i 

“The herd had gone over in a bunch 
and had headed, at a trot, toward the 
open bars for home. That is, all except 
adam. She alone stayed behind, whinny- 
ing and dashing about in a vain search 
for her colt. Presently I noticed some- 
thing which had escaped her; the colt, 
only a few hours old, had become mired 
in the approach to the ford. 

“The mud was up to my knees. I had 
no implement but my hands. The colt 
was almost as big as I, but I set to work 
frantically to rescue it. I dug in the mud 
until I fell in exhaustion and in tears. 
It was too far to run home for help— 
the colt might die while I was gone. At 
last I got the colt’s head out, next its 
front quarters, and! getting under it I 
heaved for all I was worth. That freed 
it. After a little, with me steadying ft, it 
was able to stagger after its mother. We 
must have made. an odd sight going up the 
road to the barn—the ungainly, wobbly 
colt and I, caked with mud, and the 
mother nosing alongside seemingly anx- 
ious ‘about both of.us. i 

“Days went by before the colt could 

et about normally. No bones had been 
roken, but it was bruised from head to 
foot. Cold set in from its wetting, 
neumonia threatened, and the farm 
ands and Father doubted that it would 
live. But I refused to give up the-colt. 
The dam‘and I nursed it together; it was 
a great day for me when the colt trotted 
off to pasture with ‘the herd. In reward 


Father made me a ‘present of the’animal: 


and it became my second pet. 


“ (MOLTS, when left to run in a herd,” 

continued Mr. Jones, “ become pretty 
wild. My colt, however, was never wild 
to me. In a short time he would come at 
my call.- Before he was a year old, he 
would obey commands. 

“T caught him to understand my orders 
simply by putting my arm about fis neck 
and pressing gently in the direction I 
wished him to go, at the same time 
repeating the order. For ‘Whoa’ I would 
hold back gently until he stopped, when I 
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would reward him with a bit of sugar; for 
‘Get up,’ I would press forward, and so on. 
In a few months he would go, stop, turn, 
and back at a word, without guidance. 
“*Te’s about time,’ Father reminded 
me one day, ‘that you start breaking that 
colt to harness.’ 
“‘He won’t need breaking,’ I said. 
‘He'll do whatever I tell him to do.’ 
“The most the colt had worn up to that 
time was a halter, and Father laughed 
heartily at my excess of confidence. 
“All colts need breaking,’ he said. 
‘Yours is no exception.” And he started 
off to town on business. 


be HEN Father was out of sight, I took 

my colt to the harness house. Piece 
by piece i put the harness on him. Hedidn’t 
know quite what to make of the proce- 
dure, but he trusted me. He even took 
the bit and bridle without fear, and I used 
only a plain straight bit and open bridle. 
You see, I had faith in the colt also, and 
was willing to entrust my safety to him. 
Then I hitched him fast to a light’surrey, 
gave him the order to go, and he obeyed 
as readily as if he had worn harness all his 
life. 

“Half way to town we met Father, on 
his way home. His eyes fairly popped as 
he brought his horse to a stop beside my 
colt, which stood as steadily as his horse. 

“Td have never believed it, son,’ he 
said, ‘if I hadn’t seen it myself. It’s a 
thing I thought couldn’t be done.’” 

Smiling, Sete added: 

“T’ve trained a good many animals 
since then—tigers, lions, bears, and ele- 
phants, and I’ve never had to ‘break’ 
one of them. Professional animal trainers 
told me I was crazy when I said a lion 
could be trained by practically the same 
methods I had used in training that colt. 
They said I might know horses, but that 
I didn’t know lions by a long shot. And, 
for a fact, when I started training lions 
I didn’t know them as lions. 

But I had learned something bigger 
and more important about all animals; 
that is, that they will respond to con- 
tinued and unvarying kindness; and that 
they will give trust to one in whom they 
can place trust. I’ve handled hundreds 
of wild animals during the past twenty or 


thirty years, and I’ve found this rule to ` 


hold ‘good with all of them—excepting 
one.” That exception is the Tasmanian 
devil, a: brown little burrowing animal 
scarcely. larger than a badger, which 
persists in living up to its name. ? . 

“Do you mean,” I interrupted, “that 
a jungle beast, like a lion or a. tiger, may 
be tamed as readily as a colt?” - 

“By the same method,” corrected Mr. 
Jones. “Of course a wild animal requires 
more patience and more time to win its 
confidence. I like to start with the animal 
right after it is born, if possible. I like it 
to know me almost as soon as it knows its 
mother. For example, right now I have 
a brood of baby lions which are ‘getting 
their first lessons in pyramidin 


have a daily romp. Every young animal 
in the gardens receives some attention 
from me daily, some little treat in the way 
of a titbit, some act of kindness. Inci- 
dentally, they are being taught to carn 
these favors, and thus they grow into their 
training. 

“When I first started to exhibit trained 


y 
lap.: I have some cub bears with which I- 


aniinals in public acts of the same kind 
that you’ve seen in circuses, I hired pro- 
fessional wild animal trainers. I had some 
trainers who were reputed to be the finest 
in the country, men and women who had 
given a lifetime to the business. But we 
couldn’t agree on methods. One well- 
known trainer told me bluntly that it 
would ruin a lion cub to try to train it 
before it was two or three years old. 

“*The cub’s bones,’ he explained, 
‘haven’t hardened sufficiently to stand 
the punishment that is necessary, and 
the rough handling.’ 

“He, as well as the others, absolutely 
refused to go into a wild animal act with- 
out the customary whip or rod in one 
hand, and often a key bar in the other. 
And I, as emphatically, refused to allow 
even the snapping of a whip at any of my 
animals. I wasn’t going to have them 
intimidated or taught to perform through 
ear. f 
“Finally, I discharged my last pro- 
fessional trainer, and called together the 
men I had employed to feed the animals 
and clean their cages. These men had 
never trained an animal in their lives. 

““Boys, we are going to train our 
animals hereafter without any outside 
assistance,’ I told them. ‘You know 
these animals, and they know you. Since 
you've taught them to love you, I think 
you also can teach them to act. Are you 
willing to become my trainers?’ 

“That was fifteen years ago. Every 
animal we've tied since has been 
trained by me or by these men.: I myself 
put most of our actors through their 
stunts, for, once trained in an act, animals 
will perform for anybody who follows the 
act program. During the summer months, 
we have daily public performances here 
at Longfellow Gardens. They are the 
same kind that you will see in the best 
circuses, with this exception: In the 
circus ring, the trainer usually strives to 
show by some by-play—which is invari- 
ably staged as a part of the act—that he 
is handling dangerous beasts which are 
likely at any moment to pounce upon him. 
We try to show that our beasts are not 
dangerous and vicious, but docile and 
well-mannered creatures, perfectly tamed, 
and harmless. In short, we seek to win 
over our spectators to a love for the 
animals, not to a fear of them. 

“The average trainer begins work with 
the mature animal, and gains his point by 
teaching respect. ' I begin with the-day- 
old baby, and gain my point by teachi 
trust! Ap ty the same rule to folks, an 
you'll fad it holds good with them, too! 


“ [ONGFELLOW GARDENS is, to-day. 
‘a combined zoological park and sum- 
mer animal circus, open to all the public. It 


-is privately owned by me, a very profitable 


venture.both financially and otherwise. 
The animals ‘are divided into two groups 
—those which are kept purely for exhibi- 
tion and those which are trained for daily 
public performances. My collection rep- 
resents almost every known kind of bird 
and animal, And yet I became a collector 
and trainer of animals quite by accident. 
Indeed, I was fifty-five years old before I 
built Longfellow Gardens. 

“It was my boyhood ambition to get 
into business, and Father encouraged me 
in this. As soon as I had progressed far 
enough in the local public school, he sent 
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me to Wolfboro Institute, in New Hamp- 
shire, for training along business lines. 
Upon finishing at the institute, I struck* 
out for maali. 

“A branch of the Portland and Conway 
Railway was being built into Wolfboro, 
and I got work as a clerk in the pay- 
master’s office. From the start, I saved 
every penny I could. In a year or two I 
was several hundred dollars ahead. 


“EVERYBODY I knew was talking of 
the opportunities in the West. The 
newspapers were full of it. I got the ‘Go 
West’ fever. The railroad-building job was 
nearing its end, so I resigned, took my 
savings and bought a ticket for Minne- 
apolis, which was as far west as my pocket- 
book permitted me to go and allow a nest 
egg with which to get started. 

“For a month I searched for work 


without success. Minneapolis was then a 
place of less than thirty thousand, and its 
interests were largely those of lumbering. 
There were no street cars, and only board 
walks along the unpaved streets. Laborers 
and lumbermen were in demand, but not 
clerks. 

“Several times, in restaurants, I had 
asked for some kind of sea food, to be told 
it wasn’t to be had in Minneapolis. 

“Td put it on my table,’ one restau- 
rant man told me, ‘if I could get it. But 
nobody here handles it.’ 

“The idea suddenly occurred to me that 
here was an opportunity. 

“T opened a little market, and began 
selling sea food and other foods. It was 
an overnight success. In a few years I was 
quite independent, and I bought a home 
in the center of the city, with three acres 
of land about it. You see, I wanted that 
land because I missed the 
farm. Most of all, I missed 
the farm animals I had 
grown up with as a boy. 

** Anybody who pre- 
tended to be anything in 
those days owned a good 
driving-horse or two, and 
as soon as I could afford 
it I bought a span of the 
fastest trotters in town. 
Whenever there was a 
horse show or a race meet, 
I was present. I made the 
acquaintance of the owners 
and managers of good 
horses and, knowing and 
loving horses as I did, I 
began to be looked upon 
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as quite an authority on them. At the 
end ofi ten years, I was so wrapped up 
in horses that I sold my sea-food market 
to a large syndicate, and took up horses 
as a business. 

“A driving association was being 
organized at a capitalization of fifty 
thousand dollars, and I became its secre- 
tary. We built a fine track, and in the 
course of the next few years brought some 
of the country’s most Baai trotters and 
pacers to Minneapolis for exhibitions and 
races. Also, I promoted shows and meets 
all over the Northwest. At the time there 
was hardly a horse of account in the 
country about which I couldn’t tell, from 
memory, its breeding, performance, owner- 
ship, and records. I knew most of the 
prominent horsemen personally, and 
would travel a houeand miles to see a 
really good horse. 


“THESE activities led to my being made 
president of the Great Western Trot- 
ting Circuit, which embraced fivestate fairs 
a various other race meetings. About 
this time, too, I bought ‘The Horseman 
and Stockman,’ a magazine devoted 
mainly to the interests of the well-bred 
horse. 

“I almost lived with horses. My big 
effort was directed toward getting people 
to buy good horses, and to improve the 
breeding of horses on our farms. Many 

rominent men of the day had me to 
bay their horses for them. By far the 
most notable horse I ever bought was 
the world-famous pacer, ‘Dan Patch,’ 
whom I purchased for M. W. Savage, the 
big stock-food (Continued on page 148) 


“Handling” animals describes Mr. Jones’s method of training exactly. The only protection he ever uses is a pair 
of heavy gloves. This elephant is allowing his friend and master to examine his teeth. . . . In the circle appears 
Romeo, one of a pair of Egyptian pelicans which Mr. Jones has trained to fly to him at call, even over the heads 
of the people in the park. Romeo’s wing-spread from tip to tip is fourteen feet. He weighs eighty pounds 
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Discarded 


By Inez Haynes Irwin 


ERTRUDE HAVILAND, hold- 
ing Joy’s little hand in hers, 
stood in the doorway of her 
house, watching three bicycles, 
all triumphantly ringing their 

bells, disappearing in the direction of the 
station. 

Ira Forbes was coming home at last! It 
was not train time yet, but Happy and 
Editha and Nabby had refused to wait any 
longer. After a moment, Joy flitted away 
toward the orchard, and Gertrude moved 
leisurely over the stepping-stones which 
ran to the street. 

She extracted a score of letters from the 
little silvery rural-delivery mail box.With- 
out opening them, she examined them 
rapidly. One was postmarked Maywood. 
The rest she wadded into the pocket of her 
sweater; but this one she held musingly 
in her hand, while she turned and walked 
back to the house. 

Great changes had come to the Mow- 
bray house since that April day, six years 
before, when Gertrude Haviland had ar- 
rived with her three children. The rough 
shingles retained their ancient coloring, 
and the windows their twenty-four lights 
of old glass. But wooden shutters, perfo- 
rated with a design in the shape of a bottle, 
and painted a vivid apple green, put a 
springlike dazzle on the old clapboards, on 
which two centuries of wind and storm 
had placed a silvery plush. The old door 
had been painted the same green; a brass 
knocker emitted a punctuating glitter be- 
low the fanlight. i 

The lawn, which stretched from road to 
house, was like velvet. On it a pair of 
wine-glass elms and occasional bushes 
seemed to.stand knee-deep in shadow. At 
either side, patches of old-fashioned gar- 
den made mats as vivid as futuristic rugs. 

Sumac hedges separated the barn and 
the shed from the house, but above it they 
showed Dutch doors, and windows shut- 
tered in the same vivid green. To one 
side the jungle still flourished, but under 
careful control; the little pond flickered 
between the bushes. 


THE RE were changes almost as great in 
the woman who walked slowly back 
over the stepping-stones, between the 
trimly Sainred kra which stood guard at the 
threshold. The awkward stoutness had dis- 
appeared from her figure. Compared with 
the woman of six years ago she was almost 
lithe. The sallow look had gone from her 
skin. Color glowed in it. Her gray eyes 
were singularly deep. To-day they were 
flooded with light—a light of eagerness 
and expectancy. Still musing, she walked 
through the hall, went up-stairs to her 
bedroom, seated herself by the window. 
Then she opened Emily Ellis’s letter. 
DEAREST GERTRUDE: I am so ashamed that 
two years have gone by without my writing to 
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ou. But I do have the very best of excuses. 

have just returned from Europe. 

Of course I have found great changes in 
Maywood—marriages, births, deaths, divorces, 
war-disasters of various kinds. But you will 
want to know the news that concerns you most 


intimately. 
Will and Alicia have a little son, almost two 
years old. In fact, he 


was born just after I 
left America. Alicia had 
a terrible time. . .. 


Will with another 
child! For an instant 


the old numbness in- iF i 
vaded Gertrude’s Pea Bhi 
heart. But she dis- RN Hj 
covered presently Le fip 


Editha, however, shook hands 
with her father, and after a 
little hesitation lifted her face 
to his kiss. Her own face looked 
as Gertrude had never seen it— 
all its gypsyish sparkle stilled 
in a strange, meditative terror 


that her chill proceeded not from the 
fact that the child was another woman’s, 
but from the fact that it was a boy. Will 
had said in that first letter that Happy 
was to inherit the Haviland homestead. 
Gertrude did not deceive herself. She 
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Discarded, by INEz HAYNES IRWIN 


knew that she had no desire to return to 
Maywood. Her life in Rock Harbor was 
ample, rich. It made her Maywood 
existence seem meager. But she dis- 
covered that all these six years she had 
been holding the hope that Happy would 
come into his inheritance. Now, an inner 
wisdom apprised her, she must abandon 
that hope. Will would be as square as, 
in the circumstances, he could. But he 
would want Alicia’s son to carry on the 
Haviland line. 

She and her three elder children were 
blank figures, moving colorlessly through 
the mist of his past. Of Joy’s existence Me 
did not even know. They would all recede 
further and further into that mist. Happy 
would never bring his bride to the Havi- 
land homestead. Suddenly, she was as- 
tounded to realize how little she cared.... 


At one time Doctor Saunders 
thought he wasn’t going to pull 
her through. Will was almost 
insane. She was frail for months 
after the baby was born, but 
now she says she’s perfectly well. 

I went there almost the first 
thing, realizing that you would 


ar a “eye 


mee ne S `~ 
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want to know all about it. He is a lovely 
baby, a really unusual-looking child. -I think 
he is the image of Will, and so does Alicia— 
but of course she wants to think that. They 
have named the baby Will Haviland, and they 
always refer to him as William the Conqueror. 
They are in that seventh heaven which I 
notice always comes to middle-aged parents. 

I have never seen Will in such health. 
There is a spring to his walk and a light in his 
eyes that make him seem ten years younger. 
Alicia isn’t so strong. She still keeps that 
exquisite figure; but she doesn’t look so well 
in the face as she did. There’s—I don’t know 
how to describe it—a kind of waxy quality, and 
her hair is quite white. 

The house is perfection. It has become the 
show place of Maywood. Everybody takes his 
visitors there the first thing, and people are so 
flattered when they’re invited. Everything is 
the divinely right thing in the divinely right 
spot. The Sheraton dining-room with the Shef- 
field plate—each piece a museum specimen—is 
a dream, and the living-room and library with 
their mulberry hangings are simply so beautiful 
and so reposeful! Well, I don’t know how many 
times they’ve been photographed for the art 
magazines. And outside, the old-fashioned 
garden is a dream of the most subtly blended 
colors—lavenders and blues and pinks. 

Dear Gertrude, when are you going to let me 
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come to see you or, better, when are you com- 
ing to see me? You would have a royal wel- 
come if you were to come back to Maywood. 
and the fact that Will and Alicia are here 
should not keep you from making a visit. Do 
write me at once and set a date. My love to 
all the dear children. I am sending a box of 
little gifts from Europe. 
Affectionately, EMILY. 


Gertrude folded the letter, put it in the 
desk with the others. Sheraton dining- 
room ... Sheffield plate . . . mulberry 
hangings. Then she made a tour of her 
upper oor wandering from bedroom to 
bedroom. Very simple, all of them: ruffled 
curtains of unbleached cotton cloth, and 
the hooked rugs which she had made. In- 
deed, much of the work of rehabilitation 
she had done herself, and it did not dimin- 
ish her enjoyment of her home that every- 
where were the markers of some triumph 
over her own ignorance and ineptitude. 


THE telephone broke into Gertrude’s 
thoughts. She took up the receiver. 
pee is Mrs. Hollis Ingram, of West 
Edgecomb,” a strange voice came to her. 

e are very interested here, Mrs. Havi- 
land, in that new 
educational system 
you’ve put in the 
Rock Harbor 


schools.” 


“Oh, yes—the Adams system.’ 
“Yes. We heard that you made a speech 
about it over in Dameron Centre the 
other night. They're going to put the 
system in there. We "re considering it 
here. The Woman’s Club wanted me to 
ask you if you’d come over and talk tous.’ 
“T’d be very glad to do so,” Gertrude 
answered instantly. It took several min- 
utes to agree on a date. Yet when Ger- 
trude hung up, she found that Will and 
Alicia were stillin her mind. She proceeded 
in her exploration of her house. 
“The children (Continued on page 119) 
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He Never Lets Business Interfere With Fishing 


I hear the music of the fish worm as he moves 
beneath a rock; 
I hear the voices of the bullhead and the pike; 
I hear the rumble of the pickerel as he argues 
with the bass; 
oe at close shop, take my fishing pole, and 
ike. 


VERY summer, people in Kansas 
City, Kansas, look for this, or a 
similar bit of 
homemade verse 
at the top of a 
full-page ad in the local 
papers. ‘‘ Business is begin- 
ning to interfere with my 
fishing,” the advertisement 
goes on tosay, “sothe store 
of Bert Collins, the ‘poor 
man’s friend,’ will close 
during the month of Au- 
gust. The fish are calling 
me. My clerks are all 
worked down to skin and 
bones, waiting on cus- 
tomers, so I am going to 
send all of them away for 
a month. The store will 
open September first and 
we promise to have more 
bargains than our dog has 
fleas.” ? 

For ten years, this sys- 
tem of advertising has 
been getting results for 
“Bargain Bert.” “When 
a man can’t make a living 
by working only nine 
months of the year, he 
had better retire,” argues 
Mr. Collins. He proves 
that he can make a ying, 
and, at the same time, get 
away from his place of 
business three months out 
of every twelve. This 
year he has spent a month 
on a trip to Panama and 
the Canal Zone. He plans 
for another trip to the 
west coast late this year. 
His annual fishing trip was 


in ny eke 

“My employees,” Mr. 
Collins said, “would work 
straight through if I said 
so, far they would get 
tired of the steady grind. 
Each August I give them 
a month’s pay and make each one prom- 
ise to get out of town for not less than 
a week. This gives them a fresh view- 
point. When they get back, they have 
forgotten anything that might have 
seemed unpleasant before.” 

Bert Collins believes in advertising. 
When he was a young man he read an 
advertisement about a grocery store that 
could be purchased at a bargain. He 
boug the store. After running it suc- 


cessfully for a short time, he advertised 
it for sale. It so!’ later read another 
ad offerin: for sale. He 
bough’ epeated until 


he had bought that same store eight 
times. He still owns the building in which 
the store is located. 

“And in the meantime I ran a dairy,” 
Mr. Collins said. “Advertising put it 
across. I made money while other dairy- 
men were merely breaking even. One of 
my ads showed in caricature a man pump- 
ing the tail of a cow. Under this eure 


Bert Collins, storekeeper of Kansas City, Kansas, who closes up shop 
every summer when the fish begin to bite, and sends his clerks on a 
month's vacation. Mr. Collins makes a specialty of goods that ‘‘have 
had a little hard luck.” His unique advertising attracts to his store huge 
crowds, the record being ten thousand in one day. He is fifty years old 


“‘This is not the way Bert Collins 
milks his cows. Our way brings the 
whitest, 
use the old method 

The “old method” showed an artist’s 
conception of Mr. Collins milking a 

reat, fat, sleek, contented cow. Several 
full pails of milk in the background sug- 
gested quantity production. 

Through his unique system of advertis- 
ing, Mr. Collins is able to sell everything 
from canned hominy to road graders, or 
curling irons. He keeps constantly before 
the public the idea that he sells “goods 
that are good goods, but which may have 


p» 


urest milk sold anywhere. We ` 


had a little hard luck.” Thus Mr. Collins 
is able to handle merchandise that other- 
wise might go begging for a buyer. A 
fire in a large warehouse recently demon- 
strated this. The building was a total 
wreck. While the firemen still fought the 
blaze, he made an offer of thirty-five 
hundred dollars cash for “what was left 
after the walls quit falling.” From the 
wreckage, he extracted 
fourteen carloads of mer- 
chandise, mostly groceries, 
mixed with sand, mortar. 
cinders, and smoke. This 
merchandise was dam- 
aged, but it all sold. 

A cursory glance at the 
stock on hand any month 
will include “almost every 
advertised product and 
some you never heard of,” 
to use the words of Mr. 
Collins. The building has 
two stories and a base- 
ment. Beginning at the 
bottom, you find Christ- 
mas tree holders, tar paper 
roofing, wire fencing, 
barbed wire, shovels 
some with handles broken 
or burned off—rugs of all 
sizes and qualities, pick 
handles, hen’s nests, bolts 
of linen, wool, and calico, 
and so on. 

On the first floor piles 
of merchandise are ar- 
ranged to look as if the 
articles had been hurriedly 
thrown together. The 
psychology ‘behind this is 
that the average person 
enjoys the thrill of dis- 
covery. He will look at a 
pair of gloves that are 
partly biden by a pair of 
overalls, and his discovery 
of just what he wants is a 
sales argument. Canned 
goods, standard brands, 
with the labels scorched 
off are carded and the 
price displayed. The con- 
tents are declared O. K. 
by the placard. Candy in 
glass containers smudged 
with smoke, the tin lid 
bent a little, sell easily. 
There are piles of tin toys, overcoats, 
tubes of glue, iron kettles, all set about 
the floor to give the appearance of a 
crowded maze of merchandise. Yet there 
is plenty of space for customers to walk 
around each pile, or along each counter 
or display case. 

The greatest business is done on the 
second floor. Here is placed everything 
that can be stored and still leave room to 
turn around: threshing machines, wagon 
wheels, kegs of bolts, lamps, musical 
instruments, sleds, phonographs, furni- 
ture, mattresses, pillows, and the like. 

A Collins ad that is printed from time 


to time is one which invites customers to 
“Come and pay us your own price.” 
Certain slow-moving articles are listed. 
They may range from a farm wagon to 
barreled dill pickles. Men and women 
usually know the prices of the different 
articles they use. A farmer seeing a 
wagon—maybe one that has been in a 
railroad wreck and has one wheel missing, 
but which is otherwise good—will offer 
half price for it. A man will want a 
dozen bolts of a certain size. 

“What are they worth to you?” a 
salesman will ask. 

“ Five cents apiece,” replies the farmer. 


Interesting People 


This may be a cent each more than the 
regular retail price, but the deal is closed 
to the satisfaction of the customer, which, 
in the end, is what every business man 
wants. 

“ Advertising will bring a crowd to my 
store any day,” Mr. Collins declares. 
“I do not even have to advertise anything 
for sale. People like to read something a 
little different from the usual.” 

“What kind of people, and how many, 
come into your store in a busy day?” this 
merchant was asked. 

“Ten thousand 


eople in one day is 
the record,” Mr. 


collins replied. “My 
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regular customers are people who can pay 
cash and who can deliver their own pur- 
chases. That means that most of my sales 
are hauled away in motor cars. I have 
placed dented cans of tomatoes in the 
rear section of a limousine, and I have sent 
Oriental rugs away in second-hand fliv- 
vers. 

“When I announce my annual vaca- 
tion,” concluded Mr. Collins, “I hear a 
greater protest from the other merchants 
in the block than I hear from all the 
customers that come into my store during 
the eleven months I keep open. Adver- 
tising does it!” CLARENCE N. COOK 


Half Way to Broadway Stands Elizabeth Grimball’s Shop 


LIZABETH GRIMBALL has to 
be a jack of all trades in order 
to be master of one profession. 
She is an expert in writing and 
producing American historical 

and symbolical pageants, and in directin 
plays for both amateur and profecsioria 
groups. 

“With the rising sun, I never know to 
what labor union I shall have to prove 
myself eligible before that sun goes down,” 
said Miss Grimball; “so I keep brushes 
and paint, needles and pins, 
hammer and nails, a type- 
writer, dyes of all colors, and 
books of various kinds always 
at hand. Any of these items 
may be needed in the course 
of the day.” 

This remarkable woman has 
written four plays: “The 
Snow Queen,” “The Waif,” 
“ A Message from the Stuart,” 
and “Cherry Pies.” She is 
also the author of many 
pageants, which she has di- 
rected. In between pageants, 
Miss Grimball has established, 
and become president of, an 
organization called Inter- 
Theatre-Arts, in New York 
City, where conspicuous work 
is being done in joining the 
professional and amateur in- 
terests of the theatre. It is 
really an experimental theatre 
workshop, in which—under 
the severe tests of actual 
public production—the un- 

nown person can get his 
wares before the large pro- 
ducers,” 

_ “It is my ambition,” says 
Miss Grimball, “to establish 
a permanent theatre that will 
be used exclusively for the 
productions of new talent 
that the little theatre and 
community groups will dis- 
cover throughout our coun- 
try. 
Only recently a young mem- 
ber of Inter-Theatre-Arts got 
a splendid sition as art 
director with Famous Players, 
as a result of work he had done 
in an Inter-Theatre-Arts pro- 
duction. Another student, Jesech Mullen, 
became art director of Cherry Lane 
Theatre. A one-act play that the society 
roduced in The Little Theatre, New 
ork, was bought by a professional pro- 


South Carolina. 


ducer immediately after its production by 
Miss Grimball. 

“Another case,” said Miss Grimball, 
“that shows how we link up with the pro- 
fessional stage is that of Helen Gahagan, 
whom I began teaching several years ago, 
and who was first noticed by critics and 
producers in an Inter-Theatre-Arts’ pro- 
duction. Five days after this play, which 
was ‘Shoot,’ she had signed a contract 
with William A. Brady. Betty Starbuck, 
another Inter-Theatre-Arts student, is 
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Elizabeth B. Grimball, head of the Inter-Theatre-Arts 
of New York City—an experimental theatre shop where 
aspiring actors and producers are trained and given a 
chance before the public—was born in Charleston, 
She was graduated from the Curry 
School of Expression, in Boston, and studied at Oxford 
University. Miss Grimball has produced many pageants 


now appearing in five numbers of the 
Garrick Gayeties.” 

A few years ago, on Roanoke Island, off 
the coast of North Carolina, Miss Grim- 
ball directed a moving picture. The 


picture was used by the state of North 
Carolina for educational and entertain- 
ment purposes. The film portrayed the 
story of “The Lost Colony,” which was 
founded in 1585 by Sir Walter Raleigh, 
and the picture was taken on the actual 
historical spot. 

“The first thing I do when I go into a 
town to put on a pageant,” said Miss 
Grimball, “‘is to become part of that town. 
Of course, reading the local papers and 
going to community meetings, where I 
listen carefully to conversa- 
tion, help out in this; but the 
biggest asset in making a 
town your friend is in just 
being sociable. My motto is: 
“Everyone counts when it is a 
pageant.’ 

“Sometimes it takes the so- 
ciety girls a day or so to 
swallow the idea of coming on 
in the same scene with the 
factory girls. Indeed, it takes 
hard talking sometimes to 
keep everybody friendly. A 
prosperous father came tc me 
one day and whispered that 
his daughter did not like 
standing next to a little im- 
migrant boy. I said to the 
father that I would ask the 
boy if he had any objections 
to standing by the girl. The 
man said he had never thought 
of it just that way before, and 
after puzzling over the idea 
for a few moments, he went 
away satisfied. 

“Down in Alabama, where 
I put on a pageant, there was 
an invalid who counted. This 
man was confined to his room. 
Once I happened to go up his 
street, and. ater heard that he 
had asked about ‘that new 
woman in town.’ After that, 
I always went a block out of 
my way to pass his window, 
and keep him interested in 
the pageant. The result was 
that he became a very valu- 
able friend, and helped me to 
write the pageant by relatin 
much interesting folk-lore an 
os myths.” t 

After a pageant is written, 
Miss Grimball turns instantly from a 
writer to an organizer. A pageant consist- 
ing of three thousand persons, to be cos- 
tumed, rehearsed in their parts, taken 
back and forth from their homes to where 
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the show is to be put on—and played to 
an audience of several thousands, who 
must be comfortably seated—requires a 
world of work. As this work develops day 
by day, the director must shed more and 
more responsibilities upon her helpers. 

A workshop is always established early 
in the game, as it attracts almost universal 
attention. School children drop into the 
shop to see the dress that the heroine will 
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wear and tell about it afterward to their 

laymates and mothers. Women who 
have the time spend many hours helping 
out in the shop. Miss Grimball is an ex- 
pert in designing costumes out of inexpen- 
sive material. 

During the World War, she directed a 
pageant in France for the entertainment of 
American soldiers. She also had charge of 
a stock company of professional actors! 


“What feature of your work do you 
like best?” I asked. 

“I like the people best,” she replied 
instantly. “I ne to talk with them, work 
with them, and watch them shed their 
restraint and have a fine, wholesome time. 
It always fires me up to think that my 
work is to make other people play. Work 
by itself doesn’t make life. There must be 
some relief. JANIE GILREATH 


Making “Wise Cracks” is Charlie Archbold’s Business 


F THOUSANDS and thousands of 

people were waiting for you to say 

something, and you had to say it in 

not more than ten easy words, what 

do you suppose you could say that 
would be remembered and talked about? 
It’s a pretty tough problem, but it’s one 
that Charles L. Archbold meets ever 
other day by making some wise crac 
like this: 

“Marriage is the splice of life,” or 
“Nobody loves a rag-chewer—look at 
the moth;” or, “Good wives make the 
best husbands.” 

And Archbold’s wise cracks are watched 
for, repeated, talked about, 
and remembered as proverbs, 
all over the Middle West. 
His audiences have been 
growing steadily for thir- 
teen years; they include 
messenger boys, college presi- 
dents, governors, senators, 
and all sorts and conditions 
of folks. 

Mr. Archbold is adver- 
tising manager of the Na- 
tional Refining and the Ca- 
nadian Oil Companies, Ltd., 
with headquarters in Cleve- 
land. His epigrams are his 
means of advertising his 
company’s products. His 
story shows that there is 
never any telling how big 
a thing a man can make out 
of some special knack he may 
ossess, provided he uses 
his head in developing it. 

“You can’t loaf and have 
dough,” Archbold admits, 
and that is a slogan he has 
been living by ever siace he 
was a kid. His father, who 
had a general store in Deca- 
tur, Indiana, told him he 
ought to go to college; but 
Charlie preferred to hang 
around and find out why the 
store didn’t attract more 
business. Soon he began to 
write the advertising for it. 
good job of it. 

“Once,” he says, “a macaroni company 
offered three prizes for the best original 
advertisements of their products written 
by dealers and inserted in local papers. 
The first prize was twenty-five dollars. 
I took a shot at it, and won first prize. 

“A grocery paper in Chicago heard of 
me through that contest, and asked me 
to write a weekly article for them, telling 
dealers how to advertise. I thought other 
dealers would appreciate the same kind 
of stuff, so I moved to Cleveland, and 
began writing for a lot of trade magazines. 
Later, I started an advertising agency, 


He did a 


and in 1910 I took over my present job. 

“T was always reading the advertising 
magazines from cover to cover and back- 
ward, and somewhere I noticed the state- 
ment that the reason so many people 
write long letters is because they don’t 
have time to write short ones! That set 
me to thinking. I went to work to see 
just how much you could say in a few 
words. That’s how I started on epi- 
grams. 

“T had quite a time persuading our 
people to let me use them in the adver- 
tising. They were afraid that it would 
seem undignified—look almost as though 
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Charles L. Archbold is advertising manager of the 
National Refining and the Canadian Oil Companies, 
Ltd., with headquarters in Cleveland. In the past 
thirteen years he has written and sold for advertising 
purposes nearly thirty thousand “‘business epigrams”’ 


we were poking fun at our own business. 
“Finally, they let me try ’em out. 
Nobody has ever wanted to quit since! 
“First, I had the epigrams printed 
on cloth and sent out to be tacked up at 
our service stations; but that cost too 
much. Then I tried boards with the ep- 
igrams printed on them. We switched 
the boards from station to station; but 
some of the epigrams were meant to be 
timely, and certain stations were always 
etting them on the wrong dates. Next, 
Teed having plain blackboards at each 
station, letting the dealer paint the epi- 
grams on for themselves. 
“Of course the dealers weren’t trained 


to do it like experts, and a good many of 
the boards looked as if they had been 
lettered by schoolboys. So that gave me 
an idea: I had a big figure of a boy made 
up, showing him holding an imitation 
slate. When the lettering went on the 
slate rather crudely, it looked as if the 
boy had written something smart, and 
was holding it up for everybody to see. 
There was a human touch to that, and 
it went straight home. The boy with his 
slate to-day stands in front of more than 
twelve thousand service stations, garages, 
general stores, and places where oil and 
gasolene are sold, and each boy delivers 
the message at each place to 
probably not fewer than five 
hundred people every day.” 

Here are just a few of the 
twenty or thirty thousand epi- 
grams Archbold has written: 


“Always watch the car 
behind the one ahead of 
‘you.” (The judge of the 
speeder’s court in Cleveland 
liked this so much that he 
had it printed on a huge ban- 
ner in his court-room.) 

“If Dad says ‘No,’ and Ma 
says ‘Yes,’ ‘Yes’ is correct. 

“Be it ever so homely, 
there’s no face like your own. 

“A grapefruit is a lemon 
thathada chanceand took it.” 


“A day never passes but 
I see several things that sug- 
gest epigrams,” said Mr. 
Archbold, “and I jot down 
each idea as it comes to me. 
My wife came home one day 
with a new pocketbook, which 
she had had charged. That 
suggested to me, ‘An optimist 
is one who buys a pocketbook 
on credit.’ 

“I file my ideas at home, 
and once a month I go over 
them arid try to boil them 
down to ten words.” 

Eighteen or twenty epi- 
grams are used each month on the boy and 
slate signs. But, in addition, Archbold 
writes fifty or more besides for the house 
organ he edits, which goes to many thou- 
sands of automobile owners every month. 

He dearly loves a good joke; and it 
was quite natural for him to insert, 
without comment, in one of his house 
organs, “It is a peculiar fact that the 
word ‘and’ occurs only once in the Bible.” 

He was deluged iti hundreds of letters 
of protest, many of them quoting chapter 
and book, starting with Genesis. His 
characteristic comeback at them all was: 

“Tm glad to do what I can to get folks 
to read the Bible!” NEIL M. CLARK 


A Schoolboy Who Takes Remarkable Pictures of Birds 


EORGE BONNER’S interest 
in photography was aroused 
two years ago when he went to 

. the workroom of an amateur 
photographer in Donora, Penn- 

sylvania, where he lived. His friend had 
agreed to teach him to do his own de- 
veloping and printing. Rete 

George, who is now sixteen and in his 
second year of high school, was then out 
of school on account of ill health, and 
spent much of his time in the woods. A 
natural fondness for birds and wild an- 
imals was increased by reading nature 
stories. 

With a better knowledge of nature came 
the desire to make pictures of the scenes 
he liked. His first step was to locate 
as many bird nests as possible, and 


Three young robins caught in the act 
of telling their mother in no uncer- 


tain terms that they are ready 
for lunch. Mrs. Robin is poised on 
the edge of the nest contemplating 
the children with pride, unaware 
that she is posing for a picture 


A mother cardinal and her three daughters sitting 
on a limb, little suspecting that they are facing 
George Bonner’s concealed camera. 
The flicker photographed on his own doorstep 


then-choose the ones likely to give the best 
results. As scouts, he had his younger 
brother Dan and fwo other boys. 

One authority recommended trimming 
away the branches of the trees which ob- 
structed the view of the nest, but George 
declined to do this, because it exposed the 
young birds to the glare of the sun and to 
the eyes of their natural enemies. 

With a portrait attachment on his cam- 
era, it was possible for him to get into a 

ood position by bending the obstructin 


ranches and clipping off a twig here an 
there. 

He put a screw eye in one leg of the 
camera tripod and passed a stout thread 
through to the finger release on the shut- 


(Above, center) 


ter. The rest of the thread on the spool 
ermitted George to hide some distance 
rom the nest after he had covered the 
camera with leafy branches. This was the 
only sort of blind he used. From his con- 
cealment he watched through his field 
glasses until the birds presented an in- 
teresting pose, and then he pulled the 
thread, snapping the shutter. 

e of his first experiences taught him 
the necessity for a steady pull and for 
having the tripod firmly set. He had 
trained his camera on the nest of a wood 
thrush who was busy bringing lunch to 
her babies. Eventually, the old bird 
landed on the edge of the nest in a desir- 
able pose. A morsel of food was in her 

bill and the necks of her fledglings 
were stretched eagerly aam y 


George Bonner, a sixteen-year-old 
high-school boy of Donora, Pennsyl- 
vania, who has obtained remarkable 
pictures with a hand camera. He 
uses a tripod, a portrait attache 
ment, a long thread tied to the shut- 
ter release, and a pair of field glasses 


The vesper sparrow returning to her hungry children. 
George Bonner never trims away the branches hiding 
the nests, because it exposes the young birds to the 
glare of the sun and the eyes of their natural enemies 
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In the excitement of the moment George 
jerked the thread. The whole photo- 
graphic outfit came tumbling down into 
a patch of brier bushes. The camera had 
to be sent to the shop for repairs. 

“A picture of the cuckoo was hardest 
to get,” said George. “It took me two 
weeks. The cuckoo is a shy, solitary bird, 
and in order to get a picture I had to set 
up the camera, attach the thread, and 
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carry the other end a long way off. I 
hid and kept ‘absolutely quiet for an 
hour. 

“Tt may be two hours before the cuckoo 
will show any sign of wanting to come 
back to its nest, and even then it will 
make several stops on convenient branches 
before it finally settles down again. 

“I have watched one sit on a limb for 
twenty minutes without moving. Can 


you imagine a chickadee doing that? All 
of the time that the cuckoo is making its 
slow return you must stay still, or away it 
goes again.” 

Ten or fifteen minutes of waiting was 
usually all that was necessary on most of 
the pictures George made, because he had 
studied the problem previously, and he 
knew the times when the parent birds 
were most active. M. C. OWENS 


She Makes Mayonnaise in Carload Lots 


IX or seven years ago Mrs. H. C. 


Duke, of Greenville, South Caro- . 


lina, had no more idea of ever 

becoming a business woman than 

she had of hunting elephants in 
Africa or going on a Fourth of July 
picnic at the North Pole. Hers had 
always been a quiet, domestic 
lire, and her greatest pleasure 
was to have her friends in her 
home and to serve them with 
delicious refreshments of her 
own cooking. From her earliest 
recollection she had always 
uked to cook, to invent new 
dishes, and, as she says, “just 
make things.” 

Among her friends she was 
known as the most successful 
mayonnaise mixer of their 
acquaintance. Others might 
fail to have it come out right, 
but she never did. It was the 
same way when she baked 
a fruit cake or an angel cake. 
They were all that could be 
desired, uniformly perfect, at 
least soit seemed to her friends. 

Her first venture in the sell- 
ing line was when she cut a 
cake into generous slabs, 
wrapped each slice in trans- 
parent paper and left them 
with a druggist friend to be 
sold from his soft drink coun- 
ter. They+sold readily. 

One-day, and as it turned 
out it was one of the red-letter 
days of her life, he suggested 
that she try her hand on a few 
sandwiches, as he had a hunch 
they would sell as well as the 
cake. So she went home, and 
on that rainy Friday after- 
noon made her first dozen 
sandwiches for sale. 

It is needless to say that they 
sold. At that time Camp 
Sevier was in full blast near 
Greenville, training some thir- 
ty thousand soldiers for service 
overseas, and every one of 
them hungry for homemade “eats.” 

Mrs. Duke figured that if the soldiers 
bought sandwithes when they came into 
town, they would buy more of them if 
they were taken out to the camp. So she 
made a few dozen, spreading a generous 
layer of mayonnaise evenly between the 
slices of bread, wrapped each sandwich in 
oiled paper, and bent and early the next 
morning carried them out to the camp. 
They disappeared like water on a red-hot 
stove. She returned home and set to work 
making more sandwiches for the next day. 

That was the beginning of a sandwich 
business which grew by leaps and bounds, 


until the high-water mark was reached, 
when eleven thousand were sold at the 
camp ina single day. They were first pre- 
pared in the kitchen of the home, but 
that soon became too small, and the activi- 
ties were transferred to an outhouse in the 
yard. A delivery truck was bought, com- 


Mrs. H..C. Duke, of Greenville, South Carolina, is head of a 
factory that turns out mayonnaise and two other salad dress- 
ings. A few years ago she had no notion of entering business, 
but during the war she began making sandwiches for soldiers. 
These sandwiches became so popular, because of the dressings 
she used, that she decided to capitalize her culinary skill. 
Her product is now known from Baltimore to New Orleans 


petent help hired and divided into a day 
and.a night shift, and the work was on. 
The housekeepers of the city and vicin- 
ity began to realize that a lot of work and 
worry was saved when they purchased 
their mayonnaise from Mrs. Duke, so 
small orders for the dressing began to 
trickle in, and it was not long before the 
drug stores were selling Duke sandwiches 
over their counters. A local grocer then 
agreed to accept a small consignment of 
mayonnaise on commission. 
his was the beginning of a mayonnaise 
business that numbers its customers by 
the thousand, for her product is now 


handled by leading dealers from New 
Orleans to Baltimore. 

When the war was over, and the boys 
were back home again, Mrs. Duke began 
to get letters from all over the Southern 
States asking her to ship sandwiches with 
the same kind of dressing, the memory 
of which made their mouths 
water. Realizing that the pop- 
ularity of her sandwiches was 
due to the excellence of the 
homemade dressing, Mrs. Duke 
decided to eliminate the sand- 
wich feature, and confine her- 
self to the mayonnaise. 

The industry is now housed 
in a commodious two-story 
brick building, equipped with 
specially Ined electrically 
driven machinery, making it 
possible to turn out twenty- 
seven thousand jars of mayon- 
naise a day. A well-organized 
sales force attends to the sell- 
ing end, supplemented by a 
corps of women demonstrators 
stationed at important points. 
The glass containers and the 
several ingredients of the 
product are all bought in car 
lots. 

Though the dressing is now 
manufactured in wholesale 
quantities, the same old recipe 
is used, and the same care 
taken in mixing, as when it was 
all made by hand in Mers. 
Duke’s kitchen on Manley 
Street. Cars are loaded direct- 
ly from the shipping depart- 
ment, and it is nothing unusual 
for solid cars of the product 
to leave the yard. 

After many experiments, 
Mrs. Duke has devised a 
method whereby mayonnaise, 
supposedly a most perishable 
product, can be so prepared as 
to keep fresh indefinitely. The 
output of the plant is confined 
to three products: a home- 
made mayonnaise dressing, a 
Russian dressing, and a relish. 

The enterprise has not been all smooth 
sailing, however. Seemingly insurmount- 
able difficulties were encountered. Many 
new problems had to be worked out, and 
machinery had to be actually made and 
tested before the perfectly running plant 
of to-day was possible. Perseverance, per- 
sistence, pluck, and pure grit, combined 
with energy and remarkable business 
ability, are the factors that enabled 
Mrs. Duke to build up her business. 
She started modestly and, step by step, 
as she saw chances ahead, has enlarged 
her undertaking. CHARLES A. DAVID 
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Whenever any one mentions tomato soup, what 
name comes instinctively into your mind? You think 
of Campbell’s because practically all the tomato soup 
you have ever eaten has been Campbell’s and because it 
has adelicious flavor that makes yourememberit always. 


Campbell’s has taught people what good tomato soup Kan aa the “‘flash,’” my speed and dash 
A : š ‘ trify the Bowl. 
is. It is a standard of quality known and recognized I'm made of fire, I never tire 


For Campbell's is my goal ! 


everywhere. It would be difficult to imagine how any 
food product could enjoy a greater reputation. 


Puree of the finest tomatoes that grow. Country 
butter, fresh and golden. Deft seasoning by skillful French 
chefs. Taste it tonight. You’ll understand its fame! 


And it makes a wonderful Cream of Tomato. Read 
how on the label. 


21 kinds 


12 cents a can 
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The Sporting Chance 


a hard streak in me, like Father. That’s 
the reason I could fight him. But she’s 
tender and sweet, and much too sensitive. 
She’s crushable—and he’s crushing her. 
And I won’t have her life ruined!” 

“What’s he doing to her?” 

“She and Mother were abroad this 
summer. They didn’t come to Paris, 
because I live there and they’re not 
allowed to speak to me. I heard they were 
in London, though, and went over and 
managed to see Ce— to see my sister on 
the sly. On the steamer going over they 
met a young Frenchman, a mining engi- 
neer who lives in Mexico, and he and my 
sister fell madly in love with each other. 
Of course Mother didn’t do anything—she 
never does—except write to Father, and 
he came raging over on the next steamer 
to lay down the law. 

“He caught Pierre and my sister to- 
gether, and there was a terrible scene. 
Pierre told me about it afterward. She 
dehed him, for the first time in her life, 
and Father almost lost his mind. When 
he had about reduced her to pulp, he 
threatened to kick Pierre out of the 
hotel, and as he’s a big man he could have 
done it. So Pierre left. 


“JFATHER brought the family home, 
and Pierre came on the same steamer. 
He wrote me about the rest of it. He says 
my sister was locked in her stateroom all the 
way over. He tried to bribe the stewards 
to take a note to her, but Father had 
hxed them, so probably she never knew 
that Pierre was there. When they got here 
he lost them, but found out that Father 
had taken them to a house he owns in 
New England. He’s had a barbed wire 
fence put all around the property and 
bought some savage dogs, and my sister’s 
never allowed to be out of the house alone. 
Pierre went up there, but he couldn’t get 
word through to her. Everybody had 
been warned against him, and they’re all 
afraid of Father. And there she is!” 

“H’mph! Regular medieval stuff. 
Where’s the Frenchman?” 

“In Mexico. Something went wrong 
at the mine, and he had to go down and 
straighten it out. Anyway, he’s been 
brought up to respect parental authority, 
and thinks there’s nothing to do except 
wait until she’s of age. I don’t mind that 
part of it. She is too young to marry. 
What I can’t stand is to have Father 
bully her into submission—and he will. 
At her age and with her disposition he 
can break her, and he’s set about doing 
it. He thinks that everybody who disa- 
grees with him ought to be broken. He’s 
like that in business, too, a rule-or-ruin 
sort of person. Maybe I’m not making 
him convincing; but he is.” 

“Hes convincing, all right. Sounds a 
good deal like G. A” 

“G. AL?” 

“Short for God Almighty. There’s a 
man we do business with who’s like that. 
I never saw him myself, but the fellows in 
his office call him G. A.” 

“Well, that’s what my father would 
like to be—G. \ 1” 


“Thenv. h ih tectivecomein?” 


(Continued from page 11) 
I landed at Quebec, 


know 


“I don’t know. 
because I was afraid somebody 


might see me on the dock here. Father, 


must have found out. At first, I thought 
perhaps he’d sent you. That was one rea- 
son why I was so nervous. He won’t 
interfere with me, unless I try to reach 
my sister; but he’ll know everything I do 
and everywhere I go, unless I can slip 
away from that man. He’s standing out 
there now, watching.” 

Pi gy glanced out of the window. 

“H mph! Foxy little guy, anyhow. 
Planted himself where he cculd see both 
doors. All right. We’ll fool him. Wait a 
minute. Let me think.” 

He thought. Sometimes his lips twitched 
with amusement; sometimes he frowned 
and shook his head. At last he looked 
up with his wide smile. 

“T’ve got it. It won’t do for him just 
to lose you, for then they might think 
you’d gone to your sister, and they'd 
yank her away somewhere. So we’ve got 
to make him think you’re headed in some 
other direction. You’ve got some luggage, 
haven’t you? Well, we'll go over to ce 
Grand Central, and order it transferred 
to the Pennsylvania. Then you'll have 
to kill some time, so I’ll take you to the 
Waldorf and leave you. You'll sit in plain 
sight in Peacock Alley. If you see your 
sleuth, don’t notice him. TIl disappear. 
He can’t follow both of us. When the 
time comes, you'll take your little bag 
and go to the Pennsylvania Station. He’ll 
be right on your heels, andl will see you 
buy a ticket for Washington.” 

“But I haven’t any money!” 

“Oh, rats!” said Piggy. “Forget it. 
This thing strikes me as a good sporting 
proposition and I’m for it. What were you 
going to do about money before you met 
me?” 

“I—I thought I was going to marry 
a wealthy man to-day.” 

“Well, go ahead and marry him when 
he gets back. Then you can make him 
pay me what it costs. But if we wait for 
him your sister may be on the way to 
China or Timbuktu before you get there. 
And the principal thing’s to get her before 
that happens, isn’t it? Well, then! Now 
listen.” 


CNE man on the corner had a long wait, 
but „eventually his patience was re- 
warded. After an early and brief luncheon, 
the young persons in whom he was inter- 
ested emerged from Sautern’s door and en- 
tered a taxi. Again he took the next one, 
following them back to the Grand Central 
Station, where he contrived to overhear 
Piggy’s clear-voiced instructions to the 
transfer agent to be sure to send the 
lady’s trunks to the Pennsylvania Station 
in time to catch the Congressional 
Limited. The dark man’s expression at 
that moment might have led anyone 
watching him closely to suspect that he 
was puzzled. But no one was watching 
him. Piggy’s glance touched him lightly, 
casually, indifferently, as the two turned 
to saunter back to their waiting cab. 
Only when the vehicle had started did 
voung Brazenese permit himself tochuckle. 


“You're dead right. He’s after us. 
Well, we’ll give him a run for his money.” 
Piggy’s gray eyes were luminous with the 
light of adventure, twinkling in trium- 
phant and mischievous anticipation. 

At the Waldorf he dismissed their 
taxi and they strolled into the hotel. He 
escorted the girl to a chair in the lounge, 
where he set down her bag. 

“Good-by,” he said distinctly, as the 
little man in the blue suit drifted in their 
direction. ‘‘It’s been bully to see you. 
You really think you’ll sail Saturday ?” 

“I suppose so.” Her low voice carried 
clearly. “That is, if Mrs. Miles is well 
enough. course I only came over 
because she isn’t able to travel alone, and 
it will a ts entirely upon her arrange- 
ments. I hope we can go Saturday. I 
don’t want to stay in this country any 
longer than I have to.” 

“No, of course you wouldn’t—under 
the circumstances. Well, let me know 
if you have any time before you sail. 
I'll see you at the dock, anyway. Good- 

Smiling, he departed, and the man 
in the blue suit found a seat down the 
corridor, whence he could watch unob- 
trusively from behind a newspaper the 
quiet brown figure in the lounge. 


IGGY walked briskly up the Avenue. 

pausing now and then to look behind 
him, until he had assured himself that he 
was not followed. Then he called a taxi 
and drove to his bank, where he drew a 
substantial sum, afterward visiting a dealer 
in leather goods to buy a large, dull-black 
suit case, which he took away with him. 
_ He then drove to a shop specializing 
in women’s mourning apparel, 'spending 
some time in consultation with an eagerly 
sympathetic young woman over a list te 
carried. She obligingly had his purchases 
packed in the suit case for him. After 
other brief stops for shoes and hosiery 
and gloves, he directed the chauffeur to 
take him to the Pennsylvania Station. 

There he went directly to the door 
marked “‘Ladies Room,” and signaled to 
the attendant, a grizzled Irish woman, 
«who responded promptly to his infectious 
smile. 

“I wonder if you’d help me out?” he 
began. “I’ve got a suit case here that 
belongs to a lady, and she hasn’t come yet. 
I’ve got to go—can’t possibly wait any 
longer—and I thought maybe you’d—” 

he woman shook her head. * Against 
the rules, sorr. Ye’ll be afther takin’ 
it to the parcel counter.” 

“ But she’d have to have a check then, 
and I can’t get it to her.” 

“ Annyways, she wudn’t be knowin’ it 
was here.” 

“Yes, she would. She said you were a 
nice, friendly looking lady,” he wheedled, 
at the same time pulling a roll of bills 
from his pocket, ‘‘and she thought maybe 
you’d take care of it for her.” 

“It’s ag’inst the rules,” the woman 
replied, with an eye on the bank notes. 

“Well, it isn’t against the rules for me 
to set it down here and forget it.” He 
gave her the smile that many of her 
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younger and more prosperous sisters had 
striven in vain to win. “I’m sure you 
wouldn’t leave it to be stolen—not a 
kind, good-looking lady like you.” 

“Aw, gwan wid yer kiddin’!” But 
she laughed, and he dropped the bag. 

“All right. Now I’ve forgotten it. And 
if a little bit of a lady should happen 
to come in and ask for it, maybe you’d 
tell her where it was?” He winked at her 
impishly, edging nearer as he detached 
a bank note from the roll and folded it into 
a little wad. 

“But s’posin’ she niver comes at all, 
at all?” she asked, her fingers closing over 
the wad. 

“Then you'd have to turn it in to the 
lost pope. bureau. They keep you 

retty busy here, though. You might not 
have time to do that before—say five 
o'clock? I’m awfully obliged to you. 
You're certainly a peach! Good luck!” 

He waved a hand and was off, leaving 
the woman smiling after him. 

Piggy went on to a shop handling ready- 
sede venci where he was not known, to 
invest in a complete chauffeur’s outfit, 
which he said he wanted for a fancy-dress 

arty. Taking his parcels with him he 
kisene home, packed a couple of bags, 
and scrawled a scrupulously truthful— 
though possibly somewhat misleading— 
note to his paternal relative, informing 
that gentleman that his son was off for a 
few days in the woods, and would be back 
when he arrived. 

With the bags and a couple of guns in 
the high-powered car, which more than 
once had helped him get into trouble, he 
drove rapidly to the Pennsylvania Station. 


EANWHILE, Rowena Smith sat in 

the lounge at the Waldorf until her 
watch indicated thezero hour, when, with- 
out a glance toward the observant man 
down the corridor, she picked up her brown 
bag, walked slowly to the door and called a 
taxi. She caught sight of the man once in 


the railroad station, and when she bought `’ 


her ticket he was near enough to hear her 
say “Washington.” From a greater dis- 
tance he saw her enter the Ladies’ Room, 
and he sat down facing that door to wait 
until she should reappear. 

He waited for some time. A constant 
stream of women passed in and out. One 
diminutive figure swathed in fresh wid- 
ow’s weeds, her face hidden behind a 
long, thick crape veil, came directly 
toward him carrying a large black suit 
case; but he did not give her a second 

lance. His eyes were fixed upon the 
oorway which had swallowed up the 
brown-clad Rowena Smith. After the 
Congressional Limited had been called he 
grew restless. Later still, he interrogated 
the attendant in the Ladies’ Room, who 
said, shure, wid all the wimmen comin’ 
an’ goin’ all the day, she couldn’t be ex- 
picted to remimber the color o’ their 
clo’es. With a worried look, the little 
dark man hastened to a telephone. 

Considerably before that, however, 
Piggy had sprung out of his car to meet 
the woman in mourning whose appearance 
had not attracted the attention of the 
watchfully waiting one at the station. 

“All right?” he asked. 

“He never looked at me.” Her reply 
came through a gurgle of laughter. “1 
almost stepped on his toes, but he was 
looking at the door!” 


” 


“Sure,” said Piggy. ‘‘ Pretty soon he’li 
begin wondering whether you came out 
behind some large, fat lady, and took 
your train without his seeing you. You 
could, you know; you’re so little.” 
Laughing, he helped her into the car, 
started Bis engine, and asked, ‘Where 
do we go now? Where’s this place of 
your father’s? We’re going to drive up.” 

“Drive!” she exclaimed. “Oh, no, 
that’s too much!” 

“Im going to. We can’t take any 
more chances on trains. They may be 
watching for you, and if we’re to do this 
thing at all, we’ve got to do it right. 
They won’t be looking for a widow in a 
car, with a smart chauffeur.” He giggled 
boyishly. “I’ve got a livery in my bie. 
PIi stop along the road and put it on.” 

“No. Truly, Mr. Brazenose, you're 
awfully good, but you mustn’t get in- 
to this. It—it’s almost kidnapping!” 

*‘Kidnapping’s the best thing I do,” was 
his flippant reply. ‘‘Only I’ve got to 
know pretty soon where we're going. 
You might as well come through,” he 
said with a laugh, when she did not 
reply. “You can’t do it alone. Together, 
we have a sporting chance. Anyway, 
suppose you did get her out all -b 

ourself. What would you do wit 
er? 

“We'd go somewhere and work, until 
—until I could make other arrange- 
ments.” 

“Huh! A fat chance you’d have of 
petting away with it! There’s going to 

e a large hullaballoo when she turns 
up missing, and they’d get you sure. 
But—well—I’ve done pretty well so far, 
haven’t I?” 

“You’ve been a perfect wonder!” 

“All right. Then that’s settled. Now 
tell me where we’re going.” 

“Tl have to tell you something else 
first,” she said in a small voice behind 
her veil. “I—I lied to you. My name’s 
not Rowena Smith. It’s Roberta Scott.” 

“Roberta Scott, eh? All right. Ro- 
berta—Cezsar’s ghost! You’re not Robert 
K. Scott’s daughter?” 

“Yes, I am.” 

See can you beat that! Why, he’s 
“He’s G. A.? You mean the man you 
told me about this morning?” 

“Sure. I wondered how there could be 
two like that.” 

“You said you did business with him.” 

“We do. He makes the shuttle we use 
in our automatic loom.” 

“Then that settles it! You can’t have 
anything more to do with this.” 

“Why can’t I?” 

“ Because he never forgives anybody, 
and if he finds out—and he’s sure to— 
he’ll break you. He will, Mr. Brazenose, 
one way or another!” 


EMEMBERING several men whom 
Scott was reported to have broken, 
Piggy thought that this was quite possible. 
But, even had he known of a bomb thrown 
into the Brazenose citadel that very 
morning by Scott, it is doubtful whether 
the resultant consternation would have 
given him pause, for his fighting blood 
was up. 
“The answer to that is to break him 
first,” he said. 
“It can’t be done. Please don’t try 
to go on with this,” she begged. “Take 


me to a hotel. Pll accept the money 
now. But please, please, let me do this 
my own way. It doesn’t matter about 
me. He can’t do anything more to me. 
But I couldn’t bear to know that you—” 

“Look here, what do you think I am: 
A quitter? You’re up against a stif 
proposition, aren’t you? And I said I'd 
see you through, didn’t I? Well, if you 
think I’m going to back down now just 
because you happen to be G. A.’s daugh- 
ter, you've got another guess coming. 
Ma we can pull it off without his 
finding out who I am. But, whether he 

ds out or not, I’m going to play this 
game to the finish. I’m no quitter!” 

With these brave words he settled a 
little lower behind the wheel and stepped 
on the gas. She pulled her veil over her 
face, and a silence fell between them. 
Five minutes later he growled: 

“Where are we going, anyhow?” 

She replied faintly, ‘Southern New 
Hampshire. Hartford and Worcester— 
then north. I know the roads.” 

There was no more talk for an hour. 
But in Piggy’s mind three words repeated 
themselves over and over as he reviewed 
the situation and its possibilities. 


“The-gee-whiz! The-gee-WHIZ!” 
ECIDING to avoid New Haven. 


where he was widely and more or less 
favorably known among the college men, 
Piggy chose the longer route via Danbury 
and Waterbury. Waterbury had been 
left behind when he asked: 

“What are the nearest towns to this | 
place we’re going?” 

“Keene, Peterborough, Jaffrey.” 

“Hully gee! I know a lot of the crowd 
who summer in that Monadnock country. 
Do they know you in those towns?” 

“Some of them might. I spent the 
summer there three years ago.” 

“Isn’t there some place near by where 
they wouldn’t?” 

“There’s a village over on the Fitch- 
burg road. It’s Fitz-something. ... 
Fitzwilliam. But its a long way from 
Birchwood; that’s Father’s place.” 

“So much the better. They won't be 
looking for you there. Suppose we can 
find a furnished house for rent?” 

“A house!” 

“Sure. We can’t risk a hotel. We may 
have to do some queerish things. We 
can’t pull this off in a minute, you know, 
and we’ve got to have some base that's 
fairly safe. You’re Mrs. Rowena Smith, 
a broken-hearted widow, looking for a 
lonesome lodge in some vast wilderness, 
where you can mourn, and mourn, and 
mourn., I can stay at a hotel. A common 
chauffeur like me can bunk anywhere, but 
you’ve got to retire from the world to 
mourn properly. Gosh! Why didn’t I 
think of that before? You ought to have 
a maid. Women like you done have 
swagger chauffeurs, and no maids. If I'd 
thought in time I’d have brought Janet. 
Ill send for her, by jinks!” 

“Who’s Janet? 

“An ex-housekeeper of ours. Scotch 
and a perfect old clam. Lives with her 
sister in Brooklyn. She ran our house for 
years, and then Dad pensioned her. 
She’ll do anything on earth for me and 
never open her head about it. She'll 
scowl anyhow, but she’ll see us through.” 
He chuckled delightedly. ‘‘She’s so darr. 
respectable, too. We could commit mur- 
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We urge you “don’t buy—yet”— let us first prove the claims made 
for this unique shaving cream. Accept, please, a 10-day tube, free. 


il ice customers not to buy 
your product may appear an odd 
selling philosophy. Yet that is the way 
we brought Palmolive Shaving Cream 
to top place in its field. We urge you 
not to buy it. But to start using it at 
our expense. Will you grant us that 
courtesy? We'll thank you if you will. 
Immeasurably different 
Palmolive Shaving Cream is based 
on new principles of skin care and 
beard softening. 

It is immeasurably different from 
any cream you know. 60 years of 
soap study stand behind it. 

World’s soap experts make it .. . 
the makers of one of the world’s 
leading toilet soaps, Palmolive. 

It represents 18 months of labora- 
tory experiments, of over 130 formulas 
tested before perfection was reached. 


It embodies the 4 supreme require- 
ments 1000 men named as their ideal 
of a shaving cream, plus a fifth— 
stronger bubbles. 


8 men in 10 who try it, stay with. 


it. A great many of its users were 
won from rival preparations. 

Such success, you'll agree, does not 
come without reason. 


5 new delights 


These you'll find—these new shaving 

joys, these comforts unknown before. 

1—Multiplies itself in lather 250 times. 

2—Softens the beard in one minute. 

3—Méaintains its creamy fullness for 10 
minutes on the face. 


1 


4—Strong bubbles hold the hairs erect for 
cutting. 

5—Fine after effects due to palm and olive 
oil content. 


10 Shaves Free 


Now in justice to yourself, and in 
courtesy to us, please accept a 10-day 
tube free. 

Give us a chance to prove our 
claims. Find out for yourself whether 
your present method is not failing in 
some important ways. 


To add the final touch to shaving luxury, we 
have created Palmolive After Shaving Talc—espe- 
cially for men. Doesn't show. Leaves the skin 


smooth and fresh, and gives that well-groomed look. 
Try the sample we are sending free with the tube of 
Shaving Cream. 


3012 


FREE 


and a can of Palmolive After Shaving Talc 


Simply insert your name and address and 
mail to Dept. B-1091, The Palmolive Company 
(Del. Corp.), 3702 Iron Street, Chicago, III. 


Residents of Wisconsin should address the Palmolive 
Company (Wis. Corp.), Milwaukee, Wis. 


Health 
Towel 


of a hundred uses! 


AN x x 


kirke 
Rally DRIES 


© S: P. Co: 


150 towels in a dust-proof 
carton, 40c. In Rocky Moun 
tain Zone and Canada, 50c. 
(Postage paid by us.) 
24.6cents per carton when 
bought by the case (25 car 
tons—3750 towels). Price 
per case $6.15 F. O. B. Fac- 
tory. Weight 60 lbs. Even 
lower prices on orders of 5, 
10 and 25 
Ask yc 


us your ord 


=. 74 Your health lies 
<= in your own hands 


Literally it is so. For, unclean hands often are 


sources of infection. To protect your health, 
washing your hands with soap and clean water 
is not enough. For absolute protection, you 
must dry them after every washing, upon a 
clean, never-before-used towel. For just a few 
cents a day you can enjoy the comfort, con- 


venience and safety of ScotTissue Towels. 


Kitchen Bathroom Automobile Office Factory 
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der and get away with it, with Janet 
behind us.” 

Accordingly, after consultation as to 
routes, they drove to the Hartford station, 
and Piggy telegraphed Miss Janet Mc- 
Dou all to take a certain train the next 
day for Greenfield, where he would meet 
her late in the afternoon. He signed it 
“‘Hempy,” which was what she had 
always called him when his offenses 
against decorum had been peculiarly 
flagrant. It is a Scotch word signifying 
fit for hanging, and would be a sufh- 
cient warning to the experienced Janet 
to keep her own counsel regarding her 
sudden journey. It would also tell her 
that the case was urgent. 

He was turning away from the tele- 
pok desk when a heavy hand smote him 

etween the shoulders and a heavy voice 
boomed jovially: 

“Piggy! What you doing here?” 

“Hello, Brick,” he returned, inwardly 
cursing as he shook hands with a former 
classmate. “Off your beat, aren’t you?” 

“No; my sister lives here. Thought I 
at that red devil-wagon of yours out- 
side. 

“Mine?” Piggy opened innocent eyes. 
“Guess again. Tie t it at a garage to 
have the fan-belt fixed.” 

“Yes, you did!” Brainerd Melvin, a 
red-haired giant with close-set, inquisi- 
tive blue eyes, poked him in the ribs, 
chuckling. “Who’s the lady?” 

“What lady?” 

“Oh, come off, Piggy! Your car’s out 
there with a woman in it.” 

“Rats!” quoth young Mr. Brazenose 
scornfully. ‘‘Women aren’t in my line, 
and you know it. I’m off on a hunting 
trip with another fellow.” 

“Who is he? Anybody I know?” 

“No; he’s an important customer of 
ours from the West. Waiting for a train?” 

ee Lg Lamont’s due in a minute 
or two. Wait, and Pll drive you up-town. 
Jim’s train’s due now.” 

Unwilling to re-arouse Melvin’s sus- 
picion, Piggy waited. Later, the three 
men went directly past Roberta, who sat 
motionless and unrevealing, muffled in 
her black veil. 

“That’s the car,” Melvin said. 

Piggy glanced at it critically. ‘‘Same 
model as mine. But you must have 
thought I was off on a sobbing bee. 
That woman’s covered with crape!” 

Melvin laughed. “Well, you never can 
tell. Where'd you leave your devil- 
chaser? PII drive you around.” 

“T dunno. Some place near the hotel. 
Drop me at a drug store, anyhow. I’ve 
got to buy some stuff.” 


BREATHING more freely when they had 
left him, Piggy made certain DURERA 
and, with these under his arm and a wary 
eye out for acquaintances, returned to 
Roberta. 

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” he 
said, half under his breath; “but Tá a 
man I knew and had to lie like a trooper. 
But I’m primed for ’em now, all right.” 

“How?” 

“Tell you later. . . . Will sandwiches 
and doughnuts and fruit be enough dinner 
for you? I’ve got a vacuum bottle of hot 
coffee, and some paper cups. But I’m 
afraid to tackle a restaurant.” 

She said this would satisfy her, and they 
drove through obscure, deserted streets 
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Always making them Aner 


Where brakes must work 
Paige-Jewett engineers risked their à 
lices for your safety 


Puige-Hydraulic 4-wheel 


<<) 
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Brakes Perfected before Adopted 


Outstanding in the history of 
4-wheel brakes is their develop- 
ment to. perfection by Paige- 
Jewett engineers. 


In 1921 we made our first 
tests. We started with mechan- 
ical brakes, testing all types 
under all conditions. We found 
that hydraulic brakes, though 
they cost most to build, were 
far simpler and more certain 
in operation and were inher- 
ently self-equalizing. But we 
would not place even these fine 
brakes on Paige and Jewett cars 
until we were certain that they 
were perfected in every detail. 


We applied the principles 
that have guided us during 17 
years of building fine motor cars 
—‘‘ Always making them finer.” 


We have always built this way. 
Always proving before approv- 
ing. Never passing experiments 
on to the public. 


PAIGE“JEWETT | 


BUILT BY THE 


YEARS OF TESTING 


After our first test—not months 
but years of rigorous testing fol- 
lowed. On hot roads, heavy 
with dust—sticky gumbo roads 
—in hub-deep water and mud 
—on snow-drifted, ice-covered 
roads. Each presented to us a 
new problem. Each made im- 
provement necessary to reach 
our standards. . 


Finally, on March 1, 1924, 
Paige-Jewett engineers gave to 
the industry and to you, the per- 
fected type of hydraulic 4-wheel 
brakes. 


Today you cannot drive where 
road or climatic conditions will 
alter the safety of Paige-Hy- 
draulic 4-wheel brakes. Paige- 
Jewett engineers risked their 
lives many times in driving 
conditions you will never en- 
counter. Had they been satis- 
fied with less than perfection, 
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PAIGE-DETROIT MOTOR 


CAR 


we could have announced 4- 
wheel brakes years ago, for we 
were one of the first to secure 
a Lockheed license. 


OUR REWARD—YOUR SAFETY 
There are 30,000 Paige and 
Jewett cars now in service 
equipped with Paige-Hydraulic 
4-wheel brakes. Less than two- 
tenths of one per cent have re- 
quired adjustment. 


In all our 17 years of build- 
ing we claim no more satisfy- 
ing accomplishment than this. 


Deeply satisfying to us to have 
the kind of engineers who hold 
your safety ahead of all else. 


Doubly satisfying to you to 
drive a car built by a company 
which—though others adopted 
them years ago—refused to offer 
4-wheel brakes until we were 
satisfied they were perfected. 
Could you find a more certain 
guidepost to safe-buying? 
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1. Brakedrum which revolves with wheel. 
2. Brake which contracts around drum. 
3. Springswhichkeep brakefree. 4. Arms 
which operate to apply brake. 5. Alumi- 
num pistons which are forced to move 
farther apart when pressure of liquid is 
applied between them at 8. Outward 
movement of these pistons rotates arms 
4 and 4 to apply brake. 6. Rubber cup 
packing prevents leakage past pistons. 
7. Rubber seals prevent water or dirt en- 
tering thecylinder. 8. Holethroughwhich 
liquid pressure is applied. The liquid is 
a mixture of alcohol and castor oil which 
is not affected by temperature. 


Perfected in a sea of mud and 


» water. Months of this before our 


awheel brakes were approved 
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No complicated mechanism. 
No need for lubrication. Noth- 
ing to rust, wear or get noisy 
with use. A petals egual- 
ized mechanism of maximum 
effectiveness 


Lessens skidding on wet, 
slippery pavements 


(603-A) 
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“96.25 DOWN ltnat was all I 
paki to mare my Hoover delivered. 
way a few cents. 
che month I had 
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And wow its mine—all 
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bandis proud of her. Jn fact, she’s 
cust a little proud of herself. And 
happs, tool For she has found 
in The Hoover her complete 
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“The HOOVER 


It BEATS... asit Sweeps as it Cleans 


* rO PROVE RUGS NEED BEATING: Turn over a 
corner of a rug; with the handle of an ordinary table- 
knife, or something of equal weight, give the under or warp 
side 15 to 25 sharp taps and watch the dirt dance out from 
the nap depths onto a piece of paper. Feel the destructive 
character of this grit. This is the dirt your present cleaning 
methods have missed, and that beating hus dislodged. Correct 
use of The Hoover causes this embedded dirt to be wbrated 
tothe surface bythe rapid, gentle bearmy of the Hooverbrush, 
as powertul suction lifts the rug from the floor and draws 
all the beaten-cut, swept-up dirt into the dust-tight bag 
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HOOVER COMPANY, NORTH CANTON, 
The oldest and largest maker of electric cleaners 


THE 


The Hoover is also made in Canada, at Hamilton, Ontario 


> 
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until the danger of recognition was past. 
A few miles outside the city he turned into 
a little-used country lane overhung with 
trees, and there, sitting on a rug in the 
glow of the headlights, they made their 
frugal meal. 

“Mind if I call you Bob?” he asked. 
“ve never had much to do with girls, 
and there’s no sense in calling you Miss 
Scott. You seem just like another fellow!” 

Her lips twitched at the corners. “I 
don’t mind it at all. We’re partners for a 
while. What shall I call you?” 

“John.” He rejoiced that at last a 
time had come when he could assume, 
even temporarily, a sensible, solid-sound- 
ing name that a man needn’t be 
ashamed of. 

“Hadn’t you better stick to your own 
initials? Arent any of your things 
marked?” 

“Gee! It’s lucky you thought of that. 
Well then, I’ll be bee G. Brown, chauf- 
feur for Mrs. John Smith.” 

“Oh, not John Smith! Thats to 
drab! Let’s give hubby a high-sounding 
first name to make up for the last one. 
Let’s call him Horatio, or Percival. Mrs. 
Horatio Smith! That sounds all right.” 

“Do you like giddy names like that?” 
he asked uneasily. 

“That depends. What does P. G. 
stand for?” 

“Piggy,” he gruffly returned. 

“But you weren’t christened Piggy. 
were you? Is it short for Pygmalion?’ 

Percival Galahad Brazenose exploded. 
“Oh, good lord! Pgymalion! That 
would be the last straw!” 

“Well, Peter’s a perfectly good name.” 


PERCEIVING that she had touched a 

sensitive spot, she instantly veered 
away. Piggy changed the subject: “Do 
you know how to dye hair?” 

“Good heavens, no! Why??? 

“T got some dye.” He pulled a bottle 
from his pocket. ‘‘Meeting Brick Melvin 
threw a scare into me. So I thought of 
dye; but I’m not sure I can put it on 
myself. I lgot a ‘pencil thing to ‘blacken 
my eyebrows, too.” 

They studied the directions in the 
glare from the lamps. Piggy took off his 
coat and collar, produced comb and brush 
from a bag; Roberta contributed a towel 
for his shoulders, and then, slowly, care- 
fully, she invested him with raven locks. 
afterward darkening his eyebrows with 
the pencil. 

“Now stand off and let me look at 
you. 

“Not yet. Wait a minute.” 

Seizing his other bag, he made off into 
the Prush; to reappear after a little in 
correct chauffeur’s livery, capped, leather- 
gaitered, and spruce. 

Roberta insisted upon his getting out 
his shaving mirror to see himself as others 
saw him, and when he looked into it, he 
ejaculated: 

“For the love of Mike! Why, even 
Dad wouldn’t know me! wouldn't 
know myself. Were safe enough now— 
on that score, anyway. Come on, let’s go. 
We’ve got to make Worceiter to-night.” 

At a late hour that night the clerk at 
Worcester’s best hotel was surprised by 
the arrival of a young widow, motoring 
alone with her chauffeur—bound, she 
mentioned casually, for her family resi- 
dence in New Hampshire, and delayed by 
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Dressed up for Hallowe'en 


special holiday wrapper on the favorite 


Fussy Chocolates 


The Fussy Package is a welcome gift at any 
time. Especially good for Hallowe'en because 
of its treasures of nuts. Is now furnished in a 
colorful pictured wrap, to make it exactly fit the 
occasion. 


Probably the first special assortment of choco- 
lates to cater to individual taste of “fastidious 
folks,” the Fussy Package is one of the older 
members of Whitman's “Quality Group.” , 


It was made for those who prefer firm and 
““chew-y'’ chocolates. Nuts, nut caramels and $ 
nut nougat, hidden in a heavy coating of that [RS 
delicious Whitman’s vanilla chocolate. so ee Bee 


Look for the Fussy Package, with or without Boss. wi ~ FUSSY CHOCOLATES T 
the special Hallowe'en wrap, in those selected Teen SS: NUT and NUT COMBINATION CENTERS $ 
stores, in almost every neighborhood in the land, Sean ae > = mf. 
that are agencies for Whitman’s. . ns ý ai 


STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc., Philadelphia, U. S. A. 
New York Chicago San Francisco 


The Fussy Package contains chocolate pieces 
enclosing Almonds, Walnuts, Filberts, Peanuts, 
Brazil Nuts, Pecans, Double Walnuts, Pecan 
Caramels, Triple Almonds, Nougat, Nut Brick- 
lets, Nut Brittle, Almond Dates, Double Peanuts, 
Nougat Caramels, and Almond Caramels. 
Packed in boxes from half pound to three pounds. 
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prominent in every walk of li 
experience I g 


From my long 


3 er 
to the man who sh 


haves 


Michael of The Waldorf 


barber to princes and presidents 
gives his secret of a perfect shave 


PE Michael Orth no setting could 
be more perfect than the Waldorf. 
The stately Waldorf, with its mellow 
memories of great events and greater 
men. The distinguished Waldorf, where 
statesman and artist and financier pass 
and repass within its kindly walls. 


It is over the Waldorf’s gleaming 
barbershop that Michael rules—tall, 
imperious, courtly, 


After years of experience in shaving 
thousands of men, Michael has decided 
that the secret of a perfect shave lies 
in lather. And the perfect lather comes 
from Williams Shaving Cream alone. 


In the speed with which it scatters 
the oil-film, and softens all of every 
hair, Michael has found Williams Shav- 
ing Cream to be unequalled. He will 
use no other lather on the distinguished 
faces of his patrons. 


And Williams Cream is used exclu- 


CfREE—Mail this coupon NOW! 
Ses Bee ee a as a 


sively not only in the Waldorf, but in 
all the other famous Terminal Barber 
Shops throughout the country. 


A free trial 


Each morning, in your own home, you 
can get the clean, restful sort of shave 
that Michael gives you at the Waldorf. 


The white,uncolored Williams cream 
quickly piles up rich, dense lather. 
Your shave is quick, easy, comfortable. 
And afterwards your face feels fresh 
and soothed; for Williams contains a 
special healing ingredient for the skin. 


Why not try this shaving cream 
which master-barbers, in America’s 
most famous shops, have found to be 
the best? 


Mail the coupon today for a free 
trial tube of Williams Shaving Cream. 
It contains a two-weeks’ supply of per- 
fect shaves. 


Q 
Amer. 11-25 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY 
Dept. 111, Glastonbury, Conn. 


If you live in Canada, address The J. B. Williams 


Co., (Canada) Ltd., St. Patrick St., 


P 


Montreal. 


lease send me free trial tube of Williams Shaving 


Cream (Trial tube does not have Hinge-Cap). 
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Hinge-Cap. GigiSe cet) whee ede Be ac. = 


engine trouble. Her quiet manner, impec- 
cable accent, and deep mourning impressed 
the clerk, and he gave them rooms. 

About nine A oa the next morning 
the touring car of Mrs. Horatio Smith 
rolled slowly into the tiny village of 
Fitzwilliam. 

Mrs. Smith directed her respectful 
chauffeur to stop at the one tavern, where 
she descended to make inquiries. 

The proprietor told her that there were 
several available houses in the vicinity, 
but when it came to obtaining one that 
very day there were difficulties. Perhaps 
Mrs. Smith would stay at the tavern 
until arrangements could be made? 

Mrs. Smith gently demurred. She was 
in deep trouble and wished to be alone. 
Her housekeeper would arrive that night, 
and she was extremely anxious to be 
settled immediately in her own quarters. 
She was a stranger in the East and could 
give no references, unfortunately, but she 
would take a suitable house for a month, 
paying the rent in advance, with the 
option of keeping it all winter. 

If she decided to stay, an aunt of her 
husband’s would join her later. 

Impressed by her charm, her evident 
prosperity and her pathetic straits, the 
tavern keeper admitted that he had the 
keys of certain houses, and the matter 
might be arranged by telephone. In the 
end, Mrs. Smith found herself in posses- 
sion of a comfortable furnished domicile 
belonging to a Boston couple who used 
it only in summer. It was removed from 
the center of the village, on a lonely road 
which seemed to lead nowhere, and was 
without near neighbors. 


AF TER airing the house a little and 
putting a few things in order, Roberta 
and Piggy locked the doors and set off 
again in the car, ostensibly for Keene. 

They made a wide detour, however, 
skirting the foot of Monadnock by wind- 
ing ways; coming at last to an aggressive 
freshly painted sign beside a forking road: 


Birchwood 


No Trespassing 
Beware of the Dogs! 


“That’s it,” she murmured, as he slowed 
up and looked about to fix the surround- 
ings in his memory. ‘‘The house is back 
on the hill to the left. To think that 
Celia’s shut up there and I can’t go to her! 
There’s the barbed wire. See it?” 

“That’s easy. I'll get a wire-cutter at 
Keene—no, Greenfield, to-night.” 

They drove on toward the local 
metropolis to do some shopping, but had 
gone only a short distance when they 
heard the engine of a heavy car whining 
as it came up a grade ahead, and Piggy 
drew aside to let it pass. 

He had a fleeting glimpse of a gray- 
clad chauffeur behind the wheel, and in 
the tonneau a big, broad-shouldered man 
whose cap was pulled low over his brow, 
leaving visible only his beaky nose, stubby 
dark mustache, and heavy jaw. As the 
car tore past them this man turned, eying 
them sharply. A second later he had 
disappeared around a curve in the road. 

“Peter”? Roberta gasped, behind her 
veil. “Peter! That was my father! He’s 
found out!” 

“Ho-lee smoke!” said Piggy. “We've 
got to hump ourselves!” 


(To be continued) 
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Bearing the same standards of surpassing 
value which characterize its companion 
car, the famous Chrysler Six; built by 
the same skilled Chrysler craftsmanship 
and of the same high quality of alloy 
steels; of the same distinctive beauty of 
colorandline—little wonder thatthenew 
Chrysler Four is sweeping the country. 


Literally sweeping the country, for Chry- 
sler production has been forced by pub- 
lic demand to the great total of more 
than 800 cars per day. 


Tens of thousands of new owners have 
chosen the Chrysler Four in the three 


months since its announcement in com- 
parison with both fours and sixes of 
equal or greater price. 


So velvety smooth is its power flow even 
at the lower speeds, so lightning-like its 
effortless acceleration, so free from re- 
sonance and any sense of vibration, that 
the Chrysler Four is acclaimed as the 
ultimate development of the four-cylin- 
der principle. 


Weareeager to have you test the Chrysler 
Four in your own way, at your earliest 
opportunity. It will not take you long to 
learn the reason for such universal favor. 


CHRYSLER FOUR—Touring Car, $895; Club Coupe, $995; Coach, $1045; Sedan, $1095. 
Hydraulic four-wheel brakes at slight extra cost. 
CHRYSLER SIX—Phaeton, $1395; Coach, $1445; Roadster, $1625; Sedan, $1695; Royal 
Coupe, $1795; Brougham, $1865; Imperial, $1995; Crown-Imperial, $2095. 
All prices f. o. b. Detroit, subject to current Federal excise tax 
Bodies by Fisher on all Chrysler enclosed models. All models equipped with full balloon tires. 
There are Chrysler dealers and superior Chrysler service everywhere. All dealers are in 
position to extend the convenience of time-payments. Ask about Chrysler’s attractive plan. 


All Chrysler models are protected against theft by an exclusive, patented car numbering 
system, which cannot be counterfeited and cannot be altered or removed without conclusive 
evidence of tampering. 


CHRYSLER SALES CORPORATION, DETROIT, MICH. 
CHRYSLER CORPORATION OF CANADA, LIMITED, WINDSOR, ONTARIO 
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FACTS ABOUT A FAMOUS FAMILY 


The greatest values 
in automobile history 


ENERAL MOTORS believes that 

Chevrolet, Oldsmobile, Oakland, 

Buick and Cadillac now offer the great- 
est values in automobile history. 


Important improvements in chassis 
construction add to simplicity and per- 
formance. Refinementsin body designs 
increase attractiveness and comfort. 


Every change has been made with 
quality as the prime consideration. 
Quality is the first law of General 
Motors. Enormous sums have been 
invested in more intensive engineering, 


in labor-saving methods, in reconstruc- 
tion —wherever a better result might 


be achieved. 


Naturally, large economies are attain- 
able in such an organization as General 
Motors. It enjoys every advantage of 
quantity production; it-sells in every 
market of the world. General Motors 
is passing these economies on to the 
purchaser. This makes possible the ex- 
traordinary values now offered. 


The public may depend upon these 
values. Every car is a car of quality. 


GENERAL MOTORS 


Buick « CADILLAC « CHEVROLET + OAKLAND 


OLDSMOBILE + GMC TRUCKS 


General Motors automobiles may be purchased on the GMA CTime Payment Plan 


Always lowest, GMAC rates are now lower still 


Don’t Look at the 
Other Fellow 
Through a Magnify- 


ing Glass 
(Continued from page 29) 


it a close second is the inability to work 
with other people. A professional man 
can play a lone hand—he can be an 
individual star—but business has not 
much place for the star performer. It has 
no place at all for the man who not only is 
not a star, but who is afraid to work with 
others lest they get some of the credit that 
he might get. 

“There is still another class of men who, 
when they get into an organization, just 
go through the motions and depend on 
others to do the work. 

“Any man who plays on a team gets all 
of this knocked out of him at the age when 
it can be most easily knocked out. The 
star football player who is really a star 
quickly learns that he will not shine much 
unless he works with and is helped by the 
other men on the team. An eleven of 
men playing together will beat an all-star 
team any day in the week. No one gets 
far at the expense of someone else; real 

rogress comes by helping others and 
line them help you; that is, by team 


play. 

“You will find the quality of team 
play in every really big man. Take the 
ate A. J. Cassatt, the president of the 
Pennsylvania Railroad, who, in my mind, 
takes rank with E.H. Harriman and James 

Hill—among the greatest railway 
executives the world has known. He is the 
man who conceived and carried through 
the Pennsylvania Terminal in New York 
City, spending one hundred and fifty 
millon dollars in a day when that sum 
meant twice what it does now. He 
practically rebuilt the whole Pennsyl- 
vania system. It was said that he would 
bankrupt the road; time has proved that, 
by acting when he did, he actually saved 
the railroad more money than he spent. 
Mr. Cassatt was a powerful natural lead- 
er as well as a real engineer, but what he 
managed and led was a team. 

“He did not even try to play alone. He 
gathered around him the big est men he 
could find, with never a thought that they 
might shine as much as he did. He found 
such men as the late James McCrea, who 
succeeded him as president; Samuel Rea, 
who is now president; and William Wallace 
Atterbury, who will be the next president. 


“THE first of these big men that I 
met was james McCrea, who gave 
me my job with the Pennsylvania in 1894. 
In the spring of that year was graduated 
from the University of Pennsylvania as a 
civil engineer. Vanderbilt University 
offered me a job coaching their football 
eleven that fall, and I took it, not only be- 
cause I needed the money but also 
because it was more than I could other- 
wise see my way clear to earn. 
“Vanderbilt 1s a Methodist institution 
and, being the first professional coach, I 
was regarded by the faculty with some 
suspicion. The general opinion was that, 
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Burroughs 


Gives You 


i Highest Quality ~ Best Resale Value 
| | Unequalled Mechanical Service ~ 

Right Machine for Your Work | 
\ 
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Burroughs Adding Machine Company 
6210 Second Boulevard 
Detroit, Michigan 


BOOKKEEPING : CALCULATING AND _ BILLING MACHINES 


ADDING - 
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and YALE 


enfi Ordinary locks actually invite and 


encourage the thief. Yale Locks 
discourage him. 


There is only one manufacturer of 
Yale Locks and Keys. The mark YALE 


means the name of the maker. 


The Yale & Towne Manufacturing Co. 
Stamford, Conn., U. S. A. Canadian Branch at St. Catharines, Ont. 


VALE MADE IS YALE MARKED 


Yale 44 


although the men might learn to play 
football, they would most certainly flunk 
their examinations. Therefore, in order to 
square myself, I made it a rule that no 
man who had a condition in any study 
would be allowed to play on the team. 
Immediately I gathered trouble around 
me, for most of the men, I found, were 
headed straight for conditions, and so | 
had to turn in and coach them in their 
studies, as well as in football! We won all 
our games and nobody flunked. On the 
strength of this record, they offered me a 
contract for the next year. 

“Deciding what to do about that con- 
tract gave me some uncomfortable days. 
On the one hand was a bigger salary for 
three months than I could earn in a year 
as a civil engineer, and the salary was to 
be paid to me not for work but for having 
a good time teaching football. 

“ But behind it was the certainty that 
ten or, at the most, twenty years would 
be the limit of a coaching career, and at 
the end of that time I should have lost the 
habit of work and be nowhere. The more 
I thought about it, the less there seemed 
to be in the life of a professional athlete, 
and so I refused the new contract and 
turned out to look for a job. I had been 
in school at St. Paul’s, Concord, N. H., 
with ‘Jim’ McCrea, and he gave me a 
letter to his father, James McCrea, who 
was then president of the Pennsylvania 
Lines west of Pittsburgh. Mr. McCrea 
read the letter and looked me over. Then 
he wrote a note to the chief engineer and 
handed it to me, saying: 

“Remember, young man, there’s no 
room at all at the bottom, but there’s 
plenty at the top.’ 


“I STARTED in as a draftsman, and 
three years later I had a great piece 
of luck. F. Loree, who was then vice 
president of the lines west, conceived the 
idea of opening a transportation school to 
train young men for the service. At that 
time there was not a single transportation 
course offered in the country. He was to 
head the school and he took me as his 
assistant. I, too, had to be trained. 

“‘Thornton,” he said to me, ‘you spend 
some time in every department of this 
railroad. Stay in a department until you 
know all about it, and then move on to 
another department. When you get 
through, report to me and we will start 
the school.’ 

“I spent more than a year learning 
railroading, and then I reported back to 
Mr. Loree. We sketched our plans; but 
before we had finished with them, Mr. 
Loree went off to be president of the 
Baltimore and Ohio Railroad and we never 
did start the school. I got all the educa- 
tion—more first-hand, all-around infor- 
mation about railroading than would have 
come to me, in the ordinary course, in 
twenty years. It was not long after this, 
however, that I nearly ended my railroad 
career. It was just bull luck that saved me. 

“Our round-house at Ashtabula, Ohio, 
burned down, and I was told to design and 
build a new one. It seemed to me abso- 
lutely necessary that the new house should 
have a heating and ventilating plant, 
because in winter the engines would come 
in covered with ice and snow and have to 
be thawed out, while in summer the place 
would be unbearably hot. So I drew my 
plans accordingly. The higher authorities, 
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fer Economical Transportation 


Quality— 


the biggest factor in economy 


Touring - $525 
Roadster - 525 
Coupe - 675 


Sedan - 775 
Commercial 425 


Chassis - 


E 
Truck Chassis 550 
ALL PRICES F.O. B. 


FLINT, MICH. 


The Coach 


695 


f.o. b. Flint, Mich. 


Fine quality built into an automobile makes 
it run well, wear well and look well for a 
long time. It keeps satisfaction high and 
operating costs low = When you can get 
fine quality at a low purchase price you 
have gained the highest degree of economy 
in the ownership of an automobile ~ 
Because Chevrolet represents the highest 
type of quality car at low cost it has been 
the choice of over two million people. 


CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


Division of General Motors Corporation 
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QUALITY AT LOW COST 


Hupmobile 


Buy No Car Till You See It 


The American Magazine 


The New 


HUPMOBILE—a name to conjure with in con- 
nection with the new, popular-priced Six that is to 


| be announced shortly. 


Popular-priced, yes!—but literally going far above 
and beyond the present limitations of its price class 
in verve and dash and virility of performance, and 


-- with all the ruggedness and value that is guaran- 


teed by the name Hupmobile. 


In this new Hupmobile Six all the natural, mechan- 
ical attributes of the six-cylinder engine are fully 
and completely developed and perfected by the 
brilliant engineering exemplified in the famous 
Hupmobile Eight, its companion car. 


The new Hupmobile Six is Hupmobile through 
and through. It is the complete fulfilment of the 
hopes and wishes of the loyal legions of owners of 
the Hupmobile Four, as well as of the uncounted 
thousands who have waited for a popular-priced 
Six, finally developed and perfected as they know 
only Hupmobile can do it. ia 


Because it is a Hupmobile, because it possesses all 
the qualities guaranteed by the name Hupmobile 
all during its 16 years of continuous success, 
it is inevitably destined to place the popular- 
priced Six on a higher, finer plane than it has ever 
approached before. 


in passing the plans, cut out the heat ani 
ventilation. They took my protests 2: 
entertaining but not important—where- 
upon, heating and ventilating that round- 
house became the supreme object in my 
life. I worried day and night, and in des 
peration I did a very foolish thing. 

_ “Tasked the contractor if he would put 
in the plant, and cover its cost by padding 
his account for grading to the necessary 
amount. I thought a few cubic yards. 
more or less, of grading would not be 
noticed, especially since I would certify 
the contractor’s bills. The contractor 
foolishly agreed to connive with me. I got 
the heating and ventilating I wanted, and 
passed the bills for enough extra gradinz 
to pay the cost. A young engineer will 
almost commit murder to get his ideas 
across, and I congratulated myself on how 
cleverly I had benefited the railroad in 
spite of itself. 


“Burl had forgotten one important 
fact. This was that the railroad had 
an auditor, and that it was the business œ 
the auditor to check up bills. The auditor 
instantly discovered that payment was 
being asked for more grading than had 
actually been done, and he at once so 
reported to the district superintendent. 
who as promptly called me into his office. 

“‘What have you been up to?’ he 
asked, handing me the auditor’s report. I 
told him the story. 

“Well, this is out of my hands,’ he 
remarked, when I had finished. ‘You wiil 
have to see the general superintendent. 
and I can tell you right now you'll get 
fired!’ . 

“I went to the general superintendent 
and he heard me gravely. Í was scared 
through and through, but as I warmed up 
in my explanation I quite forgot that the 
issue was a padded bill, and launched 
eloquently into the advantages of heat and 
ventilation. That is what saved me. -The 
superintendent must have seen that my 
heart was as right as my head was wrong, 
and that I had received a lesson which 
would not soon be forgotten. 

“We will call it all right this time, 
Harry; but don’t do it again,’ he said. 

“Looking back, I think I should have 
been fired, for not only had I disobeyed 
a specific order, but I had set up my 
judgment against the more mature judg- 
ment of my superiors. I still think that 
round-house needed heat and ventilation— 
I will not give in on that! Sometimes a 
youngster is right and his elders are 
wrong, but this so rarely happens that the 
safe thing is for the young man to make 
his case out as well as he can, and then 
obey orders. I should feel that I had to 
fire a man for doing what I did. 

“The railroad ladder is a long one, but 
it is sure and steady. By 1911, after 
passing through various positions on the 
Pennsylvania lines east and west, I be- 
came general superintendent of the Long 
Island Railroad, and three years later 
came the offer to be general manager of 
the Great Eastern Railroad, in London. 
It was a chance to make or break me, and 
I took it. 

“I cannot say that I was at first wel- 
come in England. Lord Claud Hamilton, 
the chairman of the board of the railway, 
had said, in announcing my appointment. 
that I had been selected because the board 
had been unable to find an Englishman 
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Nimble FORD lubrication 


Why vital during the colder days ahead 


T lubricate your Ford with ordinary 
oil in cold weather is to run a need- 


less risk. At 32° Fahrenheit, inferior oil 
may congeal and become thick and 
sluggish. 


Starting becomes next to impossible. 
Oil distribution is tardy and incomplete. 
So wear is invited in the engine. The 
cost of engine up-keep rises as the ther- 
mometer drops. 


For your Ford is dependent on splash 


Before the Mobiloil Board of Engi- 
neers recommended Mobiloil “E” for 
Fords, they made an exhaustive study 
of the Ford motor. They learned every 
detail of its design and every one of its 
operating habits. They experimented 
with Ford engines under all sorts of con- 
ditions and in all climates. 


You may accept their recom- 
mendation of Mobiloil “E” with 
absolute confidence. No other 


for its lubrication and requires a nimble group of men on earth have at their 
oil at all times—especially in winter. command greater oil and engine 


Mobiloil “E” is nimble and lively. It knowledge. 


circulates so quickly that it immediately 5 TEER nee 
provides every working part with an a and nost economical year round 
ample oil flm. Mobilo" E” isrefined oil for Fords. And millions of Ford own- 


from crude stocks chosen especially are have conina thas oaint: 


for their /ubricating value by univer- 
sally acknowledged authorities on Vacuum Oil Company, branches in 
lubrication. For quality it es- principal cities. Address: New York, 
tablishes a world’s standard. Chicago, or Kansas City. 


Look for this 
sign. It as- 
sures perfect 
Ford lubrica- 


tion. 


MAKE THIS CHART 
YOUR GUIDE 


HE correct grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil for 
engine lubrication of prominent passenger 
cars are specihed below. 


The grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil are indicated 
by the letters shown below. “Arc” means 
Gargoyle Mobiloil Arctic. 


Follow winter recommendations when temper- 
atures from 32° F (freezing) to 0° F (zero) prevail. 
Below zero use Gargoyle Mobiloil Arctic (except 
Ford Cars, use Gargoyle Mobiloil “ E”). 


If your car is not listed here, see the cogplete 
Chart at your dealer's 


NAMES OF 
PASSENGER 
CARS 


| Winter 


>>> 
Aan 


Buick.. 
Cadillac 
Chandler A 
Chevrolet FB s 
“(other mod's.) |Arc 
Chrysler. 
Dodge Brothers 
Essex. . 
Ford... 
Franklin 
Hudson Super 6. 
Hupmobile 
Maxwell 
Nash... 
Oakland 
Oldsmobile 4 
Oldsmobile 6.... 
Overland 
Packard 8 / 
* (other mod's )| 
Reo.... 
Rickenbacker 6. 
Rickenbacker 8 
Star... š 
Studebaker f 
Willys-Knight 4 
Willys-Knight 6 


VACUUM OIL COMPANY 
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BURGESS RADIO BATTERIES 


competent to fill the place. That was a 
most gracious recommendation to the 
English railway men! As a matter of fact. 
there was no dearth of perfectly compe- 
tent English managers. f found myself as 
welcome as a frost in May. 

“But nothing could have turned out 
better. I declared publicly that I asked 
only for a sporting chance. That struck 
the English fancy. I was the under dog, 
and for that very reason the sportsman- 
ship of the English gave me a far better 
show than if I had be welcome in the 
first place. 

hat is the way with people generally. 
An An en crowd is fair. It may 
start o booing a fellow, but the whole 
crowd w Hi be against him only for a 
moment, for then the sympathy for the 
under dog begins to crop out, and a man, 
if he sticks, gets just about as much show 
as he deserves. 

“The only thing that a crowd will not 
stand for is hypocrisy; it will not stand 
for a man pretending to be something 
that he is not. There is no particular 

difference in this respect between an 
flight and the insert is the radio equipment a fpr American crowd, an English crowd, ora 
sae gar Na Prd Fine By Datert Ppl via sata Canadian crowd; the same holds true of 
the workmen, and of all the other people 
with whom one is thrown in contact while 
managing a business. And I would rather 
treat with a body of men when they are 
fighting mad than when they are cool. 


The illustration pictures the take-off of the winnin 


When the Goodyear III won the right to When your opponents are angry, you have 

: ž something to work on. You can send 

represent the United States at Belgium, them awayshappy: Any lodiiean send 
Burgess Radio Batteries supplied the elec- | away people madder than when they came. 


f a man is fair, he will soon get the 
reputation for being fair, and the mistakes 


trical energy for the operation of the bal- 


loon’s radio equipment. he is bound to make will be forgiven him. 
7 Unfairness is never forgiven. The hearts 
Almost every day from some where in and minds of peo ple, taken in the mass, 
the world news comes to us of new Burgess are always sound. Being friendly and 
hearty is of no particular consequence, 
adventures. unless one’s disposition happens to be of 
EE E that sort, and I know that most people— 
And that Burgess Batteries have contrib- and especially workmen—are suspicious 
uted their bit in so many interesting events of the over -friendly manner. Glad-hand- 

of sport, commerce and science reflects the > 1 OG SOD berms NATE Poer Sventon 
esteem in which they are held. “I HAVE found that popularity and re- 
spece are given only to sincerity. 
“Ask Any Radio Engineer” The respect of the self-respecting—which 
is the only respect that counts—is given 
Your own radio dealer down the street solely to fairness. Men like you to be 
z stern whenever sternness is necessary— 
sells Burgess Batteries. He probably sells provided always that you are fair. Thati 
the famous Burgess Flashlights, too. all one’s associates ask; that is all that 
Pe pi ask; that is all the public asks’ 

thi : sie 

BURGESS BATTERY COMPANY en Ing can go in as a substitute for 
GENERAL SALES OFFICE: CHICAGO “How much does personality enter 
Canadian Factories and Offices: Niagara Falls and Winnipeg into all this that we have been talking 


about?” I asked. “You are a very large 
man—six feet four inches, you told me. 
I suppose you must weigh around two 


p | hundred and fifty pounds. Do you think 

le a ape that mere size is an asset, a help to 
establishing a personality?’ z 

“Of course it is,” he answered. ‘‘A big 


en 


man has an initial advantage over a small 
man, just because it is easier to see and 
therefore to remember him. A big man 
stands out; but he has to make good. 
Just being big won’t get you anywhere; it 
will just give a chance to show what you 
have in you, Ifyou have nothing in you— 
if you are just a hunk of beef—then all 
your size will get you is the accurate 
description ‘big stiff’.” 
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Not Only the Leader in Style 
But a Delight in Power 


The feel of its high power is a 
delight to the many owners who 
have bought the New Franklin 
virtually on sight. They can see 
its unusual beauty and style. They 
have heard of its unusual riding 
comfort and reliability. Then 
comes the thrill of swift accelera- 
tion, power on the hills, and ability 


to cover the most miles in a day. 
That is the final touch to a car for 
which their admiration is constant- 
ly growing. It deepens their con- 
viction that this is the car they will 
always want to own. De Causse’s 
flawless design is only the intro- 
duction to a perfectly rounded and 
enduring performance. 


SEDAN - SPORT SEDAN - TOURING - COUPE + CABRIOLET 
SPORT RUNABOUT + ENCLOSED-DRIVE LIMOUSINE 


Franklin Series 11 comes ready for the road—fully equipped with appropriate 
accessories, spare tire and cover—at the catalog price. 
Only tax and freight are extra. 
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Hanover 


Shoe 


Style 1287D 
Imported Tan 
Scotch Grain 
Oxford—$5 

Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


Style 201 
Light Shade 
Russia Calfskin 
Lace Shoe—$5 
Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


Twenty-five years ago Hanover 
Shoes set out to prove that 
quality footwear could be sold 
at a reasonable price. Today 
100 Hanover Shoe stores in 74 
cities are proving that you can 
get good-looking, long-wearing, 
comfortable shoes for Five 
Dollars. If there’s no Hanover 
Store near write for booklet. 


The Hanover Shoe, Hanover, Pa. 


Style 873 IN 
Men’s Tan Army 
Grain Blucher 
Storm Boot, 
16” top, bellows 


For Boys and 
Little Men at 
$3.50 and $3 
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Mart Gets an Even Break 


(Continued from page 25) 


carefully. As they crossed the road once 
more, the marshal asked: j 

“Would you sell us some food, Mrs. 
Asheley? My friend and I haven’t eaten 
since breaking camp this morning. We 
should have stopped for lunch at Pisgah 
or Laramie.” 

“Sell you some food! Land’s sakes 
alive! Out in this country people don’t 
sell their food—not when other folks are 
hungry. How would you like a big piece 
of fresh loganberry pie with a quart of 
cold milk? 

Bill Seavers’ assent was nearly a groan. 

“All right.: You two come back to the 
kitchen. You don’t mind eatin’ in the 
kitchen, do you? Mart and I always have. 
We decided we'd rather have the car than 
a new dining-room set. And besides— 
our house ain’t quite big enough for a 
regular dining-room, anyhow.” 

hey reached the porch, and the woman 
went in ahead. She cleared the kitchen 
table of cooking utensils and wiped clean 
the cover of white oilcloth. Pushing up 
wooden chairs, she brought in one of the 
pies from the porch. 

“You start right in,” she invited. 
“PIl have to go back across to the cistern 
for the milk. We keep it in a damp pit 
over there, so it'll always be cool.” 


WHEN she had left them, Seavers 
looked the place over curiously. 
“Sort o’ tugs at your heartstrings, don’t 
it?” he said whimsically. 


“I know,” the marshal admitted 
thoughtfully. 
“Two poor humans—man and wife— 


off here in a little shack under the sky 
with their kid, tryin’ to scrape themselves 
a livin’ and get ahead. And the biggest 
thing in their lives is their flivver. 
Apparently, Mart Benson’s turned over a 
new leaf since fleein’ Vermont.” 

“ Apparently he has, Bill.” 

“Who'd believe it?” 

“Its the woman, I suppose. Women 
do make a difference like that—some 
women.” 

“Looks as though he’d settled down, 
hard-workin’ and steady and determined 
to amount to something. You’ve got to 
give him credit for that.” 

“Fought in France too, Bill. She told 
me he refused to marry her till he got 
back—because he might return smashed 


“Look here, Stick, I wish you’d never 
met Nick Cooper, and found out from 
him where Benson lived. A guy who’s 
done this sort of thing is entitled to an 
even break.” 

Marshal Stickney got up suddenly, 
and went stalking nervously about the 
rooms. For a long time he stood on the 
threshold of the living-room, and some- 
how his features looked a little less ruth- 
less. Despite the luncheon waiting, he 
pulled out a cigar and bit the tip off 
savagely. 

“Got a match, Bill 

Bill felt in his clothes. ‘Guess I used 
the last one to light my cigarette back on 
the hill,” he declared. 

The marshal stamped grimly about the 


29 


kitchen looking for matches. None came 
to hand. A hot fire burned in the cook 
stove, however. He pulled a paper from 
his pocket, glanced at it carelessly—with 
eyes that somehow failed to see it— 
folded it into a long, thin strip and lifted 
one of the stove covers. he paper 
curled in a yellow flame, into which he 
thrust the cigar and puffed at it savagely. 
Then he tossed the remains of the paper 
into the range, slammed down the cover, 
and went on pacing the floor. 

The smoke trailed heavily behind him. 

“I don’t mind saying there’s times 
when I’m not stuck on my job, Bill,” 
he announced. “This is one.” 

“Well, by some hook or crook, couldn’t 
you— Well, couldn’t you make out 
that—” 

“That Benson wasn’t Benson? Go 
back on my oath to do my duty? Pd 
like to, Bill, but—” 

“Cheese it! Here she comes back!” 

The woman entered with a big blue- 
glass pitcher of milk. “My stars, what's 
the trouble?” she cried. “Why ain’t you 
cut the pie? Ain’t it good?” 

“T guess, Mrs. Asheley, we’re waiting 
for you to do it for us,” laughed ‘Seavers 
ruefully. 

“Yes,” confirmed the officer, ‘my 
friend here figures that if you don’t 
designate how large a piece he can have, 
he might eat it all.” 

“But that’s perfectly all Nght. There’s 
two more pies on the porch. Mart just 
dotes on loganberry pie. I always make 
three or four.” 

“You think a lot of your husband, Mrs. 
Asheley?” 


HE wife drew in her lips quickly and 

bit down hard uponthem. She tried to 
smile, but her eyes filmed over. Sinking 
in a hard-bottomed chair, she fought back 
her emotion. 

“If anything happened to Mart, reckon 
I’d go mad,” she told them huskily. 
“He ...and Teddy... are all I 
got, and he’s so kind at times I just go 
off and cry. All the hard work and struggle 
don’t matter so much in them times. | 
declare . . . when we went to Chicago 
last month, it was just like takin’ a 
honeymoon.” 

“How much did you pay for the ranch?” 

“Eleven thousand dol ars we give for 
the land. Then we spent two thousand 
more for the stock we started in with. 
We got a pretty good-sized fleck now. 
Seventeen hundred head we sheared last 
saa and that helped us finish the 
silo. 

“Your house looks recently built.” 

“Tt’s the third year we’ve had it. I'm 
terribly proud of it. You see . . . Mart 
built it.’ 

“Alone?” 

“Well, he had the stone foundations 
put in by masons from Laramie. But 
the rest of it he done himself—workin’ 
mostly nights. All the time that Teddy 
was comin’ I helped him much as I could. 
Though toward the last, about all I was 
good for was holdin’ the lantern.” 

“So,” mused Big Stickney, with a 
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Radiola 28, eight tube 
uni-control Super- Het- 
erodyne, extremely se- 
lective. It gives tremen- 
dous volume on dry 
batteries, or if used with 
the Model 104 Loud- 
speaker, all batteries can 
be replaced byA.C. light- 
ing current. With 8 Ra- 
diotrons. . . $260. 


Radiola 20, an entirely 
new five tube, tuned ra- 
dio frequency set, with 
regeneration. Ít is anten- 
na type, with the new dry 
battery power Radio- 
tron. (Without acces- 
sories) . . $102.50 
With 5 Radiotrons 
$115. 


Radiola Loudspeaker, 
Model 100, RCA Cone 
type, achieving new 
Bae ty and far wider tone 
range. Can be used with 
any radio receiver. $35. 


Be sure to see the new 
Radiolas and hear them 
demonstrated. Write to- 
day to the nearest RCA 
district office for the 
booklet that describes 
the entire line in detail. 


RADIO CORPORATION 
OF-AMERICA 


New York Chicago 
San Francisco 


The American Magazine 


i 
0 
0| 
0 
| 
( 
0 
0 
0 
6 


(i) 
0 
(i 
i 
9 
9 
Í 
0 
t 
0 
i 
0 
i 
6 
t 


Imagine serving 
a Candy like this! 


Here’s a surprise .. . another 
new way of serving Oh Henry! 

You have tried it sliced. You 
know what a delicious candy it is. 
Butnowimagineacandywithsuch 
a perfection of blend that you can 
use it in making dainties like this: 


OhHenry! Ice Cream Sauce 


Chop two bars of Oh Henry! extra 
fine, into a double-boiler. Add three 
tablespoonfuls of milk, or cream if de- 
sired. When thoroughly melted, stir 
well into a thick paste, remove from 
fire, let stand for three minutes and 
then, immediately before serving, pour 
over portions of ice cream. A fine des- 
sert! For 6to8 servings. 


Then, try this recipe... for tea 
...or for the children. 


Oh Henry! Sandwiches 


Slice one bar of Oh Henry! very thin. 
Place the slices between two thin, un- 
sweetened crackers or cookies. Place ina 


Williamson Candy Company 
Chicago, Ill, 


hot oven until the Oh Henry! just begins 
to melt. Serve hot. Nutritious but light. 

There are many other ways to 
use this famous candy, and you 
will be delighted at the way 
Oh Henry! blends with other 
tastes and still keeps its delicious 
individuality. 


$5 for a New Recipe 


_ Write for a leaflet in colors, 
“A Woman’s Inspiration,” and 
try a few recipes of your own. 

Wewill pay $5 for every original 
recipe for the use of Oh Henry! 
that is satisfactory when tested by 
our domestic science expert. 

Phone your grocery, drug or 
candy store for a few bars...now. 
(Imagine a rich, old-fashion butter cream, dipped 
in a luscious, chewy caramel, rolled in crispy, 
crunchy nutmeats and then thickly coated with 


the smoothest, mellowest of milk chocolate! 
Doesn’t that sound good? Well, that’s Oh Henry!) 


All rights reservi 
ler interna: 
conventions 


BD) Se Orao 


© 1925, by W. C. Co, 


tender smile that was strange on his face, 
“you held the lantern!” 

“Why, yes, sir. Why not?” 

“I was merely wondering how many 
successful men, scattered across America, 
have owed their beginnings to some faith- 
ful woman who . . . held the lantern!” 

“Well,” the wife went on huskily, 
“we finally got the house up so’s Teddy 
could be born in one of the bedrooms. And 
then the next year Mart and I painted it 
together. We got stuck on the paint, 
though. It was awful poor quality. It’s 
peelin’ already.” 

“I didn’t notice it.” 

“Didn’t you?” she cried in delight. 

“Where'd the two of you live while the 
house was going up?” 

“We had a one-room sod shack that 
Mart uses now for tools and grain. You 
see, when two folks have worked along 
together like that, and got ahead little by 
little, they grow to think a heap of cach 
other. That’s why I think so much o 
Mart. He’s been more like a pal than an 
ordinary husband.” 

“TIsn’t it fearfully lonesome at times— 
especially in the winter—off here under 
the sky?” 

“It does get pretty tough in the winter. 
We went back into the old sod house for a 
time last February ’cause it was really 
warmer for Teddy. But Mart’s different 
than most men. He don’t care so much 
about runnin’ around with folks. Yes, 
he’s even queer that way. Likes to kee 
off by himself, with the baby and me. 
don’t s’pose we’d even got to Chicago 
last month, if he hadn’t had to go there on 
business. It’s a good thing I ain’t strong 
for society myself. Itd bother lots o’ 
women far more’n it does me.” 


“THEN, on the whole, you’re makin’ 
out fairly well?” suggested Seavers, 
making wreckage of a wedge of pie. 

“We ain’t got cause to complain; lots o’ 
folks has made out worse.” 

“I suppose you stand the chance of 
laying up quite a bank account,” said the 
A “if nothing happens?” 

“Well, next year we wanner clapboard 
the barn, so’s to make it warmer for the 
stock. And Mart wants to start another 
flock round the other side o’ Big Peak. 
With Teddy comin’ along, and havin’ to 
go to college sooner or later, I guess we 
can use all we make. Then again, mighty 
soon I gotta have a new sewin? machine. 
The bobbins don’t work on the old one 
any more,” she confided to them. 

‘But what would you do if anything 
did happen to your husband?” the mar- 
shal asked curiously. 

Her face grew ashy. “You m-m-mean 

. if he died? I s’pose I’d try to go on 
somehow.” 

“Alone?” 

“Teddy’ll be a man some day. Pd 
try to work the place and keep it pros- 
perous as I could, till he got big enough 
to lift it off my shoulders. But I don’t 
wanner think about it. J can’t! It’d be 
like goin’ on livin’ only half alive. You 
see,” she added softly, “Mart and me’s 
just moren husband and wife. As I 
said . . . we're partners!” __ 

“I see,” said Stickney. “Partners?” 

“Either one o’ you married?” 

“No,” said Bill Seavers, for himself. 

“I have been,” Stickney assented. 

“Then you know how it could be.” 
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All Around You People Know This Secret 


Clear eyes, strong bodies, a new gest in Living — 


all through one simple fresh food 


OT a “cure-all,” not a medi- 


water (not scalding) before break- 


cine in any sense—Fleisch- fast and at bedtime. Buy several 


mann’s Yeast is simply a remark- 
able fresh food. 

The millions of tiny active 
yeast plants in every cake invig- 
orate the whole system. They aid 
digestion — clear the skin — ban- 
ish the poisons of constipation. 
Where cathartics give only tem- 
porary relief, yeast strengthens 
the intestinal muscles and makes 
them healthy and active. And 
day by day it releases new stores 
of energy. 

Eat two or three cakes regu- 
larly every day before meals: on 
crackers—in fruit juices or milk 
—or just plain. For constipation 
especially, dissolve one cake in hot 


“I AM THE OWNER of a grocery store and recommend Fleischmann’s 
Yeast especially to my customers who mention having indigestion 
or nervous trouble. Because it was when I had those troubles myself 
that I started using Fleischmann’s Yeast. I had only a half-hearted 
hope that it might help me. But in two months I was eating and 
sleeping normally. Today I have better health than I ever had be- 
fore. In fact, I believe that I am in perfect physical condition, and 
that Fleischmann’s Yeast has been a great factor in helping me gain 
Mrs. Rosert Carr, Toronto, Ont. 


that ideal condition.” 


cakes at a time—they will keep 
fresh in a cool dry place for two 
or three days. All grocers have 
Fleischmann’s Yeast. Start eat- 
ing it today! 

And let us send you a free copy 
of our latest booklet on Yeast for 
Health. Address Health Research 
Dept. J-22, The Fleischmann 
Company,701 Washington Street, 
New York City. 
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ABOVE 


“ABOUT I§ MONTHS AGO I was 
afflicted with sties. I had suf- 
fered from constipation for sev- 
eral years. One day I noticed 
dark spots appearing upon my 
hands. I consulted a physician. 
‘You have auto-intoxication, he 
said, and explained that the 
waste matter was forcing itself 
into the blood. He handed me 
a pamphlet advertising Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast. I began taking 
yeast that day. I took it for four 
months. I have never had an- 
other sty since I ate the first 
cake; and I am freed of consti- 
pation.” 
Mrs. Anna LENERT, 
San Antonio, Texas 


“ConsTIPpaTION was my deadliest foe. I always had the tired, sluggish feel- 
ing characteristic of this ailment. Impaired appetite, a sallow complexion 
and a pimply skin also contributed to my misery. 

“My mother was employed by a prominent Boston physician who recom- 
mended Fleischmann’s Yeast. I finally condescended to give it a trial. I 
continued for two months, when I noticed a slight change. At the end of the 
fifth month I had regained my lost vigor and my appetite had improved won- 
derfully. All signs of ache had vanished and the tired feeling was gone— 
thanks to Fleischmann’s Yeast.” 


Lawrence A. Perry, Medford, Mass. 


CAO re. 


This famous food tones up 
the entire system—banishes 
constipation, skin troubles, 
stomach disorders. Start 
cating it today! 
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Cid La few aa 
of a pen LINCOLN 


frecd the slaves — 


ITH one filling a Waterman’s pen 

would have written many times 
the entire Emancipation Proclama- 
tion Lincoln signed. 


A Waterman’s can be filled in roseconds and 
will write ten thousand words. Easy to fill; 
it holds an abundance of ink. 


Watermatis{deaifountain Pen 
satisfies every pen need perfectly 


Different sized holders to fit different sized hands; 
with pen points to suit every style of writing. 

The tip-cuarp, the crip-cap, the 

SPECIAL FILLING DEVICE and the spoon”? 

FEED are four outstanding features. 
Ask any one of 50,000 merchants to show you style 
illustrated; with cardinal, black or mottled holders. 
Make your selection at $4.00, or in larger sizes at 
$5.50 or $6.50. 


SEQ SeutirmansCompany 


191 Broadway, New York 
Chicago Boston San Francisco Montreal 


Illustration is 
exact size of 
$4.00 model. 
Made with 
cardinal, 
black or mot- 
tled holders. 


“T can only imagine,” the officer said. 

“Listen! Don’t I hear hoofs? Yes, I 
do! Here’s Martin. He’s comin’ up by 
the lower corral.” 

Stickney got to his feet. To his com- 
panion he said stiffly: 

“Stay here with Mrs. Asheley.” 

A roan pony picked its way nimbly 
between i distant sheep pens. It 
cantered up into the yard, stopping by an 
outhouse, where its rider threw down 
some tools, The marshal strode toward 
the door and the porch. 

Wheeling his mount, a stocky, sun- 
burned fellow rode to the steps and swung 
off. Despite the season, he wore heavy 
corduroy trousers tucked into riding 
boots, and an olive drab shirt open on a 
virile chest. Reaching the ground, he 
whacked the pony’s rump with his hat, 
saw it canter in a circle and head into an 
adjacent shed. Drawing out a blue 
bandanna, the man wiped his forehead. 
He did not notice Big Stickney until he 
had climbed two steps. 

“Hello, Martin,” the marshal said 
whimsically. “‘ How’s every little thing?” 

It was deathly quiet about those prem- 
ises in that quarter-moment ensuing. Off 
to the right, a sheep bleated. The 
scrubby cat came bounding back, mewing 
and purring as it reached the rancher’s 
boots. No other sounds. 

At the foot of the steps, the man, with 
hat in one hand and bandanna in the 
other, had been taken deathly sick. There 
was small doubt about it. The blood 
faded slowly out of his features. About 
his mouth came a greenish tinge. . . . 

“You!” he choked. But he did not 
move. And neither did the marshal. 

“How are you, Martin? Looks like 
yard prospered. I been talking with the 
wife. 

“What do you want?” 

The arms hung listlessly at the young 
rancher’s sides. Even his fingers were 
strengthless. Hat and kerchief dropped 
to the gravel. 

“Happened to be passing through this 
part of the country with a friend, Martin, 
and thought Pd drop in for a talk. 
Privately!” he added, with a wink and a 
nod toward the kitchen behind him. 

Asheley—or Benson—had been sweat- 
ing profusely with his canter through the 
heat. Yet the subsequent moisture ap- 
pearing on his lower eyelids was not 

erspiration. Great, terrible man-tears 
besan to well there, though his gaze 
stayed riveted on his caller’s sharp face. 
The whole stocky figure, splendid a 
moment before in physical development 
and pride of his acres, started to droop. 
He became as one stricken. 

“I... suppose... so? he whis- 
pered hoarsely. 

“Don’t run off, Martin.” 

“I won’t run off. Where’d I run?” 


GTICKNEY felt the screen push open 
behind him. He had to give way. 
Seavers had been unable to restrain the 
wife longer. She stumbled out and caught 
at a joist sustaining the roof. Her face, 
too, was waxen. 
“Martin!” she cried piteously. “What’s 
it all about? What’s the matter?” 
“G-g-got a little appointment with 
Brother Stickney here, honey,” the 
husband said dully. “Had it, I guess . 
for quite a long time.” 
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First—Last—Always 


MEX have been known to go 
for months without shelter, 
for weeks without food and for 
days without water, but no one 
can live for more than a few 
minutes without air. 


Breathing is the first necessity of 
life—yet few of us know how to 
breathe to develop our bodies and 
to improve our health. If we 
could be always in fresh air takin 

plenty of exercise, our usua ial 
undirected, instinctive breathing 
would naturally develop to give 
us better health. Nature would 
take care of us. But the condi- 
tions in which we live, the stress 
of present-day life, cause us to 
accumulate an excess of poisonous 
waste products in our bodies. To 
help dispose of these we should 
go beyond instinctive breathing 
and at frequent times during the 


day mentally direct the breaths 
we take. 
Count Your Breaths— 


How many breaths a minute do 
you take? Stop now with your 
watch in hand and for 60 seconds 
count them. Fifteen to twenty 
short, top-of-your-lungs breaths? 
You are not breathing deeply. 
Occasionally you should take six 
or eight long, leisurely breaths a 
minute—so deep that the dia- 
phragm is expanded and the ribs 
are barreled out. Several timesa 
day stop what you are doing, 
stand straight with head up, 
shoulders back and breathe—al- 
ways through the nose, of course. 


Try it this way—inhale, one, two, 


About one out of six of the total number 
of deaths in the United States each year is 
caused by ases which affect the lungs. 
Pulmonary tuberculosis and pneumonia 
claim more than 210,000 victims annually. 
Ten years ago the death-rate from tu- 
berculosis was sixty cent higher than 
it is today. Only a short time ago it was 
thought that fresh air must be kept away 


from patients suffering from lung troubles. 


Today it is known that fresh air is one 
of the main aids in getting well—and 


this knowledge has helped to produce the 


METROPOLITAN 


marked decrease in tuberculosisdeath-rate. 


Defects in the air 
rected if one isto 
Wise 
over their children’s noses and throats to 
see that they are not afflicted with adenoids 
or diseased tonsils. 


Deep breathing must be studied. There is 
more to it than the takin 
The diaphragm and a 

must be strengthened by exercise and 


Baby’s first ‘ery! However it may sound to grand- 
mother’s ears, it is music to the baby’s mother. 
Under the spell of her eager as nap that thin 
little cry is a call for her. But what he really is cry- 
ing for is air. In the Land of Unborn Babies he had 
no need to use his lungs. But here, in the great 
wide world, his first need is air and through every 
moment of his life he will demand air. 


three, four; hold, five; exhale, 
six, seven, eight, nine; relax, ten. 
This will give you six breaths a 
minute—quiet, unhurried breath- 
ing. After a time your uncon- 
scious breathing may become 
deeper and you will begin to feel 
a new and delightful sense of 
buoyant power. 


Good Posture First— 


When you stand or sit with 
shoulders rounded and chest con- 
tracted you squeeze your lungs 
and make deep breathing impossi- 
ble. Lift your head, raise your 
chest, straighten your spine, ele- 
vate your ribs and you cannot 


help “breathing for health”. 


Deep breathing exercises should 
be taken night and morning. 
Empty the lungs as fully as pos- 
sible with each breath. This’ is 


posture. 
assages should be cor- 
reathe most effectively. 
arents should keep careful watc 


of a full breath. 
lominal muscles 


Published by 


body must be trained to enaintain@berect 


The Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
has prepared a booklet givi: 
interesting health rules, inch 
advice about fresh air and proper breath. 
ing. These rules, withthe simp 

exercise given al 
anybody who wishes better health. pea 
for a copy of “How to Live Long”. It will 


” HALEY FISKE, President. 


important because fresh air re- 
moves harmful waste matter in 


the blood. 


That “‘Stitch in the side”— 


Have you ever felt a stitch in the 
side when running? This is a 
warning—not always that your 
heart is weak, or that you have 
indigestion, as many persons sup- 
ae but sometimes that your 
ungs are unaccustomed to being 
filled to their full capacity. Most 
of us rarely breathe to the bottom 
of our lungs. One-third of the 
lung cells of the average person is 
unused. These cells tend to col- 
lapse and stick together. When 
the air is forced into them, it 
sometimes causes pain. 


Your health demands that you 
should breathe properly. The 
blood circulates all through the 
body distributing material to build 
and repair the tissues, picking up 
waste products and fighting disease 
germs. The turning-point of its 
journey is in the lungs where it 
deposits the waste and takesa fresh 
supply of oxygen from the air. 


Without deep breath- pe 
ing of fresh air there 

cannot beamplesupply 
of oxygen. Without 
sufficient oxygen there 
cannot be adequate 
growth or repair of 
any part of the body, 
nor vigorous warfare 
against disease. Begin 
today tobreathedeeply 
—breathe for health. 
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lI Say She Heats 


\ 


‘Your Car | | 


Enew Arvin Special is some heater. It getsinto | 
action as soon as your car’s in motion. And | 
before you’ve gone very far, it’s sure rarin’—pour- | 
ing heat into your car—circulating it everywhere. }\ 


And Arvin heat wanders around like a hot July | | | | 
breeze. It comes from the special heat-radiating 
manifold supplied with the Arvin—and it’s driven 
back at you by the effect of your fan and the for- 
ward motion of your car. 


The Arvin Special is available for Ford, Chev- 
rolet and Dodge cars—the Arvin Regular for Ford 
and Overland. Get your Arvin now. You'll agree 
that the comfort it brings you is worth far more 
than it cost you. All accessory dealers sell Arvin. 
You or any garageman can install it in a jiffy. 


Every Arvin is sold under a direct from factory to user 
guarantee of complete satisfaction. Get your Arvin NOW 


N 
THE LOW COST OF ARVIN HEAT 
Special Type for 
FORD - «+ « - $6.00 


CHEVROLET - - - 6.50 
DODGE- - - + «+ 9.00 
Also—Regular Type for 
FORD te on TS 
OVERLAND - - æ- 3.00 
Prices Slightly Higher in Canada and Far West 


>$ 


Indianapolis Pump & Tube Company 
General and Sales Offices~INDIANAPOLIS 


Pump and Tube Div. Arvin Heater Div. 
Greenwood, Ind Columbus, Ind. 
Dan Patch Coaster Wagon Div. 

Connersville, Ind. 


ARVIN | 


HEATER / 
Sure Does Heat Your Car/, 


The woman reached her man. She 
clung to him desperately. “Look at me, 
Martin! Oh, Martinf... Is he an 
officer, after you for anything ?”” 

Reaching up mechanically, he patted 
her shoulder. He spoke to Stickney, 
“How much—have you told her?” 

“T haven’t told her anything. I saw 
she didn’t know, and determined to do 
my errand with you—in private.” 

“Oh, oh, oh!” wailed the woman, her 
knees weakening, her body sagging. 

“You can tell her,” declared the 
rancher. “She’s got to know it some- 
time.” 

“ But Pd rather not. Where can we go 
for a little quiet confab, Martin ?” 

“Come across to the barn. It’s 
as good a place as any.” 

“Vm going with you, Martin! I’m 
in on it too, no matter what it is” 

“No, honey, you stay back. Irs... 
merely a little business Mr. Stickney and 
I got together.” 

_ “Look after the little lady a moment, 
Bill,” the officer ordered his companion. 


HE wife stood, turned to stone as 
husband and Nemesis moved away to- 
gether. 

They reached the shade of the barn. 

“I s’pose you found me because Nick 
Cooper saw me in that hotel to Chi- 
cago?” 

“ After a fashion, Martin.” 

“Well, what you aimin’ to do to me? 
I was a fool to think I could ever run far 
enough—or stay away long enough—for 
the Government to forget.’ 

“And yet, from the look of your ranch 
and your family, Martin, you’re hardly 
the lad who skipped out of Vermont.” 

“Pm not! I was wild in them days, 
I'll admit. But I come out here, Stickney, 
and turned a new leaf. Somehow, I 
figgered if I did—and the Government 
ever got trace o’ me—bein’ an honest, 
respectable citizen, mindi? my own 
business and gettin’ ahead, might make a 
difference. Besides, there was Helen. I 
fell in love with her and... didn’t 
want her ever to know.” 

“You mean the fear of what happened 
back in Vermont altered you—made you 
what you appear to be to-day?” 

“Before my Maker, Stickney! I paid 
for that mess back East through a thou- 
sand nights. Fourteen years I been tryin’ 
to live it down, Stickney, really live it 
down. And I thought I had!” 

“Fourteen years!’ mused the marshal. 
“It must have been torment.” 

“But now you’ve found me, the real 
torment’s ahead, thinkin’ of the sufferin’ 
it means for Helen and little Ted. Just a 
wild, boyish prank, Stickney, to get a 
little easy money—and it jazzed up all m 
life. If Fred Whipple had only kept his 
rotten mouth shut. If he only had!” 

“He was dying, Martin. He wanted 
the whole thing off his conscience.” 

“But why didn’t he stop to think of 
the rest of us?” The fancier wiped his 
sleeve across his forehead. It left a 
ludicrous streak. “I swear I never 
happened to think that old Sargent’s 
grocery was a branch post office as well, 
that what we was doin’ was really a 
Federal offense. Think of it! I was only 
twenty at the time. A kid don’t stop 
to figger things out very fine at twenty.” 

i Besaking and entering any sort of 
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Nothing in recent years has aroused 
such interest among car-owners as 
the smart appearance of the latest 
Ford Closed Cars. 


They dispel forever the old idea 
that good looks in a motor car are 
a matter of high price. The beauty 
of these attractive, low-hung cars, 
with all-steel bodies in color is 
meeting with enthusiastic response 
from everyone. 


The reliability of the Ford Car— 
so universally recognized, has long 
commended this car to your use. 
Now the attractiveness and added 
comfort and convenience of these 


The TUDOR 
SEDAN 


Color: Channel Green. All-steel body, 
streamline treatment, improved uphol- 
stery. Adjustable one-piece windshield. 
Both front seats are of the full tilting type. 
The gasoline tank is located under the cowl 
and is conveniently filled from outside. 
Bright nickeled radiator and headlamp 
rims are a striking feature. Rear view 
mirror, windshield wiper and dash light. 
Four Cord Tires. 


F. B. 


DETROIT 


$580 


improved body types, make the 
Ford more than ever the desirable 
car to drive. 


No other car can offer you so great 
a measure of value. Because only 
through Ford facilities and the 
economies of Ford volume pro- 
duction is it possible to give such 
high quality at so remarkably low 
a price. 


Visit the show room of any Author- 
ized Ford dealer and see for your- 
self the many refinements and new 
features which have been incor- 
porated in the improved Ford cars. 


Ford Motor Company, Detroit, Michigan 


THE COUPE $520 - RUNABOUT $260 - THE TOURING $290 - TUDOR SEDAN $580 - FORDOR SEDAN $660 


f. o. b. 


COMFORT . 


CONVENIENCE =. 


Detroit’ 


UTILITY 
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(1) Gutters and leaders—everlasting—they’re lead. (2) Cames of lead give these 
windows real beauty. (3) Clapboards are protected with white-lead paint. (4) 
Lead casing gives complete protection to the underground electric service wires. 
(§) The interior walls are beautified with sanitary white-lead paint. (@) Wood- 
work, too, is preserved and beautified with ps white-lead paint. (9) Water 


supply line fittings are made tight with red-lea 


(8) Even the lining ortae jal 


esque flower box can withstand endless weathering. It, too, is made of lea 


Four walls—a roof—and LEAD 


How the wonder metal of many uses 
helps man build for beauty and permanence 


AN lead be turned into gold? 
Look at this picture. In it is the 


answer to the old alchemist’s dream. ' 


For today man has done more than 
transform dull pigs of lead into so 
many glittering nuggets. In his ef- 
fort A pant and protect the four 
walls and roof of his home, he has 
discovered that lead is the more use- 
ful, and therefore gladly exchanges 
the gold for lead. 


The hand-wrought gutters and 
leaders, for example, are not only 
beautiful today, but they will also 
be beautiful fifty years, one hundred 
years, from now. Weather can’t wear 
them. They are made of lead. 

The spirit of old craftsmanship is 
expressed in the rustic casement 
windows—expressed in a form that 
will remain unchanged through the 
centuries. All the cames that hold 
the glass in place consist of lead. 


Lead you look at but do not see 


Still another form of lead, one in 
most general use today, is present 
in this modern home. It doesn’t 
look like lead—yet it is made direct- 
ly from lead and possesses the metal’s 
superior qualities of endurance, 
weather resistance and protection. 

You'll find it on the clapboards 
and exterior trim. You'll find it on 
the interior walls and woodwork. 
It isthe basic carbonate of the metal, 


called white-lead, which makes a 
paint that gives both beauty and 
complete protection to the surface. 


There are many other unseen uses 
of lead in this home. Lead helps to 
ive the glass of the electric light 
Bulbseheir nranspareniey;álsothe fine 
glass tableware its brilliancy. Lead 
1s in the glaze of the chinaware and 
in that of the bathtub and sink. 
A lead device makes it safe to tele- 
hone when lightnings play. And 
beatings composed of a lead-tin alloy 
reduce friction in the motor of the 
whirring electric fan. 


National Lead Company makes 
lead products for practically every 
purpose for which lead is 
used today in art, indus- 
try and daily life. If you 
would like to know more 
about this wonder metal 
of many uses, just write 
to our nearest branch. 


NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY 


New York, 111 Broadway; Boston, iy State Street; 
Buffalo, 116 Oak Street; Chicago, 900 West 18th Street; 
Cincinnati, 659 Freeman Avenue; Cleveland, 820 West 
Superior Avenue; St. Louis, 722 Chestnut Street; San 
Francisco, 485 California Street; Pittsburgh, National 
Lead and Oil Co. of Penna., 316 Fourth Avenue; Phila- 
delphia, John T. Lewis & Bros. Co., 437 Chestnut Street. 


place is a pretty grave crime, Martin. If 
you-all had been discovered, and any- 
body'd been shot, you’d have been liable 
for murder.” 

“But nobody was shot, Stickney.” 

“Was Fred right in his confession: that 
d took the money, while you only stood 

y? 

“He was, Stickney. I swear it before 
my Maker.” 

“And you came out here by hopping 
freights, turned a new leaf—” 

“And have lived as honest as the day is 
long, Stickney. I couldn’t do anything 
else, married to a woman like Helen. 
What’s it going to mean to her now, when 
she faces everything gone to smash? 
We’ve worked terribly hard here, Stickney, 
from the start. And I been honest ever 
since. I swear it, so help me God!’ 

“And I suppose the memory of it—” 

“The memory of it’s hung over all my 
happiness out here with Helen, like a 
cloud. Never once have strangers pulled 
up in front of my house that I ain’t went 
sick all over with panic. Stickney, it’s— 
been—hell!” 

“You never heard from Vermont?” 

“J dassent let anybody know where I’d 
gone. I just couldn’t risk it.” $ 

“I thought so, Martin. Bill Seavers 
and I had reached Chicago on a tour of 
the West. By one chance in a thousand, 
we saw Nick Cooper. Not having seen 
each other in years we got talking about 
old times when he lived in Vermont. Me 
being in the officer business, we mentioned 
the robbery of Sargent’s place.” 

“He told you—?” 

“That called up your name. He 
mentioned having seen you accidentally 
in Chicago recently, ina hotel lobby. He’d 
got your new name and address from the 
register. He told me how eaten with 
worry you looked.” 

“I been sick with it every night since, I 
tell you. I knew he’d seen me. I figgered 
he’d write about it back East. Burt I 
couldn’t sell out here and skip again. It’s 
come to mean home. By the things I’ve 
done with my own two hands, I’ve made 


it home. And besides, it meant tellin’ 
Helen ELC I couldn’t do that, 
Stickney. I couldn’t, I couldn’t.’ 


“Martin, Im sorry. We hear a lot 
about crime this day and age. Yet I 
suppose there are crimes and crimes. 
Some are just mistakes. Others are 
black, premeditated—and deserve punish- 
ment to the limit. It does occur to me, 
however, that there may be certain 
crimes that make a man—help him to 
find himself. Though that doesn’t mean, 
of course, that a person must turn criminal 
in order to find himself. I don’t believe 
there’s a man in the whole Department of 
Justice that would not be helped and 
inspired himself by what you’ ve done 
here. Yet we’ve got to draw the line 
somewhere. Right is right, and wrong 
is wrong.” 

“All right,” the rancher said. ‘‘Serve 
your warrant and get it over with.” 


IG STICKNEY thrust his hand in the 

inner pocket of his coat. He pulled it 
out and thrust it in again. He pulled the 
coat out straight before him and looked 
in the pocket. 

It was empty. 

“What’s the matter?” the rancher de- 
manded. 
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Woods, weather, 
hardships? ... 

Duco finish 

minds them not at all... 


IVE free rein to your enjoy- 

ment. Trust Duco. Your 
cars gleaming progress up The 
Avenue will give no hint of the 
rigorous roads you’ ve followed. 


This finish is enduring. Its sleek, 
smart beauty fears neither time 
nor abuse. The mars and checks 
| which formerly brought early old || 
age to your motor car need never 
be feared again. Through Duco, 
lasting newness is now a reality. | | 


. . ° 


t New or old, ycur car deserves Duco 
Insist upon the genuine |] | 


e bey a on za 


L 
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UCO is an enduring finish of unusual beauty, 
not to be confused with any other. It was 
created and is made only by du Pont. up...or to apply a cheaper, perhaps less darable, 


1600 Duco Refinishing Stations equipped to give 
cars a genuine DUCO refinish from the bare metal 


surface by putting Duco over the old 


Identify the authorized refinisher in your locality 
by the official Duco sign. It means that he uses 
du Pont materials throughout. 


It is waterproof and completely weatherproof. Mud 
and oil can be wiped away quickly. It does not 
check, crack or peel. Alkaline dust, salt air, or 
strong soaps do not injure it. It is easier to clean 
and costs less to keep clean. Its beauty is enduring, 
actually increasing as time goes by. 


Because of these great advantages to owners the 
leading automobile manufacturers whose trade- 
marks are shown above, now use DUCO. 

But the great advantage of Duco is not confined 
to owners of new cars. At your service are over 


I. du Pont de Nemours & oo Chemical 
Pectin Division, Parlin, =o Sine Mich., 
Chicago, Ill., San Francisco, Ca . Everett, M: Mass., 
or Flint Paint & Varnish iita, Toronto, Canada. 


There is only ONE Duco — DU PONT Duco 
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This one device both waxes and polishes floors—with paste or liquid wax 


Wax your floors the proper way 


. . . then they'll have lasting beauty 


TAI wax is the ideal surface for floors 
is known to all floor specialists. That 
wax develops the loveliest floors is known 
to all women who use Old English Wax. 
Paste wax for the foundation; liquid wax 
for cleaning and reviving it—that’s the 
perfect method for floorsandlinoleums, too. 


Laying foundations for floor beauty. 

uch women treat their floors occasion- 
ally with Old English Paste Wax. It 
gives floors a rich, glowing mellow beauty. 
It is easily applied. It lasts when it is 
applied. It is economical because it goes 
farther and lasts longer. It resists scratches 
and heel-marks. It costs but a third of 
other finishes. 


Keeping floors clean and bright. 
Old English Liquid Wax is the easiest, 
best means of keeping up the floor 
beauty lent by Old English Paste Wax. 
Old English Liquid Wax renews and 
revives floor beauty. It removes all 
surface dirt, and it doesn’t remove the 
wax. It adds a film of wax to the 
protective surface. It builds up the sur- 
face, makes it more wear-resistant, 
makes it more beautiful. Put it on wood 
floors—waxed, varnished or shellaced. 
Put it on linoleum. It protects all. 


POWDER 


PASTE 


FOR FLOORS, LINOLEUM, WOODWORK, FURNITURE, DANCING 
Send for this Valuable Book—Free 


It is full of home bèaiity secrets and authoritative information on 

inoleum, woodwork, furniture, etc., when 
to use paste wax, when to use liquid wax—all that we have learned 
in irent elat t years, condensed into easy reading. A valuable 


how to care for floors, 


reference boo! ail the coupon. 


o Check here for 

free book only 
Send me poz free book, 
“Beautiful floors, Wood- 
work, and Furniture— 


A is ( 
Their Finish and Care. $4.50; 


The A. S. Boyle Company, 1632Dana Aveneu, Cincinnati, Ohio 


Check here for 
Waxer-Polisher _ 
Send me, all charges paid, your $5.10 
Old English Waxing Outfit at the 
special time-limited price of $3.90 
nver and West, $4.25; Canada, 
50; Winnipeg and West, $5.00), 
which I enclose, 5 


The easy way to wax. Apply either 
Old English Paste Wax or Old English 
Liquid Wax with the Old English Waxer- 
Polisher. Here is a single-unit device that 
applies both, that polishes both. It 
obviates bending, kneeling—all hard 
work. No other device can apply and 
polish both paste and liquid wax. It is 
the most popular labor-saving device of 
hundreds of thousands of women. It is 
doubly economical. It’s low in cost. It 
lasts a lifetime. 

Sold at paint, hardware, drug, house- 
furnishing and department stores. 


$5.10 waxing outfit for $3.90 


1 Old English Waxer-Polisher 

1 Can Old English Wax 

1 Can Old English Liquid Wax 
1 Valuable Book on Floor Care. 


$5.10 
Special Price. . 3.90 
YOU SAVE $1.20 
For prices, West of 
Denver and in Can 
see coupon below 
Fill in coupon and 


mail today 


Old English Wax 


LIQUID 


“I had a warrant here somewhere. 
Now, what’s become of it? Have I lost it?” 

“You can’t take me without one, can 
you?” 

“No, of course not.” 

The marshal stared at him thoughtfully 
a moment. All the ruthlessness had now 
gone from his eyes. His sharp face was 
almost compassionate as he said: 

“Well, if the warrant’s lost out of my 
pocket, it’s a cinch all my trouble coming 
out here has gone for nothing, Martin.” 

“Tknow. Only you can get another one, 
of course, and come back.” 

Stickney rubbed his} lean chin reflec- 


tively. 

“Of course I might do that,” he agreed. 
“Only, I’m a terribly busy man these 
days. All of us Federal marshals are— 
with all the rum-running that’s going on.” 

Benson sprang up. “You mean—!” 

“I mean, having lost that warrant, my 
case for the present is sort of sick, Martin. 
And between you and me as men—well, 
I’m just as satisfied that it doesn’t get 
well, Suppose we go back to the house. 
I haven’t finished that loganberry pie 
Mrs. Asheley offered us.” 

“You _won’t come back, with another 
warrant?” 

Big Stickney suddenly laid his hands 
on the other’s broad’ shoulders. He 
looked the suffering fellow in the eye. 

“Martin, after what I’ve seen here— 
Say, do you really think I could be so 
blankety-blank yellow as that?” 


(THE roadster with the Vermont license 

plates backed out of the barn. Witha 
soft clicking of its gears and an acceler- 
ating of its engine, it started forward 
with Stickney and Seavers up the road. 
Hugging the hard-baked adobe trail, it 
resumed one constant speed through 
Wyoming’s foothills in the furnace heat of 
the July afternoon. 

Up a far-flung undulation it rose till it 
reached the top. There it  slackened 
speed and halted. The two in the brown 
leather seats looked back. 

Far back, down in the ranch yard two 
figures were standing close together under 
infinite sky. One was a man’s. The other 
was a woman’s. His arm was about her 
shoulders. Her arm was about his waist. 

Big Stickney did an impulsive thing. 
e stood up in the roadster and waved 

his cap. Back before the house, the man 
waved back with his black beaver 
sombrero. 

“All right, Bill. Step on her! Give her 
the gas,” the marshal ordered. 

The roadster dipped down out of sight, 
over the summit. 

“You never lost that warrant, Bob 
Stickney,” the driver declared as the 
roadster commenced to eat up distance. 
“You know what happened to it as 
well as I.” 

“When a guy can’t find matches, he’s 
ot a right to use anything that comes to 
and when he wants to smoke.” 

“You knew what you were doing all 

the time, you son of a gun!” 

“Well, if you ever say so back East— 
when we get there—I’ll shove your ugly 
jaw up into your ear.” 

“What good did it do, anyway, visiting 
those folks?” 

“Oh, say we just dropped in twenty 
minutes for lunch.” 

+t be be + 


What My Old Home Means to Me 


What My Old Home 
Means to Me 


FIRST PRIZE 


It is the Place Where My 
Brother and I Become 
Boys Again 
M* OLD home means to me a place 


where my brother and I go each year, 
he from lower Oregon and I from western 
Vancouver—to spend a few days living as 
we did when boys. Bareheaded, and in 
our shirt sleeves, we go fishing, hunting, 
and tramping through the old familiar 
spots. 

Yet the few who have seen our old home 
think we are mad to set such store by it. 
In order to reach it, we must row five 
miles from a wharf in a northern inlet to 
the piles of an ancient boat landing. Then 
we must trudge across a rough, rocky 
beach to the deserted shacks and buildings 
of a one-time busy logging camp. How 
well we remember the rasping saws, the 
steel cables, and the donkey engine, which 
once filled this now forsaken spot with 
noise and rough-faced loggers! 

Along a trail, almost obliterated by 
bracken and undergrowth, we presently 
come to a substantial, two-room log cabin. 
Here my father—foreman of the mill and 
a lover of the open—brought us up. And 
here we once again throw wide the door to 
the bracing air, pitch our bedding on the 
board floors, and relive, as best we can, 
those far-away days. 

Without a mother’s help, Father reared 
us in these wilds, and he did it well. We 
roamed the forests like young Indians; up 
that now rusty, overgrown trail we used to 
go on the trucks with the crew. It was 
here that Father taught us self-reliance, 
and showed us, wisely and simply, how 
and why we should try to grow up to be 
honest, decent men. 

Father has been gone many years, and 
the old days are only memories. Yet 
every year my brother and I pursue once 
more our boyhood sports, and we live 
again the old happy, care-free days when 
we tagged at Father’s heels! R. D. M. 


SECOND PRIZE 


The Thought of My Home 
Sustained Me While I Was 
Serving a Prison Term 


AL THE age of twenty-seven, I was 
sentenced to serve two years in a 
Federal. prison. During the last three 
months of my stay, there was one word 
which kept me alive and sane. It was the 
word home. 

Mine is not a palatial home; it is only a 
little cottage of three rooms. Inside the 
walls of this little house lived my old 
mother. I knew that she was hastening 
toward the grave because of her wayward 
boy. Inside those walls there was also a 
loving wife, whose hair was turning gray 
far too early. And there was a darling 
baby girl of three summers who was just 
able to lisp the word “ Daddy.” 
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This book came between two men 
and separated them forever 


HIS is a rather simple little story 
with an element of triumph in 
it, and an element of tragedy. 


Perhaps when you have read it 
you will want to send for “Forging 
Ahead in Business”; perhaps not. 
The offer is made without condi- 
tions, but only you can decide. 


The story concerns two young 
men who owned very modest 
homes in a Middle Western city. 
Their wives were friends. In the 
winter they played bridge together 
and tennis in the summer. One 
worked in a railroad office, the 
other for a manufacturing con- 
cern, and their incomes were al- 
most the same. On Saturday 
afternoons they mowed their lawns, 
shouting good naturedly to each 
other across the fence. 


One day the man who worked 
for the railroad inquired about the 
work of the Alexander Hamilton 
Institute. He read the little book, 
“Forging Ahead in Business,” which 
describes in detail the plan of the 
Institute’s Modern Business Course 
and Service. It left a deep impres- 
sion on him; a change took place in 
his attitude, a curious dissatisfac- 
tion with himself and his rather 
easy-going career. For the first 
time in his life he faced the fact 
that an income which marks a man 
as a success at twenty-eight means 
failure at thirty-eight. He won- 
dered just how far along he would 
be at thirty-eight; the book stirred 
his imagination as it has stirred 
that of so many other men. He 
enrolled for the Institute’s Modern 
Business Course and Service. 


Alexander Hamilton Institute 


Executive Training for Business Men 


In Canada: 


m 
In Australia: 
a/ C. P. R. Building, Toronto 


11c Castlereagh St., Sydney 


He played less bridge than he 
had been playing; he no longer 
mowed his own lawn but hired a 
laborer to do it, explaining to his 
wife that he had found a new 
value in the spare hours which he 
could not afford to waste. The 
friend next door was puzzled, and 
he, too, asked the reason. But he 
could not quite understand the ex- 
planation his neighbor gave, at least 
he could not see why he should do 
the same. 


It came as a shock to him when his friend 
was promoted to be assistant general superin- 
tendent of the railroad. He was full of con- 
gratulations and good wishes, but he could not 
quite conceal his envy. It seemed a little 
unfair that good luck should come to one and 
not to both. Why was it that life could not 
treat men more equally in the distribution of 
rewards? 

The man who sent for “Forging Ahead in 
Business” became General Superintendent 
of the Road, one of the youngest railroad 
officials in the United States. His name and 
his letters and reports are all on file in the 
office of the Alexander Hamilton Institute. 
Every step in his progress has been marked by 
an intelligent and searching use of the Insti- 
tute’s facilities for help. 

His friend still lives in the little house, 
still wonders. And he probably will never 
know that the thing which first came between 
them was this unusual little book. 

The Alexander Hamilton Institute offers you 
the chance to read this book. If your imagi- 
nation sees an opportunity in the offer, a 
coupon is attached for your convenience. It 
will bring “Forging Ahead in Business” to 
you at once by mail, without obligation. 
There are thousands of men, like this young 
executive, who will tell you that in its pages 
there is power. 
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l Alexander Hamilton Institute 1 
i 401 Astor Place New York City | 
1 Send me “Forging Ahead in Business” which I l 
1 may keep without obligation. | 
Die Namie Actes tel a a aces 
I Print here 
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Men relate 


this simple way to get 


a new thrill in shaving 


Men the nation over are awakening to 
the fact that there is a general switch to 
the Valet AutoStrop Razor. 


Its sales have pyramided in an astound- 
ing manner. 

All because men are discovering that a 
sharp blade for every shave is a genuine 
luxury. 

The Valet AutoStrop is the only razor 
that sharpens its own blades. A few 
strokes on its strop restore a blade to 
new-like keenness. 


Sharpen it, then shave, then clean—all 
in a jiffy, and without removing the 
blade from the holder. 


This is a different principle. The blade 
doesn’t get duller and duller until it 
must be thrown away. 

Every shave can be with a blade of 
super-keenness. 

Have you fallen into a habit? Do you 
continue your old way of shaving? 
Then join the thousands upon thousands 
who have turned to a new and better 
way and whose enthusiasm never wanes. 
A speedy, comfortable shave every 
time—uniformly perfect. An end to 
“pulling.” An end to wasting time. 
“There's no shave like it, men say. 
Why miss this supreme improvement? 


Valet Auto-Strop Razor 


REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 


#5 to $25 


Other sets 
at $1 


The RAZOR 
That 
Sharpens 
Itself 


e, New York City 


On the day of my release, the warden 
inquired where I was going. 

‘Home,” I said. 

“ Mighty good place to go,” he replied. 

Two days and two nights I traveled, 
homeward bound. Within thirty miles of 
home, my money-gave out. Hungry, but 
not discouraged, i set out on foot. Ar 
midnight I arrived. All was dark outside 


‘| and in. I knocked-at the door. 


“Who is there?” asked my wife. 

I was unable to answer. For a minute 
I went down on my knees. Then I man- 
aged to speak, and I heard my wife say, 
“Oh, Sylvia, Daddy has come! Daddy 
has come!” 

My wife lit the lamp and opened the 
door. Just what happened I cannot 
describe. When I picked up little Sylvia, 


| she put her arms around my neck. Her 


little face was wet with tears as she pressed 
it against mine. 

Looking back over the years that have 
passed, I know now that it was not the 
punishment I received that has kept me 
straight, but the love for home. Crime 


and prison treatment were unable to kill 
it. The pood Lord grant that I may be 
able to leave to my children this one 


inheritance—the Love of Home. mM.T.P. 


THIRD PRIZE 


The Old Home Place Holds 
Our Big Family Together 


(THERE is something quiet and steady- 
ing about the very atmosphere of my 
old home. Perhaps it comes from the 
large, old-fashioned, sunny rooms with 
their dark substantial furniture; perhaps 
it grows in the large yard with the huge 
trees. Perhaps it is a part of the spirit of 
my father and mother. 

In the past four years I have had seven 
different “homes,” but in none of them 
have I found the qualities that make my 
old home seem home to me. 

My mother and father have five chil- 
dren. We are all grown and “living our 
own lives.” The old folks are alone in our 
big nine-room house. Repeatedly we have 
urged them to give it up; but they insist 
that they are keeping the place so that 
occasionally we can all come home at one 
time. This, we argue, is foolish, as we all 
come only at holiday times. 

But one day I pictured life without this 
home. Then I realized what it would 
mean to all of us if Mother and Father 
followed our suggestions. What would 
become of us as a large family? Where 
could we have our reunions? Then I knew 
that it is this home which holds us to- 
gether. Itis here that we meet—brothers 
and sisters, grandchildren, uncles and 
aunts. Here we watch one another's 
children develop. Here those children 
learn to know each other. 

My parents aren’t wealthy; they can’t 
afford luxuries. Perhaps they can’t afford 
this home. And yet they know that they 
can’t afford ever to give it up! 

Homes like ours are the very backbone 
of America. Such a home is not a place to 
dash to for a meal, a bath, a change of 
clothes—in order to dash off to some other 
place. Such a home is a place to live in, a 
place in which to love and to be loved, to 
forgive and to be forgiven. N. M. R. 


Will you always be 
“the greatest man 
in the world?’’ 


IN THE eyes of a child there is one man 
who knows everything—who can solve 
every problem—who has a ready answer 
for every question that can spring from 


an inquisitive mind... . 


His father — the greatest man in the 


world! 


As the years go by, see that this 
childhood belief remains unshaken. 
Keep yourself well posted. Become 
a wise friend and counselor who 
has the correct answer to every 
question. . . . Always remain the 
greatest man in the world—the 
one who knows everything. 
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in a New Form 


ia Britannica 
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for 46% less than ever before 


T Britannica offers you the 
opportunity to keep step with 
your children—to succeed in busi- 
ness—to enjoy the better things in 
life. . . . The sort of knowledge 
you find in the Britannica is the 
means to a realization of your hopes 
for the children — an aid to your 
greater business success—an asset in 
every circumstance of every-day life. 


For the Britannica is a complete 
library in itself, embracing all 
knowledge from the beginning of 
historic time to the present — 
science, art, the World War and 
post-war years, biography, history, 
invention—every subject in which 
man is interested. 


And now—if you do not delay 
—you can buy this library of all 
knowledge at the greatest bargain 
price ever offered—a saving of 46% 
—a price you can well afford. The 
mahogany-finish bookcase is free 
with each set while this offer lasts. 


The complete, latest revised 
Britannica at nearly half-price 


The Britannica in the New Form is identical 
in contents with the Cambridge issue—the 
famous large page, large type issue Britan- 
nica which is known throughout the civi- 
lized world and sells for twice as much. 
The story of the New Form is the story 
of a unique idea involving revolutionary 
changes in the publication of the Britannica. 
This idea was the logical outcome of years 
of experience; it crystallized the recommen- 
dations of thousands of users and owners. 


Why the price is so low 


Our object was to produce the Britannica in 
a New Form with these specifications—and 
they ‘have been carried out to the letter: 


1. Large type, easy to read. 


2. Complete and latest text. 
(Nothing omitted, nothing altered.) 


3. Fully illustrated. 
(All the original plates, maps, etc.) 


4. Sweeping reduction in price. 


5. Easy plan of payment everyone 
can afford. 


We made a striking innovation. It was 
decided to bind this issue of the Britannica 
in 16 double volumes instead of 32 single 
volumes. That one change enabled us to 
save nearly 50 per cent of the binding cost. 


This innovation was made possible by 
the use of the famous Britannica Opacity 
Paper, which is very thin, but beautifully 
white and opaque. We placed orders for 
2400 tons—sufficient for 20,000,000 
books of ordinary size—at a very 
favorable price. 

Then it was determined to 
print this issue from the 
plates of the famous Cam- 
bridge issue. By doing 
this it was possible to 
save thousands of dollars, 
because we did not have 
to reset 33,000 pages of 
type. 


Few sets left— 
so do not delay . 


Since the first sets of the 
Britannica in the New Form 
came from the presses, scarcely ` 
twelve months ago, more than 
35,000 sets have been sold. 


Address... 
Beautiful mahogany-finish bookcase 
free while this offer lasts! 


THE ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA, Inc. 
342 Madison Avenue, New York 


Please send me complete information about the 
Encyclopædia Britannica in the New Form. Also 
send me illustrated 

56-page Specimen Book 
full details of your present low-price offer and your 
easy plan of small monthly payments. 
not obligate me in any way. 


But do not delay. Of the fourth print- 
ing of 10,000 sets to be sold at the same 
sweeping reduction in price, less than 5200 
sets remain unsold. Make sure of one of 
these sets at a saving of 46 per cent by 
acting now. 


Write for interesting free book 


Just fill in the coupon and mail it. We will 
send you complete information about the 
Britannica in the New Form. An interest- 
ing, instructive 56-page specimen book. It 
describes the New Form. Many pages are 
reproduced. It tells the fascinating story of 
how our experts 
made possible such a 
remarkable price re- 
duction. 56 pages of 
interesting, instruc- 
tive reading—-FREE. 
It will only take 
you a minute to 
fill in the cou- 
pon below and 
mail it. 
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MAJESTIC HOMES CORPORATION 


Heating Contractors 
Guaranteed Heating and 
Engineering Company 
St. Louis 


Architect 
W. P. Manske 
St. Louis 


United States Rediator Corporetion, 
4004 Duncan Avenue, 
St. Louis, Missouri. 


Oantlesen:- 


In reply to your recent inquiry teparting 
of the performance of Cepitol Boilers in cur 

, we are glad to be ab) 
there are over 150 $ 


ory, 0s we heve ball no 
y of our hone purehetsrs. 
t? 


STANDARD 
EQUIPMENT 


This letter from the Majestic Homes Cor- 
poration is well worth reading. It ex- 
plains just why an entire colony of 150 
homes adopted Capitol Boilersand 
United States Radiators as standard 
equipment. 


fetion will continne 
atestic Homes Geval= 


he Uefestic Hones Corporation, being por- 
ler of fine homes in the middle Wert, feels 
to take any chances with eny other but the 
£ u wnt In every line, and in using Capitol Sollers end 
United States Radiators, we feel thet we ere using equipment which 
ig in keeping with the high stendard of building which we saintain. 


Wishing you continued success, we Terain, 


Yours very truly, 


MAJESTIC WOES CORPORATION, 


a: het a CfA 


We feel thatno finer tributehas ever been 
paid to a manufacturer of heating plants. 
And, best of all we know that every 
individual Capitol installation will con- 
tinue to deserve the confidence that has 
been reposed in it. 


We shall be glad to send you an illustrated booklet 
which fully explains the modern idea in house heating. 


UNITED STATES RADIATOR (ORPORATION 
General Offices, Detroit.Michigan 


BRANCH AND SALES OFFICES 
Boston ¢ Springfield, Mass. + Portland, Me. « Providence, R.I. « New Haven « Troy, N.Y. e *New York « Brooklyn 


Harrison, N.J. + Philadelphia + Baltimore + * Buffalo + *Pittsburgh « Cleveland « Columbus « Cincinnati + Detroit 
Chicago (No. Side) « Chicago (So. Side) + Milwaukee « Indianapolis + Louisville + St. Paul « St. Louis + Kansas City « Des 
Moines + Omaha - Denver « Seattle « Portland, Ore. *Warehouse stocks carried at all points except those indicated by star, 


A Father Who Took No Pleasure in His Children, by W. O. SAUNDERS 


A Father Who Took 
No Pleasure in His 


Children 


(Continued from page 49) 


bed, and was comfortably dozing off to 
sleep when a fight broke out among 
the children down-stairs. Charles ha 
snatched a book from the hands of 
Philip, and Philip had struck at Charles; 
Charles threw the book at Philip, missed 
his mark and struck Rebecca in the face, 
and Rebecca was crying. Exasperated to 
the point of desperation, Bart Alexander 
sprang out of bed, stamped down-stairs, 
opened the door of the sitting-room and, 
trembling with rage, he stormed: 

“What’s the apai in living in a 
house with a gang of young ingrates like 
you? I work ‘and slave for you, but 
you make my home a place of hell on 
earth; you have no respect and no con- 
sideration for me; I am tired of it—J am 
through with all of you!” Then he stamped 
off furiously up-stairs to bed, but not to 
sleep. Far into the night he must have 
been kept awake by the consciousness of 
having done an irreparable wrong. 

The sun arose as serenely and shone as 
brightly next morning as it had ever 
shone, God smiling on the world of men 
just as if all men were perfected in His 
image, and everything apparently went 
on about the same in the home of the 
Alexanders. But things were not the 
same. The threats Bart Alexander had 
heaped upon her children had cut to Jen- 
nie Alexander’s heart. The children 
moved about in the home less noisily, 
more respectfully—or perhaps more fur- 
tively, more cautiously. 


A ND then the children grew up. Chil- 
dren have a way of growing up—grow- 
ing up suddenly, almost before you realize 
it. Phyllis went away to school and never 
came back, except for a brief visit. She 
fell in love with a likely fellow during her 
first summer vacation, married him on 
the spur of the moment, and went West 
with him to live. Then Rebecca went 
away to school. Before she had finished, 
Charles also was off to school. Philip had 
taken a course in a business college, and 
found employment in another city. 

At last Bart Alexander was finding his 
home life quiet and orderly, and the one 
child left at home, C. Barton, Junior, was 
beginning to interest him. Then came the 
first great, stunning blow in his life. In 
the midst of a busy afternoon’s work he 
received a telephone call to hurry to his 
house. The call was quick, imperious, 
ominous, nothing explained. Rushing to 
his home Bart Alexander found the place 


COLGATE’S 


softens the beard at the base 


When Confucius Pitkin was President of the Common Council 
there were more whiskers in the State of Maine alone than it 
would be possible to find within the borders of the Union today. 

Judge Pitkin, who won his title by serving for two years as a 
justice of the peace, had no more use for a necktie at that time 
than a fruit peddler has for a blue sash. 

But one sunny afternoon, while he dozed in an easy chair, his 
first-born son, whose fists were full of taffy, climbed upon his 
knees and engaged in certain playful exercises that caused the 
judge to become a changed man. 

His whiskers had to go; but it was all for the best. 

Judge Pitkin, finding comfort in the regular use of Colgate’s 
Rapid-Shave Cream, looks younger now than he looked in that 
remote age when it was necessary to enter an automobile by a 
back door. 

Our pictures of him “with and without” show why a clean 
shave daily has become a business as well as a social requirement. 

Colgate’s Rapid-Shave Cream enables the man with the toughest 
kind of beard to shave easily and comfortably. 

The close, wet lather emulsifies the oily coating upon each 
hair, permitting moisture to penetrate and soften it almost in- 
stantly. It leaves the face soothed and velvety after shaving. 

Colgate’s needs no messy application with the fingers, no mussy 
rubbing in. Being always creamy, it does not roll off the brush. 
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Let us send you atrial 


filled with distraught neighbors, and his Lat os aid yota iial y $ p” oP 


wife, in an up-stairs room, was screaming | 
hysterically. Little Bart, playing in the 
street with some companions, had been 
run over by an automobile truck. When | 
neighbors picked him up he was dead. 
he first realization of what had hap- 
pened stunned Bart Alexander and left | 
him cold, dumb, inert, helpless. 
The neighbors say they don’t know how 
old man Bare went through it all. His 
mind for days seemed only a blank, and 


Dept. K 
s 581 Fifth Ave., New York 
N Please send me the trial tube 
s of Colgate’s Rapid-Shave Cream 
for better shaving. I enclose 4c. 


Cream—en for 12 
better shaves than you 
have ever had. fm 
out and mail the at- 
tached coupon, with 
4 cents. 


Address....._..____-------- 
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help business grow bigger 


NATIONAL Cash Registers will help your 
business grow bigger. 
They give you the information about your 
business that you need to increase sales. 
They protect your money against losses 
caused by human weakness. 


They reduce overhead expenses, and en- 
able you to do business with greater economy. 


Here are more ways National Cash Regis- 
ters aid business. 

They increase efficiency of sales-people, 
reduce operating expense, increase stock 
turn and build good-will 
by improving service. 


They give you a detailed printed record of 
every transaction in your store—cash, charge, 
received on account, or money paid out. 


In addition, they issue receipts that remove 
the cause for disputes with customers and 
show you how each kind of merchandise is 
selling. 


National Cash Registers quickly earn their 
purchase price. Any of our 500 different 
types and sizes may be bought on easy 
monthly payments. 


Prices, $75, $100, $125, $150 and up. 
Liberal allowances on 
used machines. 


Facts about The National Cash 
Register Company 


41 years devoted to making cash registers 
only. 

15,000 skilled workers making, selling and 
serving them. 

3190 patents, containing more than 40,000 
claims, have been taken out on National Cash 
Registers. 

National Cash Registers used in every part of 
civilized world. 

The best and lowest-priced cash registers 
made. More than 500 different types and 
sizes. One for every line of business. 


Sales and service 
offices in all principal 
cities of the world. 


The National Cash 
Register Company, 
Dayton, Ohio, U.S. A. 


Mistakes and care- 
lessness are stopped. 
Your business is pro- 
tected against tempta- 
| tion, indifference and 
; inefficiency. 


*These prices apply in U. S. only. 


Cash Registers 


“4 + x likea statue solid set, 
Hnd moulded in colossal calm.” 


ENERATIONS of men 

come and flourish and 
pass away, but the record 
of their hearts, written in 
eternal rock, lives on, im- 
perishable. 

In the colossal calm of her 
workshop of the centuries, 
Nature has- moulded the 
guardian of memories that 
must not die. That guard- 
ian is granite—and above 
all, Rock of Ages granite 
from the Vermont hills— 
hills rock-ribbed and an- 
cient as the sun. 

Rock of Ages, the me- 
morial granite, is famed for 
its natural blue-gray color 
and its adaptability to a 
polished or hammered 
finish. 


WHEN you order a Rock of Ages 
memorial, secure from your local 
dealer our Certificate of Perfec- 
tion, a written guarantee of your 
enduring satisfaction. 


Why not write today for 
Illustrated Booklet “A” 


BOUTWELL, 
MILNE & VARNUM 


CORPORATION 
Quarriers—Rock of Ages Granite 
MONTPELIER, 
VERMONT 


Quarries at Barre, Vermont 
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he moved about like a dumb, mute, un- 
seeing thing. He would absent-mindedly 
pick up trivial objects in the home, look 
at them in a wondering sort of way as if 
he had never seen such things before, and 
then absent-mindedly set them down. 

After a time he went back to his busi- 
ness, but he never was interested in it 
again. He gradually let all the details 
shift to his subordinates. He spent more 
time at home. 

It didn’t take the old man long to dis- 
cover that without children he didn’t have 
a home at all. Rebecca and Charles were 
away at school. He yearned for them to 
come back. He could hear now the slow 
and measured “‘tick-tock, tick-tock” of 
the old grandfather’s clock in the hall. 
Forever and forever that old clock meas- 
ured off the tedious hours. 

Old man Bart found himself counting 
the days when Charles and Rebecca 
would be home on their summer vaca- 
tion. He puttered about the house and 
studied the place from every angle. Years 
ago Mrs. Alexander had, after her timid 
way, said something to him about plan- 
ning a house better suited to the needs of 
a growing family. There was not enough 
room in their kone then; they needed 
more bedrooms, a commodious living- 
room, a reception hall; a den for Father; a 
sewing nook for Mother—a house in 


which there would be room for growing - 


children, more children, and still a little 
privacy for Father and Mother. But he 
had dismissed the thought of such a house 
from his mind then. His business. was 
first; he had a certain goal to make in his 
successful career before he could find 
time to build a home and plan to make 
the most of life. 


HAT revived idea of a home took com- 

plete possession of him, but he did not 
communicate his plans to Jennie. He 
was going to surprise her. She didn’t 
know what was in his mind until the 
architect had made the plans, the con- 
tract had been let, and materials were be- 
ing assembled on the big lot which he had 
purchased on fashionable West Main 
Street many years ago. Tears welled in 
Jennie Alexander’s eyes when she discov- 
ered his plans. He thought she cried 
from sheer joy, a woman’s way of greeting 
the realization of a lifetime’s dreaming. 
But Jennie wasn’t crying for joy, her 
heart ached now as it had never ached be- 
fore, because—being a woman—she knew 
that Bart had planned too late. 


‘an engineering firm that carrie 


But old man Bart went on eagerly with 
the building of the big house. There was 
a room for each of the children, spare 
rooms for their guests, three bathrooms 
on the bedroom floor, and a convenient 
lavatory opening off his own den. A 
great living-room occupied nearly half of 
the ground-floor plan. And his den was 
to open off the living-room at one end, 
with a partition all glass, so he could see 
the big family enjoying themselves in the 
great room, where there would be ample 
space for dancing and entertaining. Old 
man Bart planned and deceived himself, 
just as if all the children, including little 
dead Bart, were coming back. 


ND none of them ever came back. 

That was the tragedy of it. Charlesand 
Rebecca came home for the summer va- 
cation, but they stayed only a few weeks. 
Rebecca spent the rest of the summer 
with a schoolmate in the mountains, and 
Charles was most of the summer with a 
hiking party. When Rebecca finished at 
school she went away to another state to 
take a school of her own, and Charles, not 
waiting to finish school, took a job with 
him to 
Central America. 

Old man Bart and Jennie moved into 
the big new house, but they never lived 
in it. Poor Jennie just pined away in 
the big loneliness of it all, and died of 
a leaking heart, the doctors said. I 
wonder if she didn’t: die of an empty 
house! 

And then it was that old man Bart be- 
gan to yearn sure enough for the company 
of children; it was right pitiful to see him 
going to the school grounds day after day 
to watch the little folks and try to coax 
their love with his pieces of candy. 

One day no one saw him come out of 
the big house where he lived all alone, he 
having discharged even the last servant 
some time after Jennie died; and that 
night neighbors went over to see if any- 
thing was wrong. They found him, cold 
and stiff, kneeling beside an empty bed in 
one of the rooms that he had planned for 
the children—too late. 

And that’s why I never see grandpar- 
ents making a lot of fuss over their grand- 
children that I don’t think of old man 
Bart Alexander and wonder how many of 
them are like him, trying to recover from 
their children’s children the love and joy 
they lost by not taking time—when there 
was a time—to understand and appreciate 
their own. 


Why Johnson is the Best Loser and 
Best Winner in Baseball 


(Continued from page 57) 


greatest pitcher the game has ever known. 
Too bad he lost to-day. He deserved to 
win that game.” 

Nevertheless, games of that sort go 
down in the records as “lost,” and if a 
youngster of twenty summers loses enough 
of them it is likely to take the heart out of 
him. Some players facing such a situation 
have deliberately laid down on the job, 
forced the management to release them, 


and then sought new opportunities with 
different teams. 

Walter Johnson’s entrance into the big 
league was a sensation, but it was far from 
a triumph. He was learning something 
new every day, but if half he heard proved 
to be true then baseball didn’t offer a very 
brilliant career. 

“How did you feel about it?” I asked 
him. ‘‘Were you discouraged?” 
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Chesterfield’s popularity 
is securely founded on 
the bed rock of quality 


SUCH -POPULARITY -MUST - BE -DESERVED 


Liccett & Myers Tosacco Co. 
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REG. IN U.S. PAT. OFF. 


Thermo 


Knitted Coats 
Ye sts e Knickers 


Thermo wearers in 
seven states helped to 
write this advertisement 


Just as the proof of the pud- 
ding is in the eating, so the 
proof of a knitted Sport coat 
is in the wearing. 


Take the word of Thermo 
wearers; they know that this 
guaranteed all virgin-wool 
knitted coat is one of the 
best buys they ever, made. 


You should own a Thermo for wear- 
ing the year round. It’s*a Jim- 
dandy coat for every dayjat work 
or play, washes beautifully. * Thermo 
knitted knickers and vests to match 
the coats. All obtainable in a 
variety of colors including the 
latest popular shades to suit all 
tastes. y 

Read what some Thermo wearers 
have to say all unsolicited. 

A man in Chicago, Ill., says:— 
“I have worn one of your coats for 
six years and think there is nothing 
like it.” 

A man in Hudsonville, Mich., 
says:— 

“After a year’s service it is as good 
as new.” 

A man in Freeport, N. Y., says:— 
“I have had one of your coats for 
several years and think it the most 
satisfactory garment I have ever 
owned.” 

A man in East Haven, Conn., 
says:— 

“I have had one for years and still 
going.” 

A man in Kansas City, Mo., 
says:— 

“I wore your coat last winter and 
was very much 

pleased with 

same. It wore 

well and laun- 

dered well.” 

A man in 

Greenville, 

Miss., says:— 

“I have one of 

your coats and 

find it very sat- 

isfactory.” 

A man in‘; 

Mendham, N. 

J., says:— 

“It is the most 

comfortable coat 

of that kind I 

have ever seen.” 

Look for the 

Thermo hanger. 

Write us if your 

dealer cannot 

supply you. 


Thermo Mills, Inc. 
345 Broadway, 
Dept. A, New York 


The American Magazine 


“No,” he replied. “I was a little bit 
uncertain, of course—any kid would be; 


| but I made up my mind that until I could 


find out a few things for myself I would 


| attend strictly to business, and refuse to 


| when that sort of 


umpiring to them. 


pay any attention to talk.. I had-found 
out long ago that a man couldn’t do him- 
self justice while worrying. What I did 
was to watch the game like a hawk while I 
was on the bench, and give them very- 
thing I had when I went in to pitch, 
regardless of whether we were winning or 


dosing. 


“By watching the players, I began to 
A g play g 


| see that they made just about the same 


kind of errors every time. Now, a man 
who was deliberately lying down on the 
job wouldn’t do that; he’d time his bad 
plays according to the situation or the 
score. But a man who was doing his best, 
and happened to be weak on a certain 
kind-of play, would exhibit weakness only 
lay confronted him. 
Before very long I decided that those 
fellows were trying just as hard as I was, 
therefore it wouldn't be very sensible for 
me to crumple up just because someone 
booted the Ball While doing the best he 
could. 

“At the same time, I watched the 
umpires. I didn’t want to kid myself; I 
wanted to know just about how competent 
and fair they were. So E kept my-head 
cool and my eyes open, and watched them. 
Since then I have never worried about 
umpires. They’re all right. You won’t 
find a squarer, more competent, more 
incorruptible group of men in any walk of 
life. When I’m pitching, if an umpire 
calls a ball that settles it with me—it’s a 
ball. The few mistakes those fellows make 
aren’t worth bothering about. 

“My business is to pitch, so I leave the 
hey may muff one 
once in a while, but if the man in the box 


| attempts to pitch and umpire at the same 


time he has wished a lot of unnecessary 
work onto himself. He’s taking a chance 
on fomenting worry. No man can deliver 


i the best he’s got when he’s angry or 


resentful or worried. Those emotions eat 
into a man’s strength like a disease. 
Baseball is simply a dramatization of the 
life struggle of a man. 


“HE same forces that control on the 

playing field control everywhere—the 
only difference is that baseball moves with 
more speed. A barber or a lawyer can 
worry himself into uselessness in the 
course of a few months if he keeps at it, 
but a baseball player requires only a few 
minutes, perhaps only one minute. I’ve 
seen them do it, dozens of them. 

“Luck is a big factor in baseball, just as 
it isin life. A man has to reach a common- 
sense conclusion about luck, or he risks 
the danger of blowing up in every crisis. 
He has to make up his mind to take 
his chances without whimpering. If he 
doesn’t, luck will get him, because we 
remember bad luck far longer than good 
luck. 

“Worry is a poison that puts more men 
out of big league baseball than any other 
enemy the players have to overcome. You 
can see that from the grand-stand. A 
skillful player in the pink of condition and 
prime of youth trots onto the diamond at 
half past three o’clock in the afternoon. 
A few minutes later it appears to him 
that the umpire made a mistake, and he 


becomes angry. Then a ball takes a bad 
bounce and gets away from him. The 
next one is spinning when he grabs it, and 
in his hurry he throws wildly. 

“If he is the temperamental sort, he has 
decided by that time that the whole world 
is Against him. He’s jinxed. If he isa 

itther, his control immediately becomes 
bad He’s up in the air and probably use- 
less.. Fhe captain waves him out.: For him 
it is a complete tragedy, and the time 
consumed may not have been more than 
sixty seconds. ” 


HE fact that worry diminishes a man’s 

effectiveness was known, of course, long 
before Walter Johnson was born, but it 
just happens that so far as he was con- 
cerned he rediscovered it for himself. 
Most of us, I think, are acquainted with 
the effects of worry; but it may be of 
interest to know what Walter Johnson did 
with this homely scientific truth, once it 
was in his possession. Eighteen years of 
his career are now history, and they dis- 
close the following unique facts 

Walter Johnson has never suffered an 
attack of nerves while pitching. 

He has never had a cross word with an 
umpire. 

Nor with another player. 

He has never been put out of a game for 
disputing a decision, or for any other 
reason; in short, he has never been put out 
of a game. 

The remarkable thing about this coun- 
try boy was that he had the strength 
of character to use the philosophy he 
evolved. It isn’t very complex nor elabo- 
rate, but it has been tremendously success- 
ful, simply because he put it to work. 

The greater part of his discipline and 
training related to nothing more than 
guarding himself against attacks of nerves. 
At the time he began pitching, it was an 
accepted axiom of baseball that men who 
depended upon speed alone—as he did— 
could not expect to last more than five or 
six years. EREA accepted this, and 
proceeded to do what common sense 
dictated—save his money. Within a few 
years he was ready for the bad news when- 
ever it came; not that he was rich, but he 
had a nest egg. Out in Kansas he owned a 
farm and ranch—he still does—and it 
baseball days ended suddenly he knew 
where he was going, and what he could do. 

That removed just about the last 
worry. He was breezing along comfort- 
ably toward the sunset of his professional 
career as far back as 1912; but for some 
unaccountable reason his pitching was 
steadily becoming better and better. 
First the players, and later the sporting 
writers commented on the increasing 
smoothness, grace, and ease of his delivery. 
These are the last refinements, the arts 
that conceal art. They are products of 
the mind rather than of the body. 

On the score one may compare a base- 
ball player with a golfer, or either of them 
with a dancer or sprinter. Athletes havea 
technical term for poise, grace, and ease: 
they group all of them under the word 
“form.” It is quite generally agreed now 
that in the matter of form Walter Johnson 
ranks with the greatest athletes of all time. 

But was he winning the games he 
pitched? Well, he won quite a number of 
them, but it was amazing that any team 
could lose as many as Washington lost 
behind such a pitcher. For instance, there 
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TR to golden spots and golden hours can be 
traveled easily, comfortably and confidently when 
your balloon tire equipment is the handiwork 


of supreme skill, superfine quality, and fifty- 


five years of well~applied experience, as in 


F. GOODRICH RUBBER COMPANY, AKRON, OHIO 
In Canada: The B. F. Goodrich Rubber Company, Ltd., Kitchener, Ontario 
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Inflate each 
pair of tires 


EVENLY 


URER steering, smoother 

riding, and longer tire ser- 
vice come from keeping both 
front tires and both rear tires 
evenly inflated to the correct 
pressures. 

Make sure you have even in- 
flation by checking pressures 
regularlywiththe SchraderTire 
Gauge. Sold by more than 
100,000 accessory dealers 
throughout the world. 


A. Schrader’s Son, Inc., Brooklyn 


Chicago Toronto London 


ame with the Boston team that 


was a 
probah stands alone in the annals of 
aseball. It was an eleven-inning game, 


and Johnson held the opposing batters to 
only three safe hits—but Washington 
lost. His best year, in the percentage 
column, was 1913, when he won thirty-six 

ames. But even the Washington team 
Pana it difficult to lose his games that 
year, for he broke a world record by 
pitching fifty-six consecutive innings with- 
out allowing his opponents a single run. 
In the season of 1915 he struck out two 
hundred and three opposing batters, and 
yielded an average of only 1.55 earned 
runs per game, but his record for that year 
was twenty-seven victories and thirteen 
defeats. As pitching records go that is 
excellent, but when one examines the 
other figures it becomes apparent that 
Johnson might, with a pennant-winning 
team behind him, kave gone through the 
entire season undefeated. 

‘In time the grand-stand crowds began 
to realize that victory was not a fair test 
in the case of Walter Johnson, and very 
often thousands of them rose to cheer him 
to the echo as he walked off the field the 
defeated pitcher. Year after year he went 
on piling up these amazing individual 
records, and year after year the Washing- 
ton team wobbled on its uncertain way 
to no very definite destination. Some- 
times the team was eighth in a list of 
eight, very seldom was it even threatening 
to gain first place. And not a pennant 
was won during seventeen years of the 
life of one of the greatest pitchers—if not 
the very greatest—baseball has ever 
known! 

During most of these years the famous 
stars of Teagetiall were those who partici- 
paved in the World Series each October. 

veryone knew that Christy Mathewson 
was the great star of the New York Giants; 
they knew equally well the names of the 
Philadelphia Athletics and the Boston 
Red Sox, because they had won pennants. 

Baseball’s great annual classic is the 
series of games between the team that 
wins the National League pennant and the 
team that wins the American League 
pennant. This is modestly referred to as 
the World Series. When that stirring 
event took place each fall, Walter Johnson 
was either in the grand-stand or on his 
way back home to the farm in Kansas. 
His job was just to pitch brilliantly all 
summer; other teams always won the 
pennants. 


THE Washington mana ementstruggled 
year after year to build a winning team 
around Walter Johnson and several times 
they nearly succeeded, but on those occa- 
sions accidents to players or some other 
circumstance against which they could 
not guard would arise. Nevertheless, he 
remained loyal. 

Finally, in 1924, there came a dramatic 
change. Stanley Harris was appointed 
manager, and the team suddenly came to 
life. if their pitcher did well they won, 
and if he didn’t they waded in and slugged 
out a victory anyway. The whole Ameri- 
can League was astounded. Predictions 
were freely made that a team with such a 
remarkable capacity for losing games 
couldn’t possibly keep this up very long. 
But they did. And won the pennant. 
Then came the World Series. The New 
York Giants had won, as usual, in the 


National League, so these two teams were 
to play for the championship. 

Thae was no doubt about who would 
pitch the first game for Washington. All 
over the world baseball fans expressed 
their delight that at last Walter Johnson 
would have his opportunity in a World 
Series. Few doubted that ie could beat 
the Giants, or any other team. On the 
appointed day, before a throng that filled 
the towering double-decked steel and 
concrete grand-stand to capacity, the 
umpire called “Play Ball,” and the con- 
test was on. It lasted for twelve innings. 
Time after time Washington should have 
won that game; but when the last man 
was out Walter Johnson had again been 
defeated, after a fine performance. 

“Just wait until he pitches again,” 
said the fans. “‘You’ll see. He had hard 
luck that time. His team made some 
ragged plays behind him. He ought to 
have won that game, and he will win the 
next one.” 

Walter ees second game was 
pitched in New York. I was there that 
day. He lost again. It seemed impossible, 
but it wasn’t. He lost. 

The last game of the series was played 
in Washington. Each team had then won 
three games, so the winner of the last one 
would be the winner of the World Series. 
In the latter half of the game the Wash- 
ington pitcher faltered, and it appeared 
certain that the Giants would win. 
Stanley Harris decided to call in a new 
pitcher, and to the amazement of the 
crowd summoned Walter golasa, the 
man who had twice been defeated. 

But if they had known Walter Johnson 
the man they might not have been amazed. 
Defeat means nothing to him, neither 
does a critical situation. Out of all the 
thousands of professional baseball players 
in this country Stanley Harris could not 
have plucked a steadier set of nerves. 
Every day is a new one to Walter Johnson. 
Yesterday has joined eternity. Every 
pueh is a new pitch, regardless of what 

appened to the last one. He walked 
simiy and confidently to the pitcher’s 

OX. 


(THE strain had been telling on both 
_~ teams when Walter Johnson was called 
in. Steadiness in a crisis was! required, 
no less than good pitching. Nerves were 
strained to the breaking point. Eitherteam 
was likely to “blow up” on the slightest 
provocation. It was worth something to 
young players just to see the grand old 
veteran stroll across the diamond in his 
leisurely, confident, good-natured way. 

Here, briefly, was the situation: It was 
the ninth inning—ordinarily the last 
inning of a baseball game—but the score 
was tied. Up to the sixth inning, only one 
run had been scored, a home run by 
Stanley Harris of the Senators. Then, in 
the sixth inning, the Senators had allowed 
their defense to crumble. They made two 
errors. Bad ones. The Giants had scored 
three runs on only two hits. In the eighth 
inning, the Senators scored two runs. 
Thus the ninth inning opened with both 
the game and the series hanging in the 
balance on every play. 

The first batter to face Walter Johnson 
was soon “out,” but the next one, Frank 
Frisch, one of the greatest pinch hitters 
of all time, slammed the ball for three 
bases. Johnson passed Young intention- 
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Whose capacity for domestic 
service is as great as the 


number of American ho 


iy 


AS is a twenty-four hour servant, on the job the 
year around, and making no discrimination be- 
tween high and low estate. 


The city housekeeper takes her gas service for granted. 
And her sister beyond the city and its surrounding 
suburbs is casting envious eyes on the gas-equipped 
home. The gas utility has a vast potential market in 
the communities not yet served by gas companies, a 
market that prophesies the increasing development of 
super-gas plants for long distance transmission of gas 
from the point of manufacture. 


The booklet, “Gas— An Essential Utility and an Opportunity,” 
will tell you more about the present service and the future of 
this expanding public utility, whose enormous capital invest- 
ment represents investors in every walk of life. 


HAMBLEION and COMPANY 


Investment Bankers 


ESTABLISHED I865 


NEW YORK and BALTIMORE 


43 Exchange Place, New York 


Gas is perhaps the least understood of all 
the public utilities. We shall be glad to 
send you this booklet of interesting infor- 


mation about the gas industry. ©H & Co. 
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If you 


could get your teeth bs 


measured for a tooth brush 


it would be called“DR.WESTS’ 


When you see this illustration you can trates the crevices from back as well as 
have but one conviction—‘“‘That brush the front. (3) Reaches all danger spots 


cleans because it fits 
the mouth.” 


Over 14,000,000 
people have bought and 
are now daily users of 
Dr.West’s ToothBrush 
because their eyes 
showed themata glance 
that Dr. West's is the 
one brush that com- 
bines these essential 
features: (1) Conforms 
to the inner tooth 
structure. (2) Pene- 


g 


“IT FITS! 


with ease. The pointed 
bristle tufts pick 
clean. This illus 
tration of Dr. West's 
speaks louder than 
words. 


There's a Dr. West's 
Tooth Brush for every 
member of the family. 


Prices: Adult's 50c; 


Youth's 35c; Child’s, 
25c; Gum Massage75c. 
Canadian prices same 


as U.S. A. 


Built to the pattern of the human mouth, Dr. West's Tooth Brush contacts 
every curve and angle and crevice. While almost any tooth brush will clean 


outside surfaces, Dr. West's cleans INSIDE, OUTSIDE, AND BETWEEN. 


ally. With only one man out, any sort of a 
sacrifice hit would bring Frisch across the 
plate and score a run; George Kelly was 
the next batter. If John McGraw, man- 
ager of the Giants, had been allowed to 
select the man for this emergency, it is 
probable that Kelly was the very man he 
would have named. But Johnson struck 
Kelly out with three pitched balls. A 
moment later ‘there were three men out, 
and Frisch was left stranded on third base 

In the tenth inning, the first man to 
face Walter Johnson was Wilson, and he 
drew a base on balls. Giant strategy 
called for a sacrifice hit by the next man to 
advance Wilson, but Johnson “bore 
down,” and Jackson, the batter, struck 
out. Gowdy, the next batter, is a slow 
runner. Johnson allowed him to hit to the 
infield, and a double play resulted. The 
inning was over. 

In the eleventh inning, Johnson had to 
face another pinch hitter, who fears no 
living pitcher. Heine Groh, sent in to bat 
for the pitcher, was the first man up. He 
singled. Southworth, who is a streak of 
lightning on the bases, was sent in to run 
for him. The Giants were calling out all 
of their reserve strength. Lindstrom was 
the next man up. He bunted a sacrifice 
and Southworth went to second base. 
Now any kind of a safe hit would score 2 
run, and the old reliable Frisch was com- 
ing to bat. Johnson struck him out, and 
once more passed Young intentionally, to 
get Kelly up. Sir Walter than turned 
loose his speed and Kelly struck out 
again. 

In the twelfth inning Meusel was the 
first Giant batter to face Walter Johnson. 
Meusel is a home-run slugger with an 
average of more than one safe hit out of 
three times at bat. He singled. The next 
man up tried for the easiest kind of a hit 
there is, a sacrifice, but he struck out. He 
was the fifth man to strike out in less than 
four innings, for the fourth was not yet 
well started. Jackson forced Meusel. 
Gowdy flew out and again the Giants 
had been turned back. In their half of 
the twelfth inning the Senators won the 
game. 


BUT the individual record for the great 
2 star in his only World Series was two 
defeats and one victory. His ancient hard 
luck was still with him. In spite of it, how- 
ever, his place is now secure. On the play- 
ing field opposing players often try to 
rattle each other ibe jests and gibes, but 
none of these are ever aimed at Walter 
Johnson. In the first place, they wouldn't 
annoy him; and, in the second place, he 
indulges in no such horse-play himself. 

Among baseball players he-is of the 
nobility. Even the sporting writers refer 
to him as “Sir Walter.” Umpires for 
nearly two decades have found it a-pleasure 
to work with him. In Washington, if the 
President of the United States happens to 
be attending. the game, Walter Johnson is 
usually called'to the Presidential box for a 
chat. At the close of the 1924 season the 
baseball fans of Washington gave him a 
magnificent automobile as a token o! 
their affection. 

For one of the unluckiest men who ever 
donned a uniform, Walter Johnson has 
done fairly well. And, judging by present 
indications, he will continue to do so fer 
quite a flock of years. 
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Are you alizays proud to show your teeth? Are they free from decay? 


Behind your gleaming teeth 7 7 no decay 
SAFE + + when the salivary glands flow freely 


ECAY often hidés behind the 

whitest teeth—behind the 
most charming smile. And not all 
the polishing in the world can stop 
its deadly progress. 

It is only recently that dentists 
and physicians have found a way 
to fight decay successfully—with 
nature’s own method. 


Remedy lies in your 
own mouth 


Nature intended to counteract the 
acids of decay by the constant 
flow of your alkaline saliva. But 
modern, soft, sweet foods do not 
give your salivary glands enough 
exercise. Gradually they slow down 
and leave your teeth unprotected. 

The greatest dental au- 
thority of modern times, 
says in “The Prevention 
of Dental Caries and Oral 
Sepsis,” “a neutral agent 
must be used which stimu- 


For your appearance and your health 
use the toothpaste that increases the 
: protective saliva 


lates the glands without changing 
the character of the saliva.” 


Pebeco is a safe, neutral salivary 
stimulant. Its effect is accom- 
plished by gently promoting the 
flow of your natural, alkaline saliva. 

As soon as Pebeco enters your 


You can easily have the important charm of healthy, 


Shining teeth—with Pebeco 


yes coupon today for free generous tube of Pebeco 


mouth the salivary glands flow more 
freely. Your mouth feels fresher. 


With regular daily use Pebeco en- 
tirely restores the normal, protective 
flow of your glands. Their alkaline 
fluids bathe your teeth day and night 
and prevent the formation of bacterial 
plaques or film. The acids of decay are 
neutralized as fast as they form. Daily 
your teeth grow cleaner and stronger. 


Pa does its polishing care- 
fully without using any gritty sub- 
stance. It keeps your teeth beautifully 
white, your gums clean and soothed, 
your whole mouth normal and healthy. 

Do not let your teeth deteriorate. 
Learn to keep them strong and really 
safe with the toothpaste that restores 
the protective function of your sali- 


vary glands. 
d d y 


Send today for a ten days’ 
trial of Pebeco. Made only 
by Pebeco, Inc., New York. 
Sole Distributors: Lehn & 


Fink; Inc. Canadian Agents: 
H. F. Ritchie & Company, 
Ltd., 10 McCaul St., Toron- 
to, Ont. At all druggists. 


Peseco keeps teeth strong | 
and white | 


CPREE OFFER! 


Lens & Fink, Inc., Sole Distribt 


ators, Dept. D-16 


635 Greenwich St., New York, N. Y 
Send me free your new large sized sample tube of Pebeco, 


PLEASE PRINT NAME_AND ADDRESS PLAINLY 


Wiru Pebeco—your smile is 
quick and glad 


RONTING on the Broad 

Walk at Hollywood, By- 
the-Sea, in Florida, and over- 
looking the Atlantic Ocean, is 
Hollywood’s new Bathing 
Casino. 


In size, beauty and complete- 
ness of its appointments, this 
new Casino is typical of the 
spirit and achievements of 
Hollywood—a thriving, grow- 
ing all-year-round city of more 
than 4,000, situated directly 
on the Atlantic, about twenty 
miles north of Miami. Holly- 
wood is a place of dreams and 
deeds—of many dreams al- 
ready come true, and other big 
projects, like the deep-water 
harbor, in the making. 


The new Hollywood Bath- 
ing Casino cost approximately 
$250,000and has private dress- 
ing rooms for more than 800 
guests. There are three white 
tile pools, two wading pools, 
and a main pool 50 feet wide 
by 150 feet long, with a div- 
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HOLLYWOOD 


ing tower at one end. The 
pools are surrounded on three 
sides by a visitors’ gallery. 

In Hollywood people are 
making their living—and Ziv- 
ing while they make it. It is 
a play-ground and a work- 
gtound—one or both, as you 
please—a haven of sunny days 
and starry nights, with surf- 
TEATER F Ea UER boat. 
ing, music, dancing, golf, won- 
derful ERRA | breezes 
from the Gulf Stream to add 
to your pleasure and comfort 
the year round. 


AnotherHollywood achieve- 
ment is the new $3,000,000 
Hollywood Hotel, which will 
be ready for the winter season. 
It is of concrete construction, 
facing the beach. Most of its 
rooms overlook the sea. High- 
speed elevators. Unexcelled 
cuisine. Reservations now be- 
ing made. Visit Hollywood, 
By-the-Sea, when you are in 
Florida. 


HOLLYWOOD RESORT AND ĪNDUSTRIAL BOARD 
J. W. YounG, President, Hollywood in Florida 
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A NEW $3,000,000. HOLLYWOOD HOTEL ia 
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Discarded 


(Continued from page 65) 


have been at the station at least half an 
hour,” she said to Maggie, as she stood 
at last in the kitchen door. 

“Sure, and it’s hard for children. to 
wait!” 

“It’s hard for anybody, Maggie,” Ger- 
trude admitted. ‘The whole town is ex- 
cited, and everybody is so happy. Ex- 
cept, of course—” 

‘Yes, the poor things,” Maggie said 
compassionately. “Ft will be a hard da 
for some of them, heaven rest their souls!” 

“T shall miss Dan Farmer most,” 
Gertrude answered, “and Thelma. They 
say she’s not coming back; that she’s 
staying over there’ indefinitely.” Ger- 
trude sighed. ‘‘There! There’s the auto- 
mobile coming now!” she broke off. She 
ran to the front door. 

Instead of going on to the Forbes place, 
the car drew up at Gertrude’s gate. Be- 
fore it had come to a full stop Ira had 
leaped out, was running up the path. “I'll 
tell you this thing,” he strangely greeted 
her, ‘‘you’ve changed. You’ve changed a 
lot. But it’s for the better.” 

“You havent changed any,” Gertrude 
declared, “and that’s for the better too!” 

Lydia Maine called from the front seat 
of the car, “I’m going straight on to the 
house, Ira. Bring Gertrude back to lunch 
with you.” 

“Did my youngsters see you at the 
station?” Gertrude asked. 

“They certainly did! I wouldn’t have 
known Nabby. I gave them all money for 
ice cream cones, and made them promise 
they wouldn’t appear for an hour. 
want to talk with you.” He paused, and 
surveyed her at his leisure. “Lyd’s been 
telling me about you. You’ve done every- 
thing you started out to do, haven’t you?” 

“Not everything,” Gertrude said, “not 
everything. But—” 


"WV NERES Joy?” Ira interrupted 
abruptly. Joy came indoors at 
Gertrude’s an her whimsical little face 
turning blank at the sight of Ira. 

“Joy,” Ira asked, “do you know who 
I am? Don’t you remember how I used 
to swing you through the air by your 
hands?” Joy fiddled with one corner of 
her little dress, surveyed with a strange 
particularity a distant corner of the room, 
shook her head. 

“T am Ira,” Ira explained. For some 
curious reason chia although all day she 
had been chattering about Ira—put the 
crown upon Joy’s shyness. She ran to her 
mother, burrowed her head in her lap. 
Gertrude lifted her into her arms. © 

“ By the way, Gertrude, your letters in 
the ‘Roll Call’ were great! You got just 
the personal quality I wanted in them. 
You know, I used to have a strange feeling 
about them in the trenches. I always felt 
as though they were written’to me.” 

“ And well you might feel so,” Gertrude 
laughed. “They were written to you. I 
tried my best to think of someone who’d 
like to hear of the events of the war in the 
light of my tiny bit of girl history—but 
I couldn’t think of anybody but you, Ira. 
I used to put ‘Dear Ira’ at the top of the 
page!” 


are making this test 


Joining the millions 
who prefer Postum, 


E AMERICANS are gain- 

ing a new appreciation of 
the value of health, and a new 
knowledge of the way toward 
health. We know, now, that most 
of the common ailments originate 
in “trifling? bad habits—bad 
habits which have been consid- 
ered unimportant because they 
have been so general. 


One reliable measure of this 
new swing toward healthful living 
is the enormously growing inter- 
estin Postum. Itis known through 
their letters that 150,000 people 
made the thirty-day test de. 
scribed below last year, and many 
times this number undoubtedly 
made the test without requesting 
the week’s supply of Postum. 
The remarkable success of this 
test in turning an ever-increasing 
army of men and women from the 
use of caffein is a good omen for 
the nation’s future health. 


Just remember this: Caffein 
has no food value, but is an arti- 
ficial stimulant which deadens 
the normal sense of fatigue, 
and withdraws energy from 
the body’s vital reserve. 
Postum, on the other 
hand, contains no trace 


© 1925,P.C. Co. 


Postum is one of the Post Health Prod- 
ucts, which include also Grape-Nuts, 
Post Toasties (Double-thick Corn 
Flakes), and Post’s Bran Flakes. Your 
grocer sells Postum in two forms. 
Instant Postum, made in the cup by 
adding boiling water, is one of the 
easiest drinks in the world to prepare. 
Postum Cereal is also easy to make, 
but should be boiled 20 minutes. 


of any stimulant. It is made of 
whole wheat and bran, roasted to 
bring out the full, rich flavor. 


Compare these two where you 
can really see results—on your 
dinner table! Try Postum for 
thirty days. Learn how delicious 
it is. Experience the relief from 
drug stimulation. Then judge for 
yourself! 


Carrie Blanchard, famous food 
demonstrator, makes this offer 
to you! 


Carrie Blanchard’s Offer 


“I want you to make a thirty-day test 

of Postum. Twill give you, free, one week’s 

supply, and my personal directions for pre- 
aring it—both in the usual way, and with 
ot milk, for children. 


“Or, if you wish to begin the test today, 
get Postum at your grocer’s. It costs 
much less—only one-half cent a cup. 


“For the one week’s free supply, please 
send me your name and address, and indi- 
cate whether you want Instant Postum 
(prepared instantly in the cup with boil- 
ing water or hot milk), or Postum Cereal, 
the kind you boil.” 


FREE—MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


A.M. 11-25 


Postum CereraL Co., Inc., Battle Creek, Mich. 


I want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. Please send 
me, without cost or obligation, one week's supply of 


Instant Postum 


Postum CEREAL Prefer 


Name. 


Street... 


In Canada, address 
Canaptan Postum CereaL Co., Ltd. 
45 Front Street East, Toronto 2, Ont. 
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Prevent tooth decay 
below the gum-line 


As the soil nourishes the tree 
roots, the gums nourish the teeth. 
And as the tree decays if you bare 
the roots, so do the teeth decay 
when gum shrinkage starts in. 
This condition—one of the first 
stages of Pyorrhea—is very com- 
mon and something that ordinary 
tooth pastes are powerless to pre- 
vent. If not checked promptly, 1t 
will lead to loss of teeth and 
serious organic diseases. 
If used in time and used consist- 
ently twice daily, Forhan’s will 
help prevent Pyorrhea or check 
its progress. It will preserve the 
gums in their pink, normal, 
healthy condition, safeguard your 
health and keep your mouth clean, 
fresh and wholesome. 

Forhan’s is more than a tooth paste; 

it checks Pyorrhea. Thousands have 

found it beneficial for years. For your 


own sake ask for Forhan’s For the Gums. 
All druggists, 35c and 60c in tubes. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 
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FOR THE GUMS 


More than a tooth paste— 
it checks Pyorrhea 
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He found out — 
too late 


4 out of 5 


There’s no way to get 
around it. Dental statis- 


tics show that four out of 
every five over 40—and 
thousands younger, too — 
have Pyorrhea. Do you 


want to avoid this disease? 


Just as the stability of 
alighthouse depends 
upon a firm founda- 
tion, so are healthy 
teeth dependent 
upon healthy gums 
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ON-OF THE 


“Show me your house, Gertrude!” Ira 
demanded abruptly. He arose to his feet, 
and the released Joy winged her way out 
of doors. “I noticed your lawn and your 
flower beds and your stepping stones. Of 
course you’ve told me from time to time 
what you were doing, but I didn’t visual- 
ize it exactly.” 

The walked through the house, talking 
with their old frank camaraderie. 

“Lydia kept writing me that you were 
the busiest woman she ever saw in her 
life,” Ira commented. 

“I am busy,” Gertrude admitted; “but 
I have wonderful health.” 

“And are you happy, Gertrude?” Ira 
suddenly thrust at her. 

A strange look came into Gertrude’s 
eyes; brooded there. “I don’t know,” she 
confessed. ‘‘Sometimes I think I am. | 
know that I am not unhappy any more; 
I do know that. But somewhere, ioti 
the poles of happiness and unhappiness, 
there is a neutral ¢round—and I think | 
live there. I have a feeling that something 
isn’t finished in my life. I am conscious of 
an eternal expectancy. . .. Of what, | 
do not know.” 

They resumed their seats in the living- 


| room. Ira was lounging in a big chair, his 


legs crossed and his hands clasped back of 
his head. He contemplated Gertrude in a 
silent fixity for a moment. Suddenly he 
burst into one of his abrupt laughs. 

“Tl wait!” he said. “Ah, here come 
the children!” 


AN ACTIVE year followed Ira Forbes’s 
return. Gertrude no longer wrote 
regularly for the “Roll Call,” although 
occasionally Ira did demand an article. 
Always, too, he leaned on her for counsel. 
Her growing acquaintance in Rock 
Harbor, and her increasing responsibil- 
ities, brought her into contact every month 
with more people; took her into more and 
more houses. 

Mrs. Parwell, the richest woman in 
Rock Harbor, who since the war had be- 
come really interested in her native town, 
made few moves without consulting Ger- 
trude. This involved social relations, and 
Gertrude had already begun to entertain 
in a modest way. She still served on the 
school committee, still watched the result 
of the Adams system closely. She had had 
a hard fight to make that change, but 
David Ely had fought by her side. 

Under Olivia Benedict’s leadership the 
Woman’s Club had continued to grow in 
numbers and power. Every year Olivia 
had offered, even threatened, to resign the 
presidency; but every year an almost 
unanimous demand had impelled her to 
continue in office. 

With Gertrude, Olivia was by now an 
intimate. After Lydia Maine, Gertrude 
loved her more deeply than any other 
woman in Rock Harbor. Gertrude herself 
had refused steadily to hold office in the 
Woman’s Club, but she was always willing 
to go on committees. The committees 
were always willing to receive her; for she 
had long ago achieved the reputation of 
being a hard and eager worker at the 
things nobody else would do. 

One night, arriving home late from 2 
club affair which had lasted all the after- 
noon and evening, Gertrude found a single 
letter in the mail box. The children had of 
course gone to bed. Gertrude tiptoed up 
to her room and turned on her lights. 
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Leads the World in Motor Car Value 


New Special Six q& 
Sedan — $1265 


f. o. b. factory 
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A New and Gicater Value! 


This new Nash enclosed model 
at its low price is a manufactur- 
ing achievement of the most im- 
pressive calibre. 


The entirely new and uniquely i 


original Nash-Seaman body is 
dramatically illustrative of the 
leadership Nash has attained in 
the development of motor car 
style and body craftsmanship. 

Low swung to the road and with 


a new French-type roof design 
exclusive in America to Nash, it 


has, in every aspect, a custom- 
built richness and smartness of 
appearance. 


The. doors are gratifyingly wide. 
The front seats are of the parlor- 
car type so expertly arranged that 
their occupants need lean for- 
ward only slightly to permit easy 
entrance to the rear seat. 


At no extra cost are included 


among its attractions 4-wheel 
brakes of special Nash design, full 


balloon tires and five disc wheels. e2» 
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President James Monroe wrote 
a Life Insurance Advertisement 


in his diary on the eve of his famous defiance proclamation: 


“The crime of selfishness has not yet stained, and I trust never will 
stain, our national character.” 


America has kept the faith! The billions and billions of dollars in life 
insurance owned by American husbands and fathers have done more than 
all else to keep green this hope of James Monroe. 

And America will continue to keep faith! If there is one unselfish 
trait in American fatherhood it is this love of the family circle, this buying 
into the future to keep the home secure. 


LET YOUR HOME CIRCLE BE PROTECTED 


THE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


EDWARD D. DUFFIELD, President HOME OFFICE, NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 
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dropping the letter onto her bureau while 
she divested herself of her furs. She was so 
tired that she forgot its very existence 
until she was getting into bed. Then she 
saw that the address was in Emily Ellis’s 
handwriting; that it was much thinner 
than most of Emily’s lucubrations. A 
strange misgiving—it was not presenti- 
ment, merely the effect of that thin en- 
velope—seized Gertrude. 

She tore it open. A single sheet, the 
letter was not in Emily’s neat typewriting, 
but in her slashing, illegible hand. 


DEAREST GERTRUDE: I feel somehow that 
I must tell you this at once: Will’s and 
Alicia’s son died. yesterday. He had been a 
perfectly healthy baby all the three years of his 
little life. But only a week ago he became ill, 
and got worse and worse, and finally died. I 
- have just come from there. Poor little darling. 
He looks like a tiny marble angel. Alicia is 
almost crazy. She is in bed with a trained 
nurse. Will looks awful. 
Yours hastily and with a great deal of love, 
Emily. 


For a long time Gertrude sat with the 
note in her Tends looking off into space. 
Suddenly she found the tears running 
down her face. All the next day she kept 
seeing in imagination the figure of a dead 
baby, and each time a strange wave of 
tenderness tore through her heart. But 
by another day the news had ceased to 
have any emotional bearing on her life. 
She had told the children about their 
father’s marriage, but she had never said 
anything about the birth of their step- 
brother. Now she did not tell them of 
the letter which brought the news of his 
death. 


HIS was the first of three letters from 

Emily Ellis that were to bring far- 
reaching changes into the even tenor of 
Gertrude’s life. The second one came a 
few months later. Again, it was late at 
night, and again it was only a note. With 
a feeling of dread, Gertrude tore open the 
envelope. . 


DEAREST GERTRUDE: I have awfully sad 
news to tell you. Last week Alicia Have 
land was operated on. Tumor! The doctor 
knew about it at the time dear little Will was 
born but he thought the operation might be 
delayed, because Alicia so much wanted another 
child. She has not been well since the baby’s 
birth, and the doctor didn’t want to delay it 
any longer. She can never have another child, 

oor darling. It is an awful blow to her, awful. 
F have never seen her in such a frantic condi- 
tion. I was with her day and night until they 
operated. As for poor dear Will, my heart 
bleeds just to look at him. 

Affectionately, EmıLY. 


It was spring before the third letter ar- 
rived. Gertrude retreated with it to her 
bedroom. Emily’s envelopes had come to 
be too closely associated with tragedy. 

This letter was as thin as the other two. 
Gertrude’s uneasiness doubled on itself. 


Dearest GERTRUDE: Alfcia Haviland died 
last night. Her old trouble. It seems it 
wasn’t a tumor at all, but cancer. Nobody 
knew but Will, and he kept it from her, even to 
the end. He had thought there would be no 
recurrence of it. It seems the doctors held out 
that hope to him. But it did recur—isn’t can- 
cer the curse of our modern world—and this 
time it developed very swiftly. I have just 
come from him. I was with Alicia when she 
died, and I haven’t had my clothes off for two 
days and a night. Isn’t it awful! It almost 
makes you question Divine wisdom when you 
see two people perfectly suited to each other as 


See these germs? 


Look harmless, don’t they? Small 
as they look here, these germs are 
magnified hundreds of times. They 
are soft, yet they eat through the 
enamel of your tooth as surely as 
the dentist’s powerful drill. 


Snug harbors for decay germs 


It is much easier for your tooth 
brush to clean the more exposed sur- 
faces of your teeth. It is in the 
crevices that the germs get in their 
fine work. Kolynos used in the 
mouth becomes a liquid which flows 
into the crevices and kills the germs 
which would otherwise start decay. 


‘Tooth 
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explained 
BY IRA DAVIS JOEL, B. S., M.S. 

ee this germ-killing dental 


cream at our expense. But 
first read why it is necessary 
for teeth that germs be killed. 
Germs are the cause of tooth 
decay. Two University of Mich- 
igan scientists examined a great 
many decayed teeth. In nine 
out of ten they found a certain 
germ. They turned this germ 
loose on sound teeth and in a 
short time it ate through 
the enamel. Kill this 
germ, they claim, and 
you immediately check 
decay. They made ex- 
periments. When teeth 
were treated with denti- 
frices that did not kill 
germs, the teeth de- 
cayed; but when the 


FREE-U the coupon below and see 
how clean Kolynos makes 
your mouth feel. Youcan get 


an even quicker trial by buy- 
ing a tube at your druggist’s, 


Decay 


How germs pierce the hardest 
substance in your body as 
surely as a dentist’s drill 


germs were killed, there was no 
decay. 

Many eminent scientists attest 
the germicidal power of Kolynos 
Dental Cream. They find that 
it kills in the mouth, 80 to 90 per 
cent of the mouth bacteria. 

And after using Kolynos, 
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again enough germs to damage 
your teeth. 
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New Haven, 
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“If my boy can do 
that with Effecto, 
I can paint my car!’ 


Why not try it yourself? The 
next time you look at your car and 
decide something mustbe done about 
that seedy looking finish, just dip 
your brush in Effecto Auto Enamel 
and flow on one or two coats. 


You’ ll be agreeably surprised to 
find how easily and smoothly Effecto 
goes on without runs, laps or brush 
marks. Free flowing and self-level- 
ing, it dries in twenty-four hours 
and leaves a tough lustrous finish. 


Effecto is not a paint, wax or 
polish, but the original automobile 
enamel that will wear longer than the 
paint on most newcars. Sold in eight 
live enamel colors, Finishing (clear 
varnish) and Top & Seat Dressing, 
by paint and hardware dealers. ` 
Free Quarter Pint Can Black Effecto Enamel 


Send a dime to cover packing and mailing cost and we 
will send you a quarter pint of Black Effecto Enamel 
which you can try out on a fender or wheel. 


Free Effecto Color Card and Names of 
Local Dealers Sent on Request 


If you wish a professional finishing job, your auto- 
mobile painter can secure the very best results with one 
of the several Pratt & Lambert automobile finishes, 


PRATT & Lampert-Inc. 
151 Tonawanda St., Buffalo, N. Y. 
In Canada, 97 Courtwright Street 
Bridgeburg, Ontario 


PRATT & LAMBERT 
VARNISH PRODUCTS 


= the surface and 
Sou save al A ami 


they were, absolutely happy, with the most of 
life before them—and then this blow! 
Heart-brokenly, Emity. 


Gertrude stared off into space. News 
about Will always threw her off her bal- 
ance, and this was doubly dizzying. She 
could be sorry for Will, and she found her 
heart full of pity for Alicia—an enormous 
sense of shock at the manner of her death. 

Then, as was inevitable, she began to 
wonder how this would affect her and her 
children. Happy would undoubtedly now 
inherit the home of his ancestors. It sur- 
prised her how little that thought elated 
her. But presently another conclusion 
forced itself on her attention. 

Why, of course, Will would marry again. 


NE afternoon in the fall Gertrude 

found herself immersed ina tide of 
listlessness. The house was quiet. The 
children had gone to the movies. Maggie 
was taking her nap. There was no task 
indoors which could settle her sense of 
mental turbulence. She went out into her 
garden, and began to fill a big basket with 
the autumn blooms. 

Like most people, Gertrude had under- 
gone a drop in spiritual temperature after 
the war. And now she was conscious of a 
sense of impatience with herself. She had 
let a tragedy dominate her life for eight 
whole years. Why? Surely there was 
nothing to warrant her deeply buried 
sense of expectancy. Yet expectancy was 
there. She had confessed it to Ira. > aea 
tancy of what? Certainly she had no 
hope, no desire to be Will Haviland’s 
wife again. Instantly she absolved herself 
of treasuring that chimera. 

Expectancy of what, then? A flaming im- 
patience with her whole point of view 
suddenly flared up in her. She would 
take a leaf from the book of the younger 

eneration. She would extirpate from 
her life everything that had preceded 
those eight years. 

She became aware that a car was com- 
ing up the street from the direction of the 
Centre. It slowed, stopped at her gate— 
one of the station busses. A man leaped 
out, and with his back toward her paid the 
driver. He was smartly dressed in English 
tweeds, a slender, tall, distinguished, mid- 
dle-aged figure. Then he turned. His 
eye fell upon her. 

“I beg your pardon—but will you tell 
me,” he began in a pleasant voice, “‘if 
Mrs. Haviland is—” 

Gertrude’s heart panted, but her voice 
was quiet. 

“Oh, how do you do, Will!” she said. 
“Come into the house. ” 

“I didn’t know you,” Will Haviland 
said abruptly, as he took the seat she indi- 
cated in che living-room. ‘I’m amazed—” 

Gertrude, outwardly calm, was also ex- 
periencing amazement. She looked Will 
straight in the eyes... the stranger 
things were happening to his face. Yet 
there were the same long, slim]features. 
No, it was not that Will had changed. 
She had changed. 

He went on. “You look well though, 
very well indeed, Younger too. Of course 
I see now that.you’ve lost weight. But it 
isn’t that alone... . I 
astounded to see me, and well you might 
be. I have no excuse for my appearance 
—except that I wanted to see the chil- 
dren. And I was afraid if I asked, you 
wouldn’t let me come.” 


i very tragic. 


suppose you’re` 


“ Please don’t apologize,” Gertrude re- 
plied, in a mechanical voice. ‘‘I assure 
you it doesn’t make an atom of difference.” 

That was the startling thing—it didn’. 

“Emily Ellis told me that she had kept 
you informed all these years about what 
was happening to me. You know IJ lost— 
Alicia—and our son.” 

“Yes, I know,” Gertrude said. ‘‘It was 
I wept when your boy died. 
2 kept thinking how I would feel if it were 

appy. 

An agonizing flame of emotion swept 
across Will's face; but he controlled it. 
“You’ve made this place very beautiful,” 
he said. He seemed to be clutching at 
something outside, something tangible. 

Gertrude wanted to clutch at something 
too. ‘‘Would you like to see the house?” 
she suggested. ~ 

“Very much,” Will answered briefly. 
“I remember it as a very fine specimen.” 

She took him up-stairs. is mood 
passed, as interest in her furniture kindled. 

“That’s nice,” he kept saying, “very 
nice indeed.” Gertrude had forgotten 
how much he used the word ‘“‘nice.” 
“That tavern table is bully. How many 
you have of them!” And, “Where did you 
get that little one? I wonder if I could 
find one—”’ 

Gertrude answered all his questions. 
Quite circumstantially, she told him about 
the purchase of the Front house; the re- 
building of the Mowbray barn and the 
shed. They came back presently to the 
living-room. 

But all the time Gertrude’s thoughts, 
as though seeking an egress from a maze, 
rushed against dead walls, bounded back. 
Through the confusion, she became aware 
of approaching voices: the children were 
coming home. 

“You have changed, Gertrude!” Will 
repeated. ‘‘You look so much younger. 
You’ve grown thinner—and then you've 
had this quiet country life. But there’s 
something in your face that wasn’t there 
before.” He stopped and examined the 
look which, without embarrassment, she 

resented to his scrutiny. ‘‘It’s power! 
hat’s what it is—power. Your face has 
grown powerful. Then, suddenly: 

“Oh, I hear the children. I hope you'll 
let me see them.” 

“Of course,” Gertrude declared. 
“They’re coming up from the marsh now. 
They'll be here in an instant.” 

The children! Joy! Joy? Her fate 
was upon her now. She must face it! 
Nothing to do but wait—nothing to do 
but wait 


HE sound of voices came nearer and 
nearer. The children were returning 
through the grape arbor. Will Haviland’s 
eyes fixed on the door which opened from 
the arbor. Gertrude’s gaze went from his 
face to the door, and back again. 
Suddenly, in the midst of the great yel- 
lowing leaves and the low-hanging purple 
Pale, Herer appeared—broad-shouldered 
and sturdy-legged, like a bronze of a boy. 
Editha next—gypsyish in her little, slim, 
striped yellow silk gown, her vivid face all 
lighted laughter. Nabby—Nabby’s hazel 
eyes cast a glow over her little white, 
heart-shaped face, for Nabby was in one 
of her moods of lambent meditation. 
Then— 
But Will Haviland had jumped to his 


feet, his head thrusting forward, his eyes 
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For 25 Verve 
MOST MILES PER DOLLAR 


A Firestone Accomplishment 


Firestone finds lasting satisfaction in the knowl- 
edge that the pledge of Most Miles per Dollar 
has been so conscientiously kept. 

The fact that most of the existing world’s race 
records were made on Firestone Tires proved the 
superiority of Firestone processes and Firestone 
workmanship. At Indianapolis, De Paolo won the 
500-mile classic on Gum-Dipped Balloons. At 
Los Angeles, Milton set a new record for 250 
miles. And De Paolo captured the 250-mile 
Inaugural.race at Laurel, Md. 

New hill-climbing and endurance. records have 


likewise gone to Firestone. The Pike’s Peak 
record; the Mt. Wilson record; Toledo-to-Mon- 
treal—all without tire change. 


Car owners, too, are establishing almost unheard- 
of records for mileage. Thousands of testimonials 
indicate that 15,000 to 35,000 miles is not unusual 
when Gum-Dipped Balloons are used. Recently 
one report showed two tires giving 76,000 miles on 
a Detroit taxicab. The greater service Firestone 
Full-Size Balloons will render on your car is the 
best evidence that Most Miles per Dollar con- 
tinues to be a fact after 25 years. 
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Are your gums 


“dead to the world?” 


ou rest your body in sleep 

Y eighthoursaday.Howhealthy 

would that body be, if, day 

after day, year after year, you rested 
it incessantly? 

Yet that is exactly what happens 
to your gums. From the food you 
eat they get no exercise, no stimu- 
lation. Year after year they have 
remained asleep—dormant all the 
time—‘‘dead to the world!” 


Does your toothbrush 
“show pink?” 
To understimulated gum tissue 
dentists attribute nine-tenths of the 
gum troubles so prevalent today. 
But by brushing your gums with 
Ipana Tooth Paste at the same time 
you brush your teeth, you can do 
much to defeat these troubles. 


For Ipana contains ziratol,an an- 
tiseptic and hemostatic widely used 
by dentists. Ziratol gives Ipana the 
power to aid in the toning of weak, 
undernourished gums. 


That is why thousands of dentists use 
and recommend Ipana. Many urge a mas- 
sage ofthe gumswithIpanaaftertheregular 
brushing. This is a great help in restoring 
to the gums the stimulation which nature 
intended hard, fibrous food to give. 


Make a thorough trial 
of Ipana 
Send the coupon, if you like, for a ten- 
day tube of Ipana. But better yet, go to 
your nearest drug store and get a full-sized 
tube, good for a hundred brushings. Use 
it through and then decide whether or 
not Ipana is the tooth paste for you. 


IPA 


—made by the makers of Sal Hepatica 


BRISTOL-MYERS CO. 
Dept.J115, 42 Rector St., New York, N.Y. 
Kindly send me a trial tube of Ipana 


Toots Paste without charge or obligation 
on my part, 
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on Joy. Before Gertrude’s gaze his face 
changed to cracked white paper; his lips 
made a strange hole. ‘‘Who—who— In 
the name of heaven, Gertrude, who is that 
child?” 

“Its your child, Will,” Gertrude an- 
swered. “Joy Haviland.” 

He tore his eyes from Joy’s face, and 
stared at her. Then his gaze leaped back 
to Joy. He clutched in a frantic haste at 
his pocket. How strange to see Will’s 
graceful hands fumble! They found a 
pocketbook. His fingers hurried, explor- 
ing a fold, until they seized— He crossed 
the room to Gertrude’s side and handed 
her their treasure. 

It was a photograph of a boy. Except 
for the difference in their ages, he a 
have been Joy’s twin. 


(GERTRUDE slept that night as she 
had not slept in years—so profound 
was her sense of calm, so deep her feeling 
of serenity, so answered that eternal sub- 
conscious question. And yet the sleep had 
followed a scene which for wildness had 
never been equaled in her existence. 

_Will had suddenly snatched his son’s 
plese from her hand, had flung out of the 

ouse, rushing like a madman up the walk 
to the road. The children appearing at 
the side door had been conscious only of 
the hurried exit of a stranger. 

“Who was here?” Nabby asked. 

“Oh, one of Mother’s eternal callers,” 
Editha answered. “Im glad he’s gone, 
for, Mother, I have something lovely to 
tell you. Jess has got a job with the tele- 

hone company. She says there’s one 
house that'll always get its calls answered 
quickly, and that’s ours.” 

“That’s nice,” Gertrude answered ab- 
sently. “We must have a little party for 
Jess some night.” Her eyes seized in turn 
on each of her children, studied them with 
an awakened curiosity. How beautiful 
they were! But were they really as beauti- 
ful as she thought? 

Yet Olivia Benedict had said to her 
once, “Just think, Mrs. Haviland, how 
fortunate you are! You haven’t a child 
who isn’t beautiful.” Perhaps it was true. 
To-day—awfully she wished it was. 

About ten that night, long after the 
children had gone to bed, there came a 
ring at the bell. Gertrude knew to whom 
she would open that door before the first 
vibration of the ring had died down. 

“I’m awfully sorry for the scene I made 
this afternoon, Gertrude,” Will said at 
| once; “but that resemblance got-me. I 
| suppose there are times when a man is as 
| hysterical as a woman. Anyway, the last 
| months all boiled up in me—an I went to 

pieces. What did the children say? 

“Nothing, ” Gertrude answered. “They 
did not really see you. I haven’t told 
them yet that you are here.” 

A strange look—was it disappointment? 
—flashed across Will’s face. “I’ve been 
living in hell all this afternoon, Gertrude. 
You can realize what I went through.” 

“Yes, I think I can guess,” Gertrude 

| said. She added, without rancor and with- 
| out satiric intent, “You see, I knew you 
| pretty well once.” > 

“Sometimes all the ghosts in a man’s 

| life come back to haunt him,” Will ob- 
| served, smiling oddly; ‘“‘and of course I 
have been going over everything that ever 
happened between us.” i 

“Oh!” Gertrude exclaimed. She added 


understandingly, “Don’t do it! Thx 
way madness lies. ” 

“I have one satisfaction,” Will said. 
and he looked about the gentle room « 
though with new eyes. “The break did 
not break you?” His voice held a question. 

“On the contrary,” Gertrude answereċ, 
with a proud promptness, “‘it made me. 
I went through a bad period at first; but 
as soon as I realized that Joy was coming. 
everything changed. Something came into 
being within me with Joy—new hope, new 
faith, a feeling like ambition. After 2 
while life began to enlarge. Oh yes, | 
have become a very happy woman.” 

Will contemplated her, bis eyes narrow- 
ed. Gertrude reflected in amusement that 
he was studying her with his architect’s 
gaze. 

“You certainly look like a happy wom- 
an. Something’s happened to you. In 
so many ways you look younger than you 
did when you left me. That’s part the 
loss of flesh, of course.” This was the 
third time he had said that. ‘‘ But it’s 
more something else. A look— You like 
this town then?” 

“Like it!” Gertrude’s arms suddenly 
went over her head in a gesture as of an 
expanding spirit. But she inhibited that 

esture half way, clasped her hands and 

rought them down to the back of her 
head. “I love it! I do love it! It’s made 
me, and I think I’ve helped a little to make 
it. 

“Made you,” Will repeated. “‘ What do 
you mean, exactly?” 

“I mean that it brought out all kinds of 
things in me that I didn’t know were there, 
and so in gratitude I tried to bring out 
some things in it. Oh, it’s a long story, 
too long to start to tell at this hour.” She 
waived interrogation with a good-humored 
smile. ‘‘However, there is much I do 
want to tell you. I have at last reached 
the point where I shall have no need of 
your alimony. 

“I get a very good income from my 
houses. That would not be enough to 
apport me, if I had not recently been 
offered a position. Some wealthy people 
here have asked me—yesterday, in fact— 
to do several things for the town: to put 
in a playground, to establish a library, and, 
oh, various other community jobs. They 
guarantee me that the work will last sev- 
eral years. After that, I shall have no 
difficulty in getting chances to do the same 
sort of thing. 

“Happy has already begun to eam 
money in the summer.” 


' THROUGH all this speech Will stared 
at her with a rapidly growing—was it 
rancor? No, it was humiliation. When she 
stopped, he did not speak for a moment. 
Finally: 

“My son doesn’t have to work dunn 
the summer!” he stated explosively. “y 
have plenty of money for the support of 
my family.” 

Gertrude contemplated him smilingly. 
“Happy happens to prefer to earn his own 
spending money,” she explained. ‘‘He 
works on the county paper, the ‘ Roll Call.’ 
However, I am unjust to Happy when | 
say ‘spending money.’ He insists on di- 
viding it with me. But don’t let this 
digression take your mind off the point 
under discussion. I reiterate: After this 
month, it will not be necessary for you to 
send me a check.” 
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Why Our Men 
Make Very 


Large Incomes 


IRACKLING flames that lick crum- 
bling walls! Scorching heat and belch- 
ing smoke that sicken firemen and 


spectators! Men, women, perhaps children— 
trapped beyond rescue—or leaping from upper 
windows for their very lives. That is the tragedy 
enacted every day throughout the land. That is 
the big reason why our representatives are wel- 
comed everywhere—and why they easily make 


$500 Per Month 


Each of our representatives is a trained fire preven- 
tion expert and can prescribe the necessary 
equipment and precautions that will prevent fire. 
And when they offer the public the famous Fyr- 
Fyter products—time tested and approved by (Fire) 
Underwriters’ Laboratories—they are rewarded 
with generous orders. Previous selling experience 
will be quite helpful. But even without it you can 
make good in a big way with Fyr-Fyter products. 
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prospects the facts that we give you, you can easily 
earn $500 a month and over. Commissions paid 
every ten days. 
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lation, but have been very successful in selling all classes 
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Harry L. Smith of Minnesota, who wrote this 
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what a man can do if he will just “take the 
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“But the education of the children!” 
Will remonstrated. “I want.Happy,to go 
to Harvard, and the girls to some good 
finishing-off school.” 

“Happy is going to Harvard,” Ger- 
trude replied. “But lately he has had the 
idea that he would like to earn his own 
way. He’s affected, I think, by the fact 
that a chum of his, Boliver Eldredge, 


| wants to go to college too, and must work 
| his way through. 


They are planning to do 
it together. 

“As for the girls—well, we'll have to 
wait and see. I don’t know about a 
finishing-off school. I want them to do 
and be what. they want to do and be. 
Editha is the only one old. enough to 
decide, and she hasn’t decided yet. She’s 
developed very, rapidly, though, in the 
past six months. She used’ to be temper- 
amental, volatile; butshe’s getting to be 
as steady as a rock. I don’t know—well, 
I can’t predict Editha’s future.” 


“I—I— PI! deposit the check „Every 
month in the bank in your name,” Will 
asserted with a certain stiffness. “You 


can do what you like with it!” 
“I am sure,l shall do nothing with it,” 
Gertrude prophesied. =e 


HAT was last night. Gertrude arose 
in the morning as one who had drunk 
from deep springs. Her family was at the 
breakfast table when the bus stopped 
again in front of the gate. How many 
times, Gertrude reflected, she had broken 
strange tidings to her children! But none 
had ever troubled her less than these. 
“Children,” she began composedly, 
“your father will be here presently. Re 
called yesterday afternoon. It was he who 
left the house as you came in. He came 
again last evening, and you see he’s com- 
ing again this morning. ” 

“What’s he doing ben” Happy de- 
manded. Happy had almost outgrown 
his sullen fits; B: never had Gertrude seen 
a scowl deeper than the one that now 
turned his handsome face to a mask of hate. 


4 


“He is only calling on us, Happy; and 
you must treat him as you would treat 
any caller in this house—politely. Now, 


I want you all to go up-stairs and wait. 
When I send for you, come down immedi- 
ately. And remember to show your father 
your prettiest manners.’ 

Gertrude did not open the door this 
time. She waited for Maggie. 

“Who is the woman who let me in, Ger- 
trude?” Will followed up his good-morn- 
ing. greeting. ‘She knew me, apparently.” 

“She was our maid when we left May- 
wood,” Gertrude answered. “A cup of 
coffee, Will?” 

““No—lve breakfasted, thank you.” 
Will seated himself irresolutely. “I think 
I’ll change my mind. I remember you al- 
ways had good coffee, Gertrude. Strange,” 
he continued, “that we should be sitting 
opposite each other at the breakfast table, 
divorced husband and wife. I must say 
you look as fresh as a daisy. You slept.” 

“I think I mist have slept,” Gertrude 
declared analytically. ‘‘I seemed to drop 
into a soft, cool cloud which protected me 
from dreams and noises. 

“Well, I didn’t!” W iH returned a little 
saturninelyi%ś I haven’t closed my eyes.” 

Undoubtedkgshe had jncthept, ertrude 
concluded. Certainly, he was haggard. 
She, on the other Ro, had never felt a 
more definite radiance of spirit. 


“Where can we talk?” Will demanded 
with a sudden irritability. “I have some- 
thin important to say to you. 

‘Cone into the living-room. I can 
always be sure of privacy there at this 
hour.” 

“Where are the children?” 

“Upe-stairs. Would you like to see 
them?” 

“Presently—not now.” 


THERE came a pause on Will’s part. 
Gertrude put a match to the piled logs 
in the fireplace. She did not break the 
quiet. Passively waiting, she watched the 
blaze flame up in oak leaves of light. 

Then Will began: “Gertrude, I’m go- 
ing to say something ‘to you that“ will 
astound you. I’m going,to ask something 
of you that I have no more right to y ask, 
than— Ican’t keep on the way I’m going. 
I’m an unhap y man, miserably unhappy. 
Perhaps it’s because Alicia made such a 
home for me that I can’t live without a 
home. _I want a home! I want_a wife. 
Gertrude, why can’t we come to some 
entente? W hy’ shouldn’t we marry “Bgain? 

“Oh, I’ni not asking rou to be my wife 
in any thing but name. You don’t have to 
tell me how you feel about that. I haven't 
any idea that you. have any lingering 

ction for me. For my own part, my 
heart stopped with Alicia’s. But here we 
are, two creatures with broken lives. I 
broke your life, and I haven’t any right to 
ask you to mend mine. But perhaps, for 
the children’s sake, you will. g eS ee we 
can do a lot for them, and for each other, 
I think. Whereas, apart— What do you 
say? 

An instant, Gertrude said nothing. She 
said nothing, because she could not speak. 
For, as though on the crest of a blasting 
wind, her radiance had swept away. Her 
serenity hung in tatters about her. Her 
calm blazed. A weakness caught her— 
dizziness—numbness—terror—horror! 

“I don’t think we have the right to con- 
sider this only from our own point oi 
view,” Will was saying. She made 
snatches at his phrases. “I think . 
look at it from the children’s point of 
view. Joy will grow up. never know 
that . . . no father.” 

Ah, that was it! What he wanted was— 
not her, not Happy, not Editha, not 
Nabby. He He-wanted ley and he wanted 
Joy not because she was Joy but because 
she looked like Alicia Bushnell’s son. 

“When people have reached our age”— 
how slowly Will s words came; she had 
never before noticed a droning quality in 
his voice—‘‘there’s nothing left. . . . Joy 

. only the coming generation. Whenl 
think of Joy without a father—”’ 

Joy always. It had not hurt Will to 
think of the others without a father. 

“And together we could give them so 
much—education, travel, social life of 
what is, after all, the most charming Amer- 
ican kind . . . haven't any right to deny 
it to them.’ 

Had she the right to deny it to them? 
Had she the right? 

“Not in our province to decide this 
matter. at all,” Will continued. “The 
choice is theirs. They should make it.” 

The blood drained out of Gertrude’s 
face. She shivered. Oh, to rid herself of 
this agon 

“Let them choose!” Will ended sud- 
denly. 
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“Daddy takes an afternoon off” 


The “Taylor-Tot,” com- 
bined go-cart and coaster- 
car,is Valsparred, of course. 
The Frank F. Taylor Co. 
of Cincinnati, O., specify 
Valspar because of its dur- 
able finish. It is so easy to 
clean and it stays bright. 


Largest Manufacturers of High-Grade Varnishes in the World 


VALENTIN E’S 


Champion wielder of the brush! Daddy has gone up even higher 
in the youngsters’ opinion now—for with a few magic strokes he’s 
making their toys sparkle, bright as new! 


Of course, the children are delighted. It’s always much more 
fun to play with bright new-looking toys than old, shabby ones. 
And Valspar-Enamel will keep them looking new, make them last 
much longer. No matter how dirty they may become, a damp rag 
will make them glisten again. 


Tough, hard to scratch, waterproof—a Valspar-Enamel surface 
will hold its lustre through the hardest of wear. Even if left out 
in the rain, Valsparred toys will still look like new. For Valspar- 
Enamels are made of clear Valspar—the famous waterproof varnish 
—combined with beautiful, solid-covering colors. 


And it’s so easy to use Valspar-Enamels! In short order you can 
brighten up express wagon, wooden soldiers, bicycles, doll houses, 
toy furniture and other playthings. Anyone can apply Valspar. 


If you have any Valspar-Enamel left over, you will find a num- 
ber of other articles around the house that will benefit by a little 
touching up—the refrigerator, drainboard, chairs, tables. Fill out 
the coupon for sample cans. 


Valspar is used with great 
success on the hobby horses, 
drums and other toys manu- 


factured by the Morton E. 


Converse & Son Co. of 
Winchendon, Miss. 


This Coupon is worth 20 to 60 cents 


VALENTINE & COMPANY, 460 Fourth Ave., New York 


I enclose dealer’s name and stamps—20c apiece for each 40c sample can 
checked at right. (Only one sample each of 


Clear Valspar, Varnish-Stain and Enamel | Valspar-Enamel O 


supplied per person at this special price.) 


Valspar Instruction Book with Color Charts, 
1s¢ extra, Print full mail address plainly. 


Dealer’s Name 


AGGIES ETELE TTA 


The famous Valspar 
boiling water test Address 


Clear Valspar 


Valspar-Stain 
Choose 1 Color. ...... 
Valspar Book 
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Gertrude could not speak—to Will at 
least. But somehow she managed to walk 


GSS 


i 9| | into the hall. And she could speak to the 
i i children; for when she called, “Come 
{| | down, my darlings, come down at once,” 
"| | her tone sounded natural in her own ears. 


There must, however, have been some 
quality in her voice which sobered them; 
or perhaps it was that the situation had 
borne in upon them. Certainly, they all 
.came from the same room, and they came 
quietly in file and in the order of their age. 


(GERTRUDE walked with Happy at 
the head of the procession to the liv- 
ing-room door. Again dizziness seemed 
to flow over her, and then, joyously, 
“Oh, Ira!” she called. > 

For Ira Forbes had come through the 
grape arbor, was standing, a pillar of pro- 
tection, in the doorway. How perfectly 
she read the message under the menace in 
his eyes. “‘Do you need help?” it asked. 
Instantly Gertrude was herself, was rock, 
was steel. “Will, let me introduce you to 
my neighbor, Mr. Forbes. Mr. Haviland, 
Mr. Forbes.” 2 
hi The two men bowed. It was curious, 
1 |W | Gertrude thought, that they did not shake 
9| | hands. Ira addressed himself instantly to 
gj} | her: “Lydia and I are going over to the 
beach on a picnic for the day, and we 
wondered if you'd like to join us. Perhaps 
Mr. Haviland will come.” 

r How tall Ira was! How strong! What 
command in his black gaze! What capac- 
ity in his look! 

“Thank you,” Gertrude said. “I think 
not to-day.” - 

And, “You’re very kind to include 
me,” Will murmured. 

“PIl come over later,” Ira abruptly 
promised, and disappeared. 

“Children,” Gertrude addressed her 
brood, “this is your father.” - 

Happy bowed, looking his father straight 
in the eye. Will Haviland hesitantly ad- 
vanced toward him. With a determined 
gesture Happy clasped his. hands behind 
him. Will stopped abruptly. 
| Editha, however, shook hands with her 
al father and after a little hesitation lifted 
"i| | her face to his kiss. Her own face looked 
as Gertrude had never seen it—all its 
gypsyish sparkle stilled in a strange, med- 
itative terror. Nabby suffered Will’s ca- 
ress with the gentleness which was typical 
of her. Joy frankly fled to her pel ee 
protection. 

“Your father says,” Gertrude went on, 
| in a hard, clear voice, “that he would 
| like to be your father again. You older 

|!) | children know ah Bed bave aa a 
iWi| | eight years, and that we have been di- 
Booklets You Ought to Have: | worcad (Gt five years. Your father would 
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FIRST FLOOR 


SECOND FLOOR 
Stx-Room House No. 627A Designed for American Face Brick Association H 


This house has just been built in Chicago by the Chicago Federation of Women’s 
Organizations, in co-operation with “Better Homes in America,” in its effort 
to stimulate better home building. Two years ago “Better Homes in America,” 
of which Secretary Herbert Hoover is president, built the “Home Sweet Home” 
house in Washington, D. C. 


Beautiful Homes 


— Economical to Own 


HE many color tones andtextures in Face Brick— KI 

the artistic effects possible with various bonds and 

mortar joints—give a varied beauty unapproached by z| 

any other building material. The savings of the Face i | 
| 


Brick house in repairs, depreciation and painting, in 
insurance rates and heating costs, in a few years wipe 
out its slightly higher initial cost and make it the most 
economical to own. The facts are more fully detailed 
in “The Story of Brick.” 
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“The Story of Brick” is, as one 
reader says, “a liberal education in 
home-building.” It gives just the infor- 
mation the prospective builder wants. 
Sent free. 

“Face Brick Bungalow and Small 
House Plans” in four booklets, show- 
ing respectively 3 to 4-room, 5-room, 
6-room, and 7 to 8-room houses, in all 
104. Unusual and distinctive designs 
combined with convenient interiors. 
Any one booklet, 25 cents. The entire 
set, one dollar. 


“The Home of Beauty” shows fifty 


two-story six-room houses selected 
from 350 designs submitted by archi- 
tects in a nation-wide competition. 
Sent for 50 cents. 

“The Home Fires,” a most attrac- 
tive fireplace book, with many designs, 
gives full directions for fireplace con- 
struction. Sent for 25 cents. 

“A New House for the Old” will 
tell you all about restoring an old 
house with a beautiful, permanent 
overcoat of Face Brick. Sent free. 

Address, American Face Brick Ass’n, 
1736 Peoples Life Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 
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| like to remarry me, and take us all back 


to Maywood to live. What shall I do, 
children? I am asking you to help me.” 

Happy spoke at once: “I don’t want 
you to marry”’—he paused, then added— 
“him. If you go to Maywood I will not 
go with you. Fis town is my home. I’ll 
stay here!” 

Editha spoke next. “I don’t want to go 
back to Maywood, either,” she declared 
with.a resolution so swift that it seemed 
an outcropping of Happy’s spirit. “I love 
Rock Harbor. It’s my home. Besides, 
how would we ever know that my father 
would keep married to you, Mother? He 
married another wifeonce. Why shouldn’t 
he do it again?” 


Discarded, by INEz Haynes IRWIN 
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“Have you anything to say, Nabby?” 
Nabby clung to Happy’s hand. “I want 
Happy to stay with us,” she declared, her 
voice eginning to break. “I want Happy 
to stay!” : 

g hid her face in her mother’s skirts. 
“Don’t let the man take me, Mother,” 
she screamed. ‘“‘Don’t let him take me!” 

“ No, honey,” Gertrude whispered. She 
lifted her into her arms, silenced her with 
a “Don’t scream so!” 

Gertrude’s whisper seemed to fall into 
an ocean of silence. “You see how it is!” 
She turned her gaze away from Will’s 
stricken face. 

“Go up-stairs now, children,” she or- 

dered; “and don’t come down until I 
ou. 
e children’s abashed walk through 
the room turned into a rush in the hall, a 
mad flight up the stairs, as though they 
had left something ugly behind. When 
Gertrude turned her ook again upon Will 
Haviland, his gaze fixed on her own face 
had become all analysis. 

“Trude, are you in love with that man 
who came in here a moment ago?” he 
shot suddenly at her. 

“Yes,” Gatuie answered. “But I 
didn’t know it until I saw you.” 

“You love this town—really love it,” 
Will charged her in a sort of accusal. 
“The children love it, too. They have 
forgotten all about Maywood!” 

rtrude answered only half of this 
accusal: “Yes, I love it. You couldn’t 
live through a war with any town without 
loving it.’ 


A SUDDEN fatigue seemed to catch 
Will Haviland. Intuitively, Ger- 
trude knew that he was yearning for 
Maywood, and the spacious harmonies 
of ths home that Alicia had arranged for 
him. Visibly, that fatigue splayed into a 
weariness, which included a deadly heart- 
sickness. 

“I think I’ll go abroad,” he said. 

“You'll marry again,” Gertrude pro- 
phesied. 

Will had gone. The automobile had -van- 
ished. Not a sound broke the stillness. 
Up-stairs, the children must be talking 
quietly again, for the house was like a 
tomb. Gertrude strolled back through the 
hall toward the living-room, the resurgence 
of peace in her heart mounting to a living 


oy. 

‘Suna Ah, it was Ira. He was coming 
through the grape arbor. His eyes, sweep- 
ing the room, dropped their look of menac- 
ing command as they caught on hers. He 
strode through the door, and straight 
across the edk of the living-room. 

But before he had passed half way, she 
held out her arms. ... And when he 
reached her side, she took him into them. 

(The End) 


“THE fact that you don’t sleep does 
not mean that you’ve bought a ticket 
for an insane asylum,”’ says Dr. 
William S. Sadler in ‘Seven Causes 
of Sleeplessness.”’ ‘‘It is the worry over 
losing sleep that gets you.” In this 
valuable health article, which you 
will read next month, many popular 
fallacies in regard to sleep are brushed 
aside, and sufferers from insomnia 
are told how they can successfully 
woo ‘‘Nature’s sweet restorer.” 


Maybe your teeth are 
gloriously clear, 
clouded with a film coat. 
Makethis remarkable 
test and find out. 


FREE 
10-Day Tube 
Note Coupon 


simply 


Here is the quick, new way 
dentists are widely urging 


Make this unique test. Give your 
teeth high polish, and fresh new 
color simply by removing the 
dingy film that coats them and 
invites decay and gum troubles. 


TES offers you a simple, scientific test 
—one judged the most remarkable of 
all dental tests. 


It will bring out qualities in your teeth 
you do not realize they have. In a short 
time you can work a transformation in 
their color and their luster. 


Modern science has evolved a new and 
radically different method which successfully 
removes the dingy film that imperils healthy 
teeth and gums. 


Simply send the coupon. Don’t think 
your teeth are naturally “off color” or dull. 
This will prove they are not. 


Film—the enemy of beautiful 
teeth and healthy gums 


Run your tongue across your teeth, and you 
will feel a film... a viscous coat that 
covers them. 


That film is an enemy to your teeth— 
and your gums. You must remove it. 


It clings to teeth, gets into crevices and 
stays. It absorbs discolorations and gives 
your teeth that cloudy, “off color” look. 
Germs by the millions breed in it, and they, 
with tartar, are a chief cause of pyorrhea. 


New methods remove it. And 
Firm the Gums 


Now, in a new-type dentifrice called Pepso- 
dent, dental science has discovered effective 
combatants. Their action is to curdle the 
film and remove it, then to firm the gums. 

Ordinary methods fail in these results. 


Harsh, gritty substances are judged 
dangerous to enamel. 
Thus the world has turned largely on 
dental advice, to this new method. 
* * * 
A few days’ use will prove its power 
beyond all doubt. 


Mail the coupon. A 10-day tube will be 
sent you free. 


Canadian Office and Laboratories: 
191 George St., Toronto, Canada 


Mail this for 
F R E E 10-Day Tube 
THE PEPSODENT COMPANY 
Dept. 988, 1104 S. Wabash Ave. 
Chicago, Ill., U. S. A. 
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The New-Day Quality Dentifrice 
Endorsed by World’s Dental Authorities 
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The Business Pencil 


Write for 
Sample 
Send 5c to us 
for sample if 
your dealer can- 
not supply you. 
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Drawn ùy Eorl 
Horter after res- 
toration drawing 


by Alfred C. 
Bossom, architect. 
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Jersey City, N. J. 
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Out of the Mountains Came This Great 
Preacher of the Plains 


(Continued from page 16) 


twenty-two years old, George Truett 
chanced to go to the Baptist Convention, 
which met in Marietta. People came from 
all over the state, and in such numbers 
that the local church was unable to seat 
them, so the meeting was convened in the 
county courthouse. Present at the con- 
vention was an old-time advocate of 
backwoods schools, and at a convenient 
pause in the proceedings he got up to beg 
the church authorities to do something 
educationally for the neglected moun- 
taineers. He pictured them as an un- 
spoiled people, eager, packed full of brains 
and character, lacking only the oppor- 
tunity for development. 

aid you don’t believe me,” said the 
speaker, “I’m going to show you.” He 
turned and looked over the audience. 

“George!” he called. 

Nobody answered. 

The delegate looked worried. ‘Where’s 
that boy George Truett?” he asked. 

The young mountaineer was nowhere to 
be found, and finally his sponsor began to 
apologize. “Brethren, I do believe he’s 
got scared and run off.” But in another 
moment someone at the door announced, 
“Here he is,” and a pale, slight youth was 
pushed down the aisle and led up on the 
platform, looking painfully embarrassed 
at the turning of so many eyes upon him. 

“Brethren,” announced the advocate 
of mountain schools, “this is George 
Truett, and he can speak like Spurgeon. 
George, tell them what the Lord has done 
for you, and what you are trying to do up 
in the mountains.’ 

The timid country boy looked at that 
panorama of faces, and his heart faltered. 


“OR a few seconds I was entirely 
speechless,” said Doctor Truett, re- 
calling the experience for me the other 
day; “I didn’t know what I could say that 
would interest all those big preachers and 
other church leaders from the cities. Then 
I thought of a boy back home who was 
desperately hungry for schooling, a lad 
who had just poured himself out in 
confession to me. And I forgot myself, 
forgot the mistakes I might make, and 
just cut loose and told them about that 
oy, and about others like him, and about 
the work we were trying to do.” 

The convention was brought under the 
spell of that speech. No wonder those who 
heard it still recall it. Men wept under the 
mastery of the mountain boy’s epic story. 
Pocketbooks were opened, financial sup- 
port was given, and more was pledged. 
One prominent layman, a man of wealth, 
said, “I'll give to his school, but I want to 
do more than that. I want the privilege of 
sending George Truett to college. If he’ll 
come to Mercer University Pil pay his 
expenses till he graduates.’ 

his was munificence beyond the moun- 
tain boy’s dream. He had been saving for 
college, putting aside almost every dollar 
of his scant teacher’s salary, for he earned 
his “board and keep” by farm work Now 
the whole precious privilege was to be 
handed to him. 


Everything looked smooth for George 
Truett now. His little school had been 
taken under the patronage of able friends. 
His own education was assured. His path- 
way would lead from college straight into 
a city law office, and so to fame, fortune, 
honors. 


Bur George Truett never attended 
Mercer University. He never benefited 
from the patronage of his wealthy admirer. 
Instead, he had to struggle and eam 
every advantage that he got, and along 
with his own load had to carry the burden 
and labor of many another. 

This sudden change of fortune was 
caused by his father’s decision to move to 
Texas. Conditions on the little mountain 
farm were more difficult than usual that 
summer; and when the father determined 
to move to a new country, the son felt it 
his duty to go along. 

Before the college term opened, the 
family loaded its eects in a wagon, and 
started on the long journey through the 
mountains down into the cotton bottoms, 
across the valley of the Mississippi, on- 
ward through the pine forests to the 
prairies and the plains. The new home 
was established near Whitewright, in 
northern Texas. George Truett attended 
a near-by junior college, and in spare time 
between farm work and lessons continued 
to read law. 

“One Saturday I went to the church 
where all of our family were members, and 
was surprised to find the house full,” said 
Doctor Truett. “Usually, the Saturday 
meeting was attended by only a few 
standbys; but this time it seemed that 
everybody had come. After the sermon, a 
revered old deacon got up to speak. He 
began with generalities, some talk about 
the duty of individuals and the duty that 
belonged to the group, but presently he 
got painfully specific and personal. Then 
everyone in the house knew he was talkin 
about and to me. He was urging that f 
decide at once for the ministry. 

“I protested. I had done so before 
when the deacon and others mentioned 
the same matter to me privately. I had 
joined the church at nineteen; I was will- 
ing to be a faithful lay member, but I had 
my own plans for a career.” 

The meeting in the little village church 
that Saturday grew tense with emotion. 
Prayers were offered, exhortations were 
made, and finally it was moved that the 
church voice its conviction that God had 
called George W. Truett to the ministry, 
and that the church should immediately 
suman a council of preachers to ordain 

im. 
“T was inexpressibly moved by these 
rayers and pleadings,” went on Doctor 

ruett. “Finally I proposed that they 
wait six months. We won’t wait six 
hours,’ they answered. ‘We are called to 
do this thing now, and we are going 
ahead with it.’ And so they did. I was 
thrown into the stream, and just had to 
swim. 

At the Sunday morning service next day 
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“What makes a battery economical ? 


THOSE 
LITTLE TRUCKS 


that you see in railway 
stations and factories,sav- 
ing man-power in bearing 
heavy burdens, are often 
propelled by powerful 
Exide-Ironclad Batteries. 


Long service is what makes a 
battery a good buy. Then, the 
purchase price is spread thin over 
enough time to keep your total 
battery expense low. 


\ 


Even before the present very 
low prices were in effect, Exide 
was known by experienced car 
owners as the economical battery 
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THE LONG-LIFE BATTERY FOR YOUR CAR 


because of its exceptionally long 
life. And Exide repair bills are 
usually little or nothing. 


Get your next battery at the 
nearest Exide Dealer’s. You will 
also find a complete line of Exide 
Radio Batteries at Exide Dealers 
and at radio dealers. 

THE ELECTRIC STORAGE BATTERY COMPANY 


Philadelphia 


perio Batteries of Canada, Limited 
Dufferin Street, Toronto 
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Van Ess now has 
delightful, faint 
new odor 


From photo taken 
before Mr. Tann- 
rath commenced 
Van Esstreatment 


From photo taken one 
year after Mr. Tann- 
rath commenced Van 
Ess treatment. Note 
the luxuriant growth 
of hair. 


Chicago, Ill., 11-2-24. 
A year ago I was almost bald. I now have a nice growth of hair due to constant use of Van Ess. 
After trying everything else, without success, I purchased a bottle of Van Ess at Buck & Rayner’s. 
It gives me great pleasure to inform my friends that Van Ess has been the cause of restoring 
my hair. I believe that anyone who uses Van Ess as religiously as I have will be benefitted. 
People with scalp trouble should make Van Ess a daily babit because it keeps the scalp 
clean, removes dandruff and makes the head feel glad. 


Yours truly, 


This new way 


must stop falling hair in 3 weeks 


Must grow new hair in 90 days 
or your money refunded! 


Your own drug or department store gives 
you this written money-back guarantee 


This is a direct offer to grow hair on 
your head. Over 2,000,000 men and 
women have tested this remarkable new 
way. 


breed and feed upon the hair. Hair begins 
to fall. Baldness often follows. Remove 
the infected Sebum and your hair will 
grow. The Van Ess method removes 
the Sebum—kills the infection. World- 
famous dermotologists now use this same 
basic method. 


Your own drug or department store 
gives the guarantee. You risk nothing. 
Hence it is folly not to try it. 

Now — New hair or no money 

In three weeks Van Ess stops all fall- 
ing hair. In go days it grows new hair. 
The guarantee is positive. Your own 
drug or department store gives it. If the 
treatment fails—money back. 

Start this new treatment now. You 
judge at our risk. At all drug or depart- 
ment stores. 


The cause of falling hair 


Falling hair or baldness is not a dis- 
ease. It usually comes from the scalp 
oil, Sebum. 

The purpose of Sebum is to lubricate. 
But frequently it becomes infected. Then 
this oil cakes on the scalp. It clogs the 
follicles. Germs by the million start to 


We Guarantee 


in writing to stop falling hairin three weeks—to 
grow new hair in 90 days—OR MONEY RE- 
FUNDED. You are the sole judge. Your own 
druggist gives the warrant. Hence you take no risk 
in making our 90 day test. At all drug or depart- 
ment stores. Van Ess Liquid Scalp Massage. 


VAN ESS LABORATORIES, Inc. 
160 East Kinzie Street, Chicago, IIL 


Hollow rubber nipples feed 
liquid to scalp and mas- 
sage like finger tips of an 
expert scalp masseur. 


© VEL, Inc. 


George W. Truett was ordained. He had 
walked the fields of his father’s farm the 
night before, fighting this thing out, and 
had brought his mind to a surrender. He 
could not dream what was to happen— 
that within a few days he would be called 
to raise the crushing debt of a university; 
that he would be graduated from this 
university and be offered its presidency; 
that he would become an outstanding 
leader in the life of the Southwest; that he 
would be called to posts of influence in the 
greatest cities of America, and become a 
shining figure in the leadership of a great 
religious communion, the four million 
Baptists of the South, who to-day look to 
aid: follow Truett as they follow no other 
living man. 

In 1891 Baylor University, at Waco, the 
chief ee of the Baptist denomination 
in the Southwest, was laboring under a 
debt of $92,000. This debt was more 
formidable then than one of $1,000,000 
would be to-day, and it was giving the 
trustees much concern. 

There was a man up-state who had 
heard Truett speak, and now, when 
Baylor needed a spokesman, he thought 
of the young North Carolinian. At about 
the time when the Whitewright congre- 
gation was pressing its young member into 
the ministry, this man wrote a letter to 
the president of the Baylor trustees sug- 

esting the man who could lift Baylor’s 
debe. “There is one thing I know of 
George W. Truett,” he wrote, “and that is 
that when he speaks the people do what 
he asks them to do.” 

It took Truett twenty-three months to 
raise the $92,000. He traveled by train, 
horseback, and buggy, and picked up more 
than one ride in an ox cart, in order to get 
over the state. Texas was mostly raw 
country then; the largest city in the state 
had a population of only 40,000; there 
were no cattle kings, no oil barons, no 
millionaires. 

“A gift of a hundred dollars was ex- 
ceptionally liberal,” said Doctor Truett. 
“A thousand-dollar donation was princely, 
it made a state-wide sensation. The great 
bulk of the fund was raised through gifts 
of one, two, five, or ten dollars. Many of 
our gifts were not money. I have seen 
women strip off their rings and drop them 
in the collection plate. A man gave a 
yearling cow, another gave a bale of 
cotton, a child sold her chickens and gave 
the proceeds to the fund.” 


ERHAPS the most dramatic incident in 

the campaign is a story which Doctor 
Truett himself did not tell me, and which 
I know he would prefer not to see in print. 
But it belongs here and cannot be omitted. 

After the first flush of the campaign, 
when the response was generous, the 
university agent got into a district where 
the giving was exceedingly hard indeed. 
He spent all one night on the problem, 
and as a result of that vigil decided that 
he ought to give his own money to the 
cause. This money was a fund of five 
hundred dollars that. he had saved from 
his salary—the nest egg for the education 
that he still hoped he might take up some 


day. 

The next morning he said nothing about 
his decision, but before he went to the 
meeting he wrote out a check for his 
entire savings. When the call for contri- 
butions was made, Truett’s check was 
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Multiplies His Earnings 
by the Salary-Doubling Plan! 


A. W. Weber was working in a 
pea store when he took up 
me-study business training. 
Eighteen months later, he had 
earned for himself the position of 
Assistant Auditor of the Ohio 
Savings Bank and Trust Com- 
pany, Toledo, at a salary-increase 
of 150 per cent. 
More wesa bs has been made 
tant Secretary and Assistant 
Trust Officer of the bank in which 
he started as a clerk. His salary- 
increases now exceed 200 per cent. 
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LaSalle Made Possible 
the Opportunity 

“My attention has been directed to 
our Mr. Weber, who is now in his sec- 
ond course of ‘study with your insti- 
tution. This is most interesting to 
us as Mr. Weber's progress has been 
quite exceptional, he having advanced 
from a clerkship to Assistant Secre- 
tary and Assistant me Trast Officer in 
osr ar bank in the short period of five 


Ohio Savings Bank and Trust Company, Toledo 
— one of the largest and best in Ohio 


—How Home-Study Training 
Nets A. W. Weber 125% a Month! 


yet his attainment is most gratify- 
ing to us and we are frank in giv- 
ing expression to our belief that much 
credit is due to your splendid institu- 
tion, through which medium oppor- 
acne was afforded in making it 
possible for him to accomplish the 


purpose. 

“Tt has ever been our policy to be 
helpful and to encourage those of our 

res in acquiring information 
and knowledge looking to their own 
betterment and we are most anxious 
and willing torecognizeand cooperate 
with those employees whose desires 
and ambitions are directed to greater 
eo and further advance- 
ments.” 


(Signed) EDWARD KIRSCHNER, 
Vice-Pres. Ohio Savings Bank 
and Trust Co. 


LaSalle Tania Changes 


Opportunity Into Di 
“Without the knowledge obtained 
your course, I would not be 
able tofl the position I hold today. 
Monthly dividends are being paid me 
on my investment in LaSalle training, 
in the form of increased salary, at a 
rate in excess of 125 per cent.” 
(Signed) ARTHUR W. WEBER, 
Ass’t Sec’y Ohio Savings Bank 
and Trust Co, 


The prospect of working in a grocery store all 
his life did not satisfy A. W. Weber, a Toledo 
man. He resolved to make a sew start— and to 
speed his progress he undertook LaSalle training 
in Higher Accountancy. He secured a job first 
as time-keeper in an automobile plant—then as 
clerk in the Ohio Savings Bank and Trust Com- 

any. Within eighteen months his training had 
help ed him to the position of Assistant Auditor. 

Since that time, repeated promotions have ad- 
sanean him to the position of Assistant Secre- 

ry and Assistant Trust Officer, and he writes 
ar his monthly dividends on his investment are at 
a rate in excess of 125 per cent. Read his letter, and 
the letter of his employer, in the column at the left. 

Mr. Weber is now adding to his momentum 
by means of a second LaSalle course—home- 
study training in Law. 


Will You Be Selected for Promotion? 

You have often wondered whether or not it 
would pay pee to take up specialized business 
training with LaSalle. 

But—can there be any question about its pay- 
ing when so many thousands of LaSalle mem- 
bers are advancing—thru its aid—to positions of 
responsibility and influence ? 


In the very bank of which Mr. Weber is an 
officer, thirty-eight other men and women have 
enrolled in LaSalle; in the Guaranty Trust 
Company, New York, LaSalle members number 
ninety-eight; in the Royal Bank of Canada, 
two hundred and seventy-nine. 

During only six months’ time as many as 
1,248 LaSalle members reported definite salary- 
increases totaling $1,399,507, an average increase 
ber man of 89 per cent. 


Send for Free Outline of 
LaSalle Salary-Doubling Plan! 


What would it be worth to you to increase your 
earnings 89 per cent—within a comparatively 
few months? 

The LaSalle salary-doubling plan will show you 
how to do so. Simply fill out and mail the coupon 
—and a 64-page book describing, this salary- 
doubling plan will be sent you FREE. Whether 

ou adopt the plan or not, the basic information 
it will place in your hands is of very real and 
definite value. 

Balance the two minutes that it takes to fill 
out the coupon against the rewards of a success- 
ful career—then clip and mail the coupon—now. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 
——— SO [L [Á [ÂI iÃȘI iS CLIP AND MAIL = — — — — — — — — — 
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY Dept. 1133-R Chicago 


I shall be glad to have details of your salary-doubling plan, together with complete information regarding the opportunities 
in the business field I have checked below. Also a copy of "Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation. 


BaciaeSanagetST Sss andSopartaetsh [C ]Laws Training tor Bar; LL.B. Degree. [neal nrangementi minimes [Caoa Carre" LLLE 
Executive positions. Commercial Law: Reading, Refer- Product: Engi- spondence 
ern Salesmanship: Training for ence and Consultation Service for Busi- aefae Con P: e: Training for position for position 
O Medea as Sales Executive, Š Salesman, pi ee wee as Sales or Collection spondent, 
Coach or Trainer Manager, 4 ModernForemanshipand Sales Promotion Manager, Mail Sales 
Manufacturer'sAgent E Solicitor a and all po si: T gement ingf For Za ail Methods: Training TERS Shop Manager, Secre! ete. 
tionsin retail, igen ale, Healer oe cele rae Traf or pos Manager, e tendent General F Aa Portman, Cenas English: ‘Training for Busi- 
Expert, Freight Solicitor, ete ý Sub-Foreman, aih ness Correspondents and Copy Writers. 


[jSonmersiat S Hels Training rd 

Personnel and ent Man- ition as Foreign Correspondent wit 

agement: Training nei the pos ition of panish -speaking countries. 

ary Bookkeeping: 1 Training for jek Personnel Manager, Indus trial Rela- Ml gee ge Speaking: Training in the 
tion as Head eeper Banking and Finance: Training for tions Manager, Employment Manager, art of forceful, effective speech, for 

ae '. A. Coaching for Advanced Account- executive itions in Banks and and positions relating to Employee Ministers. Salesmen, Fraternal Leaders, 
ants. Financial Institutions. Service. Politicians, Clubmen, ete. 
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Personal— 
your letter- paper 


AC personal thing is letter- 
paper. People judge your 
taste, your up-to-dateness, by the 
kind of writing paper you use. 
You are always correct when 
you choose Hammermill Social 
Stationery, and you can select 
just the style that becomes you 
at a cost that is most moderate 
for paper of such really sterling 
quality. 
Hammermill Social Stationery comes 
in white and tints, with plain or deckle 
edges, in a variety of shapes, sizes, fin- 
ishes and embellishments. There are 


24 sheets and envelopes packed in ar- 
tistic boxes; 25c to $1.50. A 


Hammermill Social Stationery is 
easy to write on. It is easy to afford. It 
is easy to find at stationers, druggists 
and department stores. ~ 


MMERMIL 
iA L 


Social Stationery 
Ripple—Linen— Vellum 


Prepared by WHITE & WYCKOFF MFG. CO. 
HOLYOKE =~ MASSACHUSETTS 


Master Makers of Distinctive Social Stationery 


Hammermill Ripple 25c to $1.50 the box 


first on the plate. Nobody knew what he 
had given, or that he had given at all, but 
the remarkable fact is that the audience 
that day loosened its purse-strings, and 
the gifts and pledges were the largest 
single offering that had been collected up 
to that time. 

“When at last the entire fund had been 
raised and the mortgage paid,” said 
Doctor Truett, “I found that I had not 
only talked the people of Texas into givin 
$92,000 to Baylor, but I had also Sia 
myself into attending there. So, in 1893, 
at the age of twenty-six, I enrolled as a 
college freshman. 

“I don’t suppose there was ever a 
busier freshman or a more eager one. 
still had the problem of earning my sup- 
port. Also, I had now settled down seri- 
ously to be a minister. So when one of the 
amali churches offered me a chance to 
preach, and agreed to pay me four hun- 
dred dollars a year for experimenting on 
them, I accepted gladly. I continued to 
be pastor there all through my four years 
at the university. Before I finished they 
had raised my salary to one thousand 
dollars, and I had married.” 

Truett’s marriage to Miss Josephine 
fkin who was a fellow student at 

aylor, is one of the truly important 
events of his life. She is the ideal minister’s 
wife. She has made herself a buffer be- 
tween him and a million details. Doctor 
Truett’s friends frequently wonder at his 
endurance under the strain of his gigantic 
job. Half of the answer lies in his rugged 
body and unusual vitality, an inheritance 
from the sturdy discipline of the farm. 
The other half lies in Mrs. Truett, her 
sheltering oversight, and her beautiful 
consecration to her husband’s work. 

In the summer of 1897, just a few weeks 
fellowing his graduation from Baylor, the 

young minister and his wife went to 

allas to live, responding to the call of the 
First Baptist Church. It was a momen- 
tous move. The church numbered seven 
hundred and fifteen members, and was al- 
ready one of the chief churches of Texas. 


ERHAPS no man in the South raises as 

much money for good causes as does 
Doctor Truett. The little school which he 
founded as a boy has grown into Hiawassee 
Junior College, the center of a vigorous 
cultural life among the mountaineers of 
his native region. Baylor University is 
now a strong institution, with more than 
3,500 students in 1925, and a cluster of 
graduate and professional schools in addi- 
tion to the pioneer university of Truett’s 
day there. The magnificent three-million- 
dollar Baylor Hospital in Dallas is another 
fruit of he Truett zeal for social service 
and of the Truett faculty of getting people 
to do what he wants them to do. 

His own church in Dallas is a testi- 
monial to his power—a million-dollar 
plant, built to accommodate not only the 
congregation of 5,500 members, but also 
to house the Sunday-school of 6,100, and 
the other auxiliary bodies. It is not a 
wealthy church, but you can see what it 
has become under the Truett leadership 
when you know that on a single Sunday in 
1919 an offering was taken for denomina- 
tional causes (the Baptist Seventy-five- 
Million Campaign), and the contributions 
from this one congregation were $507,850. 

“How do you get people to give?” I 


| asked. 


“I just tell them what the situation is; 
. I put the facts before them clearly, and 
leave it to their consciences.” 

“And you always make a donation 
yourself?” I asked. 

“Tt wouldn’t seem right if I didn’t,” 
he answered. “I can’t sincerely ask 
people to do a thing that I haven’t done 
myself. And my work could never succeed 
—oh, I know I'd never get anywhere with 
my poor preaching—f it lacked sincerity. 
After I’ve made my little contribution, I 
can speak without restraint; I am free.” 

Doctor Truett says his “‘little contribu- 
tion,” but people who know him well tell 
me that his gifts are so numerous and so 

enerous that he is frequently without 
unds. A wealthy friend gave Doctor 
Truett an undivided interest in an oil 
lease. He returned it with thanks, ex- 
plaining that he could have no affairs out- 
side of his ministry. 

Several years ago, members of the 
church purchased a home site in one of the 
secluded residential sections of Dallas and 
built a house there on plans drawn by 
Doctor and Mrs. Truett. It is not the 
church property, but the personal prop- 
erty of the T'ruetts, deeded to them in fee 
simple. “We are sure that whatever the 
part gives away, he cannot give away 

is home, for the homestead law of Texas 
is very strict!” said the layman who told 
me of this. 


THE freedom of country life was greatly 
missed by Doctor Truett in the early 
ears of his city ministry. He found re- 
axation in hunting. A favorite and 
frequent companion on his hunting trips 
was a prominent layman in his church, 
Captain Arnold, who knew all the game 
trails of Texas and delighted in the 
opportunity which these expeditions gave 
him to chum with his beloved pastor. 

One day, in the earlier years of Doctor 
Truett’s ministry in Dallas, he and the 
captain were in the wilds of northeast 
Texas, hunting quail. Their dogs located 
a covey, and Captain Arnold shifted his 
position so that when the quail flew up 
with a whir he was concealed in the 
undergrowth directly backofthem. Doctor 
Truett fired, and the load hit Arnold in 
the leg. 

Before the wounded man could be got 
back to the settlement and to medical 
attention, blood poisoning had set in. 
He died a few days later. 

No one can picture the agony of the 
astor under thie experience. He shut 
imself up in his home, and slept neither 

day nor night. Messages of sympathy and 
condolence poured in from all over the 
city and state and nation, but he was 
secluded in his home, and saw few outside 
of his family. At the midweek service 
another stood in his pulpit. 

Near the end of the week it was an- 
nounced that Doctor Truett would take 
the Sunday night service, as usual. A sigh 
of relief went up all over the city, and 
nearby Methodist and Presbyterian pas- 
tors adjourned their services to unite with 
Doctor Truett. When he appeared in the 
pulpit his eyes were great hollows from the 
week’s sleeplessness, and his sensitive 
face was deeply marked with lines of 
suffering. 

“But his voice! I shall never forget 
his voice that night, as we heard for the 
first time the note of sadness and pathos 
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For pronounced Personality and Character 
in your writing, try this new Parker 


Duofold Oblique 


Guaranteed, like the five other Duofold Points, for 25 Years 
Each way you hold it gives a Separate Effect 


Each Effect a Hand that Fascinates 


AARKER now introduces in the handsome Duofold Pen, a point 

that produces a style in handwriting full of new interest and 
charm. A style of pronounced personality and character —just a bit 
bolder and freer. 

Held one way, this point makes slender down-strokes, accented 
by wide, shaded curves at top and bottom. Held another, it writes 
withthe opposite effect—letters thin-curved, with wide,shaded sides. 

We call this point the Duofold Oblique. And a smoother, softer- 
writing point has never been created. 

This point makes the Sixth you can get in Parker Pens—all guar- 
anteed, if not misused, for 25 years’ wear. 

The kind of writing you do and how you hold your pen make a 
big difference in the kind of point that your hand will respond to 
and delight in. Whichever it is, you can get it in any Parker Duofold 
at $5 or $7, depending on the size. 

They’re points you can lend without fear or apology—for no style 
of writing can distort them, 

And each point is set in a shapely, balanced barrel that gives your 
hand free swing. A barrel in conventional black, or in black-tipped, 
rs ea barrel—the color that’s handsome to own and hard to 
mislay. 

In a test not long ago, 8 people out of 10 picked this Parker blind- 
folded, from 11 new pens of various makes, Try it yourself, with 
your eyes shut, at any nearby pen counter. And try this soft-writing 
Duofold Oblique—see what an interesting hand it gives you. 
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Note the shading on the down strokes- 
accenting the thin curves top and bottom. 


THE PARKER PEN COMPANY - JANESVILLE, WISCONSIN 
Duofold Pencils to match the Pens: Lady, $3; Over-size Jr., $3.50; “ Big Brother” Over-size, $4 
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“I will call for you about eight sharp, Miss 
Friend. I can't hardly wait. Be ready like you 
promised, so that we ain't late in meeting Jim. 
He don’t stand aroun’ 
for nobody, you 
ow.” 


Six Mistakes in 
English in a 
Single Statement 


T is easy to make a good first impression. 
I Good clothes, fair manners, are all that 

you need. But when you speak or write, 
then you begin to reveal yourself in your 
true light. Your use of English at once 
shows your breeding or lack of it. The ex- 
cellent first impression begins to disappear 
if you make one mistake in English; and if 
your mistakes are frequent, you are doomed 
to be thought of as “crude and uneducated.” 


You may not make such obvious blunders 
as those shown, but are you sure you do not 
wake other errors that are quite as offensive 
to the ears of the cultured? 

How 41,000 People Improved 
Their English 

Sherwin Cody, perhaps the best-known 
teacher of English, has invented and pat- 
ented a remarkable method which strikes at 
the very root of bad habits in using the 
English language. Already over 41,000 
individuals have made use of this remark- 
able invention. They are from every walk 
of life—teachers, business men, lawyers 
ministers, editors, physicians—men and 
women in every profession, in every trade, 
and of every age. 


Mr. Cody’s method is so successful be- 
cause it does not attempt to teach useless 
rules. It concentrates on breaking your bad 
habits and forming correct habits. It re- 
quires but fifteen minutes’ attention a day, 
over a comparatively short period; it is as 
fascinating as a game, and it is guaranteed 
to improve your English to your own satis- 


faction. 
FREE: “How to Speak and Write 
e Masterly English” 

Mr. Cody has prepared a 15-minute test 
of your English that will show you where 
you stand. It will be sent free, together 
with the correct answers, upon request. 
We will also send you Mr. Cody’s new 
book, “How to Speak and Write Masterly 
English,” which tells in detail about Mr. 
Cody’s invention, how it works and what 
it has done. Mail the coupon or a letter. 
Your request involves no obligation; no 
salesman will call upon you. Mail the cou- 
pon or a letter now, before you forget to 
do so. 


Sherwin Cody School of English 


911 Searle Building Rochester, N. Y. 


Sherwin Cody School of English 
911 Searle Building, Rochester, N. Y. 


Please send me, without obligation on my part, 
your new free book “How to Speak and Write 
Masterly English” and also the 15-minute test. 
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which now we know so well,” said one of 
the members, describing the event for me. 
“It seemed to carry the burden of all the 
grief in the world. 

“That week’s ordeal was heartbreaking 
for the pastor; but there is no doubt that 
it is the crucial experience of his life. It 
is the event which has molded him more 
than any other. No one can come to him 
with a sorrow greater than his sorrow. 
His vast capacity for helping people in 
trouble, as well as his power in Xs pulpit, 
is born of the tragedy which remade him.” 


THE echo of that crucial experience 
sounds in all his preaching. In the pul- 
pit he is a spirit on fire. He preaches for 
conversions, and gets them at the close of 
every sermon. In his regular church 
services he averages fifty to seventy-five 
converts a month. His preaching is 
markedly free of the mannerisms, the 
levity, and the barn-storming methods so 
frequently characteristic of evangelism. 

“Human life, with its influence and its 
capabilities, is too precious for a man to 
trifle with or misuse,” said Doctor Truett. 
“The function of the pulpit, above all else, 
is to help human life to realize its true 
destiny. There is no task on earth greater 
than the minister’s.” 

“But isn’t the minister losing his grip 
and his influence in our complex modern 
life?” I asked. 

“Of course conditions are not as they 
were,” answered Doctor Truett. ‘‘When 
I was a boy it was an event to go to church. 
There was nowhere else to go. To-day the 
competition is multitudinous, and the 
demands upon the preacher are more 
critical. He is subjected to a closer 
scrutiny. He is not so much taken for 
granted as he was in my grandfather’s day. 
And with the new knowledge crowding 
every field of life, with seeming miracles 
like the airplane and the radio become 
commonplaces, the preacher is put on his 
mettle as never before, perhaps, in history. 

“ But these conditions do not minimize 
the office of preacher; they magnify it, 
and demand only men of the highest 
caliber to fill the office. The most virile, 
the most robust, the most challenging 
business in the world to-day is the 
preacher’s calling. He must be sincere, 
above all things. A man is a ghastly 
falsehood if he does not speak and live the 
truth. He should be such an honest, 
genuine, sincere, benevolent man that his 
community would trust its life in his 
hands. When such men do enter the 
pulpit, the people hear them gladly. 


“COMPLEX as civilization is, the 

preacher has these factors on his 
side: First, the human conscience; sec- 
ond, the Bible; and, third, God. Your 
conscience drives you to seek something 
beyond the mists. The appeal of the 
Bible is elemental and universal, and the 
Book can never be superseded. And 
then—God is on our side, the Divine 
reaching down into human experience 
and working with man and for man. 

“If the preacher will stay by the central 
truths of the Bible and will present them, 
with a life in consonance with his preach- 
ing, he will fnd a hearing. Noble sacri- 
ficial living may be the greatest form of 
the sermon. As some thinker said, ‘Re- 
ligion is not so much taught as caught.’ 
And Phillips Brooks summed it up 


when he said, ‘Religion is not a lot of 
things that a man does, but a new life 
that he lives.’ 

“A senior law student came to my 
study the other day. ‘I can’t believe your 
preaching he said, ‘but I believe in you.’ 

told him that everything I am is the 
direct result of the gospel I preach. ‘But 
I haven’t any God to pray to, as you do,’ 
he said. ‘I don’t believe in God. Pane 
‘Then,’ said I, ‘put as many “‘ifs” as you 
pa into your prayer! “O God, if there 
nea God, give me light, if there be any 

ight. 

“That prayer has helped many a man 
out of the bewilderment of doubt and 
despair. Prayer is necessary to the con- 
ception of religious truth.” 

“ But when a person is just coldly prac- 
tical,” I asked, “and must have hard 
facts, how do you handle doubt then?” 

“ By the appeal to reason. People come 
frequently into my study facing the great 
mystery. Death has suddenly swooped 
down upon the family circle; they have 
been confronted for the first time directly 
with the separation of loved ones, and 
they want to know, to know, what the 
future promises. 

“One such came the other day, a father 
who had lost an only son. Could I give 
him any proof that he would see his boy 
again? He did not want Bible verses 
quoted, he did not want New Testament 
miracles cited, he said; but he wanted me 
to tell him out of my own experience 
whether there is any reasonable basis for 
the hope of life beyond death. 

“Yes, I told him, there is. God has 
put eternity into the human heart, and 
nothing short of the eternal will satisfy. 
Nowhere in nature do you find an instinct 
false. This deep-seated yearning of the 
human heart is as truly an instinct of 
nature as is the turning of the new brood 
of birds oceanward to By across unknown 
wastes to an unknown island land. The 
birds know nothing of the land. It is no 
more within their physical experience and 
scientific knowledge than the realm be- 
yond the grave is within our physical 
experience and scientific knowledge. They 
simply trust their instinct, and they are 
not disappointed. The instinct for im- 
mortality is the prophecy of its fulfill- 
ment. 


I ASKED Doctor Truett what single re- 
sult of his ministry is the most remark- 
able, in his own opinion. He was silent 
several minutes before he answered: 

“T don’t believe I could single out any 
result as the most remarkable. Many 
things happen every week that to me are 
clear evidence of the truth and power of 
religion. 

“I was preaching one week in a county 
seat in western Texas, and in the'congrega- 
tion at the opening service was a big, 
rough-looking man who wore spurs on his 
boots and a six-shooter at his belt. He 
sat unmoved all through the meeting, and 
at its close got up and walked out. 

“T had noticed him particularly, and I 
asked some of the people about him. 
‘That’s Big Jim,’ they said; ‘and you'll 
never see him again. He always comes the 
first night of a meeting, to sort of size up 
the preacher, maybe, but he never shows 
up again.’ They also told me that Big 
Jim’s gun had four notches in the handle, 
and that there was the chance of a fifth 


Out of the Mountains Came This Great Preacher of the Plains, by Grorcr W. Gray 143 


notch being added soon, as he had a feud 
on with another bad man. 

“The next night, as the meeting was 
starting, Big Jim slipped in the door and 
took a back seat. My sermon that night 
was preached at one man. I could see that 
he was listening intently, and oh, how I 
prayed as I preached—prayed that I 
might say the word that Big Jim needed. 

“Somehow, I did say it. a the close of 
the sermon he got up from his seat far 
back in the rear of the church and came 
stumbling down the aisle. He was mutter- 
ing as he came, drawling it out, as though 
he were talking to himself: ‘You say 
there’s salvation for me? Why, I’m the 
worst sinner out of hell! I’ve killed men! 
My hands are all bloody! I’m that chiefest 
of sinners you’ve been a-talking about.’ 

“It was a real conversion, too. Big Jim 

sought out the man he had bandied and 
threatened to shoot, and made peace with 
him. He made restitution as far as it was 
porte for him to redeem his past. He 
ived a new life from that night, became 
one of the genuinely good and useful men 
of his community, and has always been in 
my remembrance as one of the sure proofs 
of the power of Christ to transform a 
human being and revitalize a life.” 

There are countless other stories to 
illustrate Doctor Truett’s power as a 
teacher of Christianity. It is these con- 
tacts between the pastor and the individual 
—and usually the individual in trouble— 
that have welded Doctor Truett so in- 
dissolubly into the hearts and lives of 
Dallas. 

And the bond is indissoluble, as many 
tests have proved. The first test came 
within a few years after his pastorate with 
the Dallas church. A vacancy occurred in 
the presidency of Baylor University, and 
the trustees turned to the man who at a 
critical time in the life of the institution 
had saved it. The offer was very tempting 
to Doctor Truett. But he answered that 
he could not think of leaving the active 
ministry. 

The calls he has received since then 
would make a long list. Rich churches in 
big cities of the East have invited him to 
come to their pastorates. Finding that he 
did not jump at the invitation, they have 
urged him, and sent delegations to influ- 
ence him. But no one has yet been able 
to convince him that he can render the 
same service elsewhere that he does in 
Dallas and in Texas and in the Southland. 


"THOUGH Doctor Truett will not sepa- 
rate himself from Dallas permanently, 
he is constantly responding to calls for his 
service in outside places. Dubie the last 
ear of the World War he spent six months 
in France with the soldiers. He averages 
one public address every day of the year, 
and invariably the adtest is a sermon. 
One of the outside places where Doctor 
Truett goes every summer is a cowboy 
camp in the Davis Mountains of western 
Texas. His engagement here began many 
ears ago, when the cowboys, hearing of 
is fame as a preacher, invited him to 
come out and be their guest. They let him 
know that he was expected to be a preach- 
ing guest, but not a paying guest—and 
invited him to bring his family and make a 
vacation of it. 
“Mrs. Truett and my eldest, and then 
only, daughter went with me on this first 
trip,” he related. “It was a long, fatiguing 


She hated to tell him 


F late her brother seemed much 

discouraged. He was being left 
out of things — dances, dinners — 
and somehow “‘the girl” never had 
an open date. His sister knew the 
cause. 


She hated to tell him, because it 
was such a personal thing. 


* * * 


Nearly all young men are inclined 
to have a grimy-looking skin, spot- 
ted with blackheads and dull in 
appearance. Few realize that this 
hinders their success in life. Pom- 
peian Massage Cream helps you 
overcome this handicap by giving 
you a clean, ruddy complexion. 


* * * 


Clears the Skin: Pompeian Massage 
Cream thoroughly cleanses the 


YOUR DRUGGIST HAS IT 


There’s nothing 
quite so effective 
as doing the job 
yourself, Use 
Pompeian Mas- 
sage Cream reg- 
ularly at home 
—then you'll get 
the full benefit. 


pores. It helps clear up blackheads 
and pimples by stimulating healthy 
circulation, and by keeping the skin 
clean and the pores open. 


Easy to Use: Rub it in; rub it out. 
After shaving or washing, rub it in 
gently. Continue rubbing and it 
rolls out, bringing with it all the 
dirt and skin impurities. Result — 
a clean, healthy skin with clear, 
glowing color. 


Special Introductory Offer 
1 of 60c jar for 10c. 


For 10c we send a special Trial Jar 
containing one-third of regular 60c 
contents. Contains sufficient Pom- 
peian Massage Cream to test thor- 
oughly its wonderful benefits. 
Positively only one jar to a family 
on this exceptional offer. 


i Gentlemen: I enclose a dime (10c) for % ; 


of a 60c jar of Pompeian Massage Cream. : 


Name. 


Address 
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Go ahead, man; 
get young! 


Might just as well tell you right off 
the bat to use Barbasol. 


Because that’s what it’s coming to. 
Either you use Barbasol and stay up 
with the young folks, or mix your 
own and wind the clock at 10 P. M. 
Barbasol, you see, is the way to 
fun, success and happiness. Sure, 
it’s only a way of shaving, but 
—yoo-hoo!—what a way! How 
come? Just like this: 

A. Wet the face 

B. Spread on Barbasol 

C. Shave 


No brush. No rub-in. Any razor, 
straight or safety. Any water, hot 
or cold. The full-bodied, creamy 
Barbasol holds every hair stiff up to 
the blade, and good steel do your 
duty! 

No after burn. No smart. No in- 
growing hairs. Because this finest 
shaving lubricant leaves all the 
natural oils right in the skin. All 
you have to do is smile. 


No cover charge. Here’s the little 
ticket that says you want to see 
how young you are. Use the 
Barbasol it brings—three times—ac- 
cording to directions. You’re set 
for another 40 years! 


= The 
į Barbasol Co. 


Indianapolis, Ind. 
¥ Please mail me your 
œ Free Trial Tube of 


Barbasol. 


For Modern Shaving 


< Address 


journey, partly by rail, then in wagons to 
the camp. We arrived at the end of the 
day, and the combination of the trip and 
the bracing mountain air made me 
ravenously hungry, 

“The cowboys are exceedingly hospi- 
table, and no one in their camp can remain 
hungry long. They kill a couple of beeves 
every day—five on Saturday to last over 
Sunday—and the food was just set out on 
tables in prodigal plenty. I ate in pro- 
portion to my appetite, and was thinking 
that I would turn in early and get a good 
night’s rest, when a delegation of cowboys 
approached me. 

“*Parson, you goin’ to give us some 
preachin’ now, ain’t ye?’ they asked. 

“‘ Do you expect a sermon now?” I said. 
‘Why, I’ve just landed here.’ I did not 
tell them that it was my practice never to 
eat a meal just before preaching. 

“The cowboys eyed me searchingly. 
One of them shifted his big hat to a new 
angle on his head, rubbed his bronzed chin, 
and said: 

“** Parson, can’t you shoot quick ? Then 
he continued, in his leisurely drawl, 
“Cause, if you can’t shoot quick, I reckon 
we sent for the wrong parson.’ 

“T realized the situation now and saw 
that it was distinctly up to me. ‘Yes, 
boys, I can shoot quick if you give me 
something to shoot at,’ I seid 

“*Shoot at us fellows,’ answered the 
spokesman. ‘We’re plumb ready.’ 

““*Where can we hold the service?’ I 
asked, and the cowboy leader waved his 
hand in a grand sweep. ‘You can have the 
whole range, Parson, from here clean to 
the mountains, fifty miles and more.’ 


ae ELL,” continued Doctor Truett, 

“I saw that I should indeed have 
to shoot quick. You know, cowboys are a 
very elemental, simple, unspoiled folk. 
First impressions are lasting. They either 
like you or they don’t like you, and there 
isn’t any in-between. 

“We'll hold the service right here,’ I 
said. “The women will sit on the porch 
over there under the cottonwoods. You 
men can stand, or sit, or lean, as you 
please.’ 

“* Now you’re talking, Parson!’ said the 
spokesman, as the cowboys began to seat 
themselves on the aoad, 

“I asked them if they could sing, and 
they said they could sing ‘A Hot Time in 
the Old Town To-night’? I proposed 
‘Nearer, My God, to Thee.” They madea 
try at it, and with the help of the ladies 
did pretty well. Then I suggested ‘Jesus, 
Lover of My Soul,’ and they sang that. 

“All during these preliminaries I was 
searching my mind, wondering what I 
should say to this remarkable audience, so 
willing and eager to hear. The last hymn 
suggested the theme, and I spoke to them 
of the Love of God. They heard it, all 
attention, and the silence was tense at the 
end. Never since have I seen the stars 
glitter so brightly as they did that night in 
the crisp atmosphere of the ranges. The 
| sermon ended with a prayer. Then every- 
one arose. No word was spoken, no sign 
given, no physical response of any kind. 

“Everybody went to bed at once—the 
women to the two rooms of the little 
cabin, the men on the ground under the 
glittering stars. 


“I couldn’t sleep very well, and after 
| trying for a while I sat up. Presently a 


Out of the Mountains Came This Great Preacher of the Plains, by Grorcre W. Gray 147 


cowboy got up, then the one beside him. 
They threw off their blankets ənd came 
over to me. ‘Parson,’ they said, ‘we've 
got something we want to tell vou.’ 

“I arose, and the two men led the way 
down a trail through the sagebrush. They 
walked about two hundred yards without 
saying a word. Then they stopped. ‘We 
just wanted to tell you, Parson,—me an’ 

ill—that if you keep up that lick © 
preachin’ you give us to-night, we'll all be 
convarted, every plumb one of us, shore.’ 

“I put out my hand and gripped theirs. 
‘Boys, I’ll do my best,’ I promised. And 
then in silence the three of us walked back 
to our blankets and lay down.” 


THAT was more than twenty years ago, 
and Doctor Truett has been going there 
ever since. He has a standing engagement 
for August with the cowboys of the Davis 
Mountains. They claim him as their 
parson and call themselves his boys. 

“I have never addressed a group of 
people who are more deeply reverent of 
the sacred things of life and more sensitive 
to the appeal of religion,” said this veteran 
preacher, who has addressed great city 
congregations, denominational confer- 
ences, and national and international 
conventions of churchmen. 

“Their favorite name for our Lord is the 
Master, and they pronounce it ‘Mayster’ 
with a drawl that I like to hear. One 
night, out there in the mountains, at the 
close of the sermon, a cowboy whom we 
all knew as Sam started down the aisle. 
Sam had been passing through an acute 
stage of delirium tremens, and he looked it. 
As he approached me, Sam began to talk. 

“‘Lemme get this straight, Parson,’ he 
said. ‘You mean to tell me that if I come 
under the Mayster he’ll help me fight the 
devils what are a-eating me up?” 

“ Before I could answer, cowboys were 
standing up all over the arbor calling out 
to Sam from all sides: 

“*That’s the idear, Sam, old boy.’ 

“©That’s the truth, and no lying.’ 

“You bet your life He will, Sam.’ 

“Sam came under the Mayster that 
night, and this time the sobering process 
lasted. 

“And for myself,” Doctor Truett told 
me, “I confess a deep indebtedness to my 
cowboy parish. They have helped to 
educate me, and I know I am a better 
preacher because of the challenge of this 
unspoiled audience, so eager to hear, so 
respectful and reverent and responsive, so 
quick to discern any false note. 

“The cowboys have taught me many 
things, which i gratefully acknowledge: 
the invigorating quality of complete frank- 
ness, the effectiveness of the direct method, 
the worth of simple words and plain speech, 
and, above all—to shoot straight!” 


EDGAR A. GUEST stoutly main- 
tains throughout his article next 
month that a truly sane Christmas 
would be a most miserable one. He 
is, for instance, in favor of giving 
what sensible people call ‘‘foolish” 
gifts—gifts prompted by sentiment 
and not by cold reason. ‘‘There are 
365 days in the year in which to be 
wise and practical,” he says, ‘‘there- 
fore, for one day let’s show our 
hearts.” The title of this appealing 
article is ‘Christmas in My Home.” 
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of Roper experience. They exclaim its beauty, inspired by architecture. On 
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its savings of food and fuel. As never before, Roper Complete Oven Con- 
trol has revealed itself in its tremendous significance—and women realize 
that only Roper can give the advantages of Roper Complete Oven Control. 


THE BABY ROPER gives little folks all the joy of having something ‘‘just like 
mother’s.’’ The doors open and close; the grates lift out; it is a perfect 
miniature for only $1. Send today and get one for your little girl. 
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Why Multiply 
Your Sorrow? 


YOUR sorrow over the passing of a 
loved one may be an endless road 
through all the years to come if you are 
in any way negligent of the remains. 


On the other hand, think what great 
comfort it will always be to know that 
there is the utmost of protection, a 
protection so positive and permanent 
that never a particle of moisture can 
enter, 


Such protection zs available for the 
pein The Clark Grave Vault, de- 
signed according to an immutable law 
of Nature, has made the grave a peace- 
ful, undisturbed resting place. Being 
made of metal, this vault is not po- 
rous. Keystone copper steel is used for 
greatest rust resistance. 


Never in a quarter of a century has a 
Clark Grave Vault failed. Not once 
has moisture entered. 


Leading funeral directors recommend 
this vault and give with it a fifty year 
guaranty. 


Less than Clark complete protection 
is no protection at alll 


THE CLARK GRAVE VAULT 
COMPANY 
Columbus, Ohio 


Western Office and Warehouse, 
Kansas City, Mo. 


This trade-mark is on every genuine Clark 
Grave Vault. It isa means of identifying the 
vault instantly. Unless you see this mark, the 
vault is not a Clark. 


Jones Catches "Em Young But He 
Doesn’t Treat Em Rough 


(Continued from page 63) 


manufacturer, for sixty thousand dollars.” 

Mr. Jones paused to lean a little nearer. 

“But during all those years,” he went 
on earnestly, “I wasn’t entirely content 
with the city. At home, I was trying to 
make of my three acres a little patch of 
country. put out food, so that birds 
came and nested in my trees and in the 
shrubbery near my door. I had taught 
them to come to my hand and I had 
learned to imitate many of their calls. I 
was contented in summer; but in winter 
the birds would go and I’d be lonely. 

I wanted pets the year ’round. I 
bought a variety of pheasants. They be- 
came so tame that they would eat from 
my table. The beauty of their plumage 
and the picture they made on my lawn 
led me to search for other beaunfal birds. 
In a few years I had a collection which 
included herons, cranes, peafowls, eagles, 
owls, and innumerable small native birds. 


“QNE day a hunter showed me a pair 
of fox puppies. They were like two 
little puppy dogs, and I bought them at 


sight. 

““That’ll be the end of your birds,’ a 
neighbor warned me when I took the 
foxes home. ‘Those foxes will clean the 
place when they get big.’ 

“When the foxes were full grown I 
called that neighbor in. They were as 
tame as dogs. The birds and foxes ate at 
the same table in the yard together. 

““*How’d you do it?’ he asked. 

“‘Simply by teaching them to come to 
me for food, instead of going to the birds,’ 
I answered. 

“My place gained a wide reputation. 
Folks from all over the country came to 
see my pets. Visitors told me where I 
could bay other young animals, and often 
they brought animals they had captured, 
to sell to me. Presently my household 
included badgers, marmots, coyotes, por- 
cupines, squirrels—in all, almost a hun- 
dred different creatures.” 

With the growing popularity of the 
automobile, Mr. ones foresaw the fall of 
the horse from public favor. Accordingly, 
he sold his magazine, withdrew from his 
various horse interests, and decided to 
retire to a spot just outside of Minneapolis, 
at Minnehaha Falls. 

“The ground about Minnehaha Falls,” 
he told me, “was little better than waste 
land. It had long been a dream of mine 
to buy and beautify it. I envisioned a 
home there that would be a replica of the 
Longfellow house in New England. The 
name I chose for the place sa Lengiellon 
Gardens. 

“As I began to build, I also laid out a 
private park for my animals, planting 
trees a pe Se and making it all as 
attractive as I could. Hardly had I 
completed Longfellow Gardens and had 
moved in, when people from all over Min- 
nesota began to come to see the place. 
They came in such numbers that I had 
to put up a fence. Still they came. Hop- 
ing to check the avalanche of visitors, 
I announced that an admission fee 


would be charged. More came than befor: 

“Suddenly it occurred to me that here 
was an opportunity to do what I had bees 
wanting to do all of my life—make th: 
collection and study of wild animals 2 
business. There was no ‘zoo’ in the 
Northwest. Evidently the people were 
hungry for such a thing. I resolved to 
give them what they wanted. 

“Mind you, I was fifty-five years old. 
I knew absolutely nothing of the larger 
wild creatures, such as lions, tigers, bears, 
and elephants. 

“The winter of 1906-07 I spent im 
Europe. I visited all the larger and more 
famous zoos, talked with their managers 
and directors, studied their methods, and 
made numerous purchases of smaller 
foreign animals and birds. Then I came 
home and made a similar study of the 

rominent zoos and menageries in the 
Unieed States. Here I rented elephants, 
camels, lions, tigers, and others of the more 
expensive larger animals. 

‘There was a public opening of Long- 
fellow Gardens in the spring, to which 
thousands came. Many of the visitors 
had read in the pees of how my birds 
came at my call. They insisted that I 


appear, and call the birds and do other 
stunts. The idea of training animals to 
tform in public followed naturally. 


hus, instead of retiring as I had planned, 
I was starting on a new and strange 
venture.” 

Three years after its opening, Long- 
fellow Gardens was so profitable that Mr. 
Jones began purchasing all of his animals 
outright instead of renting them. He 
also began to breed his own animals. He 
has continued this policy since, and some 
of his finest exhibits, notably sixteen of 
his famous Nubian lion group of twenty- 
one, have been born in the gardens. His 
purchases have been made from collectors 
and trappers in every part of the world. 

“Lions range in value from $1,000 to 
$2,500,” he went on to explain. “‘The 
performing groups are higher, according 
to the perfection of their performance. 
Elephants cost $2,500 up to $10,000, much 
depending upon size, perfection, dispo- 
sition, and extent of education. Tigers 
are becoming rare, and a good specimen 
now rates at from $1,500 to $5,000. 


5 r WAS four years after the opening of 

the Gardens when I decided to do my 
own training. The first really dangerous 
pupil I had was Rajah, a full-grown Ben- 
gal tiger. Rajah had been trapped in the 
jungle, placed in an iron-bound bamboo 
crate and shipped to America. He was 
still in that crate when he arrived at 
Longfellow Gardens. At the approach of 
a person, he would throw himself bodily 
against the bamboo bars. It would have 
meant anyone’s life to have entered the 
cage. 

‘I transferred him to a larger iron- 
barred cage and left him to himself for a 
month or longer, not bothering him at all 
except to feed him. I didn’t speak or 
tarry at his cage, simply put in his food, 
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Are You Afraid to Face the Truth 


about YOURSELF? 


There are occasions in the life of every man when he realizes 
how miserably he has fallen below what others had expected of 
him and what he had dreamed for himself. The “big” man 


faces the truth, and does something about it. 


The “little” 


man finds an excuse for his failure, and does nothing. What are 
your answers when you ask yourself questions like these? 


Am I not drifting along 
aimlessly? 

What, after all, is my 
purpose in life? 

Once I had real ambi- 


tions—are they un- 
attainable? 


Am I trusting too 
much to chance to 
bring me success? 


What is my greatest 
weak point? 


Is it lack of will, poor 
memory, mental la- 
ziness, mind-wan- 
dering, or what? 


Am I too old now ever 
todo anything worth 
while? 


Am I “licked” by life, 
am I a ‘‘quitter’’? 


What can I do now to 
“find myself”? 


How 650,000 people have “found themselves” 
through Pelmanism 


ing to grope your way out, you 

shon d fad oat at once what Pel- 

manism has already done for over 
650,000 people. 

Pelmanism awakens the unsuspected 
powers in you. It is a scientific sys- 
tem of mind-training; it takes the 
well-established principles of psychol- 
ogy, simplifies them so that they can 
be understood by everybody, and ar- 
ranges them into a really remarkable 
system, which is designed to re-arouse 
and to train certain mental faculties, 
which in most of us lie absolutely 
dormant and atrophied. 


What It Has Done 


I: you are in a “blind alley” of life, 


Pelmanism originated in Great Britain. 
Members of the royal family, leading states- 
men, distinguished military and naval offi- 
cers, world-famous authors, artists, actors, 
editors and publicists, leaders in industry 
and finance, people of the highest distinc- 
tion in the Empire—became just as enthusi- 
astic Pelmanists as clerks and ‘tommics’’ 
and day-laborers. 

When the movement spread to America 
the same story was repeated—captains of 
industry and finance, men of affairs, jurists, 
writers, leading business men, rofessional 
people of all types—adopted Pelmanism as 


enthusiastically as wage-carners and college 
students. And now, over 650,000 People in 
every part of the world, men and women 
usually of the highest type of intelligence, 
have adopted and use Pelmanism to help 
them “find themselves.” 


The Kind of People Who 
Advocate Pelmanism 


Is it not clear that there must be some- 
thing of great value in Pelmanism when 
distinguished men and women like the fol- 
lowing advise you to take it up? (Hundreds 
of other names like these could be added if 
space allowed.) ' 


General Sir Robert 
Baden-Powell, 
founder of the Boy Scout 
Movement. 


Judge Ben B. Lindsey, 
founder of the Juvenile 
Court of Denver. 


Frank P. Walsh, for- 
mer Chairman of National 
WarêLabor Board. 


Major General Sir' 


Frederick Maurice, 
Director of Military Ob- 
servations, Imperial Gen- 
eral Staff. 


Admiral Lord Beres- 
ford, G. C. B., G. C., 
V. O. 


T. P. O'Connor, ‘Father 
of kthe; House of Com- 
mons. 


H.R. H. Prince Char- 
les of Sweden. 


Jerome K. Jerome, 
author and dramatist. 


General Sir O’Moore 
Creagh, V.C.,G.C. B., 
G. C. S. J. 


George Lunn, formerly 
Lt. Governor of State of 
New York. 


Sir Harry Lauder, cele- 
brated comedian. 


Sir Harr 


author an 


Johnson, 
dramatist, 


Sir Arthur Quiller- 
Couch, dramatist. 


W. L. George, author. 


A. Gillespie, Vice-Presi- 
dent of Cluett, Peabody 
& Co. 


Send for Free Book—No 
Obligation 


When people of this type find that there 
is “something in Pelmanism,’’ can you 
afford to ignore its possibilities for you? 

We will be glad to send you, without 
charge, a book called “Scientific Mind- 
Training.” This tells the complete story 
of Pelmanism, what it is and what it does; 
it is filled with stories—some of them almost 
unbelievable—of people whose lives have 
been completely made over by Pelmanism. 

To send for this book involves you in no 
obligation; nor will you be bothered by 
salesmen. It will be left to your own judg- 
ment whether you do not need this ASSIST- 
ANCE almost more than anything else in 
life. Send for the book now, before you 
forget. 


The Pelman Institute of America 


(Approved as a Correspondence School under the laws of 
the State of New York) 


Suite 7711 2575 Broadway New York,N. Y. 


SSS SS SSSA SREB SESSLER SESE Eee ee eee 
The Pelman Institute of America 
2575 Broadway, Suite 7711, New York City 


I want you to show me what Pelmanism has actually done 
for over half a million people. Please send me your free book, 
“Scientific Mind-Training.'’ This places me under no ob.igation 
whatever. 
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The metal base 
applied by the 
lather won't 
shrink, swell, 
warpor burn. 


The plasterer 
permanently 
beautifies the 
interior of 
your home, 


It Was 
Well Done!” 


HE was first, tonight. Ex- 

pectantly she wondered if 
“Dad’s” new dress tie were 
now a wrinkled rag. 
Subconsciously, as she waited, 
her eyes studied the details of 
ceiling and walls. 


Precious days came back to her. 
As tho only yesterday she vis- 
ioned their first plans. They 
had been doubtful of so much 
exposed plastering. 
Doubt had changed to delight when 
they learned that they need have no 
fear —that the beauty of the plastered 
surfaces could be made permanent. 
“True as steel,” she murmured —and 
smiled at their surprise when the 
architect had suggested METAL lath. 
“I'm glad it was wel? done.” 
Today Better Plastering, with its steel 
base, is accepted as the only interior 
finish that assures permanent beauty 
and unfailing protection from fire. 
Ask your plastering contractor —and 
write for a copy of the Better Plas- 
tering book—before you let your 
contracts. 

NATIONAL COUNCIL for 

BETTER PLASTERING 
P 819 Madison Square Bldg., Chicago 


BETTER“ 
PLASTERING 


METAL LATH TO REINFORCE AND PRESERVE 


and passed on to other cages. Gradually 
he lost his fear of me, and began to look 
upon me as a harmless creature whose 
function it was to feed him. Then I began 
speaking to him, soothingly, a little each 
day, until he became accustomed to my 
voice. Soon, at the sound of it he would 
come to the front of his cage expectantly. 

“In pausing at his cage now Í carried a 
short stick of wood about the width of a 
barrel stave at one end and shaped down 
to a hand grip at the other. One day I 
thrust this through the bars, talking to the 
tiger the while. He seized and bit the 
stick. I let him bite to his heart’s content. 
Presently he learned the stick wasn’t 
meant to harm him. 

“ By this simple expedient I taught him 
to take out on the stick his instinct to bite 
and rend. Then I entered his cage. For 
about two seconds he was in doubt and, 
hence, dangerous. I promptly held out 
the wooden paddle, and he seized it, just 
as he had been doing day after day with 
the bars between us. His mind thus 
occupied with something with which he 
was familiar, he forgot his suspicion of my 
intentions in the cage. It was simply the 
= game we had played through the 

ars. 

“T repeated this until he didn’t mind 
my being in his cage. Then I looped a 
leather collar loosely over my arm and, 
while Rajah bit the paddle, I let the 
collar slip easily down over his head. 
A chain was attached to the collar. By 
drawing on it gently, speaking softly, and 
using the same command over and over, 
I readily taught him to obey orders to go 
here and there. 

“Eventually I did away with the collar, 
and directed him entirely by commands. 
He became accustomed to my touch, and 
when I stroked his back he would purr 
and rub against me like a house cat. I 
really think he liked me. At any rate, in 
about a’year’s time he became an excel- 
lent performer in public. 


“T HAVE trained lions, leopards, wild 
cats, and even the puma, which is prob- 
ably the most suspicious of our American 
wild beasts, if not of all beasts. The 
secret of this training, if there is any, is in 
patience, an easy manner, and presence 
of mind. By presence of mind I mean the 
ability in an emergency to distract the 
animal’s attention from what he wants to 
do to something else. 

“Father and a balky farm horse taught 
me this. We were driving along a road 
when the horse stopped in his tracks. No 
amount of coaxing would induce him to 
go on. I slapped the lines on his back, 
spoke sharply, and finally got out and 
took his head. He stood like an iron 
horse. 

“*You’re going at it all wrong,’ said 
Father. ‘You’re only helping the horse 
keep his mind on being balky. He can 
think of only one thing at a time. Pick 
up one of his feet, as if there might be 
something wrong with it, slap his leg, and 
see what happens.’ 

“I did so. The horse was puzzled a 
moment, then he began to wonder why I 
was looking at his foot. That thought 
crowded out the balky notion. When I 
got back in the carriage, he trotted right 
off as if nothing had happened. 

“Wild animals can be distracted like- 


wise. They, too, think of one thing at a 


time, and thus the human mind can 


control theirs. My lead lion is a hand- 
some, big fellow named Nero, who is the 
smartest, and at the same time the most 
aggressive lion in the performing troupe. 
One day the performance was late, and I 
unconsciously began to hurry it. Above 
all, Nero won’t be hurried. He began to 
resent the imposed haste, and the more 
he resented the angrier he became. 
Finally, with a snarl, he planted himself in 
the center of the ring, bent on making 
trouble. 

“ Now he expected me to hurry on with 
the act, and he was all set to fight when 
I did. Instead, I abruptly halted the act, 
stooped, and acted as if I had dropped 
something for which I was hunting. On 
top of this surprise to Nero, I ordered 
‘Seats,’ the familiar command to the 
lions to return to their places. Nero 
wondered ‘Now, what?’ and went to his 
pa as meekly as a puzzled puppy. 

hen I resumed the act, k peno and Nero 
went on with it, his resentment entirely 
vanished. 

“Maybe you’ve noticed that children 
are much like that—and grown folks also. 
Johnny will forget all about his hurt 
finger at mention of a ball game. Two 
men in an angry argument will quit it 
without ceremony to run toa fire. So, you 
see, folks and animals have more traits in 
common than you might think.” 


“Wwrat is the most important thing 
to remember in handling animals?” 

“To keep one’s temper, and, above all, 
not to be irritating—another rule which 
applies equally as well to dealing with 

eople. Animals are extremely sensitive. 

hey can instinctively determine if you 
are out of humor and in an angry mood, 
even though you let no angry word or act 
give you away. Your humor largel 
determines their humor. If you can’t 
keep your temper under control—and it’s 
often tried, too—you will never get far 
with animals.” 

“Have you ever struck an animal?” 

“Not harshly,” exclaimed Mr. Jones. 
“Punch a man in the nose, and if he has 
any kind of spunk at all he will punch 
back. Well, most animals have spunk; 
what’s more, they have excellent memo- 
ries. They never forget a blow, or the cut 
of a whip. If they don’t get it back to you 
then, they will later. 

“Of course, the dispositions of animals, 
like that of people, vary. I can take more 
liberties with some than others. But we 
all get along together, and I know I have 
gained by the association.” 

“Which are the most intelligent of all ?” 
I questioned. 

“I think the sea lions are,” said Mr. 
ae “At first they are hostile, and 

ark as if to attack. But they, become 
tame in less than a month, learn more 
readily than any other animal, and seem 
to enjoy human companionship.” 

Mr. Jones recently presented Long- 
fellow Gardens to Minneapolis, to become 
the permanent property of the city within 
ten years. His efforts, in the meantime, 
are being devoted to perfecting an organi- 
zation which, when he gives up the reins, 
will be capable of carrying on the work 
as he has done it for the past seventeen 
years. 
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Keep 


floors clean 


and bright 


This new, easy 
economical way 


Ibex: Johnson Wax treatment takes 
only a few minutes—there are no 
messy rags and pails—nor any stoop- 
ing. And afterwards your floors can 
be kept in beautiful condition with 
half the care. Washing is seldom nec- 
essary—a dry mop quickly removes 
accumulated dust from the hard, 
smooth, dirt-repellent surface. 

Just pour Johnson's Liquid Wax on 
a Lamb’s-wool Mop and apply a thin, 
even coat. This cleans the floor and, 
at the same time, bi ae a protect- 
ing film of Wax. Then a few easy 
strokes of the Weighted Brush or Elec- 
tric Polisher will quickly bring up a 
durable, easy-to-care-for polish. 


Low Maintenance Cost 


Records show that in one large of- 
fice building the entire cleaning, wax- 
ing and labor cost on thousands of 
square feet of waxed linoleum aver- 
ages but a quarter of acent per square 
foot per month. 

All the leading manufacturers of 
linoleum recommend Johnson's Liquid 
Wax for polishing, preserving and pro- 
tecting inlaid linoleum. One of these 
firms says “Wax is like armor for lin- 
oleum floors—tramping feet never ac- 
tually touch the linoleum. And after a 
linoleum floor has been waxed the daily 
cleaning is simple. Wet mopping is en- 
tirely unnecessary. A scrubbing should 
be required not more than two, three 
or four times a year.” 

A Johnson Floor Polishing Outfit 
is all you need to keep floors in fine 
condition. This outfit includes John- 
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son's Liquid Wax—a Lamb’s-wool 
Mop for applying the Wax—and a 
Weighted Brush for polishing. For 
large areas we recommend that floor 
polishing be done electrically with a 


Johnson’s Wax 


Electric Floor Polisher 


This new machine cuts floor main- 
tenance costs in half. It is simple! 
Easy to operate! Light in weight! 
Nothing to get out of order! Runs 
from any light socket. Polishes under 
desks and other low furniture without 
moving them. Built to last a lifetime 
and guaranteed absolutely. Priced sur- 
i prisingly low. 

You can rent a John- 
son’s Wax Electric Floor 
Polisher by the day fora 
nominal sum from any 
store maintaining a John- 
son Service Department. 


SERVICE | 
DF PARTMENT 


S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Racine, WISCONSIN 
“The Wood Finishing Authorities” 


JOHNSON'S LIQUID WAX 


$6.65 Floor Polishing 
Outfit—$5.00 


It consists of: 
1 rt Johnson's 
Piai Wax 
1 Johnson Lamb’s-wool 


This offer good at dept.,drug, furniture, 
grocery. hdwe. and paint stores. 
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Not a hair 
out of place 


His hair as smooth as if 
freshly combed .... Her 
charming bob fashionably 
close to her head, softly lus- 
trous 2.18 * 


S your hair always pleasing? 
Perfectly groomed? You can 
make it so with Stacomb. 


A touch of Stacomb in the 
morning makes the most unman- 
ageable hair stay exactly as you 
want it all day. 


Smooth and radiant 
with health 


With this wonderful cream you 
can have the kind of hair you have 
always admired. Velvety smooth 
—not a hair out of place. 

Stacomb also helps prevent dan- 
druff. Try Stacomb for just ten days. 
Now see how much better condition 

hair is in. Not sticky or 
matted—but well kept, gleaming, 
healthy looking hair. 

Buy Stacomb today at any drug 
or department store. It comes in jars 
and tubes or in the new liquid form. 

P r 1 


Readers in Canada should address 
Standard Laboratories, Ltd., 727 


KEEPS THE HAIR IN PLACE 
p 


il 


} Standard Laboratories, Inc., Dept. T-26 
i 113 West 18th Street, New York City 


: Please send me free of charge, a generous : 
: sample tube of Stacomb. : 
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Why “Jimmie” Gleason Wants to 
Raise Mules 


(Continued from page 34) 


So we took the engagements that were 
offered us and worried along somehow. 
“Two years after ‘Is Jat So? was 
written, I was playing in a stock company 
in Milwaukee. As an experiment we put 
on ‘Is Zat So?’ and the audiences liked 


“Somebody saw it when it was given in 
Milwaukee, and sent word to the Century 
Play Company that there was a million 
dollars in it. That company doesn’t 
produce plays—it acts as agents in placing 
them. On the strength of that ‘million- 
dollar’ message, it took over ‘Is Zat So?” 
and tried to find a producer for it. For 
months and months the play was peddled 
around; but no one would have it. 

“Another year went by. I played in 
stock the summer of 1924, but came back 
to New York early in the autumn. It 
was then almost four years since Dick and 
I had written the piece. We had said that 
the only way to get a play was to write it. 
We had done that. Now it looked as if 
we'd have to do the producing too. 

“Dick was then on tour with a road 
company. Instead of taking an engage- 
ment myself, I went to work to force a 
production of ‘Is Zat So? I determined to 
get together a company and rehearse the 

ay. 
: ii had to have a little money to start 
rehearsals. Dick sent me two hundred 
dollars, which was all he could scrape up. 
I didn’t have even that much; but I 
borrowed the amount and gave my note 
for it. Earl Boothe and a few other 
friends put in two hundred dollars apiece. 

“You see, I may have lacked everything 
else, but I didn’t lack faith in the play! 
And I believed that if a manager could 
see it acted, he would believe in it too. 


fi M Y THEORY was almost proved cor- 

rect when we persuaded Sam Harris 
to watch a rehearsal. After it was over, he 
said, ‘That’s fine, boys. Now we'll get 
busy and rewrite it.’ 

“Well, Mr. Harris is one of the best 
men in the profession. I was willing to do 
anything, in reason, to get him to produce 
the piece. So, for several days, I spent 
hours and hours in his offices, talking over 
the changes which he and Mr. Forrest 
advised. 

“Then I balked. My belief in the play 
was too strong. I couldn’t go back on it. 
Where I found the courage to give up that 
chance I don’t know; but I did give it up. 

“But I wouldnt be without that 
experience for anything in the world! 
I’ve alwaysliked people, believed in friend- 
ship and all that sort of thing. But I 
swear I never knew folks could be as 
wonderful as I found them then. The 
members of the company were the most 
ioyal bunch of human beings that ever 
lived. They went without salaries; lived 


| on their faith in the play. Three of the 


stage crew—the carpenter, the electrician, 
and the property man—did the same 
thing. 

“Earl Boothe put into it every cent he 
raise; and his wife aided and 


abetted him in it, instead of telling him he 
was a fool to do it—as some women 
would. 

“Earl collected a thousand dollars, 
and with that we went up to Worcester, 
Massachusetts. The town is a one-night 
stand; but we gave the play there for a 
whole week. And if anybody asks you 
what is the best town in the country, you 
tell ’em it’s Worcester! 

“You'd think that week in Worcester 
would have made the New York managers 
sit up and take notice, wouldn’t you? 
But when we came back, we didn’t seem 
to have made a ripple. 


“WE DID our rehearsing in a room at 
Keen’s Chop’ House, because we 
couldn’t afford to do it in a theatre. One 
day I was standing outside with the stage 
director, waiting for Boothe, who was out 
trying to raise money. The rest of the 
company were up-stairs. All of us were 
broke, didn’t know where the next dollar 
was coming from—unless Boothe could 
scare up something. We waited and 
waited, but still he Tdr come. 

“Finally, the director said, ‘I can’t 
stand this! I’m going in and hold a morale 
rehearsal.’ 

“<All right,’ I said; ‘but I havent 
enough morale left even for that!’ 

“He went in, and I started off, just 
blindly walking the streets. After all the 
fight we had put up, it looked as if we were 
going to fail anyway. 

“But while I was wandering aimless] 
around, a queer thing happened: I ik 
denly said to myself, ‘I’ve got ten thou- 
sand dollars in my pocket!’ 

“I didn’t have a dollar. I didn’t know 
where I could get one. But I held up my 
head as if I had a million, and went 
straight to the office of Al Aarons, and 
told him I wanted to engage a theatre for 
a new production! 

“*Got any backing? he demanded. 

“Sure! I said. 

“‘How about the Fulton?’ he asked. 

“<No; I said; ‘I want a house right on 
Broadway.’ 

“ Perhaps it was lucky for me that there 
wasn’t any Broadway theatre available 
just then. It might have called my bluff. 
But, at any rate, Mr. Aarons’s show of 
confidence was the turning point in our 
fortunes. It led to a promise from Lee 
Shubert that he would watch a rehearsal 
of the play and, if he liked it, would give 
it a production. 

“The appointment was made for two 
o’clock one afternoon at the Shubert 
Theatre. The company was there and 
waiting; but two o'clock came, two- 
thirty, and Mr. Shubert didn’t turn up. 
It seemed as if that was the last straw. 

“Well,” Gleason went on earnestly, 
“something happened then which almost 
makes me believe that Destiny does shape 
our lives. By the merest chance, George 
McLellan happened to step into the 
theatre while we were gloomily standing 
around on the stage. McLellan is an old 
frend of the Shuberts, and also more or 
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\ Write today for this Free 

\ Booklet. It will help you 
answer the eleven ques- 
tions. The contest does 
not close until Novem- 
ber 30th. 


att 
l ; Send the coupon 


below 


There’s still plenty of time 
to enter the Contest 


YOU have until November 30th to 
send in your answers to the eleven 
simple questions in the Squibb 
$25,000.00 Educational Contest. 

Your chance of winning one of 
the big cash awards is still as good 
as anybody’s! 

Look at the 508 wonderfully 
attractive awards shown in the 
column to the right. $2000.00, 
$1500.00, $1000.00, $500.00, $250.00, 
and so on! Even the smallest 
awards are well worth trying for. 

Glance over the ten questions in 
the contest column at the right. 
The eleventh question may be se- 
cured from the Squibb druggist 
nearest you or by sending the cou- 
pon direct. 

They are certainly not difficult 
to answer. They require no special 
or technical knowledge. 

You probably could answer most 


SQUIBB 


of them pretty well right now. 

But to help you write even bet- 
ter answers we have prepared a 
valuable little booklet on the con- 
test which will give you additional 
information, and which contains 
the conditions of the contest. Also 
the eleventh question! 

This book will be sent to you 
if you fill out the coupon and 
send it to us at once. 

When this booklet comes to you, 
read it over carefully. Then write 
out your answers to the elevert 
questions. In return for this easy 
work, which you will find quite 
fascinating, you will stand as good 
a chance as anybody of winning 
one of the big cash awards. 

Fill out the coupon now before 
you forget it. A great many people 
— 508 of them—are going to win. 
Why not try? 


© 1925 


The “Priceless Ingredient” of every Product is the Honor and Integrity of Its Maker 
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425,000.00 


\ In 508 Cash Awards 


Squibb Educational 
Contest 


Each advertisement of E. R. Squibb & 
Sons has an educational purpose. It 
gives information which, if followed, 
will lead to better health. To help 
accomplish this purpose, we will dis- 
tribute $25,000.00 in cash awards among 
508 contestants who give the best an- 
swers to eleven questions, ten of which 
appear below. Secure the eleventh 
question from the Squibb druggist 
nearest you, or send the coupon below. 


The Questions 

Notice that none of the contest questions 

is difficult to answer, nor does the answer- 

ing of them require professional or tech- 
nical knowledge. 

1. What is “The Danger Linc” in the 
mouth? Why is it so called? 

2. How can you best guard your teeth 
against Acid Decay and your gums 
against Pyorrhea and thus maintain 
your general health? 

3. What is the important constituent of 
Squibb’s Dental Cream? Why is it 
so important? 

4. Why should a dental cream be free 
from grit or similar abrasives? 

*5. Of what value are antiseptics, germ- 
destroying chemicals or astringents in 
a dental creamP 

+6. Why should a dental cream be free 
from substances that would be harm- 
ful when continually used in the 
mouth P 

7. Why is a correct dentifrice of the ut- 
most importance in the care of chil- 
dren’s mouths? 

8. Why should you have in the family 
medicine cabinet only such products 
as are approved by your physician? 

9. State one or more points of superiority 
in each of the following products: 
Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia, Squibb’s 
Castor Oil, Squibb’s Cod-Liver Oil, 
Squibb’s Epsom Salt, Squibb’s Bicar- 
bonate of Soda. 

10. Why is it important to consider the 
a enn Ingredient” before you 

uy 


*Amended 
The Awards 
lst award $2,000.00 
2nd award 1,500.00 
3rd award 1,000.00 
2 awards of 500.00 each 
3 awards of 250.00 each 
50 awards of 100.00 each 
100 awards of 50.00 each 
350 awards of 25.00 each 
508 awards totaling $25,000.00 


100 Special Awards of 
$25.00 Each 


One hundred of the $25.00 awards will 
be set aside for the hundred contestants 
who give the best answers to any one 
question. Winners of the general awards 
will not be eligible for these special 
awards. Thus you may answer only 
one of the eleven questions, or if you 
answer all or any number of the eleven 

uestions, and your answers as a whole 
do not win a general award, you have 
a chance to win a special award. 


You need the FREE Booklet 


Contest Editor, E. R. Squibb & Sons 
P. O. Box 1132 Dept. 17-AA 
City Hall Station, New York 

Please send me a copy of your free 
booklet, “The Squib Educational 


Contest,” and the “Eleventh Question 
Folder.” 
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AMERICA’S GREATEST 
KNIT JACKET VALUE! 


RACTICOAT stock is al- 
ways high. And going 
higher every day in the 
regard of the thousands 
of men who own one. 


$5 is its market value— 

a guaranteed investment 
in a sturdy, manly 
garment for the office, 
home or sports wear. 
If your dealer hasn't the 


Practicoat order direct 
through us. 


Ganhar 


KNITTING MILLS 
8-14 West 30th Street 
New York City 


less of a business associate. He asked 
what was going on, and someone explained 
the circumstances. 

“*That’s too bad? he said. ‘Mr. 
Shubert was up very late last night. 
However, if you will go through the play 
for me, I shall be glad to see it.’ 

“Of course we did, and on the strength 
of McLellan’s report Shubert agreed to 
produce the play without ever having 
seen it. We opened at Stamford, on New 
Year’s night, last January. Of course we 
weren’t safe even then. Shubert was to 
attend that performance; and if he didn’t 
like the play, he could even then refuse 
to bring ıt into New York. 


“THE result of all our struggles was to 
be decided in less than three hours 
that night. You’ve got to go through an 
experience like that to realize what it 
means. 

“Shubert almost never takes a seat 
and watches a whole performance. He 
stands for a while behind the back row 
and decides after seeing perhaps only a 
single act. But this time he really was 
to have a seat in the second row. The 
stage hands were so excited over that 
fact that they poked holes in the scenery 
in order to watch him. a 

“At first he just kept nodong his head 
and smiling; but after a while he simply 
threw up his hands and laughed. Laughed 
right out loud! 

“Al Woods was with him, and they 
both came back stage after the perform- 
ance. You know, Woods once declared 
that when a pile of manuscripts accumu- 
lates on his desk, he throws the whole lot 
up into the air. Those that fall on the 
desk he reads—the rest he sends back. 

“Of course ‘Is Zat So? had been sub- 
mitted to him. It had been submitted to 
everybody! So when he asked me that 
night why in thunder I hadn’t given him 
a chance at it, I told him I had. 

“‘I guess my manuscript was one of 
those that fell on the floor, I said. 

“Well,” Gleason went on, “that’s 
pretty nearly the whole story. A few 
nights later we opened in New York. Mr. 
Shubert had insisted on getting new 
scenery for the first act, and it was after 
nine o’clock before it was finished and 
delivered at the theatre. The curtain 
didn’t go up until nine-thirty—which was 
enough to make the audience sore on the 
play before it even started. It was long 
past midnight when we finished. 

“But that night was worth all I had 
gone through in the four years that pre- 
ceded it! There never was a more respon- 
sive house. 

“It was great, for Dick and for me, to 

have the play prove a winner. But, gee, 
| it was wonderful to know that the folks 
who had stood by us through all our dis- 
couragements and disappointments could 
feel that they hadn’t made a mistake!” 

“How about ‘The Fall Guy’?” I asked. 

“That was written about two years 
after ‘Is Zat So?’” said Gleason. “George 
Abbott and I were traveling with the 
same company then, and we wrote it to- 
gether, on trains and at odd times. It was 
sold, but not produced. So we got it back. 
And after ‘Is Zat So?’ proved to be a big 
success it was easy to get “The Fall Guy’ 
put on. Everybody grabbed for it.” 

“How do you explain all this?” I 
asked. “You spoke about Destiny and 


Chance. But success doesn’t just happen.” 
Gleason shifted in his chair, crossed and 
uncrossed his long legs; gave his wife a 
defiant look, then pointed his finger at her 
and blurted out, ‘‘There’s the answer!” 

“Jimmie!” she protested. 

“Now, don’t you say a word,” he com- 
manded. “I know it sounds trite and 
hackneyed,” he went on, turning to me, 
“but my wife is responsible for everything 
I’ve done that’s any credit to me. We 
were married when we were very young, 
and I sort of drifted along without much 
peers not very energetic; getting 2 
ittle older all the time, ‘hu not getting 
enough wiser for anybody to notice it. 

“But all the time—there she was! 
Gosh, she ought to have Loyal for her 
middle name! And, finally, even through 
my happy-go-lucky carelessness, I began 
to see what a prize I had drawn in the 
well-known matrimonial lottery. 

“*Well—a man doesn’t talk much about 
things like that, but if I’m worth any- 
thing at all it’s because of my wife. It 
began when I realized how wonderful she 
was. Then,” he laughed, “I started 
trying to live up to her. The past few 
ears, believe me, I’ve learned a lot about 
lns Gleason. I hope to make some- 
thing of him in time,” he added with a 
quizzical smile. 

“Of course,” he went on, “my whole 
life has been a preparation for what I am 
doing now. You might almost say I was 
born in the theatre. That event actually 
took place in a theatrical boarding-house, 
at Second Avenue and Tenth Street, right 
here in New York. But I made my début 
on the stage only two months later, when 
my mother carried me on in a play called 
‘Clouds.’ 

“You see, my father and mother were 
on the stage. So were my grandparents. 
It runs in the family. My mother still 
acts under the name ‘Mina Crolius’— 
and she is a good actress too. 

“ My father often had his own company, 
and I naturally was cast for the child 
parts. I eared the country when I was 
five years old. I was even starred when 
I was that age. For a while I went to a 
private school in New York; then I went 
to school in California, because my father 
and mother were in San Francisco. But 
as education was rather an intermittent 
affair, since I was on the stage as often as I 
was in school. 


“WHEN I was sixteen, I ran away, 
enlisted in the army, and went to 
the Philippines. But I came back after a 
year or two and rejoined my father’s 
company in California. 

“T was still acting when the war broke 
out. I went with our troops to the 
Mexican border, this time as a lieutenant; 
and after that I tried to get overseas. I 
joined a tank corps; but the first thing I 
knew they shoved me into theDepartment 
of Military Intelligence. 

“When the war ended, I went back to 
the stage, and was in a long list of plays. 
Some of them were good ones. But, 
luckily for me, some of them were rotten. 
At any rate, they were failures. If they 
hadn’t been, I might have gone on in- 
definitely, just doing the easy thing.” 

“That was the trouble,” said Mrs. 
Gleason, “Jimmie did things so easily 
that he never really had put himself to 
the test. Acting and directing—why, he 
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Now worn, dingy floors can be replaced 
with colorful floors of pattern and charm! 


Read how easily and inexpensively pretty, permanent 
linoleum floors can be. laid 


in city apartment or 
in country home 


RIGHTER, cheerier homes, homes 

of lighter housework —this is the 
message these illustrations bring to 
women who do their own housework. 
At the right is a beautiful breakfast- 
room that a noted decorator built 
around a pretty pattern floor of Arm- 
strong’s Linoleum — a room colorfully 
attractive from the very floor upwards. 
Below you see a corner in the inviting 
living-room of a Missouri home. 


What the illustrations do not show, 
however, is the full, rich color-beauty 
in these floors; or the ease with which 
their owners keep them beautiful. Nor 
can the pictures tell that these fine 
floors can be easily and quickly in- 
stalled at a price within the purse of all. 


Patterns that will make your 
home prettier 


In homes new or old, from entrance 
hall to attic, these Armstrong Floors 
are available to enhance the beauty of 
your furniture, to serve as a back- 
ground of design for your fine fabric 
rugs. And there is practically no limit 
to the beautiful interiors possible of 
achievement with them. For instance, 
here is just a single selection, say, for 
your home: 


The hall—alinoleum floor of dignified 
black and cream twelve-inch tiles. The 
dining-room—a pattern floor of rich 
black tiles set in a delicately marbled 
background. The living-room—a soft, 
rippling Jaspé pattern, possibly of brown 
or gray. A blended Handcraft lino- 
leum tile floor of blue, green, gray, or 
red for the sun porch. And in the bed- 
rooms either a blue, a green, or a gray 
Jaspé—or, if you have a flair for more 
pattern and more color—a neat close- 
figure or a quaint arabesque (these lat- 
ter can be had in the most inexpensive 
printed patterns). 


Armstrong’s 


PLAIN INLAID 


a 


These floors are within 
your means 


Although it will last a 
lifetime, a floor of Arm- 
strong’s Linoleum is not 
unduly costly even in 
the purchase price. And 
when you consider that 
an occasional waxing 
takes the place of the 
costly refinishing that 
ordinary floors need, 
then its true economy is 
apparent. 


Let our Bureau of Deco- 


ration advise you 


To aid those interested in either re- 
decoration or home-planning, Hazel 
Dell Brown will send, without charge, 
her professional counsel in the form of 
color swatches and advice for walls 
and draperies as well as floors. 


The art of home decoration 
is convincingly and interestingly ex- 


a 


w  JASPE 


Linoleum 


PRINTED 


Cheer and smartness radiate 

from this floor of Arm- 

strong’s Linoleum. Hand- 
craft Pattern No. 3147, 


ses MY) 


N 


To the left: A living- 
room with an Arm- 
strong’s Linoleum 
Floor, Pattern No. 
76. Buff and dark 
gray tiles with a deli- 
cately marbled effect 
throughout. Laid 
with a black border. 


Look for the 
CIRCLE A 
trade-n on 


the burlap back 


plained in the new book, “ Floors, Fur- 
niture, and Color,” by Agnes Foster 
Wright, the well-known decorator, 
who contributes to the leading home 
magazines. Sent for 25 cents postpaid 
anywhere in the United States. Address 
Armstrong Cork Company, Linoleum 
Division, 2506 Liberty Street, Lan- 
caster, Pennsylvania. 


for every floor 
in the house 
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Men 


who know Value 


EN who know value ask 

for Cheney Tubulars— 
the unfailing assurance of 
po taste, good looks, and 
ong wear in buying ties. 
Colors to harmonize with 
shirts or suits, or to give just 
the right note of contrast. 
“Dress well and succeed”— 
with Cheney Tubulars. 


HENEY TUBULARS save 
time and temper — they 
slide easily under the collar and 
make a neat knot the first time. 
Woven in one piece, there is 
no seam to rip — no lining to 
wrinkle or get displaced. 
Cheney Tubulars keep their 
good looks. 


Look for the name in the neckband 


All silk or silk mixtures 
Four-in-hands and Bats 


CHENEY BROTHERS 
1°1 Madison Ave. at 34th St., New York 
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did them as easily as a cat laps up milk! 
He hadn’t fought his way into the theatre. 
He was, as he told you, born into it. He 
didn’t have to struggle to stay in, because 
there were his father and mother, with 
their own companies much of the time, 
and always a place for him. Then there 
was my bwn family, with a home open to 
us whenever we needed it. We did stand 
on our own feet, of course; but I suppose 
we unconsciously leaned a little on these 
things. At least, we knew they were there, 
and we leaned on that knowledge. 
“When Jimmie set out to get his play 
roduced, he started the frat serious 
ght in his whole life. I don’t think he 
ever really grew up until the last six 
months of that struggle. I’m glad—now 
—that it was a hard one, for it roused the 
fighting spirit that was in him.” 


“DUT what's going to happen now?” I 

B asked. “It doen't look Peif he is go- 
ing to need his fighting spirit, now that 
he’s found he has it. Everything is com- 
ing his way.” 

‘Right now—yes! But it’s up to me to 
make things keep on coming my way!” 

“Do you think you can do it?” I asked. 

“Yes, I do!” he replied earnestly. “And 
Pll tell you why. Looking back, over my 
life, you would say it was a sort of hap- 
hazard affair. But there was one phase of 
it that was constant. That was my interest 
in people. They mean more to me than 
anything else. I like them. And because 
I like them, I believe I understand them. 

“Well, just think of the number of 
people, and the different kinds of people, 

*ve run across during the years I’ve been 
batting around the world. It seems to me 
I’ve traveled a million miles on railway 
trains. I’ve sat in the lobbies of a thou- 
sand hotels, in every conceivable kind of 
town. I’ve eaten in every sort of restau- 
rant. I’ve been a doughboy, and an 
officer in the army. I’ve wrestled with 
red tape in a government department. 

“And I’ve watched millions of people, 
in thousands of audiences: seen a 
makes them laugh, what makes them cry; 
yes, and what makes them yawn with 
indifference. Great Scott! ought to 
know something about people! Some- 
thing about how to reach their minds and 
hearts! 

“Their minds and their hearts!’ he re- 
peated. “Some of the le who are 
writing plays are so afraid of l being called 
sentimental that they go to the other 
extreme. By George! Nobody shall have 
a chance to accuse them of writing 
‘hokum,’ orjsob sister stuff.’ So they take 
refuge in clever cynicism. 

“Well, I don’t believe in cynicism. It 
isn’t a real thing in life. It is a mask 
which some people wear to hide the truth, 
and which others put on, as children put 
on ‘false faces,’ just to play around in. 

“Genuine sentiment isn’t sentimen- 
tality. It’s sincere feeling about the things 
that mean most in our lives; the only 
things that really count, the things that 
come from our hearts, and that appeal to 
our hearts. 

“Would you, if you could, take the 
oxygen out of the air in a theatre, and then 
expect an audience to breathe that air 
and be comfortable and satisfied? You 
might as well do that as to expect them to 
be satisfied with a play which fed only 


their minds and not their hearts. They 
want both. They need both. A play 1s 
not really good, if it doesn’t give them 
both. 

“ And they like to see into other people’s 
minds and hearts, as well as into their own. 
They like to get behind the scenes in livs 
that are different from theirs. That : 
where my experience in knocking around 
the wold is valuable to me. 

“Take the prize fighter and his trainer 
in ‘Is Zat So?” for instances. They: are 
real to the audience. I’ve had some queer 
proofs of that fact,” he said laughingly. 
‘You’d be surprised to know how many 
people think I’m not playing a part as the 
trainer. They think I’m just being my- 
self. They even think that I talk that 
lingo off the stage.” 

“How does it feel,” I asked, ‘fto come 
suddenly into fame and fortune? It’s an 
experience which most people dream of, 
but mighty few of them ever have.” 

“It’s a decidedly pleasant experience. 
No doubt about that!” replied Gleason. 
“To me, the fame, the position, don’! mear. 
much. Friends are better than fame any 
day. And the best friends are those you 
make without the aid of position or of 
money. I was lucky enough to have that 
kind of friends. 

“ But I’m going to be honest with you, 
and say that there is a big kick in having 
the independence which money brings. 
The day I walked out of my own house, 
here in New York, bought with my own 
money, and stepped into my own car, with 
my own driver on the front seat—well, 
that was one of the biggest thrills I’ve 
ever had! I tell you, it’s a great sensation. 

“Anyone that scorns money is either 
insincere, or ignorant of what it means. 
It means comfort, freedom, confidence in 
one’s self. That time when I pretended te 
myself that I had ten thousand dollars in 
my pocket and walked into Al Aarons’s 
office with my head up at a ten-thousand- 
dollar angle, I was following a blind 
instinct; but it was a true instinct. 

“And the best money in the world is 
the money you have earned! It gives you 
not only the confidence that enables you 
to get something, but the confidence that 
helps you to do something. It makes you 
believe in yourself. 


“THEN, of course,” he looked across 
at his wife— “there are thethingsone 
doesn’t chatter about, but which mean 
more than all the rest put together. My 
wife, my mother, my boy—well, there’s a 
lot to be said about them, but I’m nor 
saying it. One reason is that I couldn’s, 
even if I tried. 

“TIl tell you, instead, what my two pet 
ambitions are,” he added with a laugh. 
“First, I want to write ‘the great Ameri- 
can play.’ I think that’s a good, durable 
ambition. It ought to last quite a while. 
And, second, I want to make enough 
money to buy a farm in California, on t 
Monterey coast. We’ll live there, and 
I'll write plays and raise horses and mules. 
Especially mules! There’s money in them. 
And, besides that, the mule ts a very 
interesting and edifying animal. Four 
years of trying to get a play produced 
makes you have a sort of fellow feeling for 
a mule. I’m not sure that we don’t need 
mules even more than we need the great 
American play.” 
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Hosses and Humans, by WALLACE SMITH 


Hosses 


And Humans 


(Continued from page 27) 


he hired out as cowpuncher and horse 
wrangler; he served as scout; he hunted— 
and always by his deeds, as well as by his 
words, he spread his gospel of the horse 
and horse-understanding. 

He knew Mexico, and when General 
Pershing went into that country after Don 
Pancho Villa, Wherewithal Chalmers of- 
fered himself as scout.. His services were 
declined, perhaps because of his age. 
Wherewithal was disappointed, but not 
embittered. He saddled his favorite horse 
and went back into Mexico alone. 

“I. figured, in my half-witted way,” 
explained Wherewit al to me, “I could 
keep my eye on that little U. S. Army, and 
maybe give it a hand if needed.” 

It was about this time that I first 
encountered Wherewithal Chalmers. It 
was down the border on the edge of the 
Big Bend country, notorious as a bandit 
refuge. There had been a brush with 
bandits, and several Americans had been 
killed. A Texas ranger commanded a 
hastily deputized troop to run down the 
marauders. We moved in on a little adobe 
village, a sort of slum set down in the 
glare of the desert, suspected of harboring 
the killers. 

As we were about to charge, Where- 
withal Chalmers loped up on a star-faced 
black horse. With a nod, the ranger 
enrolled him. A little later, I found my- 
self posted guard on half a dozen captured 
suspects. Wherewithal, enjoying himself 
hugely, brought up another prisoner, a 
fellow on a dashing bay mare. 

“ Better watch this hombre ample, son,” 
cautioned Wherewithal; “I don’t admire 
the shape of his head.” 

He rode closer to me and, in a lower 
voice added: 

“If he fixes to run and you let off your 
gun at him, be sure and shoot a little high, 
if anything. I’d sure hate like all get-out 
to have you hurt that purty little mare. 
She can’t help the company she’s in.” 


I NOTED this remark in the back of my 
head, and resolved to know more of a 
man whose chief concern, in such a crisis, 
was the welfare of a strange horse. Thus I 
came to know this charming centaur, an 
thus I came to know something of his 
equestrian philosophy as he spoke it to 
me at different times—plodding across the 
plains, lending a hand at branding, by 
mountain camp fires, and, most recently, 
on the corral fence at Pendleton. 

At Pendleton he made another of his 
characteristic observations on horses. The 
wranglers were leading out the redoubt- 
able No-Name, one of the wiliest and 
cruelest of bucking horses, and a veteran 
of many round-ups. I knew that Where- 
withal had never seen the horse before. 

“Its plain to see,” remarked Where- 
withal, “where this hoss is contaminated 
by the refining influence of civilization. 
Ain’t it human nature, though, how a hoss 
will pick up ornery tricks by associatin 
with humanity? Take any hoss, wild off 
the range, and he’ll behave riotous enough 
first time you fix to saddle him. And, like 


No matter where you live, no mat- 

ter what you smoke now, no 
matter whether you have ever or- 
dered cigars by mail—now is your 
chance to try a box of full-flavored, 
cool, even-burning cigars absolutely 
free—the kind of cigars that thou- 
sands of other smokers say they’ve 
“hunted years for.” 


Try them at my expense 
You’ve seen my advertisements from 
time to time. I’m not a stranger to 
you. I’ve been making cigars here 
in Philadelphia for twenty-three 
years, selling them direct to smokers 
on a try-before-you-buy basis. The 
customer pays nothing if the cigars 
don’t satisfy. 

My El Nelsor, .the cigar illus- 
trated, is a 434-inch cigar. The fine 
grade, long Havana filler, blended 
with choicest Porto Rico, gives rich- 
ness and full flavor. The genuine 
Sumatra leaf wrapper assures even 
burning and long white ash. The 
cigar is just heavy enough to satisfy, 
yet light enough to prevent after- 
effects—no matter how many you 
smoke. Strictly hand-made by 
skilled adults in clean, airy sur- 
roundings. 


You save jobber 


and dealer profits 


I sell cigars by the box, direct and 
fresh, at a price that represents only 
one cost of handling and one profit. 
Customers tell me that I save them 
upwards of 7c on each cigar. 

“Never smoked any cigars that 
compare with yours in price and 
quality,” says L. B. of Seattle, Wash, 

My selling policy is simple. I 
make the best cigars I know how, 
put a box ina customer’s hands, ask 
him to try them. If he likes them, 
he pays for them. If he doesn’t like 
them, he returns the remainder of 
the box at my expense. The trial 
costs him nothing. 


Why I lose money 
on the first box 


I don’t expect to make a penny on 
the first box of El Nelsor cigars sent 


This coupon DF 
entitles you to a 
FREE TRIAL of my cigars. 


to a new customer. In fact, I lose 
money—and am willing to. 

Suppose, for instance, you and 599 
other men order a box of cigars from 
this advertisement. Dividing 600 
into $3,400 (the cost of this adver- 
tisement) gives $5.66. In other 
words it costs me $5.66 to induce 
you to try a box of 50 cigars. You 
see, I must offer an extraordinary 
cigar; it must be better than you 
expect. The flavor, aroma, cool, 
even-burning qualities must de- 
light you. Otherwise you would not 
order again. And I would lose more 
and more money on every adver- 
tisement. 


Read my offer— 
then decide 


If you'll sign and mail the coupon 
now, I'll personally see that you get 
a box of 50 freshly made, full-fla- 
vored El Nelsors, size and shape as 
in the illustration, postage prepaid. 
If after you smoke ten, the box 
doesn't seem worth $3.75, return the 
forty unsmoked cigars within ten 
days—no explanation will be nec- 
essary, no questions will be asked. 
You will not be obligated to me in 
any way. In ordering please use 
your business letterhead or the 
coupon, filling in the line marked 
“Reference.” Or, if you don’t wish 
to bother giving a reference, just 
drop me a postcard and you can pay 
the postman $3.75 when the cigars 
are delivered. I’ll pay the postage. 


Order now—the cigars 
will go to you at once 


As I said before, you take no risk. 
The cigars will cost you nothing if 
they don’t please you. Thousands 
of other business men have found 
the El Nelsor to be the cigar they’ve 
been hunting for. H. B., of Bris- 
ton, Va., says: “Have been smok- 
ing your cigars for the past three 
years. Are as good if not better 
than they were three years ago.” 
Now is your chance to try them 
free. Mail the coupon to me now. 


NELSON B. SHIVERS, Pres. 


Herbert D. Shivers, Inc., 
29 Bank Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


within ten days with no obligation. 


D Mild O Medium 


Try 


10 
cigars 


ree. 


Send no money ~ just mail the coupon 


Please send me a box of 50 El Nelsor cigars. If, after 
smoking 10, I decide the box is worth $3 
send you that amount. If I decide it isn’t worth that 
amount, I agree to return the 40 unsmoked cigars 


-75, I agree to 
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A pipe-smoker 
over in Paris 
grows desperate 


Our sister republic excels in many fields of 
production, but Americans in France seem 
to retain their preference for their native 
smoking tobaccos. 

That seems to be the case with Mr. 
Parkhurst. He just happens to be in one 
of the few sections of the globe where Edge- 
worth isn’t. In France, tobacco selling is 
controlled by government monopoly. 

With the exception of a few countries, 
of which France is one, Edgeworth is sold 
all over the world. And so the chances of 
getting it wherever you go are about ten 
to one. 


Paris, France 
Larus & Brother Co. 
Richmond, Va. 


Gentlemen: 


My last pipeful of Edgeworth went the 
way of all good tobacco some two weeks 
ago and since then I have vainly spent 
most of my spare time searching Paris for 
a further supply. 

If Edgeworth can be obtained here 
please let me know where, and I can as- 
sure you I will “publish the glad tidings,” 
as the little blue can has occasioned many 
a covetous glance, and more than once 
some envious American has said to me, 
“For the love of Heaven, where did you 
get that Edgeworth? It’s worth its weight 
n gold over here. I haven’t had any since 
the supply I brought over ran out.” 


I have been told that I cannot buy 

ipe tobacco from the States without hav- 
ng a special pamit from the French gov- 
ernment, so before I’m through I may 
have to pay 200 or 300 per cent du 
perhaps face prison, but it’s worth the 
isk to get Edge- 
worth—and after 
all the only way to 
find out about this 
is to try. 

Sincerely 

S. C. R. Par 


and 


ours, 
urst. 


Let us send you free 
samples of Edgeworth 
so that you may put 
it to the pipe test. If 
you like the sam- 
ples, you’ll like 
Edgeworth wher- 
ever and when- 
ever you buy it, 
for it never 
changes in qual- 
ity. Write your 
name and ad- 
dress to Larus & Brother Company, 3K 
South 21st Street, Richmond, Va. 

Edgeworth is sold in various sizes to 
suit the needs and means of all purchasers. 
Both Edgeworth Plug Slice and Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed are packed in small, pocket- 
size packages, in handsome humidors hold- 
ing a pound, and also in several handy in- 
between sizes. 

We'll be grateful for the name and ad- 
dress of your tobacco dealer, too, if you 
care to add them. 

To Retail Tobacco Merchants: If your 
jobber cannot supply you with Edgeworth, 
Larus & Brother Company will gladly send 
you prepaid by parcel post a one- or two- 
dozen carton of any size of Edgeworth Plug 
Slice or Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed for the 

e price you would pay the jobber. 


as not, he’ll pour you out of the saddle. 
But he’ll be worse the next time, because 
next time he’ll know some low-down 
tricks he’s learned from men. 

“Its because he ain’t had things 
explained to him. They treat him like an 
outlaw, and he becomes an outlaw. It’s 
like treating a man like a criminal, and he 
gets to be a criminal; or, being one, he 
stays that way. Yes, sir! 

“And, like a criminal tough, he seems 
to learn only the bad. It makes him like 
a lot of so-called tame wild animals— 
which is no way for a hoss to have done to 
him. Id rather play around with an out- 
and-out wild bear, any day, than one of 
these tame ones. With a wild bear you 
know what to expect and when to ex- 
pect it. 

“Buffalo is the same way. In their 
native haunts, like you might say, there’s 
not much danger from buffalo unless a 
whole herd stampedes or one of them is 
wounded. But these buffalo the Govern- 
ment is saving from extinction get fat and 
sassy on hand-picked rations, and will 
bite the hand that feeds them, at the 
slightest excuse.” 


DEMANDED of Wherewithal his 

method of “breaking” a horse. 

“I never aim to ‘break’ a hoss,” he 
replied simply. “That is, I never go at a 
hoss with the idea of breaking his spirit. 
I try to have an understanding with him, 
same as I do with a man I’m going to work 
with and be partners with. ft you wanted 
a man to work with you, would you hit 
him over the head with a blackjack, yank 
his jaw raw, and kick him in the ribs with 
spurs? None whatsoever. 

“Yet men do this way with hosses, and 
wonder why the hoss loses heart or don’t 
turn out a first-class worker. You’ve seen 
me ride a bronco, ain’t you, just off the 
range?” 

I had witnessed this spectacle. Other 
buckaroos clinch themselves in the saddle, 
shout to “‘let ’er buck,” and lay on with 
spurs and quirt. Wherewithal first speaks 
with the horse, trying to reach an under- 
standing. The results are unbelievably 
and uncannily interesting. Not that 
broncos to whom such an appeal has been 
made do not buck—but somehow it seems 
a friendly frolic, a wrestling match be- 
tween a couple of playful friends. I may 
note here that Wherewithal does not wear 
spurs or quirt, even in a country where 
spurs are considered part of what the well- 
dressed man should wear. I’ve never seen 
him thrown, although he says it’s happened 
often enough. 

“Don’t you go ramping around with the 
fancy notion bat I think a hoss actually 
understands the words I say to him,” 
warned Wherewithal; “I mean in a 
dictionary sense. But, also, don’t think he 
don’t understand from my voice that I’m 
making peaceful medicine with him. Each 
hoss is a little different, like each man is a 
little different, with little ideas and habits 
and moods of his own. If you try to un- 
derstand, the hoss will try to under- 
stand. 

“I wouldn’t give a Carranza peso for 
a hoss that didn’t act up some. Hosses are 
like men that way. They got just so many 
bucks and pitches in their system that’s 
got to get worked out before they’re 
ready to settle down to the saddle. It’s 
like a young man prancin’ around a bit 


before he’s hitched up tandem; which is 
to say, before he’s married. 

“This ain’t only range hosses, any more 
than it’s only true with range riders. Who'd 
want a hoss, even hitched to a milk 
wagon, that didn’t have spirit? Any more 
than a boss would want to have a man 
working for him who wasn’t interested in 
what he was doing. Do you suppose that 
these big-boned hosses that pull the big 
girder trucks around in cities could do 
their work if they weren’t plumb proud of 
it? If you do, just take a look at some of 
them next time you’re in town. 

“See them throw out their chests and 


-bulge their muscles, as if saying, ‘It’s a 


tough job, but it’s mine; and you just 
watch me tackle it.’ Or did you ever see 
a milk-wagon horse stand and watch out 
the corner of his eye, cute as can be, for 
his driver to come from the house where 
he’s delivering? Like he was saying, ‘See 
this. It’s my job to know when he’s 
through with this house, and be ready to 
move on to the next. I’m on to my job!’ 

“When you see hosses like that, you’re 
seeing hosses which are handled by men 
who know in their hearts that hosses are 
humans, even if they never stopped to 
think about it this way. 

“Give me half a day with a man, and I 
can tell purty well what kind of a wife he’s 
pot: Give me half an hour on a hoss, and 

can tell you the kind of man that rides 
him, slicker than a fortune teller.” 

I remonstrated that some horses never 
get over their wildness. 

“And theres men like that, also,” 
replied Wherewithal. “They're always 
outlaws, or they always will be unless the 
right party comes along which under- 
stands them. With an outlaw hoss, it’s 
a rider who'll be stubborn enough to go 
along with the animal. With a man, it’s 
most likely a woman. 

“Theres another kind of hoss, like 
there’s another kind of a man. That’s the 
kind which’ll go along for years evincing 
the Dypornncal idea that he’s meek as a 
shorn lamb, and wouldn’t misbehave on 
any account. And one day, when his 
rider’s loping along, thinking of next pay 
day, this unpious critter will up and spread 
that cowboy over a mile of landscape. Or, 
if it’s a man, he’ll go through life acting 
too good to be true, until there’s silver 
threads amongst the gold. And then he’ll 
bust loose in a scandal—breaking some 
woman’s heart or breaking his employer's 
safe. They’re the worst kind—both men 


‘and horses.” 


THIS was as despondent as I’d ever 
heard Wherewithal get about either 
men or horses, and I said as much. 

“But even that kind ain’t hopeless,” he 
answered. “It’s just that they ain’t had a 
chance to get to an understanding, like, 
with their fellow men. Maybe they’ve 
been pampered and spoiled. Or maybe 
they’ve been given the worst of it some- 
time, or think they have—which amounts 
to the same thing. 

“The only kind of hoss I won’t try to 
get along with is a hoss which’ll rare over 

ackward; and the only kind of a man I 
won’t bother with is one which’ll either 
have his own way, or break up the party. 
It takes beating to cure ’em, and there’s 
enough sorrow in this vale of tears, like 
I’ve heard it called, without that. A hoss 
which’ll take a chance breaking its own 
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back to get rid of a rider ain’t got brains 
enough to make it worth while to beat 
them out of him. No, sir!” 


"THE talk having turned to the ‘‘man- 
killer” type of horse, I asked further 
questions. 

“You'll never be convinced,” said 
Wherewithal Chalmers, unjustly, “by my 
eloquent utterances, that hosses and men 
are as much alike as two sheep. A man- 
killing hoss, nine times out of ten, you'll 
discover, is like a man-killing man—which 
is to say, a four-flusher and a bully and a 
coward. 

“Or, to put it more milder, he’s like a 
lot of important galoots which go around 
bullying waiters and their wives and tele- 
phone girls, and frowning something 
terrible, and trying to convince whoever 
it may or may not concern that they are 
plumb fatal when aroused, and not to be 
trifled with whatsoever. 

“Which, if you care to take the trouble, 

ou’ll find these Siwashes are cowards at 
heare and go around making faces and 
growling for a bluff. There’s a lot written 
about the old gun-toting days and the bad 
men who always fought fair and square. 
The truth being that these men which 
made a business of being bad mostly shot 
people in the back, or jumped ’em when 
they caught ’em without their hardware. 

“And man-killing hosses are usuall 
cowards, which rare and strike with their 
hoofs because they’re awfully scared and 
have to run this bluff, or the merest 
Chinyman will come along and make ’em 
roll over and play dead, or snap a lump of 
sugar off their nose. 

‘Take, for instance, that time I am up 
around Deadwood. There’s a pie-biting 
snoozer of a rancher there has one of these 
man-killers in his barn. He’s all for shoot- 
ing this hoss, when I lope around that way. 
And he says if I’ll herd this critter out of 
the barn and off the ranch I can have him, 
and welcome. Which, naturally, I crave 
to wrestle a round or two with this hoss, 
and I go out to the ranch. This rancher 
won’t even go near the barn. 

“Well, sir, I never saw a man so ashamed 
thereafter. Because, when I go into that 
barn, this big man-killing bluff is crouch- 
ing against one side of the shed, shaking 
like he got a spell of ague and makin 
round, scared eyes toward the’stall. An 
there, on the hay, a little baby girl about 
five years old is lying. First off, it gave 
me quite a start, but then I see she’s only 
asleep. 

“Yes, sir; it turns out that this young 
one wandered all innocent into the barn. 
She ain’t scared, you see, not being old 
enough. And the hoss knew he couldn’t 
impose none on the little one. She told 
her pa, in baby talk, that the hoss rared, 
and she said, ‘Purty hossie!’ And that 
four-flushing animal slunk off, like. You 
see, she called his bluff. And then the 
baby got tired playing, and took a nap. 

“I near had words with that rancher, 
when he wants to take a pitchfork and go 
dally some with the hoss. But I point out 
to him that he’s as bad a bully as the hoss, 
and I take the reformed man-killer away 
with me, and later I sell him to a farmer 
for plow work, being sure the farmer 
understands this hoss’s habits.” 

Wherewithal Chalmers almost blushed 
as he recounted an incident of his youth, 

“Yes, sir; I often wished I could find 


Lopez now and try to explain to him,” he 
mused. “What’s that? Sure, this Lopez 
was a hoss. He’s the only hoss I ever 
broke to the saddle by doing him rough, 
since I was a young buck. And that was 
unintentional and without malice afore- 
times, as the lawyer sharps say. Which 
is something I’d feel better about if I 
could ’ve explained to Lopez. 

“Lopez was a little buckskin pony, with 
black stockings, mane, and tail and one of 
those long streaks down the backbone 
which is reckoned to signify endurance. 

“I get this buckskin off a Mexican, 
name of Felipe Riman, in El Paso. The 
buckskin and me have a little talk before I 
get on board. Then he acts up right play- 

ul and jolly, the way I like to see in a hoss. 

“Well, sir, the corral of this heathen, 
Felipe, was so close in town that there’s 
an asphalt pavement outside. The corral 
gate ts open by mistake, and what does 
this Lopez pony do but make a break for it. 

“He hits that asphalt all spraddled out 
and tries to make a short turn, pirootin 
on his left foreleg the way a cow pony wil 
do. Of course, his hoof don’t take hold on 
that slick asphalt, and down we come, 
quick as the price of cattle in a drought 
year. The buckskin’s head hits that pave- 
ment and it knocks him out. 

“When he comes to and scrambles to 
his feet, I’m naturally standing by his 
head. And I could see how he was think- 
ing and ruminating, kind of, to himself: 

“What a man this is!’ he says. ‘Just 
because I get a little frisky and regardless, 
he fetches me a wallop and knocks me 
cold. Some man! I better behave.’ 

“That’s the way a hoss will figure. And 
no explaining I could do at the time would 
make Lopez think different. It would ’ve 
plumb bust the spirit of a hoss that wasn’t 
so naturally smart otherwise. And Lopez 
sure was knowing. By the end of that 
summer, Lopez could almost sign checks 
for me. But I never could get him out of 
the notion that I’d slugged him, and it 
made him chary of quick turns. d so, 
at last, I had to take him off cow work.” 

Wherewithal had spoken of ‘“‘hoss 
sense,” proratini that horses did not 
possess this traditional quality. 

“Te’s their failing that way,” responded 
Wherewithal, “that makes them so lov- 
able. You wouldn’t care much for a man 
who was perfect, would you? Not for 
steady company, leastwise. 


“TF YOU’RE looking for hoss sense, you'll 
find it in a mule, every time. Just, for 
instance, put a lhoss and a mule in barbed 
wire. Your hoss will lose his head, just 
like a man whose pants catch on wire 
when he’s crawling under a fence. The 
hoss will go kicking and thrashing around, 
and cut himself up scandalous. Not the 
mule. He cocks up one ear and cogitates 
the situation thoughtful. He picks a trail 
out of that barbed wire as neat and dainty 
as a lady crossing the street on a rainy day. 
“Mules have got more intellect than 
most folks, which is why they ain’t popu- 
lar. Did I ever tell you about the mule in 
General Pershing’s outfit? It was just 
after the general had issued that order for 
mule-skinners not to larrup the mules any, 
or even use low, revolting language on 
them. Which, to a mule-skinner, is like 
taking a man’s rifle and ammunition awa 
from him, and then wishing him good luc 
on his hunting trip. 
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I EN years ago Mennen intro- 


duced a startling new improvement in 
shaving. The miraculous product was 
called Mennen Shaving Cream. It was 
well named. 

Instead of a stingy, skim-milk lather, 
it gave a thick, rich, creamy lather such 
as men had never seen before. 

“After me, the flood.” As many 
“creams” sprang up as there are hairs 
on a he-face. 

But any dairyman will tell you that 
there are creams and creams. Mennen 
Shaving Cream is Grade A, triple extra. 

It’s not only the bigness of Mennen 
lather. It’s the way it softens bristles 
by dermutation. It’s not only the wet- 
ness of Mennen lather. It’s the way it 
gets moist—fast—with any water— 
at any temperature. 

If you’re trying to match thin, puny 
lather against heavy-weight whiskers, 
switch to a diet of rich cream—Mennen 
Shaving Cream. Whacking big tubes 
cost 50c. 

Mennen Talcum for Men is the 
Cream’s silent (and invisible) partner. 
It matches your skin and doesn’t show. 
Feels mighty fine after bathing or 
shaving. 25c. 
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MENNEN 


SHAVING CREA 


Regular type tube 
with threaded cap 


YOUR CHOICE 
OF TUBES 50c 


New-style tube with 
non-removable top 
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The American Magazine 


A pipe-smoker 
over in Paris 
grows desperate 


Our sister republic excels in many fields of 
production, but Americans in France seem 
to retain their preference for their native 
smoking tobaccos. 

That seems to be the case with Mr. 
Parkhurst. He just happens to be in one 
of the few sections of the globe where Edge- 
worth isn’t. In France, tobacco selling is 
controlled by government monopoly. 

With the exception of a few countries, 
of which France is one, Edgeworth is sold 
all over the world. And so the chances of 
getting it wherever you go are about ten 
to one. 


Paris, France 
Larus & Brother Co. 
Richmond, Va. 


Gentlemen: 


My last pipeful of Edgeworth went the 
way of all good tobacco some two weeks 
ago and since then I have vainly spent 
most of my spare time searching Paris for 
a further supply. 


If Edgeworth can be obtained here 
please let me know where, and I can as- 
sure you I will “publish the glad tidings,” 
as the little blue can has occasioned many 
a covetous glance, and more than once 
some envious American has said to me, 
“For the love of Heaven, where did you 
get that ati at ry It’s worth its weight 
n gold over here. I haven’t had any since 
the supply I brought over ran out.” 


_I have been told that I cannot buy 
pipe tobacco from the States without hav- 
ng a special permit from the French gov- 
ernment, so ore I'm through I may 
have to pay 200 or 300 per cent du 


perhaps face prison, but it’s wo 


and 


all the onl: 
find out a 
is to try. 
Sincerely 
S. C. R. Par 


way to 
ut this 


ours, 
urst. 


Let us send you free 
samples of Edgeworth 
so that you may put 
it to the pipe test. If 
you like the sam- 
ples, you'll like 
Edgeworth wher- 
ever and when- 
ever you buy it, 
for it never 
changes in qual- 
ity. Write your 
name and ad- 
dress to Larus & Brother Company, 3K 
South 21st Street, Richmond, Va. 

Edgeworth is sold in various sizes to 
suit the needs and means of all purchasers. 
Both Edgeworth Plug Slice and Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed are packed in small, pocket- 
size packages, in handsome humidors hold- 
ing a pound, and also in several handy in- 
between sizes. 

We'll be grateful for the name and ad- 
dress of your tobacco dealer, too, if you 
care to add them. 

To Retail Tobacco Merchants: If your 
jobber cannot supply you with Edgeworth, 
Larus & Brother Company will gladly send 
you prepaid by parcel post a one- or two- 
dozen carton of any size of Edgeworth Plug 
Slice or Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed for the 
same price you would pay the jobber. 
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as not, he’ll pour you out of the saddle. 
But he’ll be worse the next time, because 
next time he’ll know some low-down 
tricks he’s learned from men. 

“Its because he ain’t had things 
explained to him. They treat him like an 
outlaw, and he becomes an outlaw. It’s 
like treating a man like a criminal, and he 
gets to be a criminal; or, being one, he 
stays that way. Yes, sir! 

“And, like a criminal tough, he seems 
to learn only the bad. It makes him like 
a lot of so-called tame wild animals— 
which is no way for a hoss to have done to 
him. Pd rather play around with an out- 
and-out wild bear, any day, than one of 
these tame ones. With a wild bear you 
know what to expect and when to ex- 
pect it. 

“ Buffalo is the same way. In their 
native haunts, like you might say, there’s 
not much danger from buffalo unless a 
whole herd stampedes or one of them is 
wounded. But these buffalo the Govern- 
ment is saving from extinction get fat and 
sassy on hand-picked rations, and will 
bite the hand that feeds them, at the 
slightest excuse.” 


DEMANDED of Wherewithal his 

method of “breaking” a horse. 

“I never aim to ‘break’ a hoss,” he 
replied simply. “That is, I never go at a 
hoss with the idea of breaking his spirit. 
I try to have an understanding with him, 
same as I do with a man I’m going to work 
with and be partners with. If you wanted 
a man to work with you, would you hit 
him over the head with a blackjack, yank 
his jaw raw, and kick him in the ribs with 
spurs? None whatsoever. 

“Yet men do this way with hosses, and 
wonder why the hoss loses heart or don’t 
turn out a first-class worker. You’ve seen 
me ride a bronco, ain’t you, just off the 
range?” 

I had witnessed this spectacle. Other 
buckaroos clinch themselves in the saddle, 
shout to “‘let ’er buck,” and lay on with 
spurs and quirt. Wherewithal first speaks 
with the horse, trying to reach an under- 
standing. The results are unbelievably 
and uncannily interesting. Not that 
broncos to whom such an appeal has been 
made do not buck—but somehow it seems 
a friendly frolic, a wrestling match be- 
tween a couple of playful friends. I may 
note here that Wherewithal does not wear 
spurs or quirt, even in a country where 
spurs are considered part of what the well- 
dressed man should wear. I’ve never seen 
him thrown, although he says it’s happened 
often enough. 

“Don’t you go ramping around with the 
fancy notion that I think a hoss actuall 
understands the words I say to him,” 
warned Wherewithal; “I mean in a 
dictionary sense. But, also, don’t think he 
don’t understand from my voice that I’m 
making peaceful medicine with him. Each 
hoss is a little different, like each man is a 
little different, with little ideas and habits 
and moods of his own. If you try to un- 
derstand, the hoss will try to under- 
stand. 

“I wouldn’t give a Carranza peso for 
a hoss that didn’t act up some. Hosses are 
like men that way. They got just so many 
bucks and pitches in their system that’s 
got to get worked out before they’re 
ready to settle down to the saddle. It’s 
like a young man prancin’ around a bit 


before he’s hitched up tandem; which is 
to say, before he’s married. 

“This ain’t only range hosses, any more 
than it’s only true with range riders. Who'd 
want a hoss, even hitched to a milk 
wagon, that didn’t have spirit? Any more 
than a boss would want to have a man 
working for him who wasn’t interested in 
what he was doing. Do you suppose that 
these big-boned hosses that pull the big 
girder trucks around in cities could do 
their work if they weren’t plumb proud of 
it? If you do, just take a look at some of 
them next time you’re in town. 

“See them throw out their chests and 
-bulge their muscles, as if saying, ‘It’s a 
tough job, but it’s mine; and you just 
watch me tackle it.” Or did you ever see 
a milk-wagon horse stand and watch out 
the corner of his eye, cute as can be, for 
his driver to come from the house where 
he’s delivering? Like he was saying, ‘See 
this. It’s my job to know when he’s 
through with this house, and be ready to 
move on to the next. I’m on to my job!’ 

“When you see hosses like that, you’re 
seeing hosses which are handled by men 
who know in their hearts that hosses are 
humans, even if they never stopped to 
think about it this way. 

“Give me half a day with a man, and I 
can tell purty well what kind of a wife he’s 

ot. Give me half an hour on a hoss, and 
Tan tell you the kind of man that rides 
him, slicker than a fortune teller.” 

I remonstrated that some horses never 
get over their wildness. 

“And theres men like that, also,” 
replied Wherewithal. “They're always 
outlaws, or they always will be unless the 
right party comes along which under- 
stands them. With an outlaw hoss, it’s 
a rider who'll be stubborn enough to go 
along with the animal. With a man, it’s 
most likely a woman. 

“Theres another kind of hoss, like 
there’s another kind of a man. That’s the 
kind which’ll go along for years evincing 
the hypocritical idea that he’s meek as a 
shorn fiib, and wouldn’t misbehave on 
any account. And one day, when his 
rider’s loping along, thinking of next pay 
day, this unpious critter will up and spread 
that cowboy over a mile of landscape. Or, 
if it’s a man, he’ll go through life acting 
too good to be true, until there’s silver 
threads amongst the gold. And then he’ll 
bust loose in a scandal—breaking some 
woman’s heart or breaking his employer’s 
safe. They’re the worst kind—both men 

‘and horses.” 


THIS was as despondent as I’d ever 
heard Wherewithal get about either 
men or horses, and I said as much. 

“But even that kind ain’t hopeless,” he 
answered. “It’s just that they ain’t had a 
chance to get to an understanding, like, 
with their fellow men. Maybe they’ve 
been pampered and spoiled. Or maybe 
they’ve been given the worst of it some- 
time, or think they have—which amounts 
to the same thing. 

“The only kind of hoss I won’t try to 
pet along with is a hoss which’ll rare over 

ackward; and the only kind of a man I 
won’t bother with is one which’ll either 
have his own way, or break up the party. 
It takes beating to cure ’em, and there’s 
enough sorrow in this vale of tears, like 
I’ve heard it called, without that. A hoss 
which’ll take a chance breaking its own 
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back to get rid of a rider ain’t got brains 
enough to make it worth while to beat 
them out of him. No, sir!” 


HE talk having turned to the “man- 

killer” type of horse, I asked further 

questions. 

“You'll never be convinced,” said 
Wherewithal Chalmers, unjustly, “by my 
eloquent utterances, that hosses and men 
are as much alike as two sheep. A man- 
killing hoss, nine times out of ten, you'll 
discover, is like a man-killing man—which 
is to say, a four-flusher and a bully and a 
coward. 

“Or, to put it more milder, he’s like a 
lot of important galoots which go around 
bullying waiters and their wives and tele- 
phone girls, and frowning something 
terrible, and trying to convince whoever 
it may or may not concern that they are 
plumb fatal when aroused, and not to be 
trifled with whatsoever. 

“Which, if you care to take the trouble, 
ou'll find these Siwashes are cowards at 
eart, and go around making faces and 

growling for a bluff. There’s a lot written 
about the old gun-toting days and the bad 
men who always fought fair and square. 
The truth being that these men which 
made a business of being bad mostly shot 
people in the back, or jumped ’em when 
they caught ’em without their hardware. 

“And man-killing hosses are usuall 
cowards, which rare and strike with their 
hoofs because they’re awfully scared and 
have to run this bluff, or the merest 
Chinyman will come along and make ’em 
roll over and play dead, or snap a lump of 
sugar off their nose. 

‘Take, for instance, that time I am up 
around Deadwood. There’s a pie-biting 
snoozer of a rancher there has one of these 
man-killers in his barn. He’s all for shoot- 
ing this hoss, when I lope around that way. 
And he says if I’ll herd this critter out of 
the barn and off the ranch I can have him, 
and welcome. Which, naturally, I crave 
to wrestle a round or two with this hoss, 
and I go out to the ranch. This rancher 
won’t even go near the barn. 

“Well, sir, I never saw a man so ashamed 
thereafter. Because, when I go into that 
barn, this big man-killing bluff is crouch- 
ing against one side of the shed, shaking 
like he got a spell of ague and makin 
round, scared eyes toward the’stall. And 
there, on the hay, a little baby girl about 
five years old is lying. First off, it gave 
me quite a start, but then I see she’s only 


asleep. 

“Yes, sir; it turns out that this young 
one wandered all innocent into the barn. 
She ain’t scared, you see, not being old 
enough. And the hoss knew he couldn’t 
impose none on the little one. She told 
her pa, in baby talk, that the hoss rared, 
and she said, ‘Purty hossie!’? And that 
four-flushing animal slunk off, like. You 
see, she called his bluff. And then the 
baby got tired playing, and took a nap. 

«Ï near had words with that rancher, 
when he wants to take a pitchfork and go 
dally some with the hoss. But I point out 
to him that he’s as bad a bully as the hoss, 
and I take the reformed man-killer away 
with me, and later I sell him to a farmer 
for plow work, being sure the farmer 
understands this hoss’s habits.” 

Wherewithal Chalmers almost blushed 
as he recounted an incident of his youth. 

“*Yes, sir; I often wished I could find 


Lopez now and try to explain to him,” he 
mused. “‘What’s that? Sure, this Lopez 
was a hoss. He’s the only hoss I ever 
broke to the saddle by doing him rough, 
since I was a young buck. And that was 
unintentional and without malice afore- 
times, as the lawyer sharps say. Which 
is something I’d feel better about if I 
could ’ve explained to Lo 

“Lopez was a little buckskin pony, with 
black stockings, mane, and tail and one of 
those long streaks down the backbone 
which is reckoned to signify endurance. 

“I get this buckskin off a Mexican, 
name of Felipe Riman, in El Paso. The 
buckskin and me have a little talk before I 

et on board. Then he acts up right play- 
ul and jolly, the way I like to see in a hoss. 

“Well, sir, the corral of this heathen, 
Felipe, was so close in town that there’s 
an asphalt pavement outside. The corral 
gate is open by mistake, and what does 
this Lopez pony do but make a break for it. 

“He hits that asphalt all spraddled out 
and tries to make a short turn, pirootin 
on his left foreleg the way a cow pony will 
do. Of course, his hoof don’t take hold on 
that slick asphalt, and down we come, 
quick as the price of cattle in a drought 
year. The buckskin’s head hits that pave- 
ment and it knocks him out. 

“When he comes to and scrambles to 
his feet, I’m naturally standing by his 
head. And I could see how he was think- 
ing and’ ruminating, kind of, to himself: 

“What a man this is!’ he says. ‘Just 
because I get a little frisky and regardless, 
he fetches me a wallop and knocks me 
cold. Some man! I better behave.’ 

“That’s the way a hoss will figure. And 
no explaining I could do at the time would 
make Lopez think different. It would ’ve 
plumb bust the spirit of a hoss that wasn’t 
so naturally smart otherwise. And Lopez 
sure was knowing. By the end of ‘hae 
summer, Lopez could almost sign checks 
for me. But I never could get him out of 
the notion that I’d slugged him, and it 
made him chary of quick turns. And so, 
at last, I had to take him off cow work.” 

Wherewithal had spoken of “hoss 
sense,” protesting that horses did not 
possess this traditional quality. 

“It’s their failing that way,” responded 
Wherewithal, “that makes them so lov- 
able. You wouldn’t care much for a man 
who was perfect, would you? Not for 
steady company, leastwise. 


is E YOU’ RE looking for hoss sense, you’ll 
find it in a mule, every time. Just, for 
instance, put a thoss and a mule in barbed 
wire. Your hoss will lose his head, just 
like a man whose pants catch on wire 
when he’s crawling under a fence. The 
hoss will go kicking and thrashing around, 
and cut himself up scandalous. Not the 
mule. He cocks up one ear and cogitates 
the situation thoughtful. He picks a trail 
out of that barbed wire as neat and dainty 
as a lady crossing the street on a rainy day. 
“Mules have got more intellect than 
most folks, which is why they ain’t popu- 
lar. Did I ever tell you about the mule in 
General Pershing’s outfit? It was just 
after the general had issued that order for 
mule-skinners not to larrup the mules any, 
or even use low, revolting language on 
them. Which, to a mule-skinner, is like 
taking a man’s rifle and ammunition awa 
from him, and then wishing him good luck 
on his hunting trip. 


EN years ago Mennen intro- 
duced a startling new improvement in 
shaving. The miraculous product was 
called Mennen Shaving Cream. It was 
well named. 

Instead of a stingy, skim-milk lather, 
it gave a thick, rich, creamy lather such 
as men had never seen before. 

“After me, the flood.” As many 
“creams” sprang up as there are hairs 
on a he-face. 

But any dairyman will tell you that 
there are creams and creams. Mennen 
Shaving Cream is Grade A, triple extra. 

It’s not only the bigness of Mennen 
lather. It’s the way it softens bristles 
by dermutation. It’s not only the wet- 
ness of Mennen lather. It’s the way it 
gets moist—fast—with any water— 
at any temperature. 

If you’re trying to match thin, puny 
lather against heavy-weight whiskers, 
switch to a diet of rich cream—Mennen 
Shaving Cream. Whacking big tubes 
cost 50c. 

Mennen Talcum for Men is the 
Cream’s silent (and invisible) partner. 
It matches your skin and doesn’t show. 
Feels mighty fine after bathing or 


shaving. 25c. 
° 
Jiz 
(Mennen Saleemen) 


MENNEN 


SHAVING CREAM 


Regular type tube 
with threaded cap 


YOUR CHOICE 
OF TUBES 50c 


New-style tube with 
non-removable top 
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SMO-KIT 


Jor Home Office 
and Motor Car 


OU'LL like SMO-KIT 

because it places everything 

needed in smoking right at 
your finger tips—eight to ten 
cigars, a package of cigarettes, a 
box of matches and a cleanly remov- 
able ash tray. Simply pull forward 
the covers and everything is ready 
to use. 


For SMOKIT is finely madeentirely 
of metal, handsomely finished in 
choice of black, green or maroon 
crystal enamel with decorative bands 
in nickel silvered effect. 


For your read- 
ing table, for 

our office or as 
a gift SMO-KIT 
leaves nothing to 
be desired. 


Home and Office 
SMO-KIT 
$3.50 


veky Mountains 
ditional 


On Sale in Good 
Stores Everywhere 


Dealers: If you are not now handling SMO-KIT, 
write us for nearest point of supply. 


AMERICAN Brass Novetty Co. 


Grand Haven 
Michigan 


Jy, 


“ Anyway, a big black mule in the outfit 
romps away from his skinner with a low, 
glad cry, and plays tag with him for three 
hours one hot afternoon in the desert. A 
mule can be plumb exasperating this way, 
pretending to munch grass—even in the 
desert!—until you’re almost up to him, 
and then cantering away with an insulting 
laugh. 

“Well, sir, this black mule does this way 
for three hours, whilst most of the army 
watches and gives the mule-skinner de- 
risive hoots. That mule-skinner sure 
harbors resentful feelings toward that 
mule, and sure is going to commit a lot of 
homicide on him when he rounds him up. 

“ But this mule keeps disporting himself 
until along toward mealtime, when he 
figures it’s time to call it a day and get his 
rations. So he heads for the parade ground 
and waits there for the mule-skinner to 
catch up. 

“The skinner picks up a club big as a 
wagon tongue and closes in on that mule, 
promising himself he’ll brain him suffi- 
cient. But, just as he gets in range, this 
mule smiles knowingly, tosses back his 
head, and ‘hee-haws’ right vigorous. 

“ Now, that skinner ain’t noticed where 
this mule’s worked his way to, in front of 
General Pershing’s tent. Of course a 
parade ground ain’t any place for a mule. 

o the general comes out to see what that 
‘hee-haw’ means. 

“The skinner sees the general just in 
time, and remembers that order about be- 
ing refined and sweet toward mules. He 
drops the club like it’s hot, and goes u 
to the mule and pats his nose, plum 
affectionate. 

“‘There’s a darling boy,’ he says. ‘Is 
um all tired out playing? Come home nice 
now with Papa, and he'll fix his little 
sweetness a nice sack of oats.’ 

“And they claim to this day, in that 
outfit, that someone had made the mistake 
of leaving that order about swearing at 
mules where this mule could read it.” 


THE talk having veered armyward, I 
made bold to ask Wherewithal Chal- 
mers of the ancient feud between cattle men 
and the cavalry. It is legendary that the 
old cow puncher insists the cavalryman is a 
sight to behold on a horse. The feeling 
dates back to the days of old Geronimo, 
for whose depredations the early South- 
westerner chose quite unjustly to blame 
the cavalry. 

Wherewithal Chalmers ignored the point 
of my question, and went into a most un- 
qualified panegyric over the cavalry 
horse. 

“There ain’t purtier hosses anywhere 
than I’ve seen in the old U. S. cavalry,” 
declared Wherewithal. ‘And, if you ain’t 
convinced about where hosses and humans 
are alike, then you ain’t noticed how a 
soldier hoss will pick up soldier tricks. ++ 

“Cavalry and artillery hosses are as 
quick to get orders as their riders. And 
any civilian must admit that’s pretty 
smart if he’s ever tried to make out a 
cavalry or artillery officer’s shouting. It 
all sounds just like “har-rumph!’ to an out- 
sider. But the soldiers know, and the 
hosses know. 

“ And ain’t it peculiar how an army hoss 
will learn the low-down tricks? Like you 
and I know, the best soldiers will do just 
as little work as they can manage, in 
| barracks. But turn ’em loose on the war- 


ath and they will perform high, wide, and 
andsome. Especially when there’s some 
emergency. 

“Now, when General Pershing went 
into Mexico after Don Pancho, all hands 
say where the big cavalry hosses will not 
stand up in the tough pes marching. 
Even the cavalry officers, figuring it out in 
their manual books, reckon how many 
animals will be tuckered or dead after the 
first day’s hike, which was a marvel. 
Pancho thought that way, too. He 
reckoned so much on it that he stopped at 
Casas Grandes to recruit. 

“ But General Pershing’s got some ideas 
what these big cavalry hosses can do. He 
knows ’em better than anybody else, and 
he calls on ’em. Which is why Pancho 
Villa has just about time to reach for his 
hat and depart when the American cavalry 
rides over the hill. He never was the same 
bandit thereinafter.” 


r WAS the way that the army horses, 
properly reasoned with, get used to the 
sound of shooting that reminded Where- 
withal of another yarn. 

“I was down in this same Big Bend 
country where we first met up,” said 
Wherewithal, ‘‘and I nose in to help the 
rangers trail a distinguished hoss-thief. We 
fan out to cover more ground, which is 
some broke up and covered with mesquite. 
I am riding a strange hoss, which I bought 
the day before off a man in Marfa. I 
can’t see why this hombre lets his hoss go 
so cheap, and I’m suspicious a heap. 

“Then up pops this celebrated hoss- 
rustler, practically under my nose. Him 
and me draw simultaneous, like you might 
say, and begin to make war medicine 
versus each other. Which brings us to 
the moral of my simple tale. 

“I realize pronto why the stranger had 
sold me this hoss so cheap. Which the 
reason is, this hoss is gun-shy. He can’t 
abide even the click of a hammer being 
drawn back. So, when I pull out my 
forty-odd, he rares up and paws the air, 
and snorts. 

“‘Wasn’t that a fine spot to be in, with 
a gun-shy hoss? Of course my shooting 
under those circumstances brings the 
blush of shame to my cheek to this day. I 
fling four shots at the rustler and make 
large holes in the dry, clear atmosphere. 

“The rule works two ways, howsoever, 
according to the Scriptures. I can’t harm 
this rustler any more than if I am uttering 
cross words at him. But likewise, he can’t 
nail me a little bit, what with my hoss 
dancing around that way. 

“Then he shoots again, and I can tell, 
by the way the hoss shivers, that he’s hit 
and hit bad. It makes me mad to have a 
hoss downed that way, even a hoss which 
is gun-shy. Being that way isn’t any 
fault of his, and he could ’ve been made to 
understand. And so I sure hurry back to 
Marfa to swarm on the hombre who’s sold 
him to me. But he’s gone.” 

“What about the horse thief?” I asked. 

“Oh, him!” replied Wherewithal. “I 
left him there.” 

Which expression may need expla- 
nation. To “leave him there,” in the 
Southwest, means that what is left would 
interest only the coroner. 

Scores of memories of Wherewithal 
Chalmers and his attitude toward horses 
come drifting back as I, for the first time. 
set them down in writing. Far too many 
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“You played that like an artist, Dad!” 
Yet father did not touch the keys! 


Yes, untrained persons can now play roll 
music with their Personal Touch 
—just like hand playing 


ERE again are Indoor 

nights when music makes 
home gay. The day’s toil van- 
ishes when the latest dance 
Piece starts! 

Whatever music the mood 
or the company may clamor 
for—the operatic aria or the 
old song favorite—you can 
play it by roll on the Gul- 
bransen Registering Piano 


It happens every day in thousands of homes 


That's the difference between the 
Gulbransen Registering Piano and any 
other instrument in the world 


madeitthe largestselling piano 
in the world. It is played by 
hand, or by roll, and either 
way, in any key you want to suit 
the voice. 

Without musical training 
you can play a song accompa- 
niment as musicians do—the 
introduction lively at first, 
then slowly as you near the 
words, then subduing the mel- 


with your Personal Touch, 
Time and Tone Volume, as in playing by hand. 

Not ready-made music—but music with your own ex- 
pression. For after all, the songs you sing yourself, the pieces 
you play yourself, are the ones that warm your heart and 
thrill your soul as no others can. 


Were it not for the Gulbransen Registering Piano, playing 
such music would still be confined to the few who play by 
hand. For only hand playing produced the Personal Touch. 
Without that art playing must sound mechanical. 

Ordinary player pianos did not have it. And reproducing 
pianos could only reproduce the touch of one person — the 
artist who recorded the original roll. Hence they play 
only “records”— it is not your own playing. 


The Only Piano of 
Its Kind 
Many makers of musical instruments knew what was 


needed and tried to create it. A. G. Gulbransen alone suc- 
ceeded. And his invention of this Registering instrument has 


ody notes to a whisper. The 
singer carries the air and you play only the accompaniment 
notes, usually in the bass or lower register. 

You can play a piano solo, equal to hand playing, accent- 
ing the melody and varying the Time and Tone Volume. 
You can play dance music in perfect cadence. 

You could not do more if you played by hand. 


Get This Book FREE 
“Your Unsuspected Talent” 
—It will show you 


Mail us the coupon today for our new illustrated book 
de luxe—‘“ Your Unsuspected Talent—Its Discovery and En- 
joyment.” It reveals a Treasure Trove of musical composi- 
tions and the joy of playing them yourself. With-this book 
comes the address of the nearest Gulbransen show room 
where you can see and play all Gulbransen models— Grand 
and Upright. 

Mail the coupon now—Indoor Months are Here. 

© 1925, G. Co. 


SEND THIS COUPON 


Piano, $1275 


The Nat'l Association 
Piano Tuners recom 


nsen 


The Price the Same the Nation Over 

Ne rita Pay as Convenient 
As a Steatahe Gulbransen pianos are sold at the same cash price, 
Pin È "$785 freight prepaid, throughout the United States. 


As a Registering 


that all pianos be tuned 
twiceayear. Your Gul- 
this care. 


For your protection, we stamp this price on the 
back, where you can read it. And Gulbransen 
dealers are prepared to deliver any model, Grand 
or Upright, for a small cash payment—balance to 
suit the purchaser. A reasonable allowance will 
made for your present piano, if you own one. 
Four Upright Models—Community, $450, Sub- 
urban, $530, Country Seat, $615, White House, $700. 
Straight Grand, $785, Registering Grand, $1275. 


ULB RANSEN 


e Registering Piano 


of 


to Gulbransen Company, 


for Color-Illustrated Book De Luxe 


“Your Unsuspected Talent —Its Dis- 
covery and Enjoyment” 


Nam 
Addre: 
City 


g 


abling us to estimate valuc. 


3240 Chicago Ave., Chicago 


Check here if you own a piano 
and we will send you form en- 
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How to relieve 
and prevent 


Cold 


by guarding 


the delicate linin g 


of your nose, 
mouth and throat 


A-CHOO-O! 

This is nature’s warning that a 
cold is on the way. 

But why wait for a sneeze to tell 
you to get busy? Start working on 
a cold even before you get one. 
Thousands of people have learned 
what a blessing it is to go through 
the winter without a cold. It is 
just as easy for you to enjoy the 
same glorious immunity. 

Glyco-Thymoline, used morning 
and evening in an atomizer, nasal 
douche, or as a gargle, strengthens 
the delicate lining of your nose, 
mouth and throat. It washes the 
membrane clear of dust and irri- 
tants which form weak spots in the 
tissue. It is chiefly at these irri- 
tated places that the germs of cold 
and sore throat make their attack. 

Used regularly, Glyco-Thymo- 
line prevents these weak spots from 
forming. The moment you begin 
using it, the dry, irritated surfaces 
commence to disappear. 

Glyco-Thymoline is not merely 
an antiseptic. It is an alkaline an- 
tiseptic, the ideal kind for counter- 
acting acid irritations of the mucous 
membrane. Any doctor will tell you 


ee 


ymoline morning 
and evening every } 4 ¢ 
day. : M LD à 
/ li 


For the throat, gargle 
or spray with Glyco- 


For thorough cleansing of 
the nasal passage, use in 
an atomizer or nasal 
douche, or simply snuf 
up the nose. 


INSIST ON 


GLYCO- 


THYMOLINE reverts and 


ANTISEPTIC 


THE ALKALINE 


Two minutes a day keeps a cold 


away. Add precious hours of 
health and comfort by regular 
use of this pleasant preventative. 


that the most effective healing 
agents for infections of the mucous 


membrane are alkaline. The reason ' 


is that alkaline solutions are espe- 
cially cleansing and counteract acid 
conditions. 

Glyco-Thymoline cleanses the 
irritated or congested membrane 
thoroughly. It removes excess 
mucus. It washes away the germs 
and objectionable matter that the 
mucus contains. 

The combined cleansing and an- 
tiseptic qualities help to clear up a 
cold that actually has you in its 
grip. They help to clear up a sore 
throat. for years doctors have 
recommended and prescribed 
Glyco-Thymoline both for the re- 
lief of colds and as a preventative. 

Enjoy greater freedom from 
colds. Ge a bottle of Glyco-Thy- 
moline. Use it twice daily accord- 
ing to the instructions in the pack- 
age. It has an agreeable taste. It 
refreshes. It soothes. It keeps the 
membrane of nose, mouth and 
throat in sound, vigorous. condi- 
tion. Thus it gives you added days 
of precious health and comfort. 


FREE Liberal Sample 


: KRESS & OWEN COMPANY 
i 361 Pearl Street, Dept. 2-Y2 
: New York City. 


Send me free of charge a trial bottle of Glyco- ; 


; Thymoline. 


p Name... iccessetccsensscesessonscessenanes : 


i Address: E SAATI E I IIS T IEI ; 


relieves colds 


to be recorded here. Perhaps there has 
been enough, though, to give a sketchy 
portrait of the old-timer and some idea of 
his practical philosophy. 

Let me add only two items of advice 
from this amazing horseman. One of 
them, I pray, you may never have to use. 
The other, if you ride—on the Western 
plains or in city parks—it is to be prayed 
that you will consider. 

“Which if you see a man caught and 
dragging by his stirrup,” said Where- 
withal Cha mers, “and you like the man 
more than you like the hoss, you’d better 
shoot the hoss before he makes more than 
six_ jumps.” 

That is the advice which, it is prayed, 
you may never need. And the other: 

“ Always let the hoss know that you’re 
giving the party and not him,” recom- 
mended Wherewithal Chalmers. “Let 
him enjoy the ride too, but don’t let him 
run it. Think the way he thinks. If he 
shies at a piece of paper or an automobile, 
remember what these things look like to 
him. Then you'll begin to understand 
each other, because you can lay your 
bottom dollar the hoss has sized you up 
before you ever lifted a leg over the saddle. 

“Acting that way will make a better 
hoss out of him, and, meaning no unre- 
spect whatsoever, maybe a better man 
out of you.” 


Five Things a 
Leader Knows 
About Boys 


(Continued from page 48) 


Mr. Olinger is what the boys call a 
“real he-man.” He has a splendid phy- 
sique. He looks like a varsity half-back, 
although he has never been one, for cir- 
cumstances compelled him to leave school 
when he was in the ninth grade. 

He was eight years old before he started 
to grammar school. At sixteen, he quit to 
go to work in a harness shop. His em- 
ployer often trusted him with as much as 
twenty-five hundred dollars to take to the 
bank for deposit. 

He is forty-three years of age, but be- 

cause of his careful program of physical 
raining he looks many years younger. 
In his association with so many boys, he 
is bound to have learned many things 
about boy nature that are not apparent 
to the average person. 

“What are some of these things?” I 
asked him. 

“I will tell you of five things I have 
learned about boys,” he replied. “Some 
of them will not be new to you, but per- 
haps I can point out some that will at 
least be interesting. 


ss FIRST: Every boy wants to be first class. 

I believe this quality in a boy is God’s 
own gift to the parents who want to raise 
their boy right. It is the one lever you 
can always take hold of with the expec- 
tation that you will get results. 

“Nine times out of ten, if a boy grows 
up and isn’t first class in something worth- 
while, it is not his fault. 

“He has the greatest respect for the 
prize winner, for the regimental com- 
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mander, for the man at the top. He wants 
to be the best in everything—the best 
runner, the best jumper, the best swim- 
mer, and, above all, the best fighter! 

“These tendencies you will find in 
nearly all boys at some time or other be- 
tween their ninth and twelfth birthdays. 
They are valuable for the reason that you 
can use them to get the boy to take care 
of his body. And if you give him a clean 
body it is much easier to see that his 
mind is also clean. 

“The boy admires physical perfection. 
Tell him that the most famous athletes do 
not smoke cigarettes, because cigarettes 
would harm their bodies, and you reach 
right into the boy’s mind and make it do 
what you want it to do—arrive at a con- 
clusion not to use cigarettes. 

“When a boy hears another boy play 
a cornet solo in public, he immediately 
wants to learn to play a cornet, so that 
he can play a solo and get some applause 
for himself. How easy it is to point out 
to him then that the boy who played so 
well practices four and five hours a day, 
that he gained his skill through hard work. 
That beats hours and hours of argument, 
because the boy can see what you are 
talking about. 

“ As he grows older, the things he wants 
to be best in undergo a change in his 
mind, shifting as he gains a broader under- 
standing of the world and of values. But 
the ideals you can plant in his mind when 
he is worshiping some idol of perfection 
need never change. 


“GECOND: Every boy craves the confi- 
dence of some older person. As his 
spiritual eyes open, he is bewildered. He 
wants to ask questions, and he wants to 
ask them of someone who will treat his ig- 
norance with tolerance and even respect. 

“Boy after boy comes to my office to 
ask me questions—and not all the ques- 
tions concern school problems, either. 
The most common question is, ‘How can 
I get a good job? The next most common 
question is about the mystery of life 
itself—questions no boy shouid ever be 
compelled to ask outside of his own home. 

“I would say that hunger for confidence 
is the most common of all boyish traits. 
I have never found a boy who wasn’t 
hungry for someone to whom he could 
pour out his heart, and feel unashamed in 
doing so. 


“THIRD: Boys live principally in the 
present. A wise man once said that 
old men live in the past, young men live in 
the future, but boys live in the right now. 
How true that is! 

“No promissory notes for the boy! 

“If he is riding with you in your auto- 
mobile and you come up behind another 
car, he can’t bear to see slip the possibility 
of overtaking the other car. He’ll wiggle 
hís feet a little bit, and the next thing 

ou know he is saying, ‘Step on ’er, Dad! 
Pisi 7em!’ 

“If you want to test the force of this 
truth about boys living in the present, 
make this experiment: Engage a boy to do 
some arduous chore for you, with the un- 
derstanding that you will pay him a quarter 
now or a dollar next month. You will find 
that the boy is a ‘bird in the hand’ fellow. 

“But the commonest proof of the boy’s 
innate desire for immediate results is at 
the table. Did you ever in your life know 


. Ward photo- 
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Men Who Want More Money 
Will Listen to This Man! 


By A. H. WARD 


irene no reason why any am- 
bitious man should not follow in 
my footsteps. I read an advertisement, 
just as you are now reading my story 
—it told about W. Hartle of Chicago, 
who had been in the R. R. Mail serv- 
ice for ten years. Hartle made a 
sudden change—against the advice 
of his friends—and made over $1000 
the first thirty days. Berry, of 
Winterset, Iowa—a farm - hand— 
made $1000 the first month. F.Wynn 
made $554.37 the first seven days, 
and Mile a former stenographer, 
made $100 a week after making this 
change. 

Well, man, I sat up and took 
notice. If they could do these things 
—ordinary men like myself—I knew 
that I had a chance. I investigated 
and found that what the advertise- 
ment said was true. Fact is, you can 
figure it out for yourself in simple 
logic. Consider these two points: 

Easy for Two Reasons 

First: There is no money and no 
future in the routine job. If you want 
to make real money, you must get 
into the producing end of the business 
—be a salesman. Wait, now, don’t 
let the word SALESMAN scare you. 
For the second thing is this: Sales- 
manship is governed by rules and 
laws. There are certain definite ways 
to approach different types of pros- 
pects to get their undivided attention 
—certain ways to stimulate keen in- 
terest—certain ways to overcome 
objections—batter down competition 
and make the prospect act. And any 
man can learn these simple principles. 
I know that because I’ve proved it to 
myself! 

This Free Book Started Me 


I sent for the book that Mr. Green- 
slade, the president of The National 


Salesmen’s Training Association, will 
send free to any man who sends the 
coupon. 

After reading I enrolled. Within 
one year I had averaged over $1000 
a month income—$13,500 the first 
year—and in addition was elected as 
an officer of Postl’s of Chicago. 

Now don’t misunderstand me. I 
don’t say that you can do-as well. 
You may not make a thousand dol- 
lars the first month. You may not 
have as much determination to suc- 
ceed as I had. But I do say that 
since looking into the matter can’t 
cost you a cent, you should at least 
investigate. You can’t help but 
benefit, and if you’re any man at all 
you should double or triple your 
income without half trying. 


Send Today for FREE Book 


I urge you to send the request blank below 
to Mr. Greenslade. He will send you Free and 
without any obligation “Modern Salesman- 
ship,” the book that started me on the road to 
success. Then decide for yourself. Even if 
you don’t go ahead you will be out only two 
cents. And on the other hand you may find 
a way to double or triple your salary in a short 
period. 

Yours for auccets, 


WARD 


Written for Mr. J. E. Green- 
Slade, President National Sales- 
men’s Training Association, 
Dept. S-23, N. S. T. A. Build- 
ing, Chicago, Ill. 
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MR. J. E. GREENSLADE, President R. 28 | 
|. National Salesmen’s Training Association t 
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Send me free the book that gave Mr. Ward his i 
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GERMAN ARMY OFFICERS’ 
FIELD GLASSES 


FREE TRIAL 


If you wish to 


8 power $9.8 keep them 


Free trial coupon will bring you these genuine 
German War Glasses purchased at exceptionally 
advantageous rates of exchange. 


Manofactured by most prominent of German 
opetcat factories. Many were received direct from 
the Allied Reparations Commission. Conserva- 
tive $20.00 value 


Finest achromatic day and sient lenses. 40m, m, objec. 
tive. Dust and moisture proof. Pupillary adjustment. Built 

‘or service, regardless of cost, according to strictest mili- 
tary standards. All glasses guaranteed in perfect condition. 
We have sold 70,000 pairs of this model to date. 
Shipped promptly on receipt of attached coupon on 6 
days? Fres trial. If satisfied send check or money order for 
„85. Order your field glasses today. 


HENDERSON BROTHERS 
Largest importers of field glasses in America 
95 Federal Street Boston, Mass. 


FREE TRIAL COUPON 
Gentlemen: 
Please send me on 5 
man Army cers’ war g] 4 
1 will either return glasses or remit $9.85. 


* free trial oné pair Ger- 
ses. After 5 days’ trial 
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Typewriters 


'a writers now at m} 
positively lowest prices and 
easiest terms offer: 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 
5 YEARS GUARANTEE 

Paro Rarsenuisctered’ by 

the exclusive Youn, Pres 


654 ,WEST RANDOLPH, 
» Dept. 141 B, Chicago, Ill. 


Copy This Sketch 


and let me see what you can do with 
it. Earn from $30.00 to $200.00 or 
more per week as cartoonist or illus- 
trator. The Landon Picture Chart 
Method of teaching makes original 
drawing casy to learn at home in 
your spare time. Send sketch with 
üc in stamps for sample chart to 
test your ability and long list of suc- 
cessful students. Please state acc 

THE LANDON SCHOOL 
1446 National Bldg., Cleveland, O. 
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N=" Visible Flash 


Just Out — Amazing Invention — 
Beacon Lite Spark Plugs. You sre 
explosion in the 
cylinders. Tells which are firing right 
Greatest improvement in spark plugs 
as engines were invented. Won- 
derful gassavers. Agents coining monty 


Make Big Money 


Easy with new sure-fire plans. Sells on sight 
Phillips, Ont, ite 


s I 
er and FREH de 
x today. i 
CENTRAL PETROLEUM COMPANY : 
1691 Century Building Cleveland, Ohio 


Aree quick 


of a little boy who preferred to eat his 
meat before his pie? 


s URTH: Boys like to work! (I see 

that several mothers in the audience 
have fainted!) I should never make this 
statement if I hadn’t had ample proof that 
it is true. 

“Was anybody ever more industrious 
than a boy at work on something he is 
interested in? That’s the point right 
there. To be interested he must have an 
incentive. 

“Up at our camps each summer there 
is considerable kitchen policing to be done. 
Incidentally, just to show you the magni- 
tude of the job of caring for our boys, it 
takes from six to seven thousand pan- 
cakes a morning to feed them. 

“Think of the dishes to be washed, and 
of the spuds to be peeled. That’s nothing 
in the world but plain old housework. 
Could you get a boy to do those things at 
home? 

“But in camp they are eager to do them. 
Why? Because every boy in camp wants 
to be what is known as a Piree-Class High- 
lander, and a First-Class Highlander, 
among other things, is one who is willing 
to serve. Their leaders set the example. 
They wash the dishes and peel the spuds 
without whimpering. 

“That’s all there is to our so-called 
miracle of getting the boys to ‘work their 
heads off? in camp. They have a lofty 
incentive. 


“FTH: Every boy likes a fight! Tam 
not the original discoverer of this 
fact, of course. 

“I just wonder how many mothers are 
worried because little Johnnie has the 

hting instinct? Well, I’m going to say, 
Hoora for the boy that fights! 

“A boy who likes to fight is simply 
expressing one of the most fundamental 
of natural laws, and that is: Everything 
that amounts to anything in this world is 
accomplished only through struggle. Hav- 
ing no standards much to go by, the boy 
who fights nearly always feels that he is a 
crusader on the side of right. Help the 
fighting boy to get a clear idea of what’s 
worth fighting for, and some day he'll 
make a name for himself. 

“There you have five important things 
I have learned about boys. I am given 
credit for having done things for boys; 
but I want to say that I have got more 
out of my contact with them than they 
have got out of me. 

“One of the things I have got out of my 
work with them is the knowledge that my 
own conduct must be above reproach. I 
know these thousands of boys are expect- 
ing me to be first class in every particular. 

“Until you’ve tried it, you can have 
no idea what this means to a man. I 
advise every man to put himself under 
obligation in this way to some boy—or a 
group of boys. 

“If a group of.men are expecting great 
things of you, you will do your best, of 
course, not to disappoint them. But if you 
fail, it doesn’t mean much to them. Their 
experience has shown them that there 
must be some failure in every victory. 

“Not so with a boy. He expects you to 
win, and nothing short of absolute per- 
fection in every way is going to satisfy 
him. He won’t take excuses. Do you see, 
then, what an enormous influence these 


three thousand four hundred boys are 
having on me?” 

As you have seen, Mr. Olinger has had 
unusual success in interesting boys in 
religion. Every Highlander goes regularly 
to Sunday-school. 

“A boy is at heart fundamentally re- 
ligious,” Mr. Olinger said. ‘‘The idea of a 
Being who is ‘running the whole works’ 
appeals to his innate love of power and 
authority. 

“But he isn’t interested in doctrines. 
Do you know why it is most boys hate 
church? It’s because the preacher ‘talks 
over their heads.’ The boy can’t under- 
stand what the preacher says. 

“He is divertly interested in the fact, 
however, that Jesus was a carpenter. He 
can picture the boy Jesus working with a 
saw, and that makes Jesus seem real and 
human. 

“When we pray in camp or at our 
meetings, we talk to Jesus just as if he 
were a person. Very often at devotional 
services, I’ll say, ‘Boys, let’s talk to our 
Friend. If you have anything you would 
like to tell Him, or anything you would 
like to ask of Him, just go ahead and say 
it.’ Very frequently three hundred boys 
will break out in conversation with their 
Friend at the same time. The boy’s most 
frequent prayer is: ‘God, take care of my 
mother.’”’ 

Mr. Olinger said he believed that the 
most common problem parents have to 
meet is the lack of understanding between 
themselves and their boys. 

“This is due,” he said, “to the failure 
of the parent to make himself or herself 
interested in the things the boy is inter- 
ested in. 

“Very often I am asked how a feeling 
of understanding can be brought about in 
a home where the responsibility toward a 
child hasn’t been properly realized. 

“Tf too much time has elapsed, a feeling 
of complete understanding can never be 
accomplished. The boy will remain a 
stranger to his own parents. 

“But if too much time hasn’t gone by, 
much can be done. Gaining a boy’s con- 
fidence is a gradual process, a building 
up of the proper atmosphere. Your own 
judgment should tell you whether you are 
getting this atmosphere or not. 


“Port intrude on the child. Don’t 

be too obvious. He’ll spot your 
intentions right away, for he is an uncon- 
scious analyst, and he'll wonder why all 
this sudden change. 

“I saw a man one time who was working 
to get back his boy’s confidence—or rather 
to ea it up. He handled the job very 
well. 

“One evening the boy announced that 
he thought he would go to a movie. 

“*What’s on, son? the father asked 
casually. 

“The boy told him. 

“*T believe Pd like to see that,’ the 
father remarked. ‘Do you mind if I go 
with you?’ 

“‘ Dad, I'd like for you to go,’ the boy 
replied, and out they went, together. 

“You see, the father hadn’t intruded. 
He asked if he could go. 

“The boy is strong for the ‘gang spirit.’ 
There should be a ‘gang spirit’ in every 
home. Make Mother ‘one of the gang.’ 
I believe in the old-fashioned cookie jar. 
I believe Dad should play ball, and get 
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ignominiously fanned out once in a while, 
even though his intention is to knock a 
home run every time if he can. 

“But the atmosphere must be there. 
You must feel it. You must build up to it. 
Before he starts to preach, the minister 


builds up his atmosphere with song and 
rayer. The speaker gets his atmosphere 
by telling his funniest stories at the be- 


ginning, leaving the punches and the 
heavy stuff for the last. 

“Tf you build up the pepe atmosphere 

ou can talk to a boy about anything. 
ou can get in the heavy punches if the 
atmosphere is right. 

“And that brings us to the problem of 
unfolding the mystery of life to a boy. 
The old-fashioned way was brutal in its 
psychology. On a certain date—the boy’s 
twelfth birthday: we'll say—the father 
would call the lad into a room and shut 
the door. Out in the kitchen Mother would 
be rattling the dishes. 

“Knowing what was coming, the boy’s 
face would be flushed with embarrass- 
ment. Breathing a little heavily and 
thoroughly sobered by the fact that he 
was undertaking a mighty responsible 
thing, the father would clear his throat 
and begin: 

“ «Now, son, I want to talk to you about 
some things you should know about life.’ 

“On and on he would go, pouring out, 
for the first time, a lot of things for which 
there had been no preliminary atmosphere 
built up in the mind of the boy. . 

“After the ordeal was over, the boy 
would escape from the room, and run out 
to tell the other boys what Dad had said— 
and also to tell them just how many years 
behind the times Dad was. 

“The proper way is to begin early. Let 
the boy do the talking. He'll do it, if you'll 
just make a friend of him, and then wait 
for him to approach you. If he is afraid 
of you, he’ll never open his mouth; but if 
you have done your job proper! 
parent you'll be the first person.he will 
go to. 4 

“ Never refuse to answer any question 
on the grounds that he ‘isn’t old enough 
to know about that.’ If his mind is 
sufficiently developed to have a curiosity 
about a subject, it is ready for some in- 
formation on that subject. 

“Let him grasp at the very beginning 
that all life originates from seeds. He 
will be quick to see the analogy between 
seeds of plants and seeds of organisms. 
The thought will come so gradually and so 


ey that there will be no psychologi- | 


cal shock with it. 


“ And more important, it will nip in the 


bud that dangerous thing that gets so 
many children into trouble—unguided 
curiosity.” 


“you have heard boys make many 
remarks, Mr. Olinger,” I said. 
“What was the most profound remark 
you ever heard one make?” 

“Tt was not a remark—it was a ges- 
ture,” he replied. 

“We were at our headquarters hall, the 
boys and their mothers, getting ready to 
take some Christmas packages to the 
orphanages in Denver on Christmas Eve 
—our annual custom. 

“In the hustle and bustle, one little 
fellow said to another, ‘Robert, Pd like 
to present you to my mother.’ The little 


chap was obviously proud of his mother, | 


bé 
| 


as a | 


before Chris 


and into the house came wise old Santa with 


“Dad’s greatest gift for his boy.” Lucky fellow. 
What a wonderful thing it will be to take his first music les- 
son on Christmas Day. For the Saxophone is an ideal boy’s 
instrument. He takes to it. It fully satisfies that natural 
yearning every boy has to personally produce music. It 
fascinates him. It tempts his ambition and brings out 
and develops his latent musical talent. Father and Son 
find equal pleasure in a 


BUESCH 
CIrue Tone Saxophone 


Every boy and every girl should learn 


Every home should have its music. 
We urge starting with the Saxo- 


to play some musical instrument. 
Phone because it is so easy to learn. one who can whistle a tune 
can master this instrument quickly. ou are popular tunes 
in a week, and that’s what boys and girls like. 


Free Lessons Give Quick Easy Start 
With the aid of the three lessons given free with each new Buescher 


Saxophone it is easily possible for your boy or girl - or you - to learn scales 
in an hour. From then on it’s great fun learning and even though you're 
only interested for pleasure now, you can in 30 days, if you wish, join 
a band or orchestra. You.might become a like Tom Brown, 
Clyde Doerr or Ross Gorman. First class Saxophonists make big money. 


. > . 
Six Days’Free Trial - Easy Terms 
You take no risk, in any ct whatever, when you order a Buescher 
for yourself or for a gift. e will send you any instrument you choose, 
Saxophone, Cornet, Trombone, Trumpet, on free trial for six days. This 
pase you under no obligation. If you like the instrument and decide to 
eep it, pay a little each month. et the details of this wonderful plan. 
Clip the coupon below. Send it for the free literature. Send it today. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
1043 Buescher Block Elkhart, Ind. i 


: to Play - Easy t 


Easy 


Gentlemen: 


Melody 
Buescher 
True-Tone 
Saxophone 


C tree! 
This beautiful book 
shows how easy it is 
to learn to play a 
Buescher. In it you 
will find the first 
lesson chart. It 
shows all the differ- 
ent models and tells 
what each is used for. 
Hundredsof pictures. 
64 pages. You must 
have this fine book, 


o Pay 


| purscuer BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
I 


d e 
| 10 
| al į book “The Story of the Saxophone”. 
| If 


Without obligation to me, send yous beautiful 
Check h | 


ere [j 


you prefer other literature describing other band or | 


orchestra instruments, check below. 
Trombone 0] Tuba Q I 


| Coupon. Hen Tapp en 


Cornet Q Trumpet Q 


Write plainly, Name, Address, Town and 
State in Margin Below 


1978 $5.50 Pair 
Hand Engine Turned Design 
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2192 $2.50 Pair 
Engine Turned Design 


E = 
LENA 


4 


2138 $3.50 Pair 
Hand Brocaded Design 


2136 $3.50 Pair 
Hand Brocaded Design 


Krementz Links 
Make ‘Wonderful 


Gifts! 


What a big part links play in a 
man’s attire! Because of their 
importance to the well dressed 
man he receives many as gifts. 
You can be sure that those you 
give are distinctive by selecting 
Krementz. -For their quality is 
so fine, the construction so sturdy 
that each pair is guaranteed to 
wear a lifetime. Not only are the 
designs pleasing — they are ex- 
clusive with Krementz links. The 
name Krementz is stamped on the 
back of each. Ask any of the 
finer shops catering to the wants 
of the well dressed man,—they 
know! 


Write for folder of new designs. 


Beautiful blue leatherette, richly 
lined gift boxes 50c extra, 
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‘and when he said the words ‘My mother’ 


there was real tenderness and affection 
in them. 

“The boys went over to a fine-looking 
woman busy in a corner of the hall, and 
Robert was presented. 

“Standing before the mother of his 
friend, he raised his eyes to hers, clicked 
his little heels together, stiffened his spine, 
and raised his hand to his forehead in 
the Highlander salute, the most beautiful, 
the most sincere tribute to womanhood 
and to motherhood I ever saw. 

“Men have written books trying to 
express what that boy expressed in three 
seconds with his straight little body, his 
eyes, and his hand at his forehead. 

“We haveour humor in our contacts with 
the boys, too. One time a little chap in 
our summer camp had a typically boyish 
accident. He tore the seat right out of his 
trousers. We have a camp mother to look 
after such things, but he thought he would 
exercise a little initiative and repair the 
damage himself. 

“So he got a flour sack from the com- 
missary and set to work with a needle. 
After a rather fidgety half-hour he finally 
got the flour sack built into the trousers. 

“The result was a trifle amazing, to 
say the least. When he was sewing he 
hadn’t noticed the lettering on the flour 
sack, and it was no wonder, then, that the 
whole camp almost collapsed on reading 
in big red type two words that seemed to 
have a most appropriate ‘setting.’ 

“The words were ‘Self-Rising!’ 

“The boy at first felt timid, of course, 
at being laughed at, but finally he an- 
nounced his stand on the thing: 

“Pll just leave it there,’ he said, ‘be- 
cause it makes them all so happy!’ 

“Can you imagine a man sacrificing 
dignity to such a principle. I'll tell you 
frankly, J wouldn’t do it! 


s E HAVE had some experiences, 
too, with boys on sentry duty at 
night. It takes a mighty high sense of 
duty to nerve a boy up so that he will 
stay up in the dark hours of night in the 
Rocky Mountains, where there are bears 
and coyotes and owls, not to mention a lot 
of imaginary creatures the like of which 
were never seen anywhere in the world. 
“Yet even the boy who is afraid of the 
dark at home will carry himself through 
the blackest night as sentry with the 
highest honors. Do you know why? Be- 
cause he knows the other boys in camp 
have confidence in him. 

“But sometimes the strain is pretty 
heavy on the little fellow when everybody 
else is asleep and he is trudging up and 
down in the dark, armed with a flashlight 
and an air rifle. 

“One night we were awakened from our 
sleep by the call of sentry No. 16. (That 
wasn’t the real number, you understand.) 

“Relief for sentry No. 16! Relief for 
sentry No. 16!’ he was calling. 

“The officer of the day sent relief. 
There in the darkness the usual ceremony 
of relieving the sentry was gone through. 


The little fellow snapped to ‘present arms,’ 
and made his report. 

“**T have the honor to report, sir,’ he 
said, ‘that there is something ‘gassly’ 
moving, right over yonder. At first I 
thought it was a white rock, sir—but it 
moves!” 

“The other boys were probably as 
scared as he; but the officer of the day, 
and all without disturbing the men in 
camp, you understand, sent out a scouting 


party: l 
“They made a weird procession them- 
selves stalking off in the darkness, flash- 
lights burning, to encounter the strange 
and terrible ‘white thing that moved.’ It 
took courage for those boys to do that. 

“After a time they returned, and we 
heard their report. The ‘gassly,’ ghostly 
thing the sentry had spotted was an old 
white horse!” 


MORE than one of Mr. Olinger’s Denver 
admirers suggested to me that I “be 
sure to get in one of his letters,” so I’m 
doing that here at the close of this article. 

Olinger writes thousands of letters every 
year, personal letters to boys and to their 
parents. No Highlander’s birthday ever 
goes by without a letter from “G. W. O.” 

But perhaps the letter most often 

uoted iy parents of Highlander boys is 
ie one known as the Friendship letter. 
This letter covers half of a card mailed to 
the boys by Mr, Olinger. The other half 
of the card bears a letter from the boys to 
Mr. Olinger, accepting his offer of friend- 


ship. 
This is Mr. Olinger’s letter: 


To My HIGHLANDER: 

True friendship is among the most priceless 
gifts of men; no money can buy it. Nothing 
can be given in exchange for it save friendship 
in kind. 

I oler yon my friendship in exchange for 
yours, and with it— 

I give you the right to stand upon my 
shoulders and reach up to better things; 

I give you the benefit of my past—that vou 
may, from my experience, have a good start 
up the trail; 

I give you my present—that you may have a 
friend beside you as you climb the trail; 

I give you my future—that, after I have 
finished the trail, you may climb on higher to 
better things. 

That is all one friend can give another. I 
give them to you gladly at this time. 


When a boy brings in one of these 
letters, Mr. Olinger signs his half. The 
boys signs this one: 


To My Frienp Georce W. OLINGER: 

I know that true friendship is a priceless 
gift. I have considered carefully just what 
pledging it to another involves. With its full 
obligation well in mind, I offer you at this time 
my whole unstinted friendship and loyalty, 
and I give you my word of honor as a High- 
lander that I will daily strive to live up to that 
obligation. 

I will remember that you have traveled the 
trail I am now on and will try to learn from you 
how better to climb the trail to real usefulness. 

I will try to make it always possible for you 
to say with pride and satisfaction, “That is one 
of my Highlanders.” 


“HE WENT to Church to Laugh, But He Came Away to Live” is the remark- 
able story of a man who, at the age of fifteen, ignorant, poverty-stricken, and 
almost blind, began the upward struggle, and with marvelous tenacity and 
faith overcame terrific obstacles. To-day he is head of one of the largest 


high-grade paper mills in the world. 


This article will appear next month. 


o JuDGE a watch by outward appearance is 
never safe, for its real value cannot be seen 
by the untrained eye. This is especially 
true of the case. 
But there is now a sure way for you to know 
this hidden value. To protect the public against 
misrepresentation, the U. S. Federal Trade Com- 
mission recently approved a definite standard of 
quality for gold filled watch cases. Only those 
which meet this standard can now be marked 
“Gold Filled.” 

When, therefore, you buy a watch with the 
words ““Wadsworth Gold Filled” stamped in the 
case, its hidden quality lies revealed before you. 
Every case so stamped meets fully the standards 
approved by the Federal Trade Commission. 

Moreover, the mark ‘Wadsworth Gold Filled” 
is a good indication of a dependable movement 
within. For those watch manufacturers faithful 
to the highest standards of their art naturally are 
most exacting in choosing cases worthy to dress 
and protect their movements. 

They know that the mark of Wadsworth in a 
watch case stands for correct design, highest grade 
materials, and that exactness of fit essential to the 
protection of the timekeeping mechanism. Indeed, 
for thirty-five years the leading movement makers 
have consistently selected Wadsworth Cases. 


WYadswo 


.. WATCHES BEAUTIFUL 
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Thus when your jeweler recommends a reliable 
movement, it will probably be dressed in a Wads- 
worth Case. But for your own assurance, ask to 
see the mark of Wadsworth before you make 
your purchase. 


Tue WapsworTH WaTCcH Case COMPANY 


Dayton, Ky. 
Suburb of Cincinnati, Ohio 


Case makers for the leading watch movements 


k 
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PART OFA 
GOLD FILLED 
WATCH CASE 


Every “Wadsworth Gold Filled” case is 
made by welding together two surfaces of 
solid gold with a layer of stronger metal 
between. Theonlyothertype of Wadsworth 
Case is one made entirely of gold or silver. 


Every Wadsworth Case 
meets government standards 


Among watch cases not made entirely 
of precious metal, only those marked 
“Gold Filled” are approved by the 
Federal Trade Commission as capable 
of giving satisfactory service. 

Every Wadsworth Case conforms 
strictly to government standards of 
quality, whether that case be gold filled, 
solid gold or sterling silver. 

When you buy a watch, therefore, 
be sure that the name Wadsworth to- 
gether with one of these three govern- 
ment-approved marks is stamped in 
the case: 


Gold Filled 
Sterling 


PART OF A 
SOLID GOLD 
WATCH CASE 


Solid Gold 
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At left —the new Madison design. 
Hamilton pocket watches may be 
had in yellow, white or green gold, 
1ak or filled, plain or engraved 
Prices, $48 to $250. You can choose 
from a wide variety of cases and 


dials. 


The Broadway Limited, famous 
Pennsylvania Railroad flier, cross- 
ing the Rockville Bridge over the 
Susquehanna River. The Hamil- 
ton times this popular train. (Pic- 
ture used by permission of the 
Pennsylvania Railroad.) 


If you ran 
the Broadway Limited 
youd need HamiltoncAccuracy 


This accurate watch keeps America’s 
crack trains on schedule 


“ HAT TIME HAVE You?” Ask this 
V question of a group of business 
men. Out come their watches. One 
watch is three minutes slow, another 
five minutes fast, and so on. But ask 
this question of a group of railroad 
men. If there is any variation it is 
usually only a matter of seconds. 


Yet it is so very easy for every busi- 
ness and professional man to have a 
watch as unfailingly accurate as the 
railroad man’s. When you buy a watch, 
get the make he uses. For thirty years 
there has been one watch that has been 
generally favored on America’s rail- 
roads, a watch that has earned the 
unique distinction of beingcalled “The 
Railroad Timekeeperof America.” 


This watch of accuracy fame is 
the Hamilton. It rides in cab and 
coach of such famous fliers as the 
Twentieth Century, the California 
Limited, the Broadway Limited 
and the Olympian. When you buy 
a Hamilton, accuracy is assured. 


Ask your jeweler to show you 
a Hamilton today. He can show 
you Hamilton pocket and strap 


The new Tonneau model wrist watch for 
women. Hamilton Wrist Watches come 
in silk ribbon models, and strap models. 
Cases are plain or engraved in white or 
green gold, 14k or filled. omen’s wrist 
watches $48and $60. Men’s strap watches 
$50 to $85. 


watches for men, and charming 
wrist watches for women. We have 
prepared a very useful little booklet 
“The Care of Your Watch.” We 
will send it on request. Write also 
for a copy of our new illustrated 
booklet, “The Timekeeper.” 
Address Dept. 4-G2, Hamilton 
Watch Company, on the Lincoln 
Highway, Lancaster, Pa., U. S. A. 


Scattergood Wings 
a Bird of Prey 


(Continued from page 55) 


and give reasons, what then, eh? W-al, 
I’ve seen ye, and I’ve said my say. G’-by, 
Prester.” 

The old man’s eyes changed again, 
not now to light as they had done, but to 
become frightened, haunted. ` He opened 
his mouth as if to speak, but no words 
came. Scattergood glanced out of the 
corner of his eye at the nephew, whose 
close-set eyes were fixed upon his uncle’s 
face with level, imperative gaze. 

Scattergood withdrew, to return to his 
place on the piazza of his hardware store, 
where through the afternoon he sat in 
silence, twiddling his bare toes and 
oblivious to the life which flowed so 
unhurriedly about him. It was Pliny 
Pickett who aroused him. 

“Howdy, Pliny,” Scattergood said. 

“Howdy, Scattergood.” 

“Pliny, if I was to tell you this here 
town’s restin? under the shadder of 
suthin’ malign, what ’ud you say?” 

“I calc’late,” said Pliny, “I wouldn’t 
say anythin’—till I got the p’tic’lars.” 

“And if I was to hazard a guess that 
murder was bein’ contemplated?” 

“Pd listen,” said Pliny. 

Scattergood’s eyes lit for an instant 
with an inward smile. ‘‘W-al,” he said, 
“both of them things is.” 

“Dew tell!’ said Pliny. “I hope ye 
hain’t goin’ to say suthin’ that ’ll lay ye 
open to bein’ sued for slander.” 

“I hain’t,” said Scattergood; “but I 
calc’late to do suthin’ to lay me open to 
wuss—pervidin’ I git ketched at it.” 

“Um,” said Pliny, in careful imitation 
of his employer. 


GCATTERGOOD was troubled. It was 
a case in which there was much to do, 
but nowhere to get a foothold. Here, he 
saw, was an old man practically a prisoner 
and incommunicado, so much under the 
influence of a stronger will—or of fear— 
that he himself could give no assistance. 
And nowhere a pin point of evidence 
which would justify an appeal to the 
authorities. 

Prester Larkin could not be denied the 
right to prefer one nephew over another, 
nor the privilege of bestowing his property 
by will as his whim might decree. Never- 
theless, evil was here, injustice—and Scat- 
tergood was intolerant toward injustice 
—and not only the possibility, but the 
certainty of crime. 

“Huh,” Scattergood said to Pliny; 
“you kin climb anythin’, pervidin’ you 
git you a toe-holt.” 

So now he sat roving the world with 
his mind in an effort to discover some 
chink in this apparently unscalable wall, 
into which he could insert his toe. 

“If a feller,” said Scattergood, ‘‘is 
crooked, then his impulses is crooked. 
Wherever he gits to be, he hain’t a-goin’ 
to act accordin’ to the impulses of an 
honest man, he’s goin’ to demean himself 
accordin’ to the ways of crooks.” 

“Seems as though,” agreed Pliny. 

““G’-by, Pliny.” ; 

The ex-stage driver accepted his dise. 
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missal, and Scattergood presently heaved 
himself up from his chair and ambled 
across the bridge and up the hill to the 
white house behind the picket fence 
where Ida Wood lived with her mother. 

“Idy,” he said, when he was admitted 
to the parlor—he could come to the point 
when he wished to do so—“ Idy, ever 
practice up lyin’ to any extent?” 

She smiled. ‘Bute I may jhave a 
natural proficiency I have never sus- 
pected,” she answered. 

“It’s a talent,” he said, “you been 
hidin’ under a bushel too long. Fust off, 
you’re a-goin’ to give John the mitten 
on account of him bein’ cut out of his 
uncle’s will.” 

“Mr. Baines!” 

Scattergood disregarded her expostu- 
lation. ‘Practice it, so’s you kin say it 
like you mean it,” he said. “PI tell you 
when. G’-by.” 


(THE old man’s next call was upon John 
Larkin, where he stood behind the 
counter waiting upon customers. 

“Johnny,” he said, “been studyin’ the 
haoi of this here cousin of yourn? Eh?” 

oe o.” 

“Lucky somebody has!” said Scatter- 
good. ‘‘You’re the kind of feller that 
would rig up for bass, and then go fishin’ 
for trout. All fishes has different ways of 
doin’, and you got to act in accordance, 
if you calc’late to ketch anythin’.” 

“Of course,” said John. 

“This here fish we got in mind sets in 
the shadders on Prester’s front stoop 
every night after Prester gits to sleep. 
Sets there a-smokin’ in the dark.” 

John waited. 

“Stoop hain’t six foot from the walk.” 

“But the lilacs are between, so the 
porch is hid,” said John. 

“You and Idy git ready to walk past 
there to-night. Pi 


iny’ll tell ye when to 
start. You jest kind of saunter along, and 
when you git there in the dark you're 
a-goin’ to stop and talk.” 

‘About what?” asked John. 


“TIl tell ye soon’s the time comes,” | 


said Scattergood. ‘‘G’-by, John.” 

So it came about that, a few minutes 
before nine that night, Pliny Pickett 
appeared at the Woods’ fence, and 
whispered, ‘Ye kin commence now.” 

John and Ida walked down the hill, 
arm in arm, until they reached the dark 
area which spread before Prester’s house, 
the cavern caused by the great maples 
above, which obscured the arc light on the 
corner. The porch itself was a mass of 
impenetrable blackness behind its screen 


of tall lilacs—though one who watched | 


might have seen the glowing and waning 
of a spark of fire in the end of a cigarette. 

As the couple approached the house. 
John’s voice lifted in expostulation: 

“But, Ida, you—why, you wouldn’t 
send me away just for that!” 

“ Just for that! You speak as if it were 
a little thing. Surely, you don’t expect 
me to marry you on what you can earn in 
the store. It was different when we all! 
knew your uncle was going to leave you 
his money.” 

“Ida,” said John, “can you keep a 
secret? You have said I took this pretty 
calmly—and there was a reason. But 
Lawyer Norton told me to be very quiet 
about it. The reason is that bm all 
right.” 
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“All right? What do you mean?” 

“You mustn’t let a whisper of it get 
out—but I don’t care what will Uncle 
makes. I’m safe. It’s the agreement.” 

“What agreement?” 

“The one Uncle made with me when 
I was twenty-one—five years ago. You 
remember when I made up my mind to 
go away and start out for myself?” 


“He signed a paper then, in Lawyer 
Norton’s office, and it is all witnessed 
and everything. It’s a contract, and all 
legal. I can’t tell it to you in the language 
Lawyer Norton wrote it out in, but what 
it means is that I agree to stay with Uncle 
and work for him and look after his affairs 
until he dies, and that I sha’n’t have any 
salary for it; but that he set a fair value 
on what I’d already done—ten thousand 
dollars that was—from the time I was a 
boy till I was twenty-one; and the paper 
recognizes it as a debt. That’s ten thou- 
sand I have coming all fair and legal, and 
recognized as a charge against the estate.” 

“But that’s not much.” 

“No; that’s just the start of it. The 
rest of the agreement is that if I stay with 
him, and he lives twenty years, I am to 
get everything—as fair wages. And if I 
stay less than twenty years, or he dies 
sooner, I am to get five thousand for 
every year, and a kind of a bonus of ten 
thousand at the end of every five years. 
Do you see?” 

“So he really owes you—” 

“Right now he owes me fifty thousand 
dollars, and the estate’ll have to pay it, 
no matter who he wills it to.” 

oe Larkin, is this the truth?” 

“Tt is, and Pll show you the paper to- 
morrow. I would to-night, but Lawyer 
Norton’s away. He’s got it in that old 
safe of his.” 

She sniffed. “Safe! You don’t mean 
you keep a paper as important as that in 

r. Norton's safe. Why, it isn’t a safe at 
all! I don’t believe he can shut the door 
of it, let alone lock it!” 

“I tell you what. To-morrow, IIl get 
it and show it to you, and then I’ll take 
it to the bank and put it in one of their 
safety boxes.” 
wo don’t you neglect it, either,” said 

a: 

Now, having reached an agreement, the 
oung man and woman sauntered along. 
or five minutes the cigarette end glowed 

on the dark porch; then it disappeared. 


HE young Mr. Larkin who had stayed 
in ‘he darkness, listening, was in a 
savage humor; he felt himself deceived and 
defrauded. The old man in the house had 
never told him of such an agreement— 
and here was fifty thousand dollars 
slipping out of his clutches. The game 
was ceasing to be worth the candle. One 
might put a rope about his neck for a 
hundred thousand, but for an uncertain 
half of that it would be folly. 

But he was not the sort to give over an 
enterprise easily, nor to be daunted by the 
first obstacle to appear. He Pea e 
the matter for a quarter of an hour. The 
paper was in an old safe; to-morrow it 
would be taken to the safety of the bank 
where it could not be got at. He lifted 
his shoulders and went into the house 
softly. 

Coldriver is a town that retires early. 
The electric lights go off at ten-thirty, 


and thereafter few persons are to be seen 
abroad. Young Mr. Larkin waited for 
that hour, and for some time afterward, 
and then, stealthily and by devious ways, 
he made his progress toward the post 
office building, on the second floor of 
which was Lawyer Norton’s office. 

In the areaway he paused; not a sign 
of life was visible on the square, so, like a 
shadow, he flitted across the face of the 
building, to disappear in the doorway 
which gave upon the stairs. Softly he 
mounted the creaking steps, and so 
arrived at the door of Lawyer Norton’s 
room. It was locked, but with no modern 
and intricate device. The third key the 
young man tried turned the bolt, and he 
entered. 

A cautious flashlight showed him the 
ancient safe in the corner, and, to his 
amusement, he saw that its door was not 
even tightly closed. Probably time had 
so warped it that it would not fit in its 
grooves. In an instant he had it open 
and was on his knees poring over its 
cluttered contents. Then hiseyes gleamed, 
for in a little drawer he had come most 
unexpectedly upon a bundle of currency: 
new bills in denominations of fifty and a 
hundred dollars. Twenty-five hundred 
dollars in all. What man of his type 
could forgo this unexpected bounty? So 
he shoved the notes in his pocket, and 
went on with the search for the paper 
which was his objective. 


OF a sudden and most disconcertingly, 
the door was thrust open; the office 
filled with. lights and with people, and be- 
fore the young man could rise to his feet 
and offer resistance, the vast bulk of Sherif 
Ulysses Watts was upon his back. Scatter- 
good Baines was there, and Pliny Pickett, 
and the marshal, and Lawyer Norton. 

“ Better search him fust,” said Scatter- 
good. 

“Heres a wad of money,” said the 
sheriff. 

“What I drew to close the Hickson deal 
in the morning,” said Mr. Norton. 

“Um. .. . Prester Larkin’s nephew, 
too,” said Scattergood. “Um. Kind of 
hard on the old man, eh? That was so 
fond of him and all. W-al, can’t be helped, 
kin it? Twenty year or more’s what this 
here caper’ll cost ye, young feller. Ketched 
red-handed.” 

Young Mr. Larkin said nothing, for 
reasons which are obvious. 

“Anythin’ to offer?” Scattergood asked. 

Young Mr. Larkin had. is tongue 
was loosed. He cursed his captors, he 
paid burning attention to Coldriver, he 
alluded to his uncle. In short, he was 
abundantly inclusive, and by no means 
reticent. 

„ Jest a minute,” said Scattergood, 
more comp’ny comin’.” 

They turned to see old Prester totter 
through the door, supported by Ida 
Wood. He stared about him. 

“What’s this here?” he demanded 
querulously. “What for be I dragged 
out of my bed and fetched here? Say!” 

“It was done,” said Scattergood, “for 
your gen’ral good. Jest by way ot 
convincin’ ye. This here new nephew 
of yourn was jest ketched robbin’ Nor- 
ton’s safe. . . . The nephew you up and 
kicked out John for. The nephew that 
you wasn’t dyin’ soon enough to suit. 
mebbe.” 
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Young Larkin started, and glared. 

“Murder was in your heart,” said 
Scattergood, “‘even if ’twa’n’t yet on your 
hands. And lyin’ and cheatin’... . Be 
ye convinced, Prester?” 

“T’—the old man faltered—“I was 
afraid of him. But I dasn’t complain. 
Kep’ me shet up in the house and all. . . . 
Kep’ a-threatenin’ me! Said if I opened 
my mouth he’d pizen me.” His bon 
hands trembled. ‘‘Scattergood, you hain’t 
a-goin’ to let him git back at me, be ye? 
He’s threatened me, he has. He made 
me fix a will fer him. He—” 

“Hear that, young feller?” 

Young Mr. Larkin scowled; but did not 
answer. 

“Now,” said Scattergood, “‘mebbe 
justice demands you sh’u’d be shet up for 
twenty year or so; but the’s circum- 
stances that pervents—circumstances sur- 
roundin’ this here matter of the safe. 
They hain’t goin’ to be made clear to ye; 
but they’re sich as move me to give ye a 
chanct. Sheriff, turn him loose. Youn 
feller, you start to run. You're escapin’, 
and you want to escape fast... . And 
don’t never, on no account, show your 
face in this here state agin. Scoot!” 

Young Mr. Larkin was dazed, uncom- 
phere , but not by any means dumb. 

e scooted. 


CATTERGOOD shook his head dole- 
\J fully when the young man was gone. 
“Wisht Icould’a’ give him his jest deserts,” 
he said; “but, somehow, ’twouldn’t never 
set on my stummick if I did. No, I 
couldn’t never send a feller to prison fer 
a crime I tricked him into committin’. 
W-al, Sheriff and folks, much obleeged. 
And you, Prester Larkin, if you got any 
sense, you'll git back your nephew John 
before daylight, and you'll cling to him 
like he’s allus clung to you. And here- 
after, when ye hain’t able to tell the 
difference between a fine, upstandin’, 
honest boy, and a skunk—why, call in 
some of the neighbors to help ye out!” 

The old man sank into a chair. 
knowed, after the fust little while; but 
the’ was nothin’ I dast do. But I kin 
commence now. Lawyer Norton, I can’t 
sleep this here night till I set matters 
right. Set and draw up a efon will fer me 


«I 


to sign. And somebody git Johnny fer me. 
Tell him me and him’s to be equal part- 
ners while I linger, and he gits al? when 
I’m gone!” 

Scattergood chuckled. ‘It’s come out 
full better’n I expected,” he said. “Seems 
like the Evil One don’t use good jedgment. 
He hain’t content. He goes and fills a 
feller up with wickedness and the kind of 
brains that thinks wickedness; but he 
don’t put on no stop-cock nor no gover- 
nor, like you might say. He allus turns 
it on full, so as the righteous, if they got 
sense enough, kin hitch on a hose and turn 
it every which way, accordin’ to their 
need. . . . Trouble is, folks tries to 
stem the current instid of usin’ it. No. 
The way to git the best of any crooked 
feller is jest to give him a chanct to 
employ his talents.” 

He cleared his throat, as was his cus- 
tom before uttering the nib of his dis- 
course. ‘“‘The real defect in wickedness,” 
he said, “is that it’s equipped with 
a steerin’ dee-vice for them that knows 
how to use it!” 
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Many long years ago Longines Watches ac- 
quired honor and merit for measuring time 
accurately. Official observatory tests proved 
them. At International exhibitions they won 
the Grand Prizes. Time, and occasions, added 
honor to honor until good jewelers all over 
the world recognized the supreme accuracy 
of Longines. 


Then, in the pockets of hundreds of thousands 
of owners of all nationalities, Longines 
Watches lived up to their reputations. In all 
these i ces Time has only proved and re- 
proved Longines accuracy. 


Is it not remarkable that this accuracy can be 
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Official Government Observatory Awards 


WATCH 


At U. S. Naval Observatory --- 
Washington: Longines have been 
first in order of merit in all Inter- 
national Trials. Since 1916 more 
Longines Watches passed six 
months’ Accuracy Trial and were 
accepted than all others combined. 


At Geneva Observatory---Switzer- 
land: This year Longines again ob- 
tained first prize of series, dupli- 
eating results of 1923 and 1924. 


At Neuchatel Observatory ---Swit- 
serland: 366 awards in Accuracy 
Contests since 1905. During 1924 
Longines received 17 first prizes. 


At Kew Teddington Observatory--- 
England:132 awards in Accuracy 
Contests since 1910 (1918 year’s 
record for the best performance). 
Sincé 1919 every Longines Watch 
submitted passed trial with mention 
‘especially good."’ 
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A Trail Blazer’s Adventures at the 
Top of the World 


(Continued from page 14) 


Snyder House was famous for them. 
There were two, which I had brought up the 
river two thousand miles from St. Michael. 
They were in great demand both for 
bathing and for sleeping purposes. You 
see, at night I put springs over them. 
Owing to the tendency of the springs to 
slip down into the rahe and disturb the 
tub guests, I charged them reduced rates 
—two and one-half dollars for six hours’ 
repose. 

“I think I had more fun in the Koyu- 
kuk than in any other camp in Alaska. I 
stayed there four years—a long time for 
me to remain in one spot. I often think 
of those times, when all the boys sat 
around the stove in Brainy. Jones’s 
Saloon, swapping lies. 

“ Brainy earned his name the first day 
he hit camp. You see, he was broke then, 
and had to take a job with some Indians 
unloading lumber from a scow that was 
tied up to the river bank. He was a wiry 
little cuss, and wore a cap pulled low and 
tough-like, with the peak sideways. His 
nose was peaked, too, and twisted the other 
way. When he started unloading that lum- 
ber he took only one board at a time, while 
the Indians carried half a dozen. Finally, 
one observing redskin began packing a 
single board. The foreman asked him, 
‘How come?’ The Indian replied with 
dignity, ‘Me brainy—all same fral 

“Of course that was before the days of 
prohibition, when the Koyukuk was 
known as the home of the sincere drinker. 
I’ve never tasted a drop in my life. The 
fellow who drinks much doesn’t stand up 
under the hardships of the trail, you know. 
I remember once I had to make a run of 
two hundred and twenty-five miles in 
three days with my dogs. One of those 
days I ran seventy-four miles at the gee 
pole of my sled. If I had been a liquor 
drinker, I never could have done that.” 


QMITH straightened his athletic shoul- 
ders and flexed his arm muscles. “It’s 
remarkable what this old body will 
stand,” he laughed. ‘‘I recall one winter 
in Nome, when I started out to stake some 
claims which had been thrown open for 
relocation. I had driven my dogs about 
eighteen miles when a howling blizzard 
broke loose. Battling against it threw 
me off my course, and I began going in 
circles, trying to pick up some claim 
stakes to. ascertain my position. But 
they were all buried in the snow. 

“Darkness found me and my dogs 
utterly exhausted from wallowing in the 
drifts. I had neither food nor camp equip- 
ment, as I had planned to stop with a 
prospector up the river; so all I could do 
was to stamp down the snow to make a 
poor shelter for my team, and then try to 
keep myself from freezing. 

“My clothes were wet, and frozen on the 
outside. In order to keep my blood circu- 
lating I had to walk round and round my 
sled. The blizzard howled and pelted 
me with snow, making each step harder 
and heavier, until I could scarcely put 
one foot before the other. Once I sat 


down, but only for a moment. Instantly 
I found mysl going to sleep. It took 
every ounce of determination I had to 
force myself upon my feet again. It 
seemed a year before daylight came. 
“By that time the snow was four feet 
deep—and the nearest road-house four- 
teen miles away. It was up to me to make 
a trail through it that my dogs could 
follow. I knew this was nearly impossible, 
because I had no snowshoes. However, I 
made an effort. At every step I’d go 
nearly to my waist in the soft stuff, and 
the dogs refused to budge an inch. Then 
I went on all fours—but that also was a 
failure. Finally, in desperation, I rolled. 
Hard work? It was the toughest job I 
ever tackled in my life—but my team 


followed my short trail. 
“I KEPT that up for hours. That night 
I again walked round my sled in order 
to keep awake. The wind had gone down, 
but it was still snowing. My dogs and I, 
without food for two days, were ravenous. 
Weakness was beginning to take hold of 
me too—and the cold. I kept plodding 
round and round the sled, and pretty 
soon things began to look at me out of the 
darkness—Things that never existed, you 
know. I could hear music too, and fellows 
calling jolly invitations to me from palm 
groves that appeared to be just off there 
on the tundra. Delicious whiffs of roast- 
ing meat and hot bread and coffee came 
so realistically that I could hardly keep 
myself from wandering off in search of 
the food they seemed to promise. And 
sleep—sleep beanie a tangible thing—a 
great, beneficent, soft-breasted mother 
who was trying to cradle me in her arms. 
I had to beat my hands against the iron 
runners of my sled and hurt myself, to 
keep from settling agaist the snow and 
drifting off into the oblivion that meant 
death. 

“Toward morning it stopped snowing 
and the temperature fell. A keen wind 
began to blow, strong and cold as ice. 
It looked mighty like freezing for Sandy 
Smith, I can tell you. But f lay down 
and rolled out the trail for the dogs, going 
as fast as I could. It wasn’t long before 
the wind became so cold that a crust froze 
on the snow. That’s what saved my life. 
The crust was soon strang enough to 
support the weight of the team and my- 
self. Two hours later, with my poor 
hungry dogs dragging at my heels, I 
staggered into the Safety Road-house. 
A bunch of the fellows were there storm- 
bound. They knew I was lost in the bliz- 
zard without food or sleeping bag or snow- 
shoes. When I stumbled in, the road- 
house keeper was trying to lay bets a 
hundred to one that Td never come 
through alive.” 

Smith, like many Alaskan adventurers, 
used to spend the long winter nights por- 
ing over a map of the country, and figur- 
ing out on paper new routes of travel. In 
common with many other ‘‘sourdoughs.” 
he was possessed with the idea of poling a 
small boat up one of the northern tribu- 
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A larger chance to get ahead 


—a finer place to live 


Are you willing to work for success? Then 
you can succeed in the Pacific Northwest! 

This great, rich, growing country offers 
you achance to grow with it. 

A vast development is under way today. 
The Pacific Northwest invites you to share 
its fruits. The price of success here, as else- 
where, is hard work. But you will find that 
here, if anywhere, the rewards of working, 
planning and saving are rich and sure and 
lasting. 


People who prosper 
Thousands of families like yours have al- 
ready found greater opportunity and hap- 
piness in the Pacific Northwest. 

Their earning power is greater than the 
average. In the past 10 years bank savings 
have trebled. They have resources that 
provide 50 per cent more than the national 
average for the education of their children. 
A higher percentage of them own homes 
and automobiles. 

And these people are rich in still other 
ways. 


A wonderful place to live 
They live in a natural wonderland. The 


most beautiful outdoors in the world is in 
their front yards. They enjoy the moun- 
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tains, woods, ocean beaches, lakes, streams 
and all the wonderful beauty around them. 

They have a delightful and invigorating 
climate. And, the records show, they are 
the healthiest people in America. 


Model cities and towns. 


The Pacific Northwest’s great cities are 
models for cleanliness, healthfulness and 
beauty. Its smaller towns are up-to-date, 
progressive, and attractive. 

There is every social, educational and 
recreational advantage for your family. 
Schools and colleges rank among the best 
in America. 

The people of the Pacific Northwest lack 
none of the things that make life finer, 
richer and better. 


A free book for you 


The Pacific Northwest is ready to welcome 
you—make room for you—help you along 
to success. 

The free illustrated book, ‘“The Land of 
Opportunity Now,” describes in detail the 
things you want to know about the Pacific 
Northwest— Washington, Oregon, Idaho, 
Montana and Wyoming. Sign and mail 
the coupon for it now. 


The Chicago Burlington & Quincy R.R. 
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taries of the Yukon to the summit of 
the Endicott Range, portaging the craft 
across that great waterhead of the Arctic, 
and then floating north into the Arctic 
Ocean. 

“There’s something about forcing a 
boat up over the top of a mountain range 
and then floating north down a river that 
sort of gets pulling at a fellow, you know,” 
he explained. “My partner, Bill Berry— 
poor fellow afterward froze to death in 
the Arctic—used to talk with me about 
it by the hour. Many had tried it before 
our time; but those who didn’t come back 
were buried along the way. 

“One day an Eskimo came into our 
cabin on Wild Creek and told us about a 
creek full of gold up in the Endicotts. He 
even marked the a on the map. After 
that, Bill and I couldn’t rest for thinking 
of that gold and the trip over the range. 
We made a raft and floated down the 
Koyukuk River to a little town called 
Bettles, where we whipsawed some lumber 
and built a boat.” aakh laughed remi- 
niscently. 

“The boys used to come down in squads 
while we worked on the boat, and cheer 
us with such remarks as: ‘Why be so 
particular with this craft, Sandy. Yov’ll 
never make the summit—and you should 
worry what your coffin looks like!’ You 
see, our boat looked rather freakish, and 
we didn’t know ourselves whether she’d 
float or turn turtle when she got into the 
water. That’s why Bill and I launched her 
in the middle of the night when the camp 
was asleep. We didn’t want the boys to 
have the laugh on us. 

“But ‘Black Betsey’—that’s what we 
called her—was no slouch when she got 
into the river. She looked regular when 
she was loaded with our two-year outfit 
and our seven dogs. Slim and Growler, 
my Mackenzie River Huskies, were with 
me on that trip. We started up the John 
River. It’s one of the swiftest, most 
dangerous streams in the Far North. To 
buck it we had to pole, pack, line, and 
skid old ‘Betsey’ and the whole outfit. 

“I remember how many a time we'd 
come to the bottom of some rapids, and 
have to unload everything onto the bank, 
hitch the dogs and ourselves to the boat, 
and then, with the team pulling and Bill 
and me on all fours digging into the gravel 
with them, it would take us sometimes an 
hour to drag ‘Betsey’ just a little way. 
When we got the boat past the swift 
water, we'd have to go back and pack the 
outht in relays to where ‘Betsey’ lay. 


“ (QNCE, when Bill was in the stern of 
the ‘Betsey’ poling her, and I was on 
the end of the towline with the dogs, the 
bank caved in, and down into theicy, rush- 
ing river I went—dogs and all. When I 
got my head out I was unable to raise my 
hands to help myself, on account of the 
wide gauntlet gloves I wore. Filled with 
water they, held me under like a vise. 
“In the meantime, the dogs were 
snarling and fighting on top of me, some 
trying to make one side of the river and 
some the other. Bill, seeing that they 
were drowning me, tried to come to my 
rescue, but it was slow work. He had only 
the pole with which to get ‘Betsey’ 
through the rocky rapids to the shore. 
With my hands helpless, all I could do 
was throw a leg over the dog line, and try 
to bite the rope in two to release the 


animals. After fifteen minutes or so, 
when I began to lose consciousness under 
the fighting dogs, my leaders, Slim and 
Growler, got the best of the others and 
swam for the bank. The remaining five 
followed, towing me along with them. I 
just managed to crawl out on the gravel 
as Bill reached me. It took me two days 
to recover from the experience, and from 
that day to this I’ve never worn a gaunt- 
let glove. 

“Well, it took us thirty-two days to 
get ‘Betsey’ to the top of the Endicott 
Mountains. It was a great day for Bill 
and me when we stood high on the crest 
of the range looking out toward the Arctic. 
I don’t know how to express it, but some 
way I felt as if we'd ridden on top of our 
troubles to the peak of the world. My 
body with its bruises and aches just 
seemed to drop away from me for a while. 
I felt light and fine and near to Bi 
Things— Oh, you know what I mean. 
know Bill felt the same, because he 
turned to me after a long spell of silence. 
His eyes were shining and he spoke rever- 
ently, as if he were in church, ‘Sandy,’ 
he says, sweeping his big arm over the 
country lying below us, ‘Sandy, don’t it 
beat hell!’ 

“We packed our outfit across the 
divide with our dogs, and skidded ‘Betsey’ 
over on willows we ‘had brought forty 
miles for the purpose. Nothing grows up 
there, you know. Then we launched our 
boat again in the headwaters of the 
Anaktuvuk River, flowing north into the 
Arctic.” 


GMITH half closed his eyes, as if visual- 
izing that river. ‘ Flowing isn’t exactly 
the word that fits the Anaktuvuk,” he 
continued, with a wry smile. “As a 
matter of fact, it runs swifter than the 
milltails of—of the infernal regions. And 
it certainly was full of little surprises for 
Bill and me. It started off with a glacier 
that jutted out along the stream for over 
a mile. The glacier peppered the width of 
the river with great boulders and blocks 
of ice, against which the water dashed 
furiously. 

“Neither Bill nor I could ever figure 
out how we made a landing before we 
reached that glacier—but make it we did. 
Something inside us bigger than ourselves 
did it for us. Anyway, on the bank across 
from the ice wall, Bill landed, and with 
the stern line of ‘Betsey’ fastened about 
his waist he pulled back. I got out on a 
boulder at the bow and steadied her. 
They were so thick, those rocks, that 1 
could leap from one to another as I 

uided her down the stream. Once, when 
f slipped, she got away from me in the 
swift current, and poor Bill was yanked 
into the water. He churned around there 
for half an hour before I could get out to 
help him. We had to rest three days that 
time, as both of us were pretty well 
battered. 

“Our luck was good, though, until we 
hit the Colville River. I’ll never forget 
the day we found ourselves shooting down 
toward two low, flat boulders that almost 
filled the stream from bank to bank like a 
stone wall. Between them was a slit, 
through which the whole Colville rushed 
like a mill race. We had to steer so as to 
make that slit, or be dashed to pieces on 
those rocks. 


“I steered for the cleft. There was a 
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roar, a terrific jar, and ‘Betsey’ was stuck 
fast between the two rocks! The river 
came pouring in over the stern, sweeping 
dogs, outfit, and everything else out of the 
boat. Bill and I managed to get onto one 
of the boulders and drag ‘Betsey’ up with 
us. We found nothing left in her but a 
small sack of beans, one of flour, and some 
dried apples. These had become wedged 
under a seat with a tarpaulin; otherwise, 
we wouldn’t have had a thing. 

“T have to laugh now when I think of 
that day. When Bill and I sat on the rock 
after the disaster, looking at each other, 


| the only thing I thought of was a pot of 


beans I’d cooked that morning! The loss 
of those cooked beans seemed more than 
I could bear! I’ve noticed it’s always 
some little, picayune thing like that which 
seems to get a fellow in such a crisis. 


s H, YES, we fixed the boat—she was 

smashed a bit—and gathered up the 
dogs and wept on. We had to. There 
were no matches to build a fire, so we 
chewed raw beans and ate flour and water 
and dried apples. 

“The Eskimo’s creek full of gold? Well, 
that turned out to be fools gold—iron 
pyrites. We didn’t worry over that, 
though. We went down to the mouth of 
the Colville, and out into the Arctic 
Ocean! We hadn’t much grub, nor any 
gold nor any clothes nor any money, but 
we certainly felt good. We'd done what 
hadn’t been done before—we’d brought 
old ‘Betsey’ over the range from the 
Yukon to the Arctic!” In Smith’s voice 
was the exultation of the trail blazer, the 
man who goes ahead of the pioneer. 

“Tt was late September then,” he con- 
tinued, ‘‘and we aimed to make the trad- 
ing post at Point Barrow, where we could 
get something to eat and maybe catch a 
whaler for civilization. At that time of 
the year the Arctic ice pack is moving 
toward Barrow at a lively rate, and young 
ice is forming also. It was then that we 
had the worst luck of the trip. We got 
caught in the polar pack! 

“ Poor old ‘Betsey’ was swept along and 
gouged by floes at every turn. As fast as 
she’d get damaged, Bill and,I would drag 
her out on a floe, patch her with pieces of 
the dried apple box and some thin boards 
we had in the bottom, then launch her 
apan, The old girl certainly stood by us. 

e drifted for nine days, the plaything 
of the pack. It took us way past Point 
Barrow, then changed with the current, 
and brought us half way back to the 
mouth of the Colville again. Then it took 
a notion to keep circling us in Smith’s 
Bay. 

“By that time we had nothing left but 
the flour, which we were mixing with 


| water, and eating. It was tough on the 


dogs. They huddled there in the bow of 
‘Betsey,’ looking anxiously over the side 
at the ice crunching around us, but they 
made no fuss. Slim and Growler would 
come over to me and put their muzzles 


| on my knee and look up at me, as if to 


say, ‘This is the worst mess we’ve ever 
been in, Sandy!’ But they knew if there 
was a way out, Bill and I would find it. 

“ Bill thought our time had come; but 
some Scotch instinct in me kept telling 
me we'd get out of the pack all right. And, 
sure enough, the wind changed, the pack 
opened up, and we drifted into soft slush 


| ice. At last the shore loomed up within a 


|} 
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hundred yards of us. You see, we hadn’t 
seen it for seven days, and it looked like 
heaven. 

“We took our tarpaulin and made it 
into a Christopher Columbus sail by 
putting it on an oar. The wind was blow- 
ing strong, and we rocked the boat to hel 
her through the slush. This was so thic 
it took us twelve hours to make that hun- 
dred yards.” 

Smith tells how they dragged “‘ Betsey” 
up on the shore, and started on foot for 
Point Barrow, two weak, ragged men and 
seven weaker dogs, staggering along the 
snow. Smith was ahead, trying to encour- 
age his dogs, when he came to what he 
thought was half-frozen mud. He quick- 
ened his steps, thinking to get over it as 
soon as possible, but suddenly found him- 
self sinking to his knees. His partner, 
helpless from weakness, could only watch 
him struggling there. . Finally, Smith lay 
flat on his stomach and managed to 
wallow back to solid land. 

“I crawled to where Bill was sitting, 
and we both examined the stuff on my 
shoes and overalls. Instead of mud, it 
appeared to be oil! We had never heard 
of oil in the Arctic then, and Bill and I 
thought hunger had driven us out of our 
minds. We had only a quart of flour left, 
but we mixed up a dose and ate it. It 
gave us the strength to investigate the 
vicinity. 

“Later, some Eskimos, who found our 
tracks where I’d been dripping oil at 
every step, made a bee line for Barrow, 
and told the trader there that a crazy 
white man was wandering in circles on 
the tundra. And when I came to the 
States the next spring, and tried to tell 
people about the oil up there, I began to 
think that Eskimo was right. That is 
just what everyone told me. ‘You’re 
crazy, Smith,’ said the geologists I talked 
to about oil. ‘There can’t be lakes of 
petroleum in the Arctic?” 

Of course Smith’s lakes of oil are now 
taken as a matter of course. One is ten 
and a half acres in area, the other seven 
and a half acres, with a depth averaging 
over three feet. ‘Their extreme adhesive- 
ness has made them a death trap for wild 
fowl, and even for caribou,” he declared. 


[FOUR years later, when the Government 
threw open oil land for staking, in 1921, 
a syndicate sent Smith to guide a party 
of engineers to stake the land. 

“We thought we were the only stakers 
bound for the field,” he continued, ‘“‘so 
imagine our surprise when we got aboard 
the steamer for Nome and found another 

arty headed for the same oil land! 
3elieve me, when we were put off at 
Nome, the farthest north port of call for 
passengers, there was some tall hustling. 
Fach party had to get power schooners 
to continue the journey to Point Barrow.” 

They were aie oheechabe against “sour- 
dough,” racing up through the strange 
and terrible beauty of the polar pack, 
where tall bergs cellect their whiteness in 
blue water lanes; where the weird yellow 
flare of the “ice blink” vies with the light 
of a sun that never sinks below the hori- 
zon from May to the end of July. Racing 
in a land of fantasy, where Mirage, the 
wizard, works his spells, now wiping away 
an ice-encrusted shore line, now substi- 
tuting a seemingly fair, smooth stretch 
of open water—which is but a lure to 


destruction—now erecting across the 
blood-red disk of a sun that stands still 
on the polar rim at midnight, a bridge of 
ice, tach block scintillating and refracted 
above water stained vermilion and gold. 
Smith’s schooner, puny man-made 
thing, forcing its dauntless way through 
the churning grind of the ice pack, which 
might at any moment crush it like an egg 
shell, made them feel the terror, che 
challenge, the fascination, of that tre- 
mendous power that moves steadily 
northward through Bering Strait into the 
magnetic Arctic. 
here were storms which sent the 
waves rolling over the little craft; days 
when they had to make the schooner fast 
to immense grounded bergs, which served 
to split the polar pack converging upon 
them—that relentless, cruel field where 
hills of blue ice were ever crawling over 
other hills of blue ice and crashing down 
with thunderous sounds. There were 
hours of suspense, when they wondered 
whether the trembling berg behind which 
the little boat huddled could withstand 
the impact of that frigid monster. 


HEN came the day when the sour- 
dough party found themselves com- 
letel ‘blocked by the’ pack off Wainright 
sland, one hundred and forty miles from 
their goal! 

“We knew the schooner might remain 
fast in the ice indefinitely, while a quarter 
of a mile away a channel might open up, 
permitting the other fellows to steam right 

ast us,” Smith continued. “In fact, I 

ad a hunch that they had passed us any- 
way. I knew if we expected to get the 
particular bit of oil land we had in mind, it 
was up to us to do something.” 

This “something” consisted of unload- 
ing their outfit on the ice, sledding it to 
the nearest Eskimo village, and starting 
out overland through an unknown coun- 
try. The first stage of the journey was 
along the Arctic coast, where, at that sea- 
son of the year, a narrow strip of water lay 
between the shore and the solid ice pack. 

“We loaded a small outfit into an 
oomiak—an Eskimo`boat made of sea- 
lion skins—and hitched the dogs to the 
bow, with Slim and Growler in the lead. 
They went along the shore towing the 
boat, while one of the fellows sat in the 
stern and steered. The rest of us walked. 

“After we struck inland across the 
tundra and lake country, we packed our 
outfit in relays and i skidded the 
oomiak over the ‘marsh by using great 
sealskins filled with air, according to the 
custom of the Eskimos. That countr 
was as flat as your hand. There wasn’t 
a stick of timber for hundreds of miles. 
Nothing but bog, in which we sank to our 
knees, and “‘nigger-heads,”’ which twisted 
our ankles and threw us like wrestlers. 
And mosquitoes—” Smith threw up both 
hands at the memory of them. “But the 
country had a lot of good points, at that. 
The tundra was green and dotted with 
wild flowers. Millions of ducks and 
geese swarmed about us, for that is the 
greatest nesting ground in North America, 
you know.” 

When the party reached the Arctic 
shore line again, they found they had still 
thirty miles to travel before the oil lands 
could be reached. Smith tells of coming 
to the mouth of a river where the incom- 
ing tide and the outflowing current met in 
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a turmoil that was increased by a strong 
wind. 

“Our boat was not large enough to 
carry our outfit and our men all at once, 
so, in order to avoid the long delay which 
would result from relaying, I decided that 
the party should swim the river, and then 
wed all pull on the rope and get the boat 
across. As guide, I stripped, and with the 
rope of the boat tied about me I plunged 
into the icy current. B-r-r-r! I can feel it 
yet! The other fellows, shivering, and 
naked as fishes, stood on the bank and 
cheered me. 

“ About half way over I discovered that 
the rope was not going to reach from the 
beached boat to the other side of the river, 
and a few minutes later I found myself 
towing the thing with its five-hundred- 
pound load through the worst tide rips I’d 
ever seen. I’m a good swimmer, but I 
thought I was a goner that time. The 
chop nearly smothered me, and I had to 
fight like mad to make any headway. 
When I crawled out on the opposite bank, 
I was as blue as a ripe fig. I was sixty 
years old then, and it took me all of fifteen 
minutes to get my blood circulating again. 
The other fellows decided they wouldn’t 
swim, so I unloaded the boat and went 
back after them.” s 

Twenty-five days after leaving Nome 
the sourdoughs, wet and tired, came in 
sight of the oil lakes. But lying off shore 
lay the rival schooner! 

“We had no idea how long she had been 
there,” Smith resumed. ‘“‘ But we were so 
all-in that we simply had to rest a few 
hours, though we took good care that no 
one saw us. 

“That night, however, we started out to 
look over the ground. There wasn’t a 
stake in it! You see, the boys on the 
schooner never dreamed we’d do such a 
fool thing as come overland. So they 
figured they had plenty of time. 


s WHEN they came ashore to do their 

staking the next morning they were 
certainly surprised to find the vicinity 
covered with sourdough stakes! 

“But there is enough oil land in the 
Arctic to make this of little moment, 
outside of the satisfaction of being the 
first to locate, you know. We figured the 
honors were about even. The cheechakoes 


had beat us to the ground, but we sour- 
doughs put in the first stakes.” 

Smith’s hardships have left scarcely 
a trace upon him. He looks like a strong, 
well-preserved man of forty, yet he is 
nearing sixty-five. During the war he 
tried to enlist, but was debarred by his 
age; so he became physical director for 
the Y. M. C. A. He is a member of the 
Explorers’ Club and a lecturer of ability. 
Four years ago, he and his two magnifi- 
cent Huskies, Slim and Growler, acted 
in moving pictures of the North; but 
Sandy Smith found the imitation romance 
and adventures of the silver sheet too 
tame for him. “‘Supposing we were to be 
taken in silhouette on top of a mountain,” 
he said; ‘‘well, Slim and Growler and I 
would get up there, and have to wait three 
or four hours before the hero made the 
grade.” 


VERY sourdough in the North “joshes” 
Smith about the “dude” clothes he 
wears when he comes down to the States. 
“Sure,” he admits shamelessly, “I’ve 
ot three wardrobe trunks full of the 
nest tailored clothes money can buy. 
I wore nothing but overalls for eighteen 
years at a stretch once, and I promised 
these legs of mine that if I ever dia strike 
it, they'd never know anything but the 
best pants made while I was hitting the 
paved trails of civilization!” 

Despite the restless spirit that keeps 
Smith wandering above the Circle, there 
is in him a whimsical wistfulness, a 
something that causes him to build him- 
self a dwelling at the end of every trail 
he blazes; and on all his arduous, dan- 
gerous journeys he carries with him a 
sheaf of photographs—the likenesses of 
men and women and children who are 
his stay-at-home friends in civilization. 
Whether he is tarrying in his igloo on the 
Arctic shore, or in his barabara on an 
Aleutian Island, or in his moss-chinked 
cabin in some forest of Canada or 
Siberia, those friendly faces adorn his 
rough walls. 

“In the evenings, after I’ve given Slim 
and Growler their supper, I sit and smoke 
and look at those pictures. They bring 
me a feeling of home,” explained this 
wandering bachelor who has never known 
a home. 


“THE Strangest Stories I Have Ever Heard” is a remarkably interest- 
ing article next month in which a famous world traveler relates some 
queer and mysterious incidents, including stories of stolen treasure 


and of head-hunters. 


From the remote places of the earth he has 


collected these stories, which are sure to grip and hold your interest. 
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gentle way was said to have been part of 
an original grant from the Crown of Eng- 
land to some of his forbears. So you see 
he was no newcomer to these parts. 
When any of his folks passed away they 
were carried to a wooded knoll just across 
the road from the house. For a hundred 
pee and more the family managed to 
eep together in life and in death. There 
were no marble slabs or rounded mounds 
in this quaint burial ground to give a hint 
of the real character of the place. Nestled 


as it was in a sheltered cove, with blue 
mountains around, guarded by giant 
hemlocks and flanked by laurel and 
holly, with squirrels chattering in the 
branches and redbirds flashing in the 
sunlight, it was a fitting resting-place for 
these sturdy people of the hills. f 
My friend had got along with little 
schooling; but by seeing things that 
others missed, by remembering what he 
saw and heard, and by a long life lived 
close to the heart of nature, he had 
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How your face will 
enjoy this sensation 


You did your face a big favor when 
you emancipated it from soreness 
and irritation by feeding it Mennen 
Shaving Cream. 


Now you can bringsome real cheer 
and sunshine into the rather un- 
eventful life of your countenance. 


After you obliterate the matin 
whiskers, rub into the shaved area 
a little Mennen Skin Balm. This 
remarkable balm disappears in half 
a minute—and then the fun begins! 


First you feel a business-like bite, 
then a waveofinvigorating coolness. 
A subtle, spicy odor entertains your 
olfactory nerves. 


You look in vain for a trace of the Skin 
Balm. It has gone—leaving behind it a 
new look of good grooming, a novel sense 
of facial well-being. 

You’d be addicted to Mennen Skin Balm 
merely for the kick and pleasure of it. But 
if you’re puritanical, soothe your conscience 
with the thought that there’s real benefit 
and antiseptic value in Skin Balm treat- 
ments. 

This sensational success comes in big 50c 
tubes. No bottle to leak or break. If you 
are not enthusiastic, return tube to me for 
full refund. 
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Service cannot stop 


The telephone, like the human heart, must repair itself while 
it works. The telephone system never rests, yet the ramifications 
of its wires, the reach of its cables and the terminals on its switch- 
boards must ever increase. Like an airplane that has started 
on a journey across the sea, the telephone must repair and extend 
itself while work is going on. 

To cut communication for a single moment would interrupt 
the endless stream of calls and jeopardize the well-being and 
safety of the community. The doctor or police must be called. 
Fire may break out. Numberless important business and social 
arrangements must be made. 

Even when a new exchange is built and put into use, service is 
not interrupted. Conversations started through the old are cut 
over and finished through the new, the talkers unconscious that 
growth has taken place while the service continues. 

Since 1880 the Bell System has grown from 31 thousand to 
16 million stations, while talking was going on. In the last five 
years, additions costing a billion dollars have been made to the 
system, without interrupting the service. 
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amassed a store of varied information 
that to me was nothing less than mar- 
velous. Many times I have sat on his 
little back porch until long after mid- 
night, drinking in his sage comments on 
men and things, delivered in that slow 
mountain drawl that was delicious. 

Unlike most of his clan, he did not 
smoke, but as a chewer of tobacco and a 
dead shot with the juice thereof, he was 
in a class to himself. One dark night we 
two were seated on the little porch while 
he talked and I listened, when, leaning 
forward, he spat between his fingers far 
out in the yard. The discharge was 
instantly followed by the sinister “‘z-z-z-z- 
z-r-r-r-r-r° of a rattlesnake, probably 
surprised and angered by the sudden 
deluge. 

Without a break in the story he was 
telling, the speaker slowly arose (he did 
everything slowly, by the way), picked 
up a lantern, walked down the steps, 
killed the snake, came back, hung up the 
lantern, and went on with the conversa- 
tion, as if killing rattlesnakes were nothing 
more than slapping ata fly. As for me, 
I managed to get both feet up in m 
chair, and for the rest of the evening I 
tried to sit on them! 


THIS lovable man was not exactly lazy, 
but he could think up more reasons, 
and good ones too, for quitting work than 
anyone else I ever knew. 

have known him to lose a whole 
day’s work in the field, when the cockle- 
burs were fast catching up with the corn, 
to show some stranger a “nigh cut” to 
Master’s Creek, a famous trout stream in 
his mountains. 

Though he had the strength of an ox, 
he did not believe in wasting it on minor . 
jobs about the house. A plank might give 
way under one of the legs of the dinin 
table; a shingle might blow off the roof; 
a pane of glass might drop out of a window, 
or the front steps might tumble down; 
but it would likely be a year, or maybe 
two, before they were attended to. The 
kitchen leaked something awful, and one 
day I saw his wife cooking dinner while 
she held an open umbrella over the stove 
to protect the soup from the rain. He 
was always “just going” to do things. 

When oo knew ae family they were 
living in a ramshackle, one-story house: 
but when summer boarders began to come 
in increasing numbers another story was 
added. It never was entirely finished. 
One year, the flooring in a room might be 
laid, and the next, if the men-folks had 
time, they might hang a door. 

When the addition to the house was 
begun an enormous scaffold was built 
around it, reaching from the ground to 
the roof. It was not taken down for 
eighteen years—and it fell down then. 

t was dreadfully in the way, particu- 
larly about the front “ peazza” where the 
guests gathered. One night it rained as 
it can only in the mountains, and my bed 
got the full benefit of it, as it was against 
an open window. I tried to close the 
window, but found it would not budge, 
as a piece of scantling, a part of the 
scaffold, was nailed hard and fast to the 
inside of the frame. The next morning, 
while my clothes were being dried out 
in the kitchen, I asked why the scaffold 
had never been taken down, and my host, 


| in that delightful, leisurely way of his, 
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said he thought he might want to paint 
the house sometime, and if he ever did, 
the scaffold would come in handy. But 
the house was never painted. 

I do not suppose it was intentional, 
but everything about the place was 
arranged in the most inconvenient man- 
ner possible. For instance, the cows were 
kept in a pasture on the side of the 
mountain quite a distance from the house, 
and almost directly above it, while the 
calves were quartered in another pasture 
half a mile down the road, in the opposite 
direction. Twice a day, morning and eve- 
ning, in all kinds of weather, the calves had 
to be driven past the house and up a 
mountain trail to the cow pasture, before 
any milking could be done. 

or generations, every drop of water 
used for household purposes was toted 
from a spring, probably a quarter of a mile 
from the house, and by a winding trail so 
steep and slippery that a Rocky Mountain 
goat would have had to mind his p’s and 
q’s to make it. And this in face of the 
fact that a clear, cold mountain stream 
tumbled over the rocks a short distance 
above the house, and that piping it down 
in homemade troughs would have been 
a simple task. 

-One day I asked my friend why he did 
not bring water down by gravity instead 
of carrying it in buckets from the spring. 
He spat meditatively, and told me that 
he had “thought about it.” © 

But, with all of his shortcomings, his 
heart was of pure gold, and his Eindly 
sympathy and his understanding nature 
drew others to him without their knowing 
or caring how. A grip of his hand sent a 
winelike glow through your veins, and 
you felt that, once a friend, he was 
always a friend, with a loyalty as fixed 
and enduring as the everlasting hills. 


ANOTHER valued friend, that I proba- 
bly {would never have heard of had I 
not met him as a fellow boarder in this 
home that wore a scaffold, was an ex-Con- 
federate soldier, who, it seemed, had man- 
aged to get into every scrap from Bull Run 
to Appomattox. He was a little bit of a 
man. I doubt if he would have weighed 
much over a hundred pounds, eyeglasses, 
whiskers, and all. But he carried himself 
like a grenadier, and never for a moment 
forgot that for four years he had been a 
soldier under Lee. It was hard to associ- 
ate him with battles, bullets, bloodshed, 
and the like, as he was about the most 
mild-mannered human being I had ever 
seen. He might have been taken for a 
superannuated circuit-rider, or a retired 
prescription clerk; but never for a soldier. 

From what I gathered, he must have 
marched thousands of miles, mostly on 
rainy nights, with nothing to eat except 
an occasional ration of parched corn. By 
putting two and two together, and by 
piecing out fragments of information 
casually dropped, I was able to figure 
out that he had taken part in no less than 
three major engagements, with nothing 
more staying under his belt than a glass 
of buttermilk given him by the most 
beautiful girl he had ever seen. 

One of his peculiarities was that he 
could not talk and walk at the same time 
—one had to give way to the other. When 
he began a story, he halted, brought his 
heels together with a click, and stood at 
attention until it was finished. As a rule, 


The Tired 


who may som 


He’s a kindly, well-meaning old fellow, but 


somehow a failure. Seems as if he never 
could quite make the grade. 


Too frequently now you will find him 
scanning the Help Wanted columns of the 
newspapers, searching for something—for 
anything—to do. You feel a tinge of pity as 
you pass him by, and breathe a hope that 
you will never come to that. 


Yet that broken man of fifty or fifty-five 
was once as young as you. At twenty or 
twenty-five, he viewed the future with con- 
fident eyes, and dreamed his dream of suc- 
cess even as you are dreaming yours today. 
But he simply dreamed. 


And the months went by and the years, 
and slowly, but surely, the dream faded out. 
Too late he realized, if he realized at all, 
that he had failed, not because an unkind 
nature had given him less than his share of 
ability—but because he had never learned 
to do any one thing well. 


Today he marches as a humble, foot-sore 
soldier in the great Army of the Unpre- 
pared. He isn’t a trained salesman—he 
isn’t a trained architect—he isn’t a trained 
accountant — he isn’t a trained anything. 
He does not have anything to do because he 
does not know how to do anything! 


Take care, young man—take care lest 
some day that tired old man be you! 

Prepare yourself now for the great day 
that is Tomorrow. Plan your future as 
carefully as an architect would plan a build- 
ing of value beyond price. Train yourself 
to do some one thing surprisingly well. 
For then, and then only, will the years find 
you rising instead of falling. 

There is no better way to prepare for ad- 
vancement in any line of business than to 
study at home in spare time through the 


Old Man 
e day be you! 


International Correspondence Schools. Such 
a course will lift you out of the ranks of 
the untrained and bring you to your goal 
of success far quicker than if you try to 
make the journey alone. 

The coupon beckons—the same 
coupon that has brought suc- p” 
cess to so many other men 
in just your circumstances. 

Isn’t it better to send it in 
today than to wait a year or 
five years and then wish 
you had? 
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SHORT STORIES AT HOME DURING SPARE TIME 


Jack London Said: 


“T like your simple, direct, 
straight-from-the-shoulder 
method of presenting the 
matter. Asa veteran in the 


Short Story Game I feel 
justified in giving my judg- 
ment that your course is ex- 
cellently comprehensive and 
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“Hello! Can you hear me? 
I've a bad cold—feel sort 
of invisibly gagged — sound 
that way, too. Luden's? 
Thanks for the suggestion.” 


Curar speaking is hard with 
a heavy cold. Ease up the 
clogged air passages — the 
husky voice— the gagged feel- 
ing—with Luden’s Menthol 
Cough Drops. Their exclusive 
menthol blend makes breath- 
ing easier—gives quick relief 
for colds, coughs, catarrh,and 
nose or throat irritations. 


On sale everywhere. 
WM H. LUDEN, INC., Reading, Pa 
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legs and feet in the water. 


that was all right, but sometimes it 
worked a hardship on his audience. For 
instance, one day we were walking Indian 
file, my friend in the lead, and when we 
came to a shaky foot log over a rushing 
mountain stream, the thing that I had 
always feared actually happened. 

About half way across the log he 
stopped to tell me why a certain battle 
would have resulted in a victory instead 
of a defeat, if a certain general had got 
certain dispatches in time, and had done 
certain things that he failed to do. If I had 
been standing on the ground, I might have 
been more interested. But there I was, 
right behind the speaker, with a fishing 

ole in one hand, a basket of lunch, a 
ait can, and his umbrella in the other, 
trying to keep my balance as the log 
swayed and rocked, threatening to dump 
me overboard any minute. But the 
belated history finally came to an end, 
and I reached the other side dry-shod. 


THe better I came to know this man, 
the less I doubted some of his yarns 
that called for grit and endurance. One 
morning he woke up with a fearful tooth- 
ache—the throbbing, jumping variety. 
There was no dentist in thirty miles and 
there was not an automobile in a million, 
as they had not been invented. Hot salt 
and creosote seemed to add to his agony. 
Finally, he decided to walk six miles 
down the road to a blacksmith, who 
sometimes did dental work in connection 
with shoeing mules. I went with him, 
and when we got there we were told that 
the man we wanted was “‘some-ers down 
in the cornfield pulling fodder.” 

Starting out to find him, I tramped for 
an hour through the bottom corn, taller 
than my head, and more briars than I had 
ever seen before. At last I ran up on the 
“dentist,” fast asleep under a muscadine 
vine, waiting for the sun to go down. 

Pulling teeth did not appeal to him, 
but he finally yielded to my plea when I 
suggested a prospective fee of fifty cents. 
When we got to the waiting patient, there 
was more delay, as the blacksmith could 
not find his tools. A huge pair of pliers 
was finally located on the roost in a 
chicken house, and after much fumbling, 
and false starts, the offending tooth was 
extracted, along with a sliver of jawbone. 

The old hero bore the pain and rough 
treatment without a groan or a whimper, 
and walked the six miles back to the 
house, seemingly none the worse for his 
adventure. An ordinary man, weakened 
by the pain, could not have done it. 

On another occasion, we were fishing 
in a stream in’a country so broken that 
we had to take to the water and wade, and 
that was not much better, as the bed of 
the stream was a mass of fallen boulders. 
It was hard going, as there were deep 
holes to be avoided, the water was swift, 
and the rocks were as slippery as glass. 
My friend was ahead of me, and for a 
time I had lost sight of him. 

When I did catch up, I saw that he was 
sitting on a rock in midstream with his 
His coun- 
tenance showed that he was in pain and 
his face was as white as a sheet. He told 
me he had slipped and fallen on a rock, 


| and he thought he had broken some of his 


ribs. Running my hand inside his shirt I 
could distinctly feel the fracture. I asked 


| what I could do for him. He twisted Jes 
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face into a feeble smile, and said there 
was nothing I could do as he did not 
know any way of tying up a broken rib. 
The only thing to be done, he added, was 
to breathe as seldom as possible, and quit 
laughing for a week or two, and the ribs 
would take care of themselves. He had 
suffered broken ribs before, he said, and 
knew how to treat them. 

When I suggested that I help him to 
his feet and see if he could walk, the old 
soldier said, “Why, it is too early to 
think of going home—we ought to have 
some good fishing before sundown.” 

In spite of all I could say, he insisted 
on continuing the sport, and fish he did, 
until the lengthening shadows warned us 
it was time to take the trail home. I 
shall never forget that walk home, or the 
relief I experienced when I landed him 
in his favorite chair on the back porch. 

If the Confederate armies were made 
up of men like my old friend, with his 
contempt for pain, and his grit, it is no 
wonder that it took four years to put 
them out of business. 


WHEN I look back and consider my 
friends it seems that fishing trips and 
mountain tramps were responsible for 
most of them. It is queer, and I cannot 
explain it, but, no matter how long I have 
known a man, and how much I admire 
him, somehow he is only a desirable 
acquaintance until we have fished together 
a few times. Then he automatically be- 
comes a friend. There is a mysterious 
something about fishing and the big 
outdoors that brings men closer together. 
Shams and conventions melt away, leav- 
ing them just men, as God intended them 
to be. To sit on a log, to share a lunch 
and to drink from the same stream, some- 
how helps men to know each other better. 

Another friend of mine was a soldier in 
the Civil War and, while I know nothing 
of his war record, I am quite sure, if duty 
called, he would have marched to certain 


death without the flicker of an eyelid. In- | 


deed, that is what he did do. In his later 
years, suddenly and without warning, he 
developed a fatal malady, and the best 
medical skill in this country, after cor- 
responding with experts abroad, agreed 
that he had but a short time to live. It 
was a death sentence, pure and simple. 

One afternoon we were sitting on his 
piazza, talking. “By the way,” he said, 
in an ordinary tone of voice, “I have a 
surprise for you,” and he went on to tell 
me plainly what the doctors had pre- 
dicted. I was shocked, and could not 
believe it. He seemed to be in his usual 
health. Then this man of iron nerve told 
me that he did not intend to mention the 
subject again; that he was going to do 
everything in his power to make it bright 
and cheerful for his family and friends, 
and to enjoy to the fullest the time he had 
left. As far as I know, he never again 
alluded to his condition. 

He was a great tease; his humor was 
spontaneous; and he dearly loved a joke. 
As far as one could tell, his fun was just 
as real, and his enjoyment of it just as 
keen, as before he knew he was a doomed 
man. On his last night on earth, when 
the watchers thought that he had lapsed 
into a coma, he caught sight of the profile 
of a friend thrown on the wall by a shaded 
lamp and called out in his old bantering 
tone, “Charlie, if I were to meet you on a 
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every obtainable improvement” 
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LERTNESS to grasp the opportunities in better busi- 
ness methods is the substance from which the Armour 
success was built. Philip D. Armour was always a critic of 
his own business. When asked to account for its greatness 


he remarked, “I believe in finding 


out the truth about all 


things—the very latest truth or discovery—and applying it.” 
New Ideas Make Business Progress 


Every business man must be 
always ready to seize the advan- 
tage of a new and better method 
of Business Management and Con- 
trol. He must know the “latest 
truth or discovery,” whether in 
the affairs of his own organization 
or of the whole business world, 
and know the right method of 
putting it to use. 

For this purpose Kardex Insti- 
tute has been established. Use the 
researches of its experts in business 


KARD 


than 


to keep you in touch with the 
progress in business practice. Kar- 
dex Institute principles of Business 
Control are today more important 


was efficiency engineering in 


its infancy. 

From the viewpoint of business 
management methods Kardex In- 
stitute is unique. From the entire 
world it gathers proved ideas for 
increasing the profits of every 
department and line in business. 
You need its service. 


EX 


INSTITUTE 


Devoted Exclusively to Business Education and Research 


727 Kardex Bldg., 10 E. 44th St., New York City 
Toronto 7 London 7 Paris y Berlin 


As Kardex Institute is by endowment made inde- 
pendent of profit, the membership fee is fixed at 
the nominal sum of $10.00 yearly. 


Kardex Institute Service 
1. General Business 4. Washington Letter 
Advice (Bulletin) 5. Reports to Indus- 
2. Management Meth- tries (In special 
ods (Bulletin) cases) 
3. Business Conditions 6. Personal Service (As 
(Bulletin) requested) 


Kardex Institute, 727 Kardex Bldg., 

10 E. 44th St., New York City 

o Send without obligation on my part your 
book, “A New Conception of Business.” 
Enter my subscription for Kardex Business 

C Service and Reports for one year, for which 

I agree to pay $10 on receipt of invoice. 


Wortp’s Hanpiest CALCULATOR 


NEW — POCKET SIZE 


Does work of large $100 machine 


BABY CALCULAT | ia simple to operate 
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a, MULTIPLIES — 
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D | Is GUARANTEED for 5 years. | 
Made of steel. No upkeep. No re- f | 


pairs. Everybody 
needs one. 
A SPEED MARVEL 


Positively the LOWEST PRICED prac- 


who figures 
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tical calculator on market. New Trial 
ADDITION Offer, price $2.50, send money order or 
SUBTRACTION pay postman when machine is delivered 
ATTS OLIE ($3.50 cash outside U. S.) Supply limited. 
DIVISION ORDER TODAY. 


— AGENTS WANTED 
Baby Calculator Sales Co., P. 0. Box 1118, Dept. 36, Chicago, Ill. 


for the first 


time—a scientific 

method in child 
training, based on con- `“ 
fidence, shows you in your 


own home how to correct cause 
of disobedience, untruthfulness and other danger- 


| ous habits, which, if not properly remedied, lead to 
| serious consequence 


New method makes punish- 
acing remarkable It 


ment unnecessar 
sands of parents 
Free Book, 
system. Write 
Parents Asso 


leading ec o 
s in Child Training 
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AMERICA’S OLDEST 
REAL ESTATE HOUSE 


Knowledge of Real Estate Values 
is the greatest essential in 
creating safe Real Estate Bonds 


O 17 with 


Protection 


that cannot be duplicated 


TH Optional Surety Guarantee de- 

veloped by this company can and 
has been imitated, the methods used 
in safeguarding Adair Bonds can be fol- 
lowed step by step but there is one thing 
that cannot be copied—the knowledge 
of real estate values and conditions which 
this company has gained from sixty years’ 
experience. 


This knowledge which forms the basis 
for scientific analysis of real estate val- 
ues is the fundamental safeguard which 
protects investors in Adair Bonds. 


Because the South today can offer a 
more profitable yield and because the 
House of Adair is recognized as the 
foremost authority on Southern real es- 
tate, Adair Protected Bonds afford an 
unusual investment opportunity, com- 
bining the highest degree of safety with 
attractive returns. 


Mail the coupon today for a current offering 
yielding up to 613%. 


Unconditional Guarantee 
These bonds may be guaranteed at the option of 
the investor by one of the strongest Surety Com- 
panies in America for a small annual premium, 


Adair Realty & Trust Company 
The Souths Oldest Mortgage Investment House 
Founded 1865 
HEALEY BUILDING, ATLANTA 
Philadelphia 
NEW YORK: 
Adair Realty & Mortgage Co., Inc. 


Ownership Identical 


Adair Realty & Trust Co., Dept.A-18,Atlanta, Ga, 


Gentlemen:—Please send me full information about 
your Surety Guarantee and current offerings of 


ADAIR 22055729 BONDS | 
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lonely road, and did not have a gun, I 
would hide my pocketbook!” It had long 
been a joke with him that this man’s face 
reminded him of Jesse James. 

One who could face certain death with 
a jest, with no word of self-pity or regret, 
without a murmur or complaint, must 
have been sustained by a faith that was 
nothing less than sublime. I can conceive 
of no greater heroism that that displayed 
by this Christian gentleman. To wait 
patiently for the inevitable calls for the 
highest grade of courage. Men have been 
decorated for less. 


ANOTHER whose friendship I valued, 
and whose pitiful life was an inspira- 
tion, was a crippled negro. ‘‘ Deaf Bob” 
was the only name I ever heard him called, 
and he was rightly named, as he was 
certainly deaf. As lone as he was able to 
hobble about with the aid of two sticks, 
he was glad to do any little job that was 
given him, and his cheery “‘ Cut wood, sah? 
Cut wood?” was a familiar sound on the 
street he haunted. He was unequal to 
cutting wood, “‘splitting kindling” being 
about his limit. He could do that kneel- 
ing. As rheumatism gripped him harder 
and harder, he had to give up even that, 
so he spent his days seated ın a rickety 
chair placed between the street and side- 
walk, where he was out of the way, and 
where he could greet everyone that passed 
with a happy smile and a half militar 
salute of the one hand that he could suli 
move. 

-He was never known to beg, but the 
smile that he flashed on you if you put a 
coin in his twisted fingers was enough to 
keep you in a brave humor for the rest of 
the day. His cruelly distorted limbs and 
body only added to the pathos of his 
salutation, “All right, sah! All right!” 
I often thought if it was “AIl right” with 
poor deaf Bob, it certainly must be all 
right with the rest of us. No matter how 
bitter the winter winds, or how intense 
the summer sun, he was always there. 

At length there came a day when the 
old chair was vacant, and passers-by 
missed his familiar form, and the oft- 
repeated “All right!” When some of his 
friends looked him up, they found him in 
bed, unable to move his lower limbs. So 
they chipped in and bought him a fine 
rolling chair, and arranged that he should 
be placed in it every morning and rolled 
to ae old station on the street that he 
loved. The chair was so nicely adjusted 
that with his one good hand he could roll 
himself on level ground. 

The pride with which he tried to show 
off his new treasure was one of the most 
touching things I have ever seen, and his 
“All right, sah!’ seemed to be a bene- 
diction on those who had helped him. A 
king on his throne could not have been as 
happy as Bob in his rolling chair, and | 
am quite sure that no king ever had such 
peace of mind, the clear conscience, or 
the untroubled outlook on life as was 
vouchsafed to this negro cripple. 

Few lives that have touched mine have 
done more to teach patience, forgetfulness 
of self, and abiding good humor than this 
old negro in his rolling chair. It possibly 
seems strange to speak of one as a friend 
who has never heard your voice, and does 
not even know your name; but, all the 
same, I love to think of Bob as a friend, 
for he was everybody’s friend. I am glad 


LEPAGE'S mends 


COMPARED to the value of the article 
mended, the cost of the glue you use 
is practically nothing. Then while 
you are about it, why not use the 
best glue—LePage’s? Have the sat- 
isfaction of knowing that the article 
is mended for keeps and that it won't 
come apart in a little while and 
have to be mended over again. 
Insist on LePage’s. 


[E AGE’S 


Men are glad to buy Style-Center 
tailored-to-measure suits and overcoats 
at $23.50. Our salesmen make $75-$150 
every week. Write for agency. 

The Style- Center Tailoring Co. 
602 Anderson Bldg. Cincinnati, O. 
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immediately upon enrollment, M: 
monthlyterms- MoneyBackGuarantee. 
4753 Grand Bivd. 
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Blackstone Institute, Inc., pept. 28. Chics 
America’s Foremost Non-Resident Law School 


Fruitland Park in Florida’s lake jeweled high- 
lands will appeal to the homeseeker who, wheth- 
er wishing land or an orange grove, desires the 
best. Write for book of actual photographs and 
learn how you can own your own grove on easy 
payments. BOARD OF TRADE, 317 Trade 
Avenue, Fruitland Park, Florida. 


Clearwater 
FloridaWest Coast-On the Gulf 


Where “It’s Springtime All the Time” 
Revel all winter in the great out- 
doors in an always delightful cli- 
mate. Countless diversions and won- 


derful investment opportunities. 
Sporty golf on 18-hole courses—grass 
greens. Finest Beach on West Coast 


Fishing, Motoring, Lawn Bowling, Ten- 
nis, Roque. Big League Ball. Daily Band 
Concerts. Attractive accommodations. 
Highest Elevation on Either Coast 
Handsome, illustrated book- 
letor any desired information 
sent free on request. Address 


M. S. RANSOM, Secretary 
Chamber of Commerce, Clear water, Florida 


My Curious Assortment of Friends, by CHARLES A. Davip 


that our paths crossed, and that for years 
I could return his hand wave and smile in 
passing. 

Let us hope that it is still “All right— 
All right” with Bob! 


SHOEMAKER who once lived on a 

side street not far from my home was 
one of my best friends. He called himself 
ashoemaker, but he was only a shoe mender. 
Satisfied customers were more to him 
than money in the till. In fact, money 
cut mighty little ice in this man’s life; he 
got along with less than anyone else I ever 
knew. He had no family, and his wants 
were few; but a happier or more con- 
tented person I never met. 

When pegging away in his shop, he 
was always either humming or singing in 
a minor key—usually some plaintive 
melody with an exasperating lilt to it that 
you could not catch. People said the 
shoes he mended sometimes squeaked 
from force of habit, just trying to carry 
the tune that went in with the stitches. 
A person who habitually sings at his work 
is likely to do better work than a grouch. 

This man came to be known as the 
singing shoemaker, and people carried 
him work simply because they liked to be 
near one who was always in a singing 
humor. In the morning he accompanied 
his tapping with a low crooning hum; but 
as the day got older it changed into 
articulate words, and if his job kept him 
working at night his singing could be 
heard a block away. 

The man was more or less a mystery to 
me, for, besides his musical talent, he had 
managed to pick up and store away in 
his memory a vast number of quotations, 
both prose and poetry, and most of them 
from the world’s best literature. He 
often surprised me by some apt quotation 
from Burns, Moore, Shakespeare, or 
Milton, these seeming to be his favorites. 
His appreciation of the beauty of poetry 
was keen, and his rendition that of a 
practiced reader. 

It was all perfectly natural with him, 
without the least attempt to show off. 
He would be quietly talking on some 
everyday subject, then all at once remark, 
as ‘‘So-and-so said,” and follow it with a 
quotation that for aptness could not be 
excelled. He did not talk about books, 
and I never saw him with a book. How 
he got his information I cannot say, but 
he had a stock on tap that would have 
shamed many a college professor. 

Ever since I can remember, a shoe 
cobbler’s shop has appealed to me. The 
pungent smell of new leather, the mingled 
odor of beeswax, rosin, and sour paste are 
irresistible; while the long, low bench 
with its sunk-in leather seat, and the 
little compartments at the other end, with 
their array of knives, hammers, awls, and 
the like, are as interesting to me as a 
radio set; and there is always something 
pathetic in the shelf of mended, but 
uncalled-for, shoes. You can imagine all 
sorts of things to explain why they are 
still there, gathering dust and mold. This 
is especially the case with the uncalled-for 
shoes of little children. I used to sit in 
the singing shoemaker’s shop and wonder 
if it might not be that some Little Boy 
Blue no longer needed them. I do not 
know where my shoemaker friend is now, 
as he moved away without saying where 
he was going. 
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Peace of mind 
<. o Fhrouenh coupons 


HE people who are financially able to enjoy ease and comfort 

are usually those who have been careful in making investments 
—careful to include in their holdings a diversified group of well- 
secured bonds. From our broad lists of such bonds you can select 
issues of various types, yields and maturities. Each issue carries our 
recommendation as a desirable investment in its class. 


THE NATIONAL 


CITY COMPANY 


National City Bank Building, New York 


BONDS - ACCEPTANCES 
SHORT TERM NOTES 


OF SAFETY 


Arnold First Mo e Guaranteed 
Certificates have all the elements of 
They are secured by First 
rtgages on improved real estate 
de ted with a Trust Company. 
Every Arnold Certificate is an undi- 
vided part of the trust held by the 
trustee, thus being in fact an interest in various 
first mortgages given by different parties and 
secured by various properties, all of which are 
combined in one trust. 
to th rity Arnok 
evfurther secured by the company’s capital and surpian 
a re ig a 
chased outright or on monthly payments, 7 °° PUF- 
Write for our Booklet Na. 23 
ARNOLD AND COMPANY 


1416 Eye St., N. W. Washington, D. C. 


8% Bonds— Worthy 
of Investigation 


NVESTIGATE these 8% Bondsand 
the Trust Company of Florida and 
you will learn— 
1— Florida's five reasons for 8% 
and safety; 
2—The character of investment 
service rendered by the Trust 
Company of Florida. 
Write today for free copy of “Wh: 
Florida Investments Pay up 8%""— 
a Trust Company of Florida klet. 
Invest in Florida at 8% 
$100, 8500 and $1000 Bonds 
Partial Payments Arranged 


Trust COMPANY OF FLORIDA 


Paid-in Capital and Surplus $500,000 


1711 Tr. Co. of Fla. Bldg., MIAMI, FLORIDA 
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It Costs You 
No More 


to buy the best 
Real Estate Bonds 


In choosing First Mortgage Bonds 
the most vital factor to consider is 
the standing of the house behind the 
bond. Greenebaum Bank Safeguarded 
Bonds, with an unequalled record 
of time-tested safety, cost no more. 


0 Years Proven Safety 


A definite system of Bank Safeguards, 
installed by the founder of this insti- 
tution and ever maintained has made 
possible this unequalled record of 
100% proven safety. For over two- 
thirds of a century, every Greene- 
baum First Mortgage Real Estate 
Bond, principal and interest, has 
been promptly paid. 


Send for Investor’s Guide 


Contains facts every investor should 
know. Send coupon. No obligation. 


Greenebaum Sons 
Investment Combany 


OLDEST FIRST MORTGAGE BANKING HOUSE 


Ownership Identical with 
Greenebaum Sons Bank & Trust Company— 
Combined Resources over $40,000,000 


FOUNDED 1855—CHICAGO 


Philadelphia — Pittsburgh — Kansas City 
St. Louis — Milwaukee 


BOND SERVICE OFFICES IN 300 CITIES 


Greenebaum Sons Investment Co. 
LaSalle and Madison Sts. , Chicago 


Please send me without charge or obli- 
gation a copy of Investors Guide and 
current list of Greenebaum offerings. 
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Ye Sunshine City 


This year St. Petersburg antici- 
pates the greatest season in her 
history. Every possible prepara- 
tion has been made forthe accom- 
modation of her winter visitors. 
New hotels, new apartments, new 
homes, new entertainment, with 
the same old hospitality and the 
old dependable sunshine. Write 
for booklet today. Address: 

H. E. DILLMAN 

Chamber of 


Commerce 


When I think of my friends, it is usually | 
in connection with some personal pe- 
culiarity, or some outstanding trait or 
habit. In other words, I have them all 
pigeonholed with the thing that makes me 
remember them. Now, there is the one 
that I think of as the fellow who laughs 
at the wrong place at a show; a second, 
who always pronounces architect, arch- 
itect; another, who is always late and 
keeps you waiting; another, who feeds 
you up on his symptoms, and what the 
doctor says; and still another, who carries 
his lunch and fishing bait in the same 
pocket, and then wonders why I have lost 
my appetite when we sit down to eat. 

I have another friend too, one of the 
finest of all, and when I think of him the 
old couplet, 


Kind hearts are more than coronets, 
And simple faith than Norman blood, 


stands out like a signboard on a lonely 
road, pointing me to some of the Christ- 
like attributes of human nature. 

For years this man was a busy mer- 
chant, and a successful one; but you 
would have thought he was chiploved by. 
the town to visit the sick, comfort the 
afflicted, and to look after suffering 


humanity in general. The desire to help 
those who needed help was born in him. 

It was always a mystery to me how he 
managed to keep up with the health of the 
town; but let sickness or death come to a 
home and he was there ahead of the 
doctor or the preacher, with his offer to 
“Do anything in the world he could,” 
from nursing the patient to attending to 
the last sad rites. 


ERE is but one instance of hundreds 

that might be cited, to give an idea of 
his kindly sympathy: During a hard 
winter, when snow had covered the ground 
for weeks, he learned that two old ladies of 
the neighborhood were without wood or 
coal, and sadly in need of assistance. 

He might have told some of the 
neighbors of their condition and left it at 
that, but he did not. He went home, cut 
a load of wood with his own hands, hauled 
it through the snow and sleet in a wheel- 
barrow, started fires in kitchen and bed- 
room, and soon had things comfortable. 
While that cold spell lasted, he went 
every morning and made fires and left 
a tray of food on the kitchen table. 

Many of us think of such little deeds 
of kindness, and really mean to do them; 
but how seldom does the thought crystal- 
lize into action! 

The entire life of this friend of mine 
is a beautiful echo of the words spoken 
nearly two thousand years ago by the 
Greatest Friend of all, “I was sick and 


ye visited Me.” 


BOOTH TARKINGTON writes next 
month about the much-discussed 
question of happiness. Using the 
village wiseacres as his mouthpiece, 
Mr. Tarkington, in his article ‘‘Happi- 
ness Now,” conducts a hotly con- 
tended argument on this absorbing 
subject, presenting his own well- 
reasoned conclusions at the end. 
Everybody seeks happiness, but few 
attain it. Who are these few? Tark- 
ington tells you. His findings will 
| undoubtedly engage your interest. 


How MuchMoney 


do you need before 


You Can Retire ? 


LMOST anyone can retire on 
full pay when productive days 

are over—and this without entail- 
ing any great sacrifice during the 
earlier years. It can be done by 


putting away one-fifth, or one- 
sixth, or even one-eighth of your 
income and letting the magic 
power of compound interest build 
up the sum you require. How this 


plan willhelp you attainanyreason- 
able financial goal by 
conservative invest- 
ment is explained and 
illustrated inthe book 
“Accumulation Ta- 
bles” sent on request. 


Send your name and address 
for complimentary copy 


Caldwell & Co. 


INVESTMENT BANKERS 


Southern Municipal, Corporation and Mortgage Bonds 


332 Union St., Nashville, Tenn. 
OFFICES IN PRINCIPAL CITIES 


You'll have a picnic 
summering this winter at 
DAYTONA BEACH 
FLORIDA 


Here winter is softened intoa northern 
spring. The world’s finest beach — 23 
miles long, 500 feet wide — awaits you. 
Magnificent auto drives. Boating on the 
famous Halifax and Tomoka rivers, 
Widely varied fishing. Golf, tennis, 
~ rogas; lawn bowling. Daily Concerts, 

Cultural amusements. Best accommo- 
dations. For booklet, address: 

205 Chamber of Commerce Bldg., 
Daytona, Florida 


High School Course 
in 2 Years Ẹ 


inside of two years. Meets all requirements for entra: to college 
and the leading professions. ‘This and thirty-six other peactien! 
courses are described in our Free Bulletin. nd for it fopay. 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 
Dept. H. 81 A, Drexel Ave. & 58th St. © A. S. 1923 


You can complete 
this simplified High 


CHICAGO 


Here 
is a real 
bargain 


Don’t overlook this opportunity to get a rebuilt, 
world-famous Remington on our New Free Trial 
—Easy-to-Pay Plan. 

You are protected by our 45-year reputation on 
guarantees. Write today for details. 


AMERICAN WRITING MACHINE CO, 
Dept. 1002—Newark, N. J. 
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Peter Engelstad Made 


HE experienced trav- 

eler carries Baggage 
Insurance regardless of the 
length of the trip. 


North America Tourist 
Baggage Insurance costs 
very little and is readily 
obtained from any Agent. 


Mail the attached coupon 
for further information. 


Insurance Company of 


North America 


PHILADELPHIA 
“The Oldest American Fire and Marine 
Insurance Company” 
Founded 
1792 


A 
Insurance Company of North America 
Third and Walnut Streets 
Philadelphia, Pa., Dept. A A-11 


Name ................ 


Wants information on Tourist Baggage Insurance 


Study 


Abe Lincoln did it! Also thousands sof 
other great Jaw7ers. poli politicians and bi 

ness men. become alawyer 
through home study under guidance of 
the successful l practicing lawyers of car 


AT uap Wi for free schol 
ip offer. 
American Corr. School of Law, 360 
HOME Michigan Ave., Dept 1188, Chicago 


0 


OVUY Positions Open! 


OTELS, restaurants, clubs, apartments, everywhere 
need trained men and women. Over 70,000 high-class 
ftne he paying up to $10,000 a year are open each year 


the hotels of the United States. In 1925 the Hotel 
Business is America’s largest industry in new construc- 
tion. Nearly a vuon dollars’ worth of NEW HOTELS 


AND RESTAURANTS being built this year will need 
over 60,000 trained men and women. 


Hotels start you at salaries up to $3,500 a year, with yon 
living. At any time you have your choice of over 1,000 
ħotel positions open. 
You can have one of these hi 
fad ean spar tenets and meals an: 
necessa: Lewis Schools guarantee to give you the valu. 
able knowledge that it has taken some of the most successful hotel 
men years en who are now making $5,000 th $50,000 a 
t 


-class big-pay positions, with tuxuri- 
fascinating work. > previous experi- 


Ee. We train you by malt in your spare time at he mn he Lewis 
‘implified Study Plan, and put you a tonon with big ortunities, 
All of your training under the nearer direction of CI NA ord Lewis, 
former U. S. Government Hotel and get Expert, now Man- 


aging Consultant for over 225 Hotels of 50 to more than 600 rooms 

each, throughout the United States, totaling over 26,000 rooms. Our 

students employed, our methods endorsed by leading hotel men 

everywhere. 

Send today for FREE BOOK, ‘‘Your Big Opportur ** showing 

how we can train you for one of these splendid po: sitions in 20 weeks 
less, and explaining our Money-Back Guarantee. 


LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Clifford Lewis, Pres. 
Room Y-1476 Washington, D. C. 
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Hay While His 
Neighbors Laughed 


(Continued from page 39) 


when we finally were settled on the home- 
stead, we found our claim to the land 
disputed.” 

Peter paused, and his big hands opened 
and slowly closed. But his face remained 
expressionless: the years had taught him 
to face trouble stoically. 

“ Before us, another settler had made 
claim to the ground,” he went on to 
explain. “His claim was a matter of recor 
in the government office. But yet we had 
found the land vacant. The man had 
merely placed his claim, and gone. 

“‘ May I start clearing it, and planting?’ 
I asked the Gov ernment. ‘We’ll need food 
for the winter. We can’t stay here and do 
nothing, nor can we go back.’ 

““Go ahead if you want to,’ they 
answered. ‘But if the other man returns, 
the land and what’s on it is his.’ 

“We put up our log houses on m 
father-in-law’s claim, and lived there ali 
that summer, on into the fall, while we 
cleared the other claim. We took first 
that part of the land which was easiest, 
cutting the brush with an ax and grubbing 
out the roots. My wife helped. The baby 
woud sleep under a bush near by, out of 
the sun. Soon we had some potatoes in. 
That first year we cleared five acres.” 


[TILE by little I got from him the story 
of that first summer in Minnesota. 
Peter and his family lived mostly on rabbits 
and pancakes. 

“Qur roof was made of grass,” he said. 
“When it rained the water came through, 
first one place and then another. The 
water gathered on the floor until nothing 
was dry, but we had to sleep there. How- 
ever, an umbrella brought from Norway 

rovided shelter for the baby. We ate 
rom the top of our trunk for three years. 
It did quite well as a table.” 

Little as they had, they still had enough 
to share with others who were also making 
their start in that country. Some friends 
from Hillsboro came. They shared Peter’s 
single-room cabin until they could build a 
cabin of their own. And therein I un- 
covered an incident which further showed 
the man. 

“They lived with us about a month,’ 
confessed Peter. “They did their on 
on our stove and supplied their own food, 
which they had in much more abundance 
than we. Meal after meal we had only 
pancakes, a fact which I didn’t want them 
to know. If they had known, they would 
have offered food from their own store, 
and I couldn’t permit that. 

“I said to my wife, ‘Hereafter, we will 
eat alone, at odd times, when they aren’t 
around.’ ”? 

That fall Peter went thirty and forty 
miles away to get work on the older settle- 
ments. 

Winter came, but the ownership of the 
claim still was undecided. Peter’s cabin 
was not fit for occupancy during cold 
weather, so they spent the winter in his 
father-in-law’s cabin. They now had 


Attractive Yield 
with All Risk 
Eliminated 


ATR forty years’ service 
tothe investing public with- 
out a loss to a customer, the 
house of George M. Forman & 
Company now offers investors 
an unconditional guarantee of 
prompt payment of principal 
and interest on Forman Bonds 
by an entirely independent, 
leading old-line insurance com- 
pany. 

Here you may now invest your 
money at an attractive interest 
rate and actually be insured 

. against loss. This final safe- 
guard of an optional surety 
guarantee was made possible 
only by the record of George 
M. Forman and Company for 
integrity built up by forty 
years of steadfast adherence to 
sound, conservative policies. 


Write for further facts about 
this vital new development. 


Ask for Bulletin No. A-711 


GEORGE M. FORMAN 
& COMPANY 


Investment Bonds 
FORTY YEARS WITHOUT LOSS TO ANY CUSTOMER 
105 West Monroe Street, Chicago, III. 
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Printed Free 
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Ty Plate 
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Mak >s a personal stationery you will be de lighte ed to use. Aa ideal gift 
with your friend’s name. Attractive 3 letter monogram if preferra i. 
Just send $1.00 (west of Denver and outside U. S., $1.10) and this ken- 
erous supply of stationery will come by return mail, postage prepaid. 

Securely packed in a sturdy blue box. Please write or print clearly. 

Prompt service and satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded 


National Stationery Co., 1068 Lincoln Highway, Batavia, Illinois 
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a three-fold wal- 
let made of im- 
ported chocolate 
pig-skin. Wear- 
able. Beautiful. 
Priced at only 


Are you fair to 
your money? 


You buy new clothes. Each 
morning you put on a fresh 
collar. But the same pocketbook 
is with you always. Every day 
it serves as your personal trea- 
sury. . . . How long is it 
going to keep its original ap- 
pearance with the kind of wear 
that you give it? 

For years, if stamped “Amity.” 

This mark is the assurance of 
long and faithful service to your 
wealth. Amity pocketbooks are 
made only from the finest of 
leathers culled from the tan- 
neries of the world. Their beauty 
mellows with age. And they 
keep their original shape far 
beyond the allotted life of the 
average pocketbook. 


Give your money the con- 
sideration it deserves and at the 
same time add a touch of success 
to your appearance. Buy an 
Amity pocketbook. The store 
you patronize will show you a 
style to suit your taste, at a price 
that is surprisingly reasonable. 
‘ Amity Leather Products 
Company, West Bend, Wis. 


if stamped its leather 
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aw 
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magazine that 3 m. 


wonderful 


people read. You 
can try this unbiased digest of domestic and world affairs for a 
trifle. The Pathfinder is in a class by itself—nothing else to equal 
it; time-tested, wholesome. Chuck full of the choicest reading 
1, fun, question 
instruction, entertain- 
ig paper on trial 13 


potatoes to eat, and their cow supplied 
them with milk. Peter’s wife churned the 
milk and Peter took crocks of butter and 
traded it for other provisions. A big 
crock of butter brought six cents, and eggs 
were five cents a dozen. Often Peter 
walked six miles to sell a crock of butter 
for six cents, and frequently he carried a 
heavy burden of provisions on his back. 

And all that winter they were in sus- 
pense, watching every newcomer, praying 
that the original claimant would not 
return for his land. But finally spring 
came, the land was still free, and Peter 
again went to the government agent. 

“Its all right now,” he said. “You 
may move on the claim. The other man’s 
time is up.” 

Peter continued: “We jacked up the 
cabin, put logs under it, and hitched fast 
the oxen. Inno time we had it moved onto 
my own claim. Our neighbors came and 
we celebrated. It was a happy day. It 
made me want to work harder, for now the 
land was mine. Another son had been 
born too, so we decided to add an up- 


stairs room to the cabin. And that,” he | 
he added with a shrug, “got me into more | 


trouble. Some of the timber which we 
used belonged to the Indians.” 


“TELL me of that,” I urged. 

He went on, smiling slightly: ‘‘The 
Chippewa Reservation was just two and 
a half miles away. It contained good 
timber, and all of the settlers, when they 
wished, went there and took of it for their 
cabins. Nobody knew the timber was 
prohibited. So I also went there for mine. 

“ My father-in-law was helping, and we 
were getting out the logs with our ox 
teams when twenty Indians swooped 
down on us. They took our ox teams. We 
found an interpreter, and he explained 
the Indians had taken the oxen to pay for 
the logs, and that they would return them 
for fifty dollars. That was a great deal of 
money, but we could only agree. 

“Neighbors helped, and we paid in 
butter, eggs, and meat. The Indians gave 
back the oxen. A year passed and I had 
forgotten all about this, when a United 
States marshal arrested me for stealin 
logs from the Chippewas. He arrested 
some others also. I tried to explain that I 
had paid for the logs, as I have told you. 
He said I’d have to explain that in court. 
But I had no lawyer. None of us had. We 
were fined forty dollars each, money which 
I had to borrow in order to pay. Under- 
stand, we were barely living. Korey dol- 
lars was a fortune.” 

That second year, nevertheless, Peter 
and his wife cleared fifteen acres more. 
The third year they cleared twenty-two 
acres. They now had several pigs, two 
cows, and some chickens. Their land was 
ood. Peter built a little log stable, twenty 
By sixteen feet, in which to shelter his 
stock. He worked sixtéen and sometimes 
twenty hours daily, year in and year out. 

“Nights I would mend shoes; my wife 
would knit socks and mittens, and card 
and spin wool, and make clothes. She 
made all of our own clothes, and also the 
clothes of many neighbors. Instead of 
money in pay, we would take articles that 
we needed, for nobody had money. As the 
children grew larger they helped. There is 
always a way when you seek it.” 

Fast what do you mean by that?” I 
questioned. 


Depend- 
ability 


ROVED durability, 
expert craftsmanship, 
styles whose authenticity 
cannot be questioned ,—you 
can deneni on securing all 
these advantages if you se- 
lect, in person, from one of 
our wholesale exhibits. 


You need only a Card of Introduc- 
tion signed e your Naborhood 
Dealer. The Peck & Hills Plan also 
includes our catalog which may 
be consulted in dealer's store if you 
are not able to use card. If your 
dealer declines to give you card, 
write us for name of one who will. 


Write for Free Booklet A2 


which explains fully this money- 
saving way of buying home-fur- 
nishings and also the correct care 
of them. Address nearest office. 


Furniture and Floor Coveri 
Sold Through Dealers Only 


Coast to Coast Service 


Complete Conservatory 
Course by Mail 
Wonderful home study music 


less as under great American 
and European teachers. En- 


dorsed by Paderewski. Master teachers guide and coach 
you. Lessons a marvel of simplicity and completeness. 
Write naming course you are interested 
Any Instrument: larmony, Voice, Publie Sebo! 
Music, Violin, Cornet, M Guitar, Banjo or Reed Organ 
—and we will send FI ALOG. SEND for it NOW! 


University Extension Conservatory, 206 Siegel-Myers Bidg., Chicago 


“She Easiest Way to 
MAKE Spare Time 


GET EXTRA money for pretty 


dresses, new furniture, chil- 


dren's musical education, ete. Just 
wear beautiful silk hosiery at OUR 
expense. It looks, feels and wears 
so much better and holds its shape 
and appearance of newness so 
much longer than other hosiery 
that your friends will want to know 
where you got it. We pay you for 
telling them. Write for amazing 
new plan which gives you your own 
hosiery free and enables you to 
make $15. week besides. Act quick. 
Only one person in each locality 
can learn of this plan. Mrs. Mary 


MacDonald, care of Wearplus Co. f 
801 Wearplus Ave., Bay City, Mich. 
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act quickly. 
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Dont Abuse 


OTHING is more injurious 

to sight thana glaring or mis- 
placed light. Eyes work better and 
last longer with a light that suits 
them. Daylight is best. 


Emeralite is electric daylight—mellow, 


glareless, restful. Ideal for work or study 
—desk or den. Good looking, too! 


There is an Emeralite for every writing or 
reading need. Free booklet upon request. 


Sold by office supply 
and electrical dealers 


Genuine Emeralites are branded 
and have the Daylite attachment. 
Look for name on back of shade. 


H. G. McFADDIN & CO. 
33 Warren Street, New York 
Makers of Lighting Devices for 50 years 
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D TO THE EYES 


“I Made $21.00 in 
Five Hours” 
Writes Peter Werner, Ill. 
Sell Madison ‘Better-Made”’ 
Shirts for Large Manufacturer 
Direct to wearer. No capital or 
experience needed. Many earn 

$100.00 weekly and bonus. 


Write for Free Samples 


MADISON SHIRT MFRS., 511 Broadway, w York 


STUDY AT HOME 


Become a lawyer. Legally trained 
men win high positions and big 
success in business and public life. 
Be independent, Greater opportuni- 
ties now than ever before. Big corpo- 
rations are headed by men with legal 
training. Law-trained men earn 
$5,000 to $10,000 auan 
We guide you step by step. You can train at home dur- 
ing spare time. Degree of LL, B. conferred. LaSalle 
students found among practicing attorneys of every 
state. We furnish all text material, including fourteen-volume, Law 
Library. Low cost, easy terms. Get_our valuable 106 page Law 
Guide” and *‘Evidence’’ books free. Send for them NOW. 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 1133-L, Chicago 
The World's Largest Business Training Institution 


Why Good Dancers 
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ith the person who knows the 
st steps. There is no need of being 
flowar By my remarkable new 
hod anyone can learn the new- 
3 at ho n a few hours. 
ons han from a per- 


learn, quickly 
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can quickly and easily make yc 
dancer, I will send you 
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i tion a Lesson 
o pay the cost of 

send 10c, Learn in 
friends. Act now and 


“One year my crops were on the ground 
fast ripening for harvest. In all there were 
twenty-five acres—all that we had. Al- 
ready I had sharpened the cradle to cut 
the grain, and had made the bins ready 
for the potatoes and beets. An early 
frost came and killed everything. The 
year’s work was lost. 

“I looked about. I had only the cow 
and chickens left, and the oxen. They had 
to be fed through the winter. My wile and 
my children had to eat. I might have sat 
down and wept; but that wouldn’t have 
helped me provide food. ‘There’s some 
way,’ I said. And there was. 

“We had milk and butter from the cow, 
and eggs from the hens, and opportunities 
to hire out the oxen. We traded the butter 
and eggs for feed and flour, which were 
cheaper, so the stock provided for itself 
and also aided us. There was work of odd 
sorts to be had, for which neighbors were 
willing to pay in foodstuffs. There were 
shoes to be mended. Spring came, and we 
were just a little bit ahead, just a little 
better off than before. 

“Pve farmed, altogether, forty-odd 
years. ’Most every trouble that has come 
to any farmer has come to me, for no 
farmer is exempt from hazard. But not 
one year has gone by in which I haven't 
been a little furchar on at the end of it 
than I was at the beginning. The way has 
always been there to go on, if I would; and 
I believe it is there for everybody, no 
matter where he is, or what his job. 

“I never yet have seen the Lord close 
one door without opening another, and 
that, invariably, for our good. When the 
hail killed my wheat, I still had my dairy 
cattle. This made me see more clearly 
than ever the value of the dairy end of 
farming, and led me to improve my herd. 
To-day, if I had only my dairy, I’d be 
independent.” 


TWENTY years the Engelstads lived in 
the cabin of one room up and one down. 
For twenty years Peter’s land was virtually 
valueless, as far as sale value was con- 
ernea, Nobody wanted Red River Valley 
and. 

Farming there was not a matter of 
making money but of making a livelihood. 
Settlers came in—tried—failed—departed. 
More than half of the homesteaders, 
Peter told me, quit during those first 
twenty years. Then, later, when the land 
did have a value of a few dollars an acre, 
others sold as soon as they could find 
buyers, and got out. Peter Engelstad and 
the hardier ones held on. 

I asked him why he held on to valueless 
land in the face of such odds, refusing to 
see discouragement, though it shadowed 
his path like a mountain. 

is brown eyes raised steadily to mine. 
He smiled a half-questioning smile, as if 
afraid I might not comprehend. 

“I wished ahead,” he said. “I kept on 
wishing ahead.” 

He leaned closer. 

“I forgot each day, wishing of the 
morrow. I knew this land was good. I 
saw the towns about grow, and the rail- 
road come in, and stores and banks open. 
I read of this whole country of the North- 
west being developed. ‘All things must be 
small at the beginning,’ I told myself; ‘I’m 
here at the beginning; I'll stay as the 
growth comes, then I’ll be here when it 
arrives, 


Women want 
to know! .. 


A man may joke about a woman’s 
curiosity . . . in the presence of other 
men... but never in the presence 
of his wife. 

For he knows that curiosity makes 
his wife a careful shopper... that 
it saves him money. 

Today, women demand more than 
mere appearance in the things they 
buy. They want goods of known 
and certain value. 

That explains why ... in selecting 
toiletware ... the majority of women 
carefully look for the name,“Pyralin”. 


Du Pont Viscoloid Co., Inc. 
21 E. 40th Street, New York City 
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The name Pyralin on every piece 
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-fix that loose chair zow/ 


Fix it forever for a few c 
cents with JOINT-LOKS. 25 


No sticky muss or glue. fj 
Lock fits over end of round may é 
or leg and drives back in seve è 
hole. Simple, chea , Many $50 è 
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easy directions and trial jointdok 


TRADE “aan 


pece. 
JOINT-LOK CO., 6 Porter Garage Bldg, Lansing, Mich. 
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that makes Fords run on 94% 
air. THERMOSTAT on ex- 
haust automatically turns 
down needle valve as engine 
warms exactly as Ford 
Manual says do by hand. 


\ 
Blancke Auto Thermo 
An Automatic Carburetor Control 
Makes Fords start easier winter or 
summer—saves half gas and oil—cuts 
repair bills one-half—reduces carbon 
formation one-half. Sells on sight to 
ner as easily as giving 


arburetor contro! und 


cense. You lli 
this wonderful proven de! Experience. 


: ot necessary. Blanck 
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Residence of Chas. R. 
McCormick, Menlo 
Park, Cal. Exterior of 
Redwood. Lewis P. 
Hobart, Architect, San 
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Redwood gives permanent beauty 
to fine Aomes 


‘THE Spanish type of Cali- 
forniaarchitecturerepresents 
a distinct achievement in the 
building of fine homes. By the 


sorts of decay. Properly seasoned 
TPL Co. Redwood does not 
shrink, swell or twist. It takes 
and holds paint admirably. 


use of clear Redwood boards, There is no pach in it to bleed 
with the edges covered with through and discolor the paint 
Redwood battens, as in the job. Redwood is fire-resistant 
McCormick residence illustra- and reduces the fire hazard 
ted, the general appearance of a wherever it is used. 

stone or plaster exterior is faith- TPL Co. siding and clapboards, shin- 
fully carried out, at the same. gles and are made to dimen- 


time securing the beauty, econ- 
omy and long life of Redwood. 


Redwood is permeated during 
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cornices, finish, porch posts and col- 
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Your Mind 


Good memory is absolutely 
eopential fo guecers I will send 
you Free my Copyri; en ¢ 
and Concentration Test, illustrated book, 
How to Remember names, taces, studies— 
develop Will, Self-Confidence. Write today. 


Prof. Henry Dickson, Dept. 601, Evanston, Ili. 
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ing, Court Reporting in few weeks by m 
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Charles A. Pearson of South Carolina now has a 
profitable business of his own built up from a spare 
time start. He accepted just such an opportunity as 
is now offered to YOU to make 

$30.00 to $50.00 a Month or More 
in your spare time as a special subscription represent- 
ative of THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE, COLLIERS, Che 


National Weekly, Woman’s Home Companion, THE 
MENTOR, and FARM AND FIRESIDE. Women as well as 
men can do it. 
No cash outlay required. We furnish outfit free and supply numerous sales helps 
Your profits start immediately. 
CLIP HERE---BEGIN BUILDING YOUR BUSINESS 


CHARLES A, PEARSON 
secured over 600 orders in two months 


Chief of Subscription Staff, Desk A10 
The Crowell Publishing Company, 
250 Park Avenue, New York City 


Without obligation, please put me on the road to a profitable business from n spare time start. 
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Address 


“When I planted in the spring, I 
pictured the harvest of the summer; and 
while I harvested, I planned for my next 
spring. Don’t you see? I was always 
ahead of myself! I made wishes ahead, 
and never caught up with them! 

He was “wishing ahead” when he 
planted his first stand of alfalfa. The new 
prairie ground was rank with weeds, and 
particularly with thistles. His studies 
in farm papers of results gained from 
alfalfa cultivation farther tsouth and no- 
tably by the University of Missouri, con- 
vinced him that alfalfa would be an 
antidote for the weed growth. Also, ıt 
would put back into the soil valuable 
fertility used up by the grain crops. 

“But they laughed at you,” I reminded 


im. 

“Because they didn’t see beyond the 
present,” he answered. 

His family steadily grew, even as his 
cleared acres grew. This led him to look 
ahead to the future of his children, and of 
the community in which they were to live. 
He aided in the inauguration of a public- 
school district and took the leadership in 
founding the first religious congregation. 

“I felt we should have an established 
church,” Peter told me. “We were God- 
fearing people. As best we could, we were 
meeting in one another’s homes and con- 
ducting our own services. There was 
among us nobody who insisted that his 
belief was right and all others wrong. 
So I believed we should have a minister, 
and induced one to come in.” 

He helped organize a fraternal society 
known as the Good Templar Lodge. One 
of the qualifications for membership in 
this lodge was that no member of the 
family should smoke or drink. Peter him- 
self never smoked or drank, and even 
to-day, with his family numbering seven 
sons, only one of them smokes. 

“Habits weaken,” he said simply. “I 
couldn’t afford them. I needed my 
strength for my tasks. 

“IJ didn’t say to my boys, ‘You can’t do 
this, or do that,’” he added. “I tried to 
do right as best I could, that they might 
not copy wrong from me. I felt that asa 
father my duty was to set the example, 
and that then the boys could choose to do 
as their father did, or as strangers did. The 
course they followed was their own. They 
neither smoke nor drink, because they 
made that choice. I laid down no laws.” 


ETER and his wife had thirteen children 

born to them, of whom nine are living. 
Six of his sons and a daughter are hel ping 
him to-day on the farm—seven grown 
children still are at home. The other two 
live in Thief River Falls, only four miles 
distant, and are home much of the time. 
The big brick farmhouse is alive with 
grandchildren and with their laughter. 

I thought, that day as I talked with 
Peter, of the modern tendency of the 
farm-born boy to quit the land for the 
city. These stalwart Engelstads, when we 
sat down to supper that evening, didn’t 
talk of the city. They discussed farm 
problems, the cattle, the coming planting 
season, an addition they proposed to 
build to the dairy barn. One of them was 
just finishing high school. Another was a 
graduate of one of the agricultural exten- 
sions schools of the University of Minne- 
sota. In their midst, like a comrade at 
arms, sat old Peter—one of them! 
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It seemed to me, as I looked about that 
crowded supper table upon as fine a group 
of men as I ti ever seen, that here too was 
a monument to Peter Engelstad: 

At no time, during those forty-three 
years of building in the prairies was 

eter’s rise spectacular. 

Every time he bought an additional 
acre, it was from his savings, at the market 
price. In 1910, Peters father-in-law 
decided to quit. Peter bought him out. 
The next year he bought eighty acres 
more. The following year he bought 
another tract, until he had in all seven 
hundred acres! Thus, it was about in 1912 
that Peter’s real growth began. 

After the school, and the church, he saw 
the need for a community meeting place. 
He selected a site on the main road, 
within sight of his home. Here, with 
his neighbors’ aid, he built a nei hborhood 
house, which he called “Valhall,” which 
in Norwegian means a happy place. At 
Valhall the folks for miles around gathered, 
and there newcomers were welcomed, and 
there farmers talked of their farms. 
Valhall stands to-day, still rendering 
service, still a “happy place.” 

Further, Peter helped build the creamery 
at Thief River Falls, now one of the most 
successful in the Northwest country. He 
was its secretary and managing head for 
twelve years, doing this in addition to his 
farm work. Under Peter’s management 
it grew to a business of three hundred 
thousand dollars yearly. As it was co- 
operative, the whole county profited. 


[FARM work, perhaps, is not dramatic. 
Perhaps Peter Engelstad’s story hasn’t 
the thrills of big business deals and over- 
night strokes of genius. It may be only 
the story of a plodder; but it is the story 
of a plodder who has been a leader, of one 
who has had the courage to plan and use 
his head. 

Peter came with empty hands. From 
his one calf, rescued from the Hillsboro 
flood and kept in the same room as his 
baby, he has reared a herd of one hundred 
and fifteen fine Guernseys; from one 
squealing pig, carted into Minnesota on 
an ox cart, he has built a herd of a hun- 
dred hogs. And he has a hundred sheep 
and twenty-five horses. The little log 
utility barn has grown to four huge red- 
painted structures, bursting with crops 
and filled with every sort of modern 
machinery. And a few acres of alfalfa, 
planted twenty-odd years ago, and at 
which folks laughed, have increased into a 
crop which to-day, as I have told you, 
apreace over the whole vast Red River 

alley. 


“ YOU'RE not exactly fat,” said Mrs. 
H. I. Phillips to her husband; ‘‘you’re 
just all wrong-looking!’’ And when 
kindly disposed friends and acquaint- 
ances backed up her opinion with 
their own, ‘‘H. I.” decided that it was 
about time he changed his semi-bal- 
loon type of body to a stream-line 
model. He dieted and exercised, until 
his fatty tissues gave up the territory 
they had gained. ‘It is Never Too 
Late to Shrink” is the title of his 
article next month, in which he gives 
a riotously funny account of how he 
regained his ‘‘boyish’’ figure—or tried 
to regain it. 
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Aerified Liquid 
HEATS HOMES 
WITHOUT COAL 


Now! Simply turn a valve for in- 
stant heat—any degree. In your 
own stove, without change, burn 
this new, cheap fuel, ‘‘Aerified 
Liquid,” and be done forever with 
the dirt, soot, ashes and drudgery 
of coal and wood. 


N amazing new invention called & 
‘heat fountair sipped into any 
stove or furnace at st makes it pos- 
sible to end woman’s slavery to dirty 
coal and wood. A small quantity of 
common kerosene (coal oil) actually 
heats your home for hours 


30 Days’ Trial 


This marvel of science has already 
come into use in more than 200,000 
homes, and after a thorough trial in 
weather below zero, its performance 
has been so thoroughly tested that it 


will be sent you for trial in your own 
bome. Absolutely safe. Recommended 
by physicians for its even, dependable 
heat. 

Write at once for full details and 
free trial offer that puts it in your 
home for 30 days. Find out now how 
you can protect yourself against coal 
strikes, shortages and high prices 
Simply write for our free book No 
obligation. But act at once while this 
amazing Free Trial Offer is being made 
Send name and address to 


OLIVER OIL BURNER CORPORATION 
7th & Market Street Dept. P-220 St. Louis, Mo. 
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Get Your Free 
Copy of the Daisy 
Manual 


Go to your nearest hardware 
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im for a free copy of the 
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The Tomboy 


(Continued from page 33) 


pennies for shoes and the like. But she 
saw at the end that it had all been foolish. 
There wasn’t a chance. 

Jo had held off about the school, but 
concluded, finally, that she might as well 
take it. She could teach two years with- 
out a normal diploma, and they hadn’t 
been able to get anyone else at the price 
they wanted to pay. 

“I can’t! I can’t!” she rebelled, above 
the dishpan. But she knew she was going 
to. Sar Meadows tried to thank her. 

ion’t know how I’d make out with- 
out the school pay, Jo!” he said. He put 
his hand across her shoulder, and patted 
her awkwardly. She turned and, for 
just an instant, clung to her father, her 
gray eyes tight shut against his old blue 
overalls. 

“Oh—Dad!” she whispered. 

It was soon after school opened that 
she went one day to her father. 

“Do you suppose we could manage, if 
I used the egg money for something 
special?” she asked. 

She saw her father hesitate, but when 
he spoke he was hearty enough. 

“Why, of course! As to that, you 
know your school pay’s yours; I don’t 
want as you should feel you’ve got to 
turn it all over to me, Jo.” 

“Oh, I’m glad to do that,” Jo said. 
“I wouldn’t want Alice to miss college; 
but, if you don’t mind, Pll take the egg 
money. 


GHE wrote to State College and got a 
list of the books used in the ‘Ag’ course. 
She knew she couldn’t teach another year 
without normal, and she knew there had 
to be more money somehow. 

She felt it was there in the farm, if they 
only knew how to get it out. There was 
the big marshy place down on the flats. 
If that could only be drained, it would be 
good black dirt for a truck garden. And 
the hens, they didn’t lay weld well— 
maybe it was the feed. She bought what 
books the egg money would let her, and 
pored over them nights after her school 
papers were looked over. She was too 
tired then to study, but it was all so fas- 
cinating that it didn’t seem like work. 
It was Fer own world, opened by a magic 
key, spread out clearly before her—she 
couldn’t drink it in fast enoug h. 

“Go on to bed, Jo!” Toha Meadows 
would say. “You'll never hear the 
roosters.” 

“Oh, but listen, Dad, listen to this! 
It’s a system of drainage; we could use it 
ourselves, down on the flats. Listen!” 

And John Meadows would sit down 
across from her, his own tiredness vanish- 
ing before her enthusiasm and the interest 
in those printed pages about their own 
special problems. 

They were very near, those two, as 
they sat there by the old kerosene lamp; 
but they never made any parade of their 
nearness. It was just there—a fact—too 
sweet to meddle with. Sometimes Jo 
would think, with a little half-smile, that 
she had more than lots of girls, even with- 
out that—that other. 

There were three weeks, when Lucia 
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was home sick with the flu, when there 
was no studying. It was hard, with 
school and all; but her father helped when 
Jo wasn’t there and, after a while, Lucia 
was gone again and the school and the 
housework seemed almost easy. 

The winter set in, with the long eve- 
nings. {They made great plans for the 
spring, sometimes sat and talked till mid- 
night. It seemed that her father had had 
big hopes when he had been a boy, but 
that he had had just to sort of stumble 
along, after all, because of the need of 
money at once for the big brood of them. 
And he had thought, now, that he was 
too old—but, maybe—even yet! They 
didn’t put it as sentimentally as that, but 
that was the way of it. 

But things didn’t work out quite as 
they had planned. 


ONE night John Meadows sat up all 
night with a sick horse. Itwas adamp, 
cold night and he was chilled through and 
through when he came in from the barn 
in the morning. He drank some scalding 
coffee, and said he’d be all right as soon 
as he got warmed up. 

But when Jo came home from school, 
he was lying on the floor by the living- 
room stove, and he was very ill. 

She got him to the couch and called 
the doctor. 

“Don’t see how I can get out there to- 

ht!” the doctor said. “I have some 

ai to make here yet, and it’s commenc- 
ing to storm. Your roads area fright up 
there!” 

“ You’ve got to come,” Jo said evenly. 
“You leave your car down at Bray’s, at 
the end of the state road, and I’ll meet 
you with our car. You’ve got to come,” 
she repeated. 

He came. 

“Bronchial,” he said briefly after he 
had examined him. “Heart’ s bad, too. 
Can you afford a nurse?” He was cruel 
sometimes, Doc Thurston. Jo reddened. 

“Of course,” she said, though she 
wondered how. 

The nurse came in the morning, took 
charge. Jo would rather have cared for 
her athe? herself, but they mustn’t take 
any chances! She hired a substitute, 
tended to the chores, cooked for the nurse, 
caught her breath a hundred times a day 
at the sound of her father’s labored 
breathing. One day the nurse said to her: 

“I’m sorry, jo but, I think you’d 
better send for the rest.’ 

Jo stood and stared at her, while every 
drop of color drained out of her face. Then 
she gave a little cry and turned, with a 
frightened, rushing movement,: toward 
her father’s door. The nurse put out a 
hand, shook her head. 

ie No, Jo! The least disturbance—you 
can’t go in. 

“Can’t goin? Can’t go in”—to see her 
own father—when, maybe—maybe— 

She turned to the telephone, sent tele- 
grams to Lucia and Alice, called up two 
of the boys, sent a message to the other. 
Her voice was steady, but her hands were 
so cold they could hardly hold the re- 
ceiver, and all the room seemed swaying 
before her eyes. 

They all came the next day—two of 
them that night. There wasn’t much 
change, but he seemed to be getting very 
weak. 

The second day Dave Hershiser came, 
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to help with the milking and fix the fires. 
Though she knew he was there for Alice’s 
sake, Jo found his presence curiously com- 
forting. And, one night, coming in from 
the barn, as she went ahead of him with 
the lantern, he said: 

“J—I wish I could do Something, Jo. 
You seem to—to hurt so!” 

She wanted to say it helped, just to 
have him there, but she said nothing. 

That same night the nurse told them it 
would probably be only a question of 
hours. 

“Let me go in!” Jo begged. 

“I couldn’t answer for anything if you 
did,” the nurse said gently. 

T hey sat in the kitchen, silent, waiting. 
Once Alice did say to Dave: 

“It was good of you to come, Dave, — 
and you’re missing the Senior Prom too! 

A great wave of something like hatred 
swept over Jo. That Alice could think of 
the. Prom when death shadowed their 
house! Then she steadied herself. It was 
like the old days of “poling the creek” — 
just the right swing, and you were over! 
Alice had never chummed so with her 
father, maybe it didn’t mean so much to 
her. She hadn’t had those winter eve- 
nings—those moments of nearness. 

d yet—Jo remembered the letter her 
father wrote every Saturday night, no 
matter how tired; thè  scrimping on clothes 
for two years; the painting of the bobs on 
that first Christmas. And why did Alice 
cry somuch? How could she criticize her, 
Jo, for not crying? “Jo never ies It 
still held her. 


1” 


‘Then she heard Dave’s quiet voice.. 


’ he was saying. “I— 
I’ve always thought a pile of your father; 
he’s been good to me. That time when we 
were burning cattails and caught the barn 
afire, he didn’t even scold us. And he was 
always giving—whistles and birdhouses 
and fishpoles—seems as if I always see 
him as he was one day when some folks 
stopped to look at that border of salvia 
you always have along the driveway, and 
wanted to buy some. Your father picked 
a big armful and said, ‘We don’t sell 
flowers. Take ’em and welcome!” 
“That’s Dad!” agreed Arlie, huskily. 
Lucia began to cry softly. 


O LOOKED about at them all, a wave 
of sick resentment sweeping over her. 
What good did it do to cry—now? Why 
hadn’t they come home oftener? Dave, 
only Dave understood; Dave, who hated 
sentiment, had tried to tell them something 
real that was in his heart. He knew John 
Meadows, the great heart of him; he had 
iven them all something to remember, a 
pun thing. Well, she could, too. She 
could tell them what he meant to her. She 
stood up by the stove, her face in the 
lamp’ s glow, tired but somehow shining. 
his is the way I always think of Dad, ” 
she said. “You know where we used to 
cross the creek to go to the milk station? 
I was little then, and Dad would nearly 
always drive right down through the creek 
and up the bank, to wash the wheels, I 
suppose. There wasn’t much water, and 
I wasn’t usually frightened at things any- 
way, but I was afraid then. And Dad 
would crook out his elbow and I would 
clutch it—so tight. And once, when I 
was bigger, I asked him why he did it 
when he knew it scared me so, and he said, 
‘Because I liked to feel your hands on my 


“I wanted to come,’ 
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BY DIAMONDS rec 

from Jason Weiler & Sons, Boston, Mass. 
America’s leading diamond importers 

For over 50 years the house of Jason Weiler & Sons, f| 
of Boston, has been one of the leading diamond import- |} 
ing concerns in America selling direct by mail to customers 
and dealers alike all over the world at worthwhile sav- fif| 
ings. Here are several diamond offers—direct to 
you by mail—which clearly demonstrate our position 
to name prices on diamonds that should interest every | 
present or prospective diamond purchaser. 

This one carat diamond is of fine 
brilliancy and latest, full-cut. | 
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tifully pierced and engraved 
14-K. solid gold ring. Order || 
this diamond, take it to any 
jeweler and if he says it 
can be duplicated for less 
than $200.00 send it back and 
your money will be returned at 


once without a quibble. $145.00 
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ring bespeaks prosperity”? 


1 carat, $145.00 


Fine 
Blue-White 
DIAMOND 
RING Fine, full cut blue-white 
diamond of exceptional 
x y . brilliancy securely set in 
This beautiful 18k solid solid platinum ring, which 


white gold Ring is exqui- 
sitely hand carved and pierced 


is richly carved and ex- 
ti the latest style S4600 quisitely pierced in a 
ue price $46.00 


lacework 
dreet to yor teet 235.00 


effect pse 
A few weights and prices of other diamond rings: 


l4 carat . . $31.00 1% carats . $217.00 | 
34 carat . . 50.00 2 carats . 290.00 
16 carat 73.00 3 carats . . 435.00 


If desired, rings will be sent to any bank you may || 
name or any Express 
Co. with privilege of 
examination. Our dis- 
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| made no movement. 


arm!’ And he—he’s always let us hang 


|| on—like that—just because he loves us— 


and—oh—” she turned suddenly toward 
the door— “I am going to him!” she cried, 
forgetting them all, RI don’t care what 
anyone says—I can’t let him—go—all 
alone!” 

And she was gone, past them and the 
nurse, to that shadowed bedside. 

She knelt down, took her father’s hand 


| in hers gently, put her cheek against it. 


“Dad, Dad, it’s Jo!” she whispered. 
“Don ’t die, Dad; don’t go! You can’t go! 
We’re going to drain the marsh together 
this spring; we’re going to be partners, 
you and ’ Dad—don’t go!” It seemed 
to her he smiled ever so faintly, but he 
She clung to his 
hand. 

“Dad—stay with me—there’ s just you 


| and me now—Dad. I won’t let you go!” 


After that, she didn’t talk. But all 


| night she knelt there, clinging to his hand, 


willing that her abundant youn strength 
might be his too. She just held on. 
iver—that’s what he’d beat aaye 
Ralvia—whissler—love—“Oh, Dad, don’t 
go!” 


N THE morning, when the doctor came, 

she still knelt there. 

“Come, child, get up!” The doctor 
was very gentle with her. “Your father’s 
better, a lot better; looks like he’d get 
well. Didn’t think yesterday he’d last 
the night out; looks like a miracle!” 

Jo crept out to the kitchen. She was 


1” 


| stiff and tired in every muscle, but there 


was a glad song in her heart as she quietly 
began to set the table for breakfast. She 
felt lifted up, as if she, herself, had been 
down in the valley of the shadow and had 
been suddenly pulled back into the sun- 
shine. Nothing, not even Dave and Alice, 
could ever hurt so again. 

Then, there was Dave in the kitchen 
doorway, very sober, looking at her. He 
didn’t know. 

“He’s better, Dave! He’s going to get 
well!” she said softly. His sober eyes 
lighted. She tried to pass him to get the 
butter, but he reached out and took her 
hands, kept her there facing him in the 
doorway. Oh, why did he—didn’t he 
know that just the touch of his hands 


made a magic frre all through her? Didn’t | 


he know that she was tired to the snap- 
= ping point, that she couldn’t bear much 
more! 

“Jo,” he was saying humbly, “Jo, 7 
love you!” 

Startled, unbelieving upward lift of 
gray eyes. 

“I—I guess I always have—only I—I 
didn’t know—till last night—that you 
ever wanted anyone to—to hang onto! 


| Jo—why, Jo, sweetheart—don’t cry!” 


NEXT month, in “The Phantom of 
the Forest,” Archibald Rutledge, 
whose keen understanding of the 
wild creatures of the woods enables 
him to write about them with 
such vividness and picturesqueness, 
tells many fascinating stories of 
his adventures with foxes. In spite 
of their craftiness and predatory 
habits, you will end this article, 


like Mr. Rutledge, with a sneaking is 


feeling of respect for these graceful | 


| and clever rascals. 
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LOVELY, white teeth 

are safe from loss 
only if the gums are 
kept firm and healthy. 
If pyorrhea attacks 
your gums, an X-Ray 
would reveal how 
quickly the infection 
spreads to the root 
sockets which support 
the teeth. Your teeth 
fall out or must be 
pulled — unless pyor- 
rhea is checked. 


Tender, bleeding gums 
and sensitive teeth 


warn you of pyorrhea’s attack 


DENTAL clinics since 1908 have proved 
that Pyorrhocide Powder is a most ef- 
fective dentifrice for helping to check, 
as well as prevent pyorrhea. Its tonic 
and stimulating qualities aid in correc- 
ting bleeding gums, strengthening ten- 
der gums, hardening soft gums. Asa cor- 
rective of sensitive teethit isunequalled. 

It keeps the teeth white and clean. 
It is medicated with Dentinol, a gum- 
tissue healing agent used 
by dentists in the treat- 
ment of pyorrhea. 

Use Pyorrhocide Powder 
daily—see your dentist reg- 
ularly—and you can avoid 
pyorrhea. The economical 
dollar package contains six 
months’ supply. At all drug- 
gists. Send for free sample 
and booklet on causes and 
prevention of pyorrhea. 


FREE Sample 


This X-Ray shows 
tooth socket de- 
struction by 
pyorrhea 


THE DENTINOL & PYORRHOCIDE CO., Ine 
(Sole Distributors) 
Dept 5, 1480 Broadway, New York City. 
Send free ss ample of Pyorrhocide Powder and booklet. 
INARI PIENAAR AES PEE RTE PETEERE AEREE | 
| Address : PE 


PORTRE Writing 


A practical forty-lesson 
course in the writing and 
marketing of the ShortStory, 
taught by Dr. J. Berg Esen- 
wein, famous critic an 
teacher; Editor of The 
Writer’s Monthly 

One pupil has earned over 
$5,000 writing in his spare 
time—hundreds are selling 
constantly to the leading 
publishers. 


DR. ESENWEIN 


150 page catalog free. Please address 
The Home Correspondence School 
Established 1897 


Dept. 134 Springfield, Mass. 


Midni cht 
Coffee 


Free from caffeine 


Here is a coffee you can drink at midnight 
without fear of wakefulness. 
A coffee which doctors never forbid and 


never stint. A coffee which makes substitutes 
unnecessary. A coffee children can enjoy. 

The name is Kaffee Hag—a pure, exquisite 
coffee with the caffeine taken out. Caffeine 
is the sole cause of coffee’s harm. 

Kaffee Hag is not peculiar coffee. The finest 
hotels now serve it. You never knew a flavor 
or aroma more delightful. 

We simply open the pores of the raw coffee 
bean and remove the caffeine. It adds no 
delight to coffee. Jt has no taste. Even its 
stimulation does not come until two hours 
after drinking, so you don’t miss that. 

All the quick bracing effects remain. The 
flavor and aroma are untouched. The roasted 
beans come to you unground. So you have 
coffee—natural coffee—at its best. 

Does that not mean much to you or yours? 
A coffee all can drink at any hour without a 
thought of harm? Real coffee, not mock coffee? 
If so, please send this coupon for a ten-cup 
package—for a dime! (Stamps will do.) 


| Mail This Today for 10-Cup Sample; 10 cts.! 


KIFFEE 1445 Davenport Ave. | 
ee 
| 


Cleveland, Ohio 


Pains or callouses there? 


Those painsacrossthe ball of the feet, the cramp- 
ed toes, the burning, painful callouses which 
form on the bottom of the feet can positively 
be relieved and the cause corrected with Dr. 
Scholl’s Foot Comfort Appliances. 

These appliances are light, springy and can be 
adjusted to meet all arch and foot conditions. 
Worn in any shoe. Sold and expertly fitted by 
shoe and department stores everywhere. 

Write for free book, “The Feet and Their 
Care” in which Dr. Scholl explains the correct 
treatment for this and other foot troubles. Ad- 
dress: The Scholl Mfg. Co., 213 W. Schiller St., 
Chicago; or 62 W. 14th St., New York. 


Dr Scholls 


Foot Comfort Appliances 
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A Horse-Car Con- 
ductor Who Built 
Castles in the Air 


(Continued from page 45) 


interest, of mortgages and deficits, of 
corporations, stocks, bonds, of accounts 


and audits, and a hundred other subjects | 


of finance and trade. 

“My father,” said Mr. Telling, recall- 
ing those days, “was never a preachy 
man. He had no maxims covering life and 
living. But there was one quality for 
which he had a profound respect. That 
was silence. ‘Keep your mouth shut, and 
listen,’ he said to me a hundred times. I 
heard this so often that I came to regard 
it as part of the moral code that had been 
left out of the Commandments by mistake. 
It served me well on that car. And when 
I left that job I carried away a miscel- 
laneous jumble of information that just 
needed a little straightening out and 
ordering to be the basis of a good educa- 
tion in business.’ 

In addition to collecting valuable in- 
formation, young Telling had saved eleven 
hundred dollars in those three and a 
half years, enough to buy a milk route. 
Thus he became possessed of a horse and 
wagon, milk cans, and the good will of a 
stretch of territory on the edge of Cleve- 
land. And it was with a never-to-be-for- 
gotten thrill that he mounted his cart on 
that first morning, and pronounced the 
initial “‘gid-ap” that was to start him on a 
long journey, a journey that led from the 
poorest milk route in town to a dominat- 
ing position in a great industry. Which 
seems to prove that a man can drive a 
long way—even in a milk wagon—if he 
will keep on driving and knows where he 
is going. 

But the fledgling milk baron had not 
driven very far before he realized he had 
hit a snag. He found he had bought the 
poorest milk route in Cleveland. fh had 
paid out his eleven hundred dollars for 
the right to sell milk in a neighborhood 
where the people needed milk the most, 
but had the least money to buy it with. 
Milk at that time sold for six cents a 
quart. But this was a five-cent route. 


T WAS clear to me that I had to work 

into better territory,” Mr. Telling ex- 
plained. “In those days the milkman 
remained in his wagon and rang a bell 
announcing his arrival. He had to await 
the appearance of the housewives with 
their pitchers and pails. Thus, tosave time, 
I began to carry a small supply of milk 
from door to door. A knock brought the 
housewife quicker, and I could end the 
call when I was through pouring. 

“Soon I trained my customers to leave 
their pails outside with tickets in them. 
Thus I covered the ground much faster, 
and was able to use my afternoons solicit- 
ing new customers in an adjoining neigh- 
borhood where milk sold for six cents. 
had not been doing this very long when a 
friendly rival came to me. ‘Telling,’ he 
said, ‘you are going to get in bad with 
every milkman in Cleveland if you get 


| out of your wagon, and particularly if you 
| solicit business. 


You had better quit it.’ 


l 
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Combination J” 


Thermal Jug, 
and Food Container, AL! 
Inexpensive Outfit Makes Cooking a "7 
TTACH to any light socket. Cooks pe 
Å iecuy. Uses no more current than a toata 
Roasts, bakes, steams, stews and boils. With- 


out current it freezes ice cream. eeps food hot 


or cold, Fine for apartments. ‘Just the the i the thing for or 


women employed away from home. 
enthusiastic users. Learn the pleasure and hes 
venience of lamp socket cooking this new, easy 
and low-priced way. Have more delicious fi 
Profit Is Sacrificed 
To introduce Everhot electric cooking to as many 
homes as possible, we have priced the Everhot jr. 
at the very minimum. See it at electrical, hard- 
ware or department stores. lf your dealer is not 
supplied order direct from us. 
ed r. price complete with two heavy alumi- 
utensils, lifting tongs, six feet of 
avy, ‘heater cord, two plugs and 
Rit irections for use, only $10, 
=] (far West $12). Larger modda 
we and_ $57.50 (Higher in 
est) —Booklet free. 


Me Swartzbaugh 
Mfg. Co. 


Toledo, Ohio 


DO YOU LIKE TO DRAW? 


Cartoonists are well paid 


We will not give you any grand prize 

if you answer this ad. Nor will 

we claim to make you rich in a 

week. But if you are anxious to 

develop your 4 talent with a suc- 
cessful c: 


S Tor p PEEN 


arep of Cartooning 
Cleveland, Ohio 


6 cents in stamps 

and ae 
Write for our Guide Books & 
“RECORD eg ol INVENTION BLANK” 


PATENTS. 38 eat 


Send model or sketch and descri a your invention 
for Inspection and Instructions Terms reasonable. 


Victor J. Evans & Co., 757 Ninth, Washington, D. C. 
NEW CATHOLIC ART CALENDAR FOR 1926 


attractively printed in four colors, 14 pages. Beautiful 
religious painting for each month. Gives all feast days and 
fast days for 1926. A complete prolorence guide to Catholic 


money, send a 


faith. Postpaid 40c each, or 3 for $ 

Special proposition for salesmen. 
EXTENSION PRESS, 920 LeMoyne Bidg., CHICAGO 
pa 


You can easily earn your own spend- 
ing money, get dandy prizes and build 
up a permanent paying business of your 
own. Thousands of young fellows like 
yourself are making money every week. 
Start immediately. I'll tell you how. 


JIM THAYER 


Dept. A38, The Crowell Pub. Co.,Springfield, O. 
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When Baby 
Plays The Piano 


By Mrs. Youngmother 


| OB the finger marks when that 

toddler tries to ‘play the piano.’ 
Luckily, it takes only a minute or so 
=i! to remove them with 3-in-One. Bi 


“I sprinkle a few drops on a cloth i| 
\ previously wrung out in cold water 

| and wipe off the soiled spots. Then i{ 

| I polish with a soft, dry cloth, rubbing 

with the grain of the wood. The re- 

sult isa beautiful lasting lustre. It’s best 

| to do only a small surface at a time. 


| 

i 

i 3-in-One | 
\{ The High Quality Household Oil \{ 
I 

I 


i produces a clean, bright, dry surface 
that won’t finger mark easily or catch 
dust and lint. Preserves the wood 


\ and the finish. i 


Use 3-in-One on hardwood and paint- 
ed floors, linoleum and oilcloth. Use \{ 
| 3-in-One to oil all light household 

| mechanisms. Use 3-in-One to pre- | 

vent rust and tarnish on bathroom fix- | 

\{ tures and kitchen utensils. \{ 
3-in-One is sold in all good stores in 1-0z., 3-oz. and 
34 pt. bottles; also in 3-oz. Handy Oil Cans. The 


¥ pt. bottle is the economical housebold size. 
Contains most for the money. 


FREE— Se" sample and Dictionary 


showing 79 uses for 3-in-One. 
Write for both on a postal card. 


THREE-IN-ONE OIL CO., 130CP. William St, N. Y. p) 
Factories: Rahway, N. J. and Montreal =F, 
9 


Saves Health, Furniture, Pianos, 
Fuel, Painting, Plants, etc. 
Fill with water, hang on back of any 
Radiator out of sight. Others for all types 
of Hot Air Furnaces. Tens of thousands 
in satisfactory use. $1.50 to $3, ac 
cording to size. Write for FREE Booklet. 


SAVO MANUFACTURING CO. 
Dept. C-11, 111 W. Monroe St., Chicago, m 


New Plans] 


| delivery at night. 


Shows newest 9] 
Colonial, English, -_ 
Spanish designs— 
Bungalows, Cot- 


| tages, Four-Family 
and Income Bun- 
galow Homes, Garage plans. 
Homes to be built for $2000 to 
$20,000. A real plan book that 
shows full illustrations of house, 
together with floor plan arrangement and general 
Specifications. Complete information on planning, and 
building. Get this book before you build and save money. 


Simply send your name 
Send No Money aiar: Psy pot 
man $1.97, plus few cents delivery charge. Examine 5 days 
and return for your money if you don’t like it. Write today. 
A post card will do. Just say, ‘‘Send me your new plan book.’’ 
NATIONAL PLANS, INCORPORATED 
1009 Lafayette Bldg. Detroit, Mich. 


“But I didn’t quit. I decided to defy 
tradition. Little by little, I got so many 
new customers in the new neighborhood 
that I was able to abandon my old route 
altogether. I gave it to another milkman. 


“ABOUT this time two things happened 
which profoundly affected my course,” 
he said. “The first was this: Lateone after- 
noon while soliciting for milk customers I 

ot an order for a gallon of ice cream. 
This was something new; but an order 
was an order and I made up my mind to 
fill it. I had never specialized in ice cream 
for the world, but I was optimistic enough 
to believe that what pleased the home 
folks would please a customer. 

“Upon reaching home I set to work right 
away, and delivered that gallon in time 
for the party. I have been making ice 
cream ever since. 

“The other thing was this: I. had been 
watching a barber in neighborhood. 
He was a good barber. "fe worked hard. 
His shop was the first to open. The 
lights were burning there late into the 
night. But he never seemed to get any- 
where. And as I passed his shop day 
after da ot to thinking how he was 
limited iy the fact that he could earn 
only what his two hands could earn. No 
matter how well he barbered, he could get 
but ten cents for a shave and fifteen cents 
for a hair-cut. And he could never shave 
enough chins or trim enough heads with 
his two hands to amount to a great deal. 
Soon it dawned on me that I was limited 
the same way. I began to see that I could 
do much more if Í worked with many 
pairs of hands—with an organization. 
And I made up my mind to move in that 
direction. 

“But at that time it was not possible 
to do this in the milk busimess. You 
remember the old-time milkman perched 
up on his wagon, with his bell, his muffler 
and mittens, his two big cans and his 
dipper. Have you ever wondered what 
has become of him and why he left us? I 
will tell you why: One a a milkman in 
New England ecided to deliver his milk 
in bottles. The day he delivered that 
first bottle he signed the death warrant of 
ge fi independent milk route in America. 

le knew the old-time milkman 
personae ly, and gave him their trade 
rgely because t ey preferred him to 
some other milkman. But when the 
bottle came, it could be left at the door- 
step. People did not have to come out to 
receive it from the milkman. This led to 
And this made it 
possible for one man to own two routes, or 
a dozen. But at the time of which I 
speak one milk route to a man was the 
limit. So I decided to sell my wagon and 
seek other pastures. 


A pN PARTNERSHIP with my brother 

Charles, I opened a little confectionery 
store at Lake View near the car barns. 
We made our ice cream in the basement, 
baked several hundred pies a day, sold 
soda pop and candy to tha neighborhood 
and lunches to the employees at the 
street car barn. But I continued to go 
out over my route for ice-cream orders. In 
fact, this part of the business grew so fast 
that we decided to go into the business of 
manufacturing ice cream wholesale. This 
was something new in Cleveland. We 
left our store in charge of another brother 


fain at 
Home 
fora Tine 


: | If you are now earning 

£L less than $40 a week 
Chief Engineer DUNLAP = — if you want to be an 
ELECTRICAL EXPERT—if you want to 
step quickly into the class of men earning from 
$60 to $250 a week— write me at once! This 
million dollar school offers ambitious fellows 
their big opportunity to learn every branch of 
Electricity at home in spare time by a new, 
practical JOB-METHOD. 


Go into ELECTRICITY! 
—the Business of a Milllon Opportunities 


Be an Electrical Expert, Go into the one great industes 
where it’s easy to getto the top, to make money. to 
make a real success. You don’t need money in the ban! 
or “pull” to get ahead in Electricity—all you need is 
training, honest, complete training, such as I guarantee. 


Learn Electricity Training Built 
Quick by Dunlap by 23 Noted 
“‘Job-Method” Engineers 


Rapid progress is This is not a one- 
made by my stu- man, one-idea 
dents because I school. 22 fam- 
train them on ac- ous Engineers 
tual Electrical from Westing- 
jobs, with stand- house, Western 
ard-size tools and Electric, Massa- 
materials which I chusetts Inst. of 
supply them free. Technology, and 
The first half of many other great 
my training is corporations and 
Applied Electric- universities help- 
ity—a complete ed me make this 
course in itself. course complete. 


In thesecond half Free Job-Service 


sete oo es for Students and 


OORE O 
$10 MOTOR 
used in 4 outfits 
which I give to 
every student. A 
big, man-size mo- 
tor, same type as 
used in the great 
power plants. It 


ing subjects. I] is shipped knock- Graduates 
give you Elec-§ down so you get Wehave supplied 
trical Drafting, | actual practice in f. thousands of jobs 


armature wind- 
ing and assemb- 
ling. Runs on D, 
©. or A. C. cur- 
rent or 32v farm 
electric system, 


Free both to Stu- 
dents and gradu- 
ates. This Job- 
Service keeps in 
touch with great 
price —on easy electrical employ- 
terms, ers in America, 


Got My PAY-DOUBLING The AMERICAN SCHOOL 
OFFER 7 chartered under the lana 

of Massachusetts, as an ed- 

Berore: you balk our Gime ucational institution not for 
ing you want to know if it rotte: EARO years. Over 
i iead to a better Job and 0 Executives, ngineers 
bigger pay. III answer that 2nd Educators have prepar 
in plain English. Get my detui n nese 
catalog, my new guarantee, wonde: American School 


home-study coursesin Elec- 
my offers—quick. tricity. 


CHIEF ENGINEER DUNLAP, Electrical Division 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 22581 ure Avo 


& 68th St., CHICAGO 
Mail coupon to 
Chief Engineer Dunlap Dept. E-81, Chicago 

fe] I want to be an Electrical Expert. Please rush 


guarantee, job-service facts, complete information, 
money-saving offers. 


Radio, Automo- 
tive Electricity, 
and many other 
valuable subjects 
all for one small 


on the coldest 
@ \'winter day with a 
POMEROY ELECTRIC PRIMER 


Just press “a button on the steering wheel. Within 45 seconds this 
wondertal Tittle attachment will generate 300 degrees of heat in the 
manifold of your car—and the actor takes hold on the first revolution 
of the starter. Jt saves your battery—and your temper! Left on after 
starting aida greatly in warming up the motor,avoiding excessive use 
of the choke 
od The Pomeroy Electric Primer has 

A Proven Product been giving excellent service on 
thousands of cars for the past five years. Guaranteed for the life of 
any car. Simple in construction. sily installed by anyone without 

ring. Will not get out of orders Operates from battery in the car. 
ber rough jobbers, dealers and special representatives. Write for 
Sree literature. If not at your dealer's send $3.76 direct today! 


Automotive Salesmen 


Bi high grad Write 
Bey pop Aor bjen ea to pian} 


BENROY AUTOMOTIVE SERVICE, inc. aa 
Mérs., 90 State St, Rochester, N. Y. Ciano ana paua ne Switch, 


Stars 


Must have fine teeth 
By Edna Wallace Hopper 


We on the stage must have beautiful teeth. I have 
consulted countless authorities on them. 

For many years I did this: I used several kinds of 
tooth pastes to get their various effects. Then I used an 
antiseptic mouth wash to combat germ attacks. I used 
magnesia to neutralize the acids which cause tooth decay. 
Then I used breath deodorants. I spent a half-hour daily 
on my teeth. An authority told me the other day that my 
teeth were the marvels of all his experience. 

But he also told me a new way—a way which eliminates 
the bother. Many great experts have combined to create 
a new-type tooth paste—a dentifrice which does every- 
thing at once. It contains olive-oil cleansers of the highest 
order. Polishers to beautify the teeth. Antiseptics to 
combat the germs. Iodine Gi the gums. Magnesia and 
other antacids to guard against acid attacks. Deodorants 
for the breath. 

An army of experts combined their talents to create this 
new-type dentifrice. Now one application does all that I 
did with many. 

The name of this tooth paste is Quindent, meaning five- 
in-one. Itis made by Quindent Laboratories. They have 
furnished me sample tubes. Now dentists everywhere 
advise it, and druggists supply it. 

It means so much to women that I urge them to try it. 
It combines all helps in one. Send the coupon for a 
sample tube. My Beauty Book will come with it. I will 
send enough for 20 uses to show you what Quindent 
means. Clip coupon now. 


Trial Tube Free 


Edna Wallace Hopper, Q33-AM 
536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago. 
Mail me a test of Quindent 


This simplified, complete High School 

Course—specially prepared for home study 
by leading professors— meets all require- 
ments for entrance to college, business, and 


leading professions, 


Over 200 noted Engineers, 
0 Oth Business Men, and Educa- 
er tors, helped prepare the 
special instruction which 
Courses you need for success. No 
matter what your incli- 
nations may be, you can’t hope to succeed 
without specialized training. Let us give 
you the practical training you need. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 


Drexel Ave. and 58th St. 
Dept. H-81 Chicago, 


Money Back When You Finish If Not Satisfied 


American School, Dept. H-81 
Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago 
Send me full information on the subject checked and 
how you will help me win success in that line. 
High School Course: Meets College Entrance Re- 
quirements: trains for Engineering, Business, the 
Professions. 
oO Electrical Engineering: Trains for Operating Engi- 
neer, Supt. of Power Plant, or Designing, Research, 


or Consulting Engineer. 
Automotive Engineering: Trains for Automotive Ex- 
pert, Mgr. of Service Station, Supt. of Auto Plant. 
go Drafting and Design: Trains for Head Designer or 
Chief Draftsman in Architectural, Electrical, Me- 
chanical, Automotive, Structural, etc. 


Name...... 


errr reer eee ee 


Address... cc ccccccccvcceceercssecsevcssese 
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and set up an ice-cream factory. Our 
capital was eleven hundred dollars. Our 
plant was a shed at Fifty-fifth and Cedar 
streets. 

“Debt? We borrowed from everybody 
who would trust us for a few dollars. And 
for many years the burden of that debt 
kept growing, and pressing on our shoul- 
ders until it almost crushed us. We had a 
small gasolene engine running our freezer. 
An old cart made our deliveries. Every- 
thing was second-hand and crude. But 
what we lacked in mechanical equipment 
we made up in man power. Our rising 
hour was four in the morning. The fac- 
tory opened at five. 

“For years I never knew what it was 
to have a Sunday off, or to leave our sho 
before midnight. The physical strengt 
I had acquired on the fem came to my 
assistance then. 

“I suppose I inherited the capacity for 
endurance. My mother at eighty-eight 
and my father at ninety years of age 
are still living. They have celebrated 
their sixty-seventh wedding anniversary. 
Of the five boys and two girls who grew 
up on our farm, all are still living. You 
see, I have had the God-given blessing of 
health. 


“THE price of progress is more prob- 
lems. Our business grew until our 
little shed was too small for us. But how 
could we get a better shelter? We just 

itched in, and built one with our own 
hards: Our few employees helped. We 
kept our meager machinery moving while 
in our spare moments we hammered and 
sawed a two-story frame factory building 
around ourselves.” 

That building is still standing. It is a 
part of the immense Telling-Belle-Vernon 
plant. To-day it is being used as shipping 
rooms for one of the departments. 

I asked Mr. Telling what he considered 
one of his chief obstacles at this time. 

“Working in the dark,” he replied 
promptly. “It is a difficulty no one need 
suffer to-day. You have no idea how 
simple the keeping of business records has 
been made in the past few years. But in 
the old days we were always in the dark. 
We knew nothing of keeping books. We 
were always adding more wagons, more 
machinery, more customers, and collect- 
ing more money. But we never seemed 
to have anything. For ten years I drew 
only three dollars a day for myself. My 
brother did the same. Then one day we 
got a bookkeeper to cast up our accounts. 
When I found we owned one hundred 
thousand dollars I nearly fainted.” 

“You have spoken of optimism as a 
owerful ally in business,” I suggested. 
‘But did your optimism ever fail you?” 

“There were times when it got a little 
weak, indeed,” Mr. Telling added very 
gravely. “But only once did I really 

uestion our chance of coming out on top. 
Things looked very black for us. Obliga- 
tions were crowding us. The clouds were 
settling all around our little enterprise. 
One or two of our men had given up the 
ship and gone. Somehow it got noised 
about in the family that we were doomed. 

“Then one night quite late I was alone 
in the small office. I was so tired and 
weary I had scarcely energy to count the 
little pile of bills and coins, all wet and 
covered with salt as it came from the 
drivers who delivered ice cream. Some of 


CPLOIOIOPOLIOIOIOIO> 
AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC ARTS 


Founded in 1884 by Franklin H. Sargent 
America’s Leading Institution for Dra- 
matic and Expressional Art and Training 

Prepares and equips for 
Acting Teaching Directing 
Develops Poise and Power 
for use in any Vocation in Life 
Fall Class still open for Oct. 26 


New Class forming for Jan. 15 
Extension Dramatic Courses in Co-operation with 


COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY 


Free Catalog describing all Courses from 
Room 266-K CARNEGIE HALL, New York 
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Che ELY SCHOOL 
For Girls. Greenwich, Connecticut 


In the country. One hour from New York. 


Kendall Pall for Girls 


Aceredited. Intensive College Preparatory; Household Manage- 
ment and Decoration. Music. 50 min. from Boston. Beautiful 
40-acre estate—woods and seashore. Riding. skiing. skating, 
tennis. Catalog. Mr. and Mrs. C. P. Kendall, Bex 320, Prides, Mass. 


The Woods’ School 


For Exceptional Children Tene sore Schools 
GIR! BOYS LI FOLKS 
Booklet Box 172, Langhorne, Pa. 


Mrs. Mollie Woods Hare, Principal 


THE SARGENT SCHOOL ‘eaccstcn 


Founded 1881 by Dr. D. A. Sargent 
Booklet on request 


L. W. SARGENT, Director, Cambridge, Mass. 


TELECRAPH 


(Morse and Wireless) and RAILWAY Accoy 
oughly ig salaries; great oj rtunities. st, largest school. 
Fedoreed by Telegraph, Railway, Radio, and o emme: a 
Expenses low—opportunities to earn large portion. Catal x 
DODGE’S INSTITUTE Noma Street, Valparaiso, Ind. 


Noted for: select patro! 30 states; ph t s 
aae ie el SONGS Aaa Bnin A sae 
speci . * esti 


advi es in music, oratory, art, ic science Fs- 
ical culture. 31 buildings, out-door sports; sw , boating, 
"back riding, etc. Catalog and illustrated book. T 


Address BRENAU, Box R, Gainesville, Ga. 


FISHBUR Sool, 


Diploma to all colleges. Small classes, ex 
$250,000 fire-proof equipment. R. O. T. C. under U.S. War 
Dept. Catalog. Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box A, Waynesboro, Va. 


BORDENTOWN WHTARY 


Thorough preparation for college or business. t faculty 
smali classes, individual attention. Boys taught how to study. 
Supervised athletics. 4ist year. Catalogue. Col. T. D. LANDOS, 
BORDENTOWN-ON- 


Principal and Commandant, Drawer C-1, 


THE-DELAWARE, N. J. 


. . oye 

Missouri Military Academy 
Develops red-blooded American manhood, through care- 
fully co-ordinated military and academic training. 
Equipment and faculty exceptional. For catalog addres 
Col. E. Y. Burton, Pres., Box 122, Mexico, Missouri 


McLean Hospital Training School 


Offers to men a unique course in nursing with $30 a 
month, room and board while in training. Graduates 
in demand at $5 to $10 aday. Dr. F. i. Packard, 
Supt., Waverly, Mass. 


Tri State College of Engineering 


Makes you a Civil, Mechanical, Electrical or Chemical 
Engineer in two years. 48 weeks each. No entrance ex- 
aminations. High School Diploma not required. Com- 
pact courses made u xpenses low. 
For catalog address, 


of essentials only. 
ox A-11, Angola, Ind. 


ou can be quickly cured, if yod 


STAMMER 


Send 10 cents for 288-page book on Stammering and 
Stuttering, aia Cause and Cure.” It tells wt 
cured myself after stammering 20 yrs. B. N. Bogus, 
7373 Bogue Bidg., 1147 N. Ili. St. indianapolis. 


Become More Efficient 
Coursesin Mathematics, Ch T 
Psychology, Education, Busta 
and 40 other subjects command 
either High School or College 
Credit. Start any time. 


The University of Chicago 


21 Ellis Hall CHICAGO, ILL. 
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For 
Tough 


Beards 
or 
Tender Skins 


OU will find relief and 

comfort in a jar of In- 
gram’s Therapeutic Shaving 
Cream. It rapidly softens 
the toughest beard and pre- 
vents shaving irritation. Its 
exclusive properties soothe 
and cool the skin and heal 
troublesome little cuts. It 
leaves your skin soft, cool, 
invigorated and refreshed. 


Thousands of men have 
told us that it makes shaving 
a pleasure—no longer a job 
to be dreaded. 


If your druggist cannot supply 
you, send 50c. for the blue jar 
that contains six months of shav- 
ing comfort. Or send 2c, stamp 
for sample. 


Frederick F, Ingram Co. 
‘ama: Established 1885 


— 666 Tenth St., 
E 4 Detroit, Mich. 
Also Windsor, Canada 
I ngram Made particularly 
for tender skins 
s a Aaa 
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Dial Monol Vaudeville Acts 
Musi Comedies PLAY How to Stage a Play 
and Revues, Min- Make-up Goods 


strel Opening Choruses, Darky Plays. Catalog F 
T. S. DENISON & CO., 623 So. Wabash, Dept. 157, CHICAGO 


Young outdoor 
men wanted 


To a few sturdy young men— 
lovers of fresh air and sunshine 
—who want to get away from 
the grind of indoor work—John 
Davey’s national organization, 
The Davey Tree Expert Com- 
pany, offers an exceptional op- 
portunity. Constantly increas- 
ing demand will create a limited 
number of openings. Those 
young men selected will be thor- 
oughly trained by the Company 
and giten a permanent position 
if they make good. If you are 
single, between 20 and 30 years 
of age, free to travel, healthy, 
industrious, having a good prac- 
tical education, and able to 
furnish satisfactory references, 
you have a good chance to 
qualify. Pay is good at start, 
advancement assured on merit. 
We want only men who desire 
permanent employment in a 
growing organization and will 
accept only clean, sturdy young 
men, thorough Americans, not 
afraid of vigorous outdoor work, 
Write for additional information 
and qualification blank to serve 
in place of personal interview. 
The Davey Tree Expert Co., Inc. 
294 Federal Bldg., Kent, Ohio. 


the money had actually fallen from my 
numb fingers. I heard a noise, and looked 
up to see my mother standing in the 
door. 

“She was in tears—a thing rare for her. 
She had come to find out how things 
really stood with me. I tried to explain 
that we were all right, and that we would 
battle through somehow. But later on, 
around midnight, after I had put away 
that wet, salt mess of money uncounted 
and, weary and sick at heart, had started 
home, I stopped outside my house and 
asked myself, ‘Can it be that I am trying 
to do the impossible?’ But that doubt 
was just momentary. I do not think it 
ever came to me again. 

“You know, experience teaches us how 
to do many things. But it also teaches us 
that there are many things that cannot be 
done. And very often we learn this part 
of the lesson too easily. That is why so 
often, while the old ee are busy with 
their ‘can’t be dones’ some young chap 
who doesn’t know they are impossible 
comes along and does them. 


“WELL, shortly after the incident I 
have just told you of, I reached a 
crisis where it was necessary to obtain 
thirty-five hundred dollars. I was very 
desperate; but I had anidea. It wasa per- 
fectly impossible idea. But, you see, I 
didn’t know that. So I went right out and 
executed it. I put an extra shirt, a collar 
and a nightshirt into a little grip and 
started for New York. 

“I have to smile now as I think what a 

reen country lad ‘I was, trying to find 
all Street. I went to a man from whom 
I had once bought some second-hand 
machines and asked him to introduce me 
to a big ice-cream man in New York. 
He took me over to the Reid Ice Cream 
Company, and presented me to Mr. 
W. R. Comfort, its head. In less than a 
dozen minutes I announced I wanted him 
to buy thirty-five hundred shares of stock 
in my concern at a dollar a share. 

“He didn’t laugh at me. He didn’t 
seem amused at a small-town ice-cream 
man trying to sell a New York magnate 
stock in a little hand-built Cleveland fac- 
tory. Instead, he questioned me very closely 
and then, to my astonishment, invited me 
to stay at his home while I was in New 
York. 

“Three days later, when I left for Cleve- 
land, Mr. Comfort was the owner of those 
thirty-five hundred shares. They were 
not worth thirty-five hundred dollars then. 
But he still has them, and they are worth 
one hundred and fifty thousand dollars 
to-day, and they have paid him as much 
again in dividends!” 

This marked the turning point. From 
then on, Telling had under way the task 
of building up that immense business 
which some member of his organization 
carries daily to the doorsteps of so many 
hundreds of thousands of homes in Ohio. 

As his business commenced to prosper, 
Telling began to give some of his time to 
play. He is an ardent baseball fan, and 
even owns a famous semi-professional 
team. He is also a lover of birds and 
flowers, and diverts himself still further 
by agricultural experiments. 

He has ridden a long way on that milk 
cart whose tracks were always the first to 
town! 
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OU COP ills 
rand get 


more heat 


WHEN you pay your coal bill, it’s 
>a big satisfaction to know 
that you are going to get heat out 
of all your fuel. That’s better than 
wasting money and steam fighting 
air, which rushes back into your ra- 
diators when fires are banked and 
cools them off. 


Hoffman Vacuum Valves not 
only freely let air out of radiators 
—they keep it out. If itis your first 
experience with Hoffman Valves 
you will be amazed how these 
vacuum valves save fuel and at 
the same time wonderfully increase 
the comfort of your home. 


The Thirty Day 
Challenge Test 
Make it yourself 


Put a Hoffman Vacuum Valve on one ra- 
diator or equip all of them. Hours after 
you have banked your fires you will find that 
the radiators you are testing are still hot. 
In the morning they will be the first to heat. 
That is because air has been kept out. That 
is the magic of a vacuum. 


Send us the coupon below for a little book 
“Locking the Door Against the Heat Thief” 
which explains in simple words just why the 
magic vacuum created by Hoffman Vacuum 
Valves transforms the operation of steam 
heat. We will also send youa “Thirty-Day 
Trial Certificate” which lets you test these 
valves at our risk. 


Your local plumbing and 
heating shops sell Hoff- 
man Vacuum Valves 


HOFFMAN 
VACUUM VALVES 


more heat from less coal 
The Hoffman Specialty Co., Inc. 


Dept. P-2, 25 West 45th Street, 
New York City 


obligation your 
Door Against the 
“30-day Trial Cer- 


Please send me without 
book “Locking the 
Heat Thief” and the 
tificate.’’ 


Name 


“ask tor Horlicks 


The ORIGINAL 


i Malted Milk 4 and Diet 
7 For INFANTS, 

Ne Children, Invalids, 

Nursing Mothers, etc. 

} mak Avoid Imitations 


Campbell’s “RAPID” ELECTRIC 
Fireless Cooker Range — 3 


Exactly what you've been waiting 
for—the Automatic Rapid Elec- 
tric Fireless Range has double }§ 
Electric grill for frying, 17-in. oven s 

for baking, large electric fireless 
cooker for boiling. Electricity starts 
cooking. It automatically shuts off 
and fireless cooker finishes the cook- 
ing. Works off home lighting circuit. 


SPECIAL 30 DAY TRIAL OFFER 
Write for FREE home science cook book 
Cash or easy payments. Lo 

amaze you. card will do. 


William Campbell Co., 1005 Unien Av. 
Alliance, Ohie Georgetown, Ontarie 
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DOWNTOWN, on the floor of the 
Stock Exchange, uptown in the clubs, 
mid-town among the smart tailors, 
out-of-town at the universities—there 
Bostonians’ style originates. And 
their clean lines and superb work- 
manship find you wherever you are. 


COMMONWEALTH SHOE & LEATHER COMPANY 
BOSTON AND WHITMAN, MASS. 


ROSTON IANS 


SHOES FOR MEN 


TOOTHACHE 


Relieve It Quickly with 


DENT’S 


TOOTHACHE GUM 


Relieves the pain. Use it until you can 
see your dentist. Cleanses and protects 
cavity. Retards decay. Destroys odor. Does 
not spill or dry up like liquids. All druggists 
or by mail, 25c. C. S. Dent & Co., Detroit. 


A rubbing 
alcohol 


It cleans and 


closes the pores. 
Useiteach night, 
before retiring. 
Try it! 


Service Laboratories, Inc.} 
Chicago 


lava} 
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bad NEW PLAN 


Men and Women! Write me today and 
by this time next week I can place you in a posi- 
tion to make $2.00 to $5.00an hourin your spare time, 


up to $15.00 a day full time, Thousands of our repre- 
sentatives aremaking that and more with our New 
plans. Simply introduce and take orders for famous 
World's Star Hosiery and Underwear sold di- 
rect from mill to home—a complete line for whole 
family. Permanent customers and repeat orders 
make you steady, big income. No delivering or 
collecting. No capital required. 


W it Qui k It's a chance tomake thousands 
rite ICK of dollars. Your profits begin 
at once., Exclusive territory. Vo experience 


needed. Write today and I'll send all facts and 
tell how to start Free, (Established 30 years.) 


World’s Star Knitting Co. 
301 Lake Street Bay City, Mich. 


NEW! currit quick: 


STAY-PREST Trouser Presser—wonderful 
new invention — looks efficient, and it is. 
That's why 250, 000 have been sold already. 


My First Week I Made § $9 


‘Since then Jhavé. earned. over $100 


every wee . Patterson, of 
lowa. Many others aking big money. 
No wonder! Millions of interested prospects. A 
uality product. Puts lasting crease in trousers, 
Fake ps out bagginess—smooths entire surface—dem- 
onstrates in 40 seconds. Sells quick to every man, 


FREE Selling Outfit 


Your profits paid in advance. Simply write orders, 
We deliver and collect, Test it without cost, full 
time or side line, Send postcard for offer of free 
demonstrator. Join the big money-makers. 


tors today- THE GETGEY-JUNG COMPANY 
inches S-78 G & J Bidg. Cincinnati, Ohio 


Her Son’s Girl 


(Continued from page 43) 


“Nita!” It was Mr. Stewart who spoke 
this time. is 

Nita came quickly over to her mother 
and put her hand on her shoulder. 

h, it’s all right, Mom. You couldn’t 
help it, I guess. Nobody could. It just 
seems a shame, that’s all.” 

“Yes, it does,” said Mr. Stewart. 

Mrs. Stewart said ‘nothing. ‘‘They 
met me half way” Those words were 
ringing in her ear. “They were interested 
in me. You never gave me a chance.” 

“Oh, yes, I did!” Thus in her mind she 
answered that accusing voice. “If you’d 
been the kind of girl for Bobby, I would 
have liked you. I would!” 

Bobby made no comment on the situ- 
ation. During the next two days he did 
not go to the country club. He stuck 
around the house, and at meals was rather 
silent. When Nita remarked casually, 
“She’s all right, Bobby. Stick to it, and 
here’s ho ing,” he threw her a quick 
smile. hanks, Nite,? he answered. 


ON THE second day, Mrs. Stewart 
came upon him standing in the li- 
brary looking out of the window. There 
was something very poignant and wistful 
in the droop of his shoulders, his bent 
head, his unseeing eyes, something that 
went straight to his mother’s heart. 

Quickly she crossed the room to him and 
laid her hand on his shoulder. ‘“‘Oh, 
Bobby, Bobby,” she cried, “don’t take 
it so hard!” 

He swung around and smiled, a little 
responsive, appreciative smile. 

“Tm all right, Mom,” he said, moving 
away from her hand. “When things don,t 
come out right, there’s no use awling 
about it. But I just don’t understand it, 
that’s all. There’s something phony 
about the whole thing.” 

Mrs. Stewart’s heart jumped. Her 

eyes never left his face. 

“Everything was all right,” he went 
on, ‘‘till she came here. And then it was 
all wrong. And I don’t know what to 
make of it. That afternoon we talked, 
she never said she didn’t like me any 
more—she just said that we wouldn’t be 
happy. And when I wanted to know why, 
she wouldn’t say anything more. If—’ 
his eyes were agonized— “‘if I only knew 
the reason! It was all right till she came 
here; then she wasn’t the same—” He 
turned back to the window again. 

Gently his mother patted his arm. 

“T—I think she was right, Bobby. It's 
all for the best. You never would have 
been happy, together. She wasn’t the 
girl for you. 

He swung around. “What makes you 
ar that? Didnt you like her?” 

heir eyes met. He was looking 
searchingly at her. 

“Of course, I liked her,” lied Bobby’s 
mother. She did not dare say otherwise. 
Then, “What makes you ask that?” 

He looked away. “‘Oh, I don’t know. 
I’ve been thinking about things, going 
over it all. And I remembered—once or 
twice it seemed to me. . . . You never 
called her Grace—and—” his voice died 
away. 


Her Son’s Girl, by DorotHy SANBURN PHILLIPS 


“There are other girls, you know, 
Bobby,’’she said after a moment. 

His laugh rang out bitterly. “Oh, sure, 
lots of other girls; but they won’t be 
Grace. I tell you, Mom, I’m not beaten 
yet. I’m not going to give her up; I’m 
never going to give her up! I’m going to 
find out the reason, and then—” his 
fists were clenched, his jaw set. 


AND suddenly Mrs. Stewart was afraid, 
afraid that he might weigh her and 
judge her as those gray eyes had done, 
afraid that her son, as in his trouble 
had turned to her, might feel his mother 
had betrayed him. 

“He wouldn’t understand” — that 
thought drove quickly home—“that I 
wat tiak of him, that it’s all for his 

ood. 

She brought herself up sharply. Look- 
ing at his worried face, his clenched 
hands, she wondered suddenly—wondered. 


And for the first time she questioned her | 


own judgment. On first sight she had 
sized u 
unsuitable; yet could one dismiss her thus 
with a wave of the hand, this girl who 
had seen the situation and met it, and 
who had refused to marry Bobby, with- 
out telling him the reason? 

Mrs. Stewart tried to put that question 
from her mind, but it haunted her. 

Bobby did not mention Grace again. 
After his talk with his mother, he went 
off in the car, coming in late for supper 
with the announcement that he had 
played eighteen holes that afternoon. He 
went again to the golf club the next 
morning, and to a dance that night. And 
Mrs. Stewart gave a sigh of relief. He 
was waking up, taking an interest in life 
once more; he was young; he would get 
over this girl, as he had got over so many 
others. 

A little peace of mind came to her, and 
the next morning when she went out into 
the garden to pick some flowers for the 
house she smiled a bit to herself. The 
sun was pleasantly warm, but the air was 
fresh ana invigorating. The golden glow 
seemed filled with light, and the red 

ladioli made a mass of welcoming color. 
She pushed back a strand of hair from her 
forehead, and leaned over to cut some. 
They would look lovely on the mantel- 

iece in the living-room. . . . Who was 
it had said she had a beautiful home? 
She gave a start. Why couldn’t she stop 
thinking of that girl? 

She stood erect, and saw Nita coming 
toward her from the house. 

“Good morning, dear. Have you had 
your breakfast? And did you have a 
good time at the dance?” ‘Then, seeing 


the strained expression on Nita’s face, | 


““Why—what’s the matter?” 

“Guess who he had at the dance last 
night?” Nita’s tones were tragic. 

he flowers dropped from Mrs. Stew- 

art’s hands. A presentiment swept over 
her. 

“Chrissy Walters! I couldn’t believe 
my eyes! I couldn’t!”’ 

Mrs. Stewart said nothing. The color 
left her face. She stared at her daughter. 


Everyone in Pentonville knew Chrissy | 


Walters: her affairs and her flirtations 


were the talk of the town. Very slim of | 


figure was she, and painted, with snapping 
black eyes, eyes which had been fasci- 
nating men ever since she was in high 


Bobby’s girl as absolutely | 
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A Genuine Underwood No. 5 


The ace of standard writing ma- 
chines! The best busi- 
ness machine is best 
for you. Read 
our offer! 


i a E 


Own a Typewriter ! 


your life. The trial is free. If you buy, our easy 
terms make it a pleasure to pay. There’s no excuse 
now, for not owning a typewriter—and the finest 
make! We include all tools, cover, etc., all com- 
plete, all ready to write. Write us now. Deal direct; 
we are the largest factory of the kind; we offer the 
right machine at the right price; we sell the largest 
business houses. 


Typist's Manual 


FREE 


Get our catalog free; quotes 
lowest prices and most liberal 
terms in existence. We'll send 
a manual free, too; it contains 
valuable instruction for learning 
rapid typing, useful pointersforall 
who use a typewriter, examples of 
business forms, social correspondence, 
work for others, etc. Clip coupon now! 


4 s For Free 
| Mail This NOW OBE 
SHIPMAN-WaRD Mpc. Co. 
2068 Shipman Bldg., Chicago 
Please send FREE, full offer, catalog, t yping 


manual, and outline your free course in Touch 
Typewriting, without obligation! 


@ 


A Bargain YouCan’t Ignore! Every 
Member of the Family Will Use 
and Enjoy It! Try it Free and See! 


GEL YOUR typewriter 
now. A genuine, Ship- 
man-Ward rebuilt Under- 
wood —‘“‘the machine you 
willeventually buy.” Don’t 
send a cent, but do get our 
special offer—valuable 
book on typewriting—free. 
You can learn to write on 
this standard-keyboard Underwood in a 
day. In a week, you’ll feel lost without it! 
The free trial will prove it. Our rebuilt plan 
gives you the best machine and a big saving. 


Act NOW If Ever! 


Speak up, if you want one! Underwood No. 5 is 
so popular this lot we're completing now won't be 
long in selling! Rebuilt from top to bottom—every 
single worn part replaced. New typewriters are 
guaranteed for a year; we guarantee this one five | 


years! That'’s'our Better-Than-New Guarantee. Namie m 
And we guarantee a big saving! 

We don’t want a penny now. Nor any money at Street or ED tive — as 
all, unless this proves the typewriter bargain of | TTAN | ae are ee Ss Sialic, 


I Guarantee you can produce 
wonderful, sweet music in three days 
and quickly play popular and classical 

‘selections on our Sreclally tempered Mu- 
sical Saw. The sensation of radio, vaude- 


S ville and orchestra entertainment. 


FRENCH and SPANISH 
onstration Record 


i 


A condensed lesson. French 

FREE--Phonograph record of two beautiful on one side; Spanish on the 
saw solos and my special introductory offer of other. Printed text furnished 
Saw, Bow, Hammer and Resin given without with the record. A practical 


charge with Course of Instruction. Write today! 


MUSSEHL & WESTPHAL 
130 W. Water St. Fort Atkinson, Wis. 


demonstration of how easily 
you can learn a new language. En- 
dorsed by French and Spanish 
Embassies. Mail only 25¢ to International Correspon- 
dence Schools, Box 7489-D, Scranton, Penna. 


MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 


KOGRAPH SELF FILLER 


GREATEST VALUE EVER OFFERED 
Writes with ink free and easy as a lead pencil, with- 


> 

out a miss, skip or blur. Its steady uniform flow 
of ink actually improves your handwriting: 
Won't blot, scratch, leak, or soil hand. 


Makes 3 or 4 Carbon 
Copies With Original In Ink. 


Anyone can write with your Ink- 
ograph; no style of writing 

OF pressure can bend, 

ad, injure or dis- 

t its 14 kt. 

gold point. 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 
THE NEW ANI 


improveo WOW 


The Writing - 
HEMISPRERE 
Automatic 

14 kt. gold feed 

prevents clogging. 

Made of best grade, 

highly polished, hard rubber, 
highest class workmanship. 
Pocket clip attached makes 

an instrument of refinement. 
You'll never use a fountain pen once you try 
an Inkograph.' No complicated mechanism to 
clean or get out of order. SEND NO MONEY. 
Pay postman $1.50 plus postage. Year's guarantee certificate 
assures absolute satisfaction. Write name and address plainly. 


INKOGRAPH CO., INC. 1Centre St., New York 


Sell Inkographs make bigger profits, more sales, without investment. Quicker commissions, popular 
prices, no collecting, no competition. Send for an Inkograph or write for special sales plan bookiet. 


INKOGRAPH 


ACCOMPLISHMENT. 


r 
est paper and makes 
ble Writing n ink as rapid 

| ith the softest lead pencil. 


AGENTS 
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The American Magazine 


Safe antiseptic : 
An effective lint 


p OP Young 
Prncrieno, mass US 


“My trouble is museu- 
lar rheumatism. The 
very first application of 
Absorbine, Jr. brought 
relief.’ 


Relieve 


rheumatic pan 


When the first warning twinges come, 
apply Absorbine, Jr. It rouses the blocd 
to renewed action and brings quick relicf 
to the congested area. Following relaxed 
tension, the pain and ache quickly dis- 
appear. 

Don't fear to rub — it cannot burn. It 
is an agreeable liniment to use; of a pun- 
gent, agreeable odor, which quickly dis- 
appears. 

Besides keeping muscles and joints 
limber and free from stiffness, the magic 
bottle has many other emergency andevery- 
day uses. It should have a prominent place 
in your medicine cabinet. 

At all druggists’, $1.25, or postpaid 
Send for free trial bottle 


W. F. YOUNG, Inc. 


Springfield, Mass. 


An Oak Floor 
. ° 
is not expensive 
You can have a beautiful, sanitary Oak Floor ata 
cost to meet your purse. Different grades, all 
equally sound, with color finishes for different 
rooms, will provide variety inappearance at maxi- 
mum economy. Housework is lessened, as oak 
floored roomsare easily kept brightand sanitary. 


If your present home has old-fashioned worn 
floors, Oak may be laid over the old floors, 
adding beauty and permanent value. 

Send coupon for these free books 
Put your flooring problems up T -7q 
to our experts, without obli- {| 


gation. CONSULT AN Arcut- F 


TECT BEFORE BUILDING, \j en E | 
i 
Oax FLoonING BUREAU ál | 
I 870 Hearst Bidg., Chicago 
1 Please send me the free 24-page l 
į book ''The Story of Oak Floors, l 
and “How and Where to Use { 
! Oak Floors.” ! 
l 1 
! NV GING csiis bebe OAS ede Sede wee Sse I 
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Make a Good Salary— 
I Will Show You How! 


Demonstrate once—results 
mean sure sales! Sell what 
everybody wants—radio at low 
prices. Coast to coast reception 
—4, 5 and 7-tube instruments. 
12 Selling 

Lenons SFREE! 
Establish a business of your own. 
Start in spare time—evenings. 
Sales course in 12 lessons and 10 
radio service lessons teach you 
J. Matheson Bell, Pres, everything. 


3100 Men Are Now Doing It! 


Success with over 3,100 men proves merit of our 
proposition. $100 weekly not unusual—many Ozarka 
men make more in spare time! 

Write me personally—tell me 
Free Book! about yourself. I'll see that my 
64-page book, Ozarka plan No. 100, is sent you with- 
out cost. Please mention the name of your county. 
Mail the coupon! 


l Address 
j 


== m e e e e n aea i 

į Gentlemen: I 

; z l 

! I am greatly interested in the FREE BOOK “The i 

- Ozarka Plan” whereby 1 can sell your radio instruments, l 

l Name l 
[i 

l 

| 

l 


| the movies—an afternoon out 


school. Already scandal had touched her 
name in connection with a young married 
man. 

“I told you,” burst out Nita, “that 
when he got a good one, we should have 
held on to her! I told you!” 

“It wont last,” said Mrs. Stewart 
wearily. “It must have been just that 
one evening—it must have been an acci- 
dent.” 

But it wasn’t just that one evening. 
He was seen with her the next night at 
in the 
car. ; 
This went on for some time, and Mr. 
Stewart tried to comfort Bobby’s mother. 
“Its just a passing fancy—reaction 
from that other. He’ll get over it. Boys 
will be boys.” 

But Mrs. Stewart was inconsolable. 
Stories about men caught on the rebound 
echoed through her mind, and she felt 
that judgment was upon her. 

Then, late one afternoon, almost at the 
end of Bobby’s vacation, she came into 
the house and found Chrissy and Bobby 
installed in the living-room. The minute 
she entered she heard their voices: 
Bobby’s laughter, and that feminine 
voice, high-pitched, twangy, yet vaguely 
alluring. 

They were sitting on the davenport to- 
gether. Mrs. Stewart’s quick eyes noted 
the ginger ale bottles and the glasses on 
the table; also, Chrissy’s slim figure out- 
lined in the red silk dress, her lips, the 
droop of her eyelashes, her coloring—so 
artificial, yet so beautiful; the hand lying 
so close to Bobby’s, and Bobby’s bent 
head. 

Bobby looked up quickly. At sight of 
his mother, the laughter was wiped from 
his face. 

“Hullo, Mom. You know Miss Walters? 
We just stopped in for something cool to 
drink. Been out in the car. Nicer here 
than at the club.” 

“How do you do?” Mrs. Stewart was 
studiously polite. “There was some cake. 
Did you find it, Bobby?” 

And she passed ón up the stairs. Those 
two figures flitted before her eyes, and a 
third—a third—a girl in a bright green 
dress, laughing happily up into Bobby’s 
face, and Bobby looking down at her, 
looking as he had never looked at anyone 
before. She went into her room and lay 
down on the bed. 


[ATER, when she met Bobby in the hall, 
after he had taken Chrissy home, her 
strained nerves gave way, and she burst 
out: “What do you mean by bringing a 
girl like that into this house? I won’t have 
it! She isn’t decent!” 

Bobby found his voice. “What does it 
matter, anyway?” he retorted. “I bring 
a fine girl here, a real girl—and you don’t 
like her—you drive her away!” 

“Bobby!” 

“Yes. You did! I see it all now! I 
sort of suspected, but I just couldn’t be- 
lieve it. And then this afternoon, after 
you’d gone up-stairs, Chrissy laughed and 
said you didn’t like her; but it wasn’t 
only her, you wouldn’t like any girl I 
liked. And she said that I’d better do my 
courting a hundred miles from home—if 
you ever saw ’em, or knew about ’em, 
you'd drive ’em all away! And it’s true! 
Chat’s what you did to Grace! I see it 
all now—why she wouldn’t tell me, and 
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everything! And I tell you, Mom, I 
wont forget it soon—your coming be- 
tween us!’ 

There was bitterness in his voice, and 
anger, not the heated anger that flares up 
and is gone, but the cold anger that broods 
and lasts. ‘And you needn’t say anything 
against Chrissy. She’s fun, and I’m 
going to have a good time—” He turned 
his back on his mother and walked away 
inte his room. The door closed behind 

im. 

Mrs. Stewart did not sleep much that 
night. The next morning she went to 
New York—to do some shopping, August 
sales, so she told Nita. She did do some 
shopping; but that was just to fill in the 
time, to keep her mind from the task she 
had set herself. 


LITTLE before five she went into a 

big office building, the same buildin 
that Bobby went into every morning. 
few minutes later she was standing in a 
small reception-room, telling a girl at a 
desk that she was Mrs. Stewart and 
wanted to see Miss Stanislesky. And a 
few minutes after that she was facing those 
gray eyes. 

“How do you do, Mrs. Stewart?” 
There was a worried wrinkle on the girl’s 
forehead. “You wanted to see me?’ 

“Yes.” Mrs. Stewart paused a moment, 
her glance wandering unseeingly around 
the room. Then she took a deep breath, 
and plunged: “I wanted to tell you—you 
were right. I was prejudiced. I never 
gave you a chance!” 

There was a long silence. The girl at 
the desk banged a drawer shut as she 
prepared to leave. Footsteps sounded in 
the hall outside; people passed through, 
brushing by Bobby’s other and Bobby’s 

irl. 
em He—” went on Mrs. Stewart brokenly 
— “he feels terrible, and he’s going around 
with another girl—just to pass the time— 
an awful girl. And he blames me—” Her 
voice broke. 

Another silence. At last the girl spoke. 

“Are you going back to Pentonville 
to-night?” she asked. 

“Wh , no. I’m staying in town to- 

night. I have some shopping, to-morrow’s 
Saturday.” 

She wanted to add that she was stay- 
ing because she hoped that Grace would 
go with her to Pentonville when she 
went, but she did not dare say that. She 
waited, puzzled, breathless. 

“Then won’t you come home with me 
and have dinner and stay with us?” the 
girl continued. ‘‘My brother’s away, and 
we have plenty of room. Pd like—I’d 
like you to meet my mother!” 

The gray eyes were upon her again, but 
though their gaze was steady and clear, 
this time they were not cool and weighing. 
There was warmth in them, admiration, 
and somewhere below the surface, a touch 
of tears. 

“Thank you,” said Mrs. Stewart. 
<*T’d like to very much!” 

The object of her visit was not men- 
tioned again; in fact, the whole episode 
was buried there and then, but Mrs. 
Stewart knew that when she went home 
the next afternoon Grace would be on the 

train with her, knew that she and her 
son’s girl understood each other, knew 
that everything was all right. 
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Here’s a Tramp 


Printer Who Upset 
the Village Wiseacres 


(Continued from page 51) 


and began to learn to set type. The pay 
was only twenty-five cents a week. 

Then a can of blasting powder found 
in a vacant lot led to Bapa downfall. 
He and some other youngsters found the 
powder, and at once began casting about 
for a way to use it. It happened to be 
a school holiday. The boys spied the 
giant oak tree in the school- yard. It 
seemed a shame not to use their find. 

“Let’s bore a hole in the tree and set 
off a blast,” suggested one. “I know 
where I can get some fuse.” 

“And I,” confessed Mr. Best ruefully, 
“knew where I could get hold of one of 
Father’s augers. I took the largest bit 
in Father’s shop, and bored a deep hole 
in the side of the tree. We loaded the hole 
with blasting powder, inserted the fuse, 
which had been duly supplied, and plugged 
the hole with a big wooden peg. In our 
excitement we never noticed that the peg 
was aimed directly at the schoolhouse. 

“When the blast went off that wooden 

eg shot from the hole as from a cannon. 
t smashed right through the middle of a 
window on the near side of the school, 
passedÍthrough the building, and made 
its exit through a window on the opposite 
side. The concussion broke all the rest 
of the windows. The trunk of the tree 
was split to a height of four feet. : 

“Next day there was a special session 
of the school board. We pleaded we hadn’t 
meant to do any harm. Nobody would 
believe us. The whole town was convinced 
we had intended to wreck the school, and 
the board expelled us in disgrace. Even 
Father was doubtful of my story and I 
can appreciate now the shame he felt. 

“With me it was one of those times 
‘when a feller needs a friend.’ One 
afternoon I wandered down to the rail- 
road station to watch the trains go by; 
and while I sat there, turning over m 
troubles, a freight slowed up and atenei; 
Right in front of me was a box car the 
door of which was open. All at once that 
open door seemed like a special invitation 
to me. I watched my chance, and when 
the freight pulled out I was huddled in a 
corner of the box car. I had determined 
to be a tramp printer.” 


BEST went as far as Nashville, and 
succeeded in getting a job in a print- 
ing office there at two dollars and fifty 
cents a week. 

“My board cost me two dollars a 
week,” he went on, “but I was a happy 
youngster, I tell you. For two months I 
didn’t let Father know where I was, for 
fear he’d fetch me back to Dickson. When 
I did let him know he decided I was better 
off in Nashville. I began to save all the 
money I could. I wanted to show the 
folks back in Dickson that I did amount 
to something. It took me nine months 
to save up enough for a five-dollar suit 
of clothes, shirt, collar, cap, and rail- 
road fare. Then I went back to Dickson, 
chest and head up.” 
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Instead of returning to his job in 
Nashville, young Best, now fairly conver- 
sant with print-shop practices, struck 
out to be a tramp printer in fact. He 
drifted from town to town in the South, 
seldom more than a week or two in one 
place, and constantly working his way 
northward. 

“ By this time,” I said, “I suppose you 
were sporting long trousers.” 

“Not by a long shot,” Mr. Best replied. 
“I stuck to short pants, and for a very 
good reason. My short pants won me 
meals and favors with train crews. Many’s 
the time a brakeman would come along 
and oust everybody from the box car but 


me. 

“*That’s all right, kid,’ hed say. 
‘You can stay; but I’m dead ag’in bums.’ 

“I learned, too, that it paid to keep 
clean. If I had ten cents, and a choice of 
spending it on a meal or a clean collar, I’d 
buy the collar every time. It’s a strange 
trait of human nature that folks will give 
a job much more quickly to a person who 
is clean and well dekan they will to 
one who looks as if he needs help. 

“I HAD no diffculty about getting 

work. The country was full of tramp 
printers in those days, and many of the 
smaller print shops that couldn't afford 
to hire a man regularly depended on the 
drifter who was in to-day and gone to- 
morrow. And in all the shops there was a 
sort of unwritten law that any printer 
who asked for work should be given it, at 
least to the extent of letting him earn a 
night’s lodging and a meal. 

“Accordingly, I went where fancy 
dictated. I had always wanted to visit 
such spots as Mt. Vernon, the Washing- 
ton Monument, and the Capitol; Valley 
Forge, Independence Hall, Gettysburg, 
and scores of other historic places I had 
read about. I did visit them. Wherever 
big events were stirring, there I was. I 
liked the thrill of ‘big news’. ” 

“How long did you keep this up?” 

“Almost ten years,” Mr. Best an- 
swered. “They weren’t wasted years 
either. I traveled in seventeen states, and 
held, I suppose, several hundred jobs. 
I was always setting up reading matter 
of one sort and another, and without any 
special effort I was getting a liberal edu- 
cation. 

“If you liked the roving life so well,” 
I asked, “why did you eventually quit 
it?” 

“A day came when I woke up,” Best 
said after a moment. “I did like the 
life. It was the last word in freedom. 
But something happened—another of 
those little things of which we were speak- 
ing a while ago—which made me realize 
that freedom was not everything. The 
price of my freedom, I saw, was a line 
drawn between me and the decent portion 
of the world. Drifting and unstable, I 
was under that line! 

“Between Albany and Schenectady 
was a great hop-growing country. It was 
getting along toward late summer, time 
to pick the hops. Hops, you know, must 
be picked at just a certain time. This 
ade it necessary for the hop growers to 
hire, for a short time only, a great number 
of pickers, mostly ‘floaters.’ 

“The growers would give a series of 

icnics to entice the ‘floaters’ into the 
op country. Food, drink, entertainment, 
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everything, would be free as the air. 
There’d be two or three days of this, and 
then the pickers would be hired; after 
which another picnic would be held 
farther up the hop belt. 

“My partner and I decided to look in 
at the hop picnics, and before we finished 
we had attended all of them as far up as 
Schenectady. There we boarded a canal 
boat, without a copper between us, to go 
back to Albany. 

“All day we sat on that slow canal boat 
with the sun boiling down and without a 
scrap to eat. The boat crew got out their 
dinner pails, but they didn’t invite us to 
join them. Finally it got too much for my 
partner. He announced that he was going 
to get off and hunt up a meal. 

“All right, I'll see you in Albany,’ 
I said. ‘I’m going to stick with the boat.” 

In Albany I made inquiries, and found 
he had preceded me and gone on to 
Boston. I picked a freight which I 
thought was bound for Boston and stowed 
myself away for the trip. Along toward 
morning I woke up to find my car side- 
tracked. I had boarded the wrong freight! 

“I concluded I might as well stop there 
a while, however. One town was as good 
as another, provided it had a print shop 
in it. I slept until daylight and then 
struck out for a job, readily getting work 
with the ‘principal newspaper. Noon 
came, and the others knocked off for 
lunch. I had had no breakfast and was 
‘broke.’ 

“A young printer stepped up to me in 
friendly fashion. 

“Stranger here, aren’t you?’ he asked. 

“Yes | admitted. 

“‘Then you probably are wondering 
where to eat,’ he said. ‘Come along home 
with me.’ 


“JUST make up your mind that that 
invitation was welcome! On the way 
to his home my new friend told me he had 
recently been married and that he and his 
wife had taken a little house. 

“We have a spare bedroom,’ he added; 
‘and if you haven’t made other arrange- 
ments maybe you'd like to board with us. 
We sure would be glad to have you.’ 

“They did seem glad to have me. That 
noon, for the first time in years, I sat 
down to eat in a home! A home in which 
the folks were good, clean of mind, and 
different from the roving type with which 
I had come in contact. When I went back 
to work that afternoon I did some 
thinking. I began to see myself as I was, 
and something inside of me began to 
wake. It was that something, call ıt what 

ou peas, which had been put in me 
argely against my will in my own home 
when I was a boy. 

“The weeks passed. I should have been 
drifting on, as I always had drifted. 
Tramp printers dropped in, worked a bit, 
left. ‘Better hit out again, boy,’ the 
urged. ‘No,’ I said, ‘I’m staying.’ ik 
wasn’t easy at first. The urge to keep 
moving didn’t die in a day. But I was 
making friends; folks on she street were 
hailing me by name; I was being asked 
into other decent homes. Two years 
slipped by before I packed up and bought 
a ticket for Dickson. I had hopped my 
last freight.” 

It was as a boy in disgrace that Best 
left Dickson. It was a man who went 
back. The little weekly newspaper he had 
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ow to Get Sleep 


known was gone, but another weekly had 
taken its place. This, too, was on the 
verge of pllapee: In fact, it had collapsed. 
The proprietor, unable to raise two dollars 
and forty cents to meet express charges on 
paper, had been forced to suspend publi- 
cation. 

Best leased the plant from its owner, 
a lawyer, at fifty dollars a year. The first 
thing he did was to announce that no 
advertising foreign to Dickson would be 
accepted in his weekly, an unheard-of 
policy at that time. Next, he took every 
scrap of advertising off the front page, 
another unheard-of move. Then he 
stopped the paper of every subscriber who 
wasn’t paid up to date! 

“You'll get an idea of the rumpus,” 
Mr. Best laughed, “when I tell you that 
out of six hundred subscribers only about 
forty were paid up. Folks thought I had 
gone slumb crazy—and so did some of 
the former advertisers. Mine was the only 
paper in the country, they said, that 
wouldn’t take all the advertising that 
came along. 

“However, I believed that if I got out 
a real newspaper, instead of an ache and 
pain directory, folks would be willing to 
pay for it. I also believed that Dickson 
merchants would advertise if I gave 
them an all-Dickson paper. 

“I started at the end of Main Street 
and visited each merchant in turn. I 
promised to print each merchant one ‘ad’ 
a week, to write the copy myself, to 
change the ‘ad’ with each issue, and all 
for fifty cents weekly. Every business 
man in town bought a space. The very 
first issue of the paper was a success. My 
circulation went from forty to four hun- 
dred within a month’s time. 

“The only trouble was that we got too 
prosperous. I was right in the middle of 
my lease when the lawyer-owner dropped 
around with word that he had a chance to 
sell. I told him my top price was three 
hundred dollars. 

““*Well, you’re out of it, then,’ he said. 
‘The other fellow is offering me fifteen 
hundred.’ 

“*‘ But how about my lease,’ I objected. 
‘It has six months to run.’ 

“He told me that, as far as he was 
concerned, the lease I held didn’t count a 
hoot. He wouldn’t give ten cents for it, 
and he was going to sell whether I liked it 
or not. 

“I bought a shotgun and put it by my 
desk, where all who came in would be sure 
to see it. Then I sent word over to the 
lawyer that I was sitting tight on that 
lease. The messenger must have made 
some comment on the gun, for the lawyer 
suddenly changed his mind on the value 
of my lease. He wound up by paying me 
five hundred dollars for it.” 


URING the next dozen years Best 

was a correspondent for Nashville 
newspapers, and in 1894 went to work as 
a printer in the government shop at 
Washington. Hee he first saw the mono- 
type machine, and quickly developed such 
unusual skill in operating it that a Nash- 
ville printing house made a bid for his 
services, and engaged him to head its 
monotype department. Then the Cin- 
cinnati “Enquirer” sent for him to serve 
in a similar capacity, and finally the Lans- 
ton company—of which he is now the 
head—sought him to become one of, its 


hat Really Rests! 


A Natural Way to Sound Sleep and 
Energetic Days. Make This Test 


When you go to bed do your nerves stay 
up? Do you sometimes worry and toss— 
and wake up “logy” in the morning? 

How many do! Even 7 or 8 hours’ sleep at 
night often leave you languid and weary. You 
tire early in the day. It’s due to broken, 
restless sleep—Sleeplessness. 

The cause is overstrained nerves and diges- 
tive unrest. 

Yet most cases are easily corrected. You 
can prove this yourself. We offer you a free 
test. It is mainly a matter of giving work- 
worn body and nerve cells proper nutriment 
—in a form easily assimilated. 


Eating for Sleep 


Every waking activity consumes nerve and 
body cells. You need certain vitalizing food 
elements to restore them. Elements lacking 
in your daily fare. 

our diet requires (1) high energy value, 
(2) carbohydrates, protein, vitamines and 
certain minerals in right proportions. And it 
should be (3) easily digested. 

If you take this kind of nutriment at night 
—before retiring—it gives your work-ex- 
hausted body just the food essentials it needs 
to restore. Hence your sleep really rests you. 

But how to select foods for the elements 
needed? Science has now done this for you. 

A Swiss discovery in foods. A single de- 
licious beverage now gives you exactly the 
food essentials your body requires. 


A Swiss Food Discovery 


The name is Ovaltine. It has been in use 
in Switzerland for 30 years. It is now in uni» 
versal use in England and its colonies. During 

7 mm the great war it was included as 
a standard ration for invalid 
soldiers. Today Ovaltine is 


© T.W. Co. 


OVALTIN 


known to 20,000 physicians. Used in hun- 
dreds of hospitals in this country. 

Ovaltine supplies what your modern daily 
fare lacks. It gives you several vital foods in 
the form of one. It is a highly concentrated 
extract of certain vitalizing and building-up 
foods converted by a private Swiss process. 
One cup of Ovaltine contains more real food 
value than 12 cups of beef extract. 


Helps Weak Digestion 


A cup at night brings sound sleep for the 
night, quickly and naturally.” This is why: 
Ovaltine is both highly and quickly nourish- 
ing. It itself is quickly digested. Also it 
digests other foods which may be in your 
stomach. Has the power to digest 4 to 5 
times its own weight of other foods. This 
quick assimilation of nourishment is restoring 
to the entire body. Nerves are quieted. 
Digestion goes on efficiently. Sleep comes. 
Sound, restful sleep. And as you sleep, your 
body is gathering strength and energy. 

In the morning you awaken, looking and 
feeling younger. You are a new being for a 
new day—alive with the energy you should 


have to meet the day. 

Many take a cup of Ovaltine, two or three times 
a day, for its natural stimulation. It’s truly a ‘‘pick- 
up” drink, putting new blood into your veins a few 
minutes after drinking. 

Ovaltine is also a particularly fine food for nursing 
mothers, convalescents, backward children and the 


aged. 
A 3-Day Test 


Drug stores sell Ovaltine in 4 sizes for home use. 
Or drink it at the soda fountains. But to let you try 
it we will send a 3-day introductory package for 10 
cents to cover cost of packing and mailing. 


THE WANDER COMPANY 
Dept. 411, 37 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, III. 


Builds Brain, 
Nerves and Body 


field demonstrators. Each time it was the 
employer who went after Best! He men- 
tioned, quite casually, that, after a year or 
two as a demonstrator, :he was promoted 
to the sales staff. 

“It came about in this way,” he went 
on. “A stranger stepped up one day and 
began asking mea lot of questions about 
a machine we had just installed in a shop. 
I told him all about the machine. 

“A minute or two after he had gone it 
struck me, suddenly, that he had been 
unusually interested. 

““Who was that chap?’ I asked a 
printer standing by. 

“*That was M S—,’ he answered. 
‘He has a big printing shop over on Blank 
Street.’ 

“I grabbed my hat and started after 
him. Rate enough, he was in the market 
for a machine. I wasn’t a salesman. I 
didn’t know what the rules called for next, 
so I simply asked him point-blank to buy 
our machine and let me send in his order. 
He did. 

“That made me feel that if I kept my 
eyes open while I was demonstrating, I 
might be able to spot other customers. I 
did keep my eyes open and occasionally 
was able to sal other machines. In my 
spare time, I began to search out custom- 
ers. 

While still a demonstrator Best sold 
more machines than did some of the 
company’s regular salesmen! One sale, in 
particular, is typical of the man. The 
prospect was a small-town print shop 
owner who early in his career had been led 
into an unwise purchase by the glib tongue 
of a salesman. Thereupon, he swore he 
would never buy from a salesman again. 
He bought all of his supplies by mail. 

“No use wasting your time on me,” he 
bluntly told Best. “I don’t care how good 
your machines are. I won’t buy’em! Now 
if zou want to save trouble, clear out!” 

est took a room at the local hotel, 
arranged his affairs for a long stay, and 
next morning went back to the shop. The 
owner did everything but kick him out 
~~ | bodily. He wasn’t going to buy, he 
; = repeated, and, what’s more, he wasn’t 

if EF | going to be pestered. 
n S U “Get out, and stay out,” he warned. 
(pe 2 2 O ew y 5 4 “I tell you, I don’t want to see you!” 
ga DY, Next morning Best dropped in again. He 
called two or three times daily for nine 
weeks! Each call he got in a word or two 
QW umn O CTS for his product before the cantankerous 
old printer would explode. To make 
matters still more interesting, a rival sales- 
man heard of the prospect. With two 


j salesmen camping on his doorstep the sho 
UMMER is gone—but the golden glory owner was roiled. The rival leman cane 
of chrysanthemums lingers on. Ra iant and went; Best never once left town! 
white or gleaming gold like the sun of Indian 
summer—the chrysanthemum is the stately ONE day a deaf mute employed as a 


printer in the shop asked Best to tell 
him something of his machine. Best 
s To wear, a single chrysanthemum gives the outdoor, autumn couldn’t talk with his hands. He had to 


queen of autumn flowers. 


touch. In your living room a vase of them brings autumn write out every word of a complicated 
sunshine indoors. Enjoy their glory now, they will soon answer. While doing so, the idea came to 
be gone for another year. him that he might A able to reach the 


shop owner through this employee. 
e invited the mute to his hotel room, 


furnished him pad and pencil, and urged 

ê - him to ask questions. The man wrote 
/) question after question, and to each Best 

` | patiently wrote replies. The process was 

slow. It kept up for days, with every word 


that passed written out on paper. The 
deaf mute was finally convinced of the 
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desirability of equipping with Best’s 
machines, and so recommended to his 
employer. The shop owner capitulated, 
and signed the order. 

After a time his company made Best 
sales manager of the Southern district. 
With the promotion, he didn’t plant him- 


self behind a desk and remain there. He 


got out into the territory, which embraced 
a dozen states, and made personal con- 
tacts with every customer and prospect on 
his books. At one time he covered seven 
thousand miles in two weeks, and on 
another trip he slept seventeen nights 
consecutive y on trains! 

It wasn’t long before he was transferred 
to the home office, first as Philadelphia 
district manager and later as manager of 
general sales. 

Then a day came when the president of 
thecompany needed a man familiar enough 
with the company business to handle 
executive details, as his assistant and 
secretary. Best knew go per cent of the 
company’s customers and 98 per cent of 
its employees personally! He knew the 
East, the South, the Middle-West and the 
Southwest. He knew a majority of the 
important men in the American printing 
trade. And he knew how to work! 

Best had been more thana demonstrator; 
he had been more than a salesman and 
sales manager. Now he became more than 
a secretary, so much more that when the 
president fell ill it was to Best the directors 
turned to serve in his place. Prior to that 
time the company officers had been 
elected exclusively from the directorate, 
not from the ranks of employees. The 
directors broke a precedent and made 
Best second vice president. 


HE title didn’t mean so much,” 

Best said. “I suppose my employers 
did expect me to do only a certain limited 
work, hedged in by a title; they didn’t 
know me as well as I knew myself, and 
could be excused for mistaking my capac- 
ity. But J couldn’t be excused for 
mistakin 

“I aei the business which employed me 
the same loyalty I had owed the news- 
papers. That business, by hiring me, had 
made me a part of it. Whatever talent I 
had was its talent, bought and paid for at 
a price to which I had agreed. TFI didn’t 
like that price, or the work, or my employer, 
I was free to quit and go elsewhere. But 
I couldn’t stay and conscientiously give 
less than I was capable of giving. 

“My experience has been this: When 
you do only half of what you can do, you 
are permitting only half of you to grow! 
Assume, for illustration, that you have a 
job which is so easy to you that you can do 
with one arm all the work you're paid to 
do on it. You let the other arm remain 
idle—and what eventually happens to it? 
It becomes weak and flabby hora disuse, 
so much so that in time you become to all 
intents a one-armed man. That is exactly 
what happens to your brain when you use 
only half of it; the part you don’t use 
becomes flabby from lack of exercise. And 
ree alone are the loser, because the brain 

elongs to you. 

“To give all the value he has is all I 
ask any man to do,” added Mr. Best. 
“If he does that, he doesn’t have to 
pers for the better jobs, they’ll look for 
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Bridge by Re 


— LIS Re CSR ex 


: an ROGER DI: 
The walk: known Bridge authorities, E. V. Shepard, 
W. C. Whitehead, MiltonC. Work and Sidney S. enz, 
~ “~playing the first’ game of our Radio Bridge series. 
ee 
SSA series of twenty- 


( W) ‘4 > 
four Bridge games. = ¢ Z 


played by A ENEE i Bridge experts will” { Sk iS j y 
be broadcast, once a week, beginning Oc- = WK hp jú zy pit) 
tober 27th by NO Le: 
WSAI and esate stations 
wsAl, ede Tuesday, 9-9: aie ae (C. T.), starting October 27 


|, WEAF, WEEI, WFI, WGR, WWJ, WOC, WCCO, 
altertiate Tuesdays, 10-10:30 P. M, (E. T.), starting October 27 


WSB, KPRC, WFAA, WMC, WDOD, 
alternate Tuesdays, 9-9:30 P. M. (C g X starting November 3 


sa 


| 
By having a pack of cards ready and tuning in ‘at the proper time any 
group of four can play each game as it is announced. Every bid and 
play will be explained in detail so the games ` will\b e not only enjoy- 
able/ but instructive. \ x 


each game as broadcast will be mailed to you 


A printed report giving the bids and plays of = a E T 
free/of charge on request to ef: 


The United States Playing Card Company ad 

| Dept. R1, Cincinnati, Ohio, U. S. A. \ Wn kk, 

| //_. or The Auction Bridge Bulletin 
PE W3 Dept. R1, 154 Nassau St., 
i New York | Ps 
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IRID Air Valves make 


cold radiators hot. 
Attach easily to any steam 
radiator without tools — 
need no adjusting — never. 
leak—make no noise. Sold 
at heating and plumbing 
stores. Only $1.60. we 


AIRID 


AIR VALVES 
make cold radiators HOT 


2 ood e =- 
Send Satna Airid (one only). (Guarantees 
ai b le . 
5 years.) (This will be man d G o) 


E BIG MONEY 
i EVERY WEEK! 
I Show You How 
Send For Samples 


No wonder Fashion Wear Shirts take 
prospects ‘‘off their feet’’ when you tell 


them the amazing low prices for these 
fashionable, smart shirts. Salesmen are earning $10 
to $15 every day just calling at factories, offices, 
garages, etc. Burns made $0 profit in one hour. 


SEND NAME FOR 


3 for $4.95 FREE SAMPLES 


Big profits for you. Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
back quick. You don’t need experience. Samples sent 
absolutely free. Just send name on postcard. Make $10 to 
$15 the day samples arrive. But you must act quick on 
this unusual offer. Address Charlies Hope, Sales Manager 
FASHION WEAR SHIRT COMPANY 
1200-20 Jackson Street, Dept. P-761, Cincinnati, Ohio 
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GITET a, 
first thing in themorning 


Mark 


Trade 


THE WORLD-FAMED EFFERVESCENT SALT 


At AllDruggists | 
75<and?1.25 


For Inner 
Cleanliness 


f ¥ 
P Prepared only by 


& Co., Inc. J. C. ENO, Ltd. i 
New York D London, England 
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The Dinner Table is No Place for Speed 


or Endurance Records 
(Continued from page 59) 


are probably also objections to drinking a 
large amount of ice water on a very hot 
day. 

Also I want to call your attention to the 
mistake of eating something every time 
you have a sensation or feeling of any sort 
in the region of the stomach, an empty or 
“all-gone” feeling. As a rule, it would be 
better for you to drink water at this time 
and not take food. One or two glasses of 
liquid at such a time will usually serve to 
alle the stomach sensation. 

I think the practice of eating between 
meals is one of the causes of the spoiled 
appetite, upset digestion, and ruined 
health of many persons, especially the 
nervous type of individual. 

Let the children, when they are five or 
six years of age, learn to have their 
regular three meals a day. Eating between 
meals takes the edge off the appetite, and 
when you do that you thereby directly 
diminish the strength and power of the 
digestive juices. Remember this: Ap- 
petite equals juice. If your appetite is 
good, ordinarily your digestion will be 
good, unless you are a very great dietetic 
transgressor of some sort. 


HAVING touched upon the question of 
the time of eating, I am reminded to 
say something about the number of meals 
which should be eaten. Just a few days 
ago a reader of THE AMERICAN MAGA- 
ZINE wrote to me asking whether I 
advocated eating two, or three, meals a 
day. Now, I don’t advocate any given 
number of meals as an exclusive practice. 
I eat one meal a day, or one meal and, 
say, a little fruit or a bowl of crackers and 
milk for lunch. On the majority of days I 
have this little lunch around ten o’clock in 
the morning, and then I eat an ordinary, 
average, good-sized dinner in the evening 
at six-thirty. 

But I think this would be a very un- 
healthful practice for the majority of my 
readers to follow, and this is just as good 
a time as any to point out how health fads 
originate. Some doctor, we will say, has 
gout, and suffers from indigestion. He is 
not very hungry in the morning, so he 
decides to do without his breakfast, and, 
lo and behold, his gout gets better and his 
indigestion disappears. Then he advises 
everybody to do without breakfast. 

That is the wrong reaction to such an 
experience. Just because I do well on one 
meal, or one meal and a quarter, a day, is 
no reason for me to write a book and 
advise all the people of this country to eat 
one meal a day. I have lived that way for 
about twenty-five years. I know it agrees 
with me. I like it. It is convenient. It 
seems to be a regular health practice for 
me; but I repeat, I warn you, that it 
would not turn out that way for nine out 
of ten of my readers. 

My observation over a quarter of a 
century on this question of the number of 
meals a day, is this: I think about half 
of the people do far better on three meals 
a day than they do on two. I think the 
other half do, or would do, better on two 


meals a day than on three. That half is 
the sedentary, already over-nourished 
type, and especially those who are not 
hungry in the morning. 

You must work out for yourself the 
number of meals you need. Do a little 
intelligent experimenting, and find out 
what is the best rule for you. 

It is all right to get your health principles 
from doctors, but you must learn to make 
your own health rules. 

You know, we doctors get over- 
enthusiastic sometimes, and have been 
known to go to extremes. The layman 
must learn to use his own common sense. 
Let doctors teach you health principles, 
but make your own real health regula- 
tions. 


NOW: the majority of us not only in- 
dulge in a spirit of haste and tension 
during mealtime, but we also fail to chew 
our food sufficiently. I believe in chewing 
food fairly thoroughly, but not in over- 
masticating; it isn’t necessary. To all 
practical purposes just good, common, 
everyday mastication is sufficient. One of 
the best things about good chewing is that 
it prevents over-eating. 

Seine time ago I had a man who com- 
plained that all the instructions he had 
received and all the diets he had been 
given had failed to help him much. I 
studied his case, and suspected that he 
was always rushed and hurried at his 
meals, and so I prescribed forty-five min- 
utes as the length of his meal hour. 

After he had gone about his eating more 
leisurely, not only more thoroughly masti- 
cating ile food, but more leisurely eating 
the whole meal, his stomach troubles 
began to disappear. It is not just the idea 
of thoroughly chewing the food, but it is 
the leisure, the relaxation, the letting go 
of ‘one’s self at mealtime, that is valu- 
able. 

I think that the one great dietetic sin 
of the average American is over-eating. 
Of course I know there is a small minority 
who under-eat. {They are sick, anemic, and 
in some way below normal, and I don’t 
want some such emaciated, skinny indi- 
vidual to read this article and then go ona 
ten-day fast. That would be just my luck 
—to write this article to get a lot of you 
folks who are over-weight to quit eating 
so much, and then, while you were laugh- 
ing and getting fat, some cadaverous 
individual takes what I have written too 
seriously, and goes on a fast, all of which 
results in still further reduction of weight! 
You folks that need it, follow this advice. 
I am talking now to persons who weigh 
too much, who habitually eat too Bi 
You are digging your graves with your 
teeth. You are se the foundation for 
kidney trouble, high blood pressure, ar- 
terio-sclerosis, and other ills, later on in 
life, to say nothing about headaches and 
temperamental sluggishness now. 

There are two great reasons, outside of 
self-control, for this habitual over-eating. 
One is under-chewing, and the other 1s 
over-seasoning. The more highly we 
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[Immediate action is necessary if you want these benefits. See offer in coupon} 


Here’s oil heating 


refined to its simplest form 


HIS way of oil heating makes 

it simple to change from coal 
to oil. But the changes brought 
about are tremendous. 


Simply have the old coal bin torn 
out, and a storage tank for oil in- 
stalled. Have the Oil-O-Matic 
connected to the front of your 
present furnace or boiler, and a 
thermostat placed upstairs. 
That’s all there is to it. 


From that moment on you never 
have to think of your heating 
plant. Everything is automatic. 
The exclusive safety control 
checks each part, each time the 
burner starts and stops. Nothing 
can work unless everything is 
working right. 

Your home will be heated better 
than it ever was with coal. Uni- 
formly upstairs and down. Many 


users find an actual saving over 
coal, but 25,000 present owners 
agree that the convenience, com- 
fort and cleanliness of Oil-O- 
Matic is beyond price. They 
would not be without it even 
if its cost exceeded that of coal. 
You, too, will look upon your 
Oil-O-Matic as the greatest 
modern convenience. It ranks 
ahead of running water or elec- 
tric light because it relieves you 
of more burdensome work. 

This winter you can begin en- 
joying Oil-O-Matic heat. And 
forget your heating problem 
forever. But only those who act 
promptly are assured of having 
it. Production cannot possibly 


OlLoMaTIC 


take care of everyone’s needs. 
See the authorized dealer in your 
community today for a demon- 
stration. He is an expert in oil 
heating and guarantees every 
installation. He is backed by the 
largest producer of automatic oil 
burners in the world. Pay for it 
as you use it if you prefer. Send 
the coupon below for valuable 


book now. 


This Coupon Brings 
the Book FREE! 


| Williams Oil-O-Matic Heating Corp. 
Bloomington, Ill. AMAR 1S | 
| Send me FREE and POSTPAID your library | 
| edition of “New Facts About Oil Heating” | 
and plans for ideal arrangement of basement | 
| space. 


NG ssa ss as asada tesserae | 
i Pat 11 1 AREEN ERRARE ERR ERTAN TA l 
l Our heating plant is— l 
| O Steam O Hot Water O Hot Air | 
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Salt Mackerel 


CODFISH, FRESH LOBSTER 


RIGHT FROM THE FISHING BOATS TO YOU 


213 ay 
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FAMILIES who are fond of FISH can be supplied 

DIRECT from GLOUCESTER, MASS., by the 

FRANK E. DAVIS FISH COMPANY, with newly 

caught, KEEPABLE OCEAN FISH, choicer than 
any inland dealer could possibly furnish. 

We sell ONLY TO THE CONSUMER DIRECT, 
sending by EXPRESS RIGHT TO YOUR HOME. 
We PREPAY express on all orders east of Kansas. Our 
fish are pure, appetizing and economical and we want 
YOU to try some, payment subject to your approval. 

SALT MACKEREL, fat, meaty, juicy fish, are 
delicious for breakfast. They are freshly packed in 


brine and will not spoil on your hands. 
CODFISH, as we salt it, is white, boneless and 
ready for instant use. It makes a substantial meal, 


a fine change from meat, at a much lower cost. 

FRESH LOBSTER is the best thing known for 
salads. Right fresh from the water, our lobsters 
simply are boiled and packed in PARCHMENT- 
LINED CANS. They come to you as the purest 
and safest lobsters you can buy and the meat is as cnap 
and natural as if you took it from the shell yourself. 

FRIED CLAMS is a relishable, hearty dish, that 
your whole family will enjoy. No other flavor is 
just like that of clams, whether fried or in a chowder. 

FRESH MACKEREL, perfect for frying, SHRIMP 
to cream on toast, C MEAT for Newburg or 
deviled, SALMON ready to serve, SARDINES of all 
kinds, TUNNY for salad, SANDWICH FILLINGS 
and every good thing packed here or abroad you can 
get direct from us and keep right on your pantry 
shelf for regular or emergency use. 

With every order we send BOOK OF RECI- PSs 
PES for preparing all our products. Write Pi 
for ù. Our list tells how each kind of ø 
fish is put up, with the delivered price, I 

ou, can choose just what you 
enjoy most. Send the cou- 
pon for it now. Frank E 


I 
FRANK E. DAVIS 4% DavisFish Co., 
FISH CO., p s v4 Ca Tant, 
250 Central Wharf, g Please send me your 
si 


Gloucester, 7 latest Fish Price 
Mass. I 


o Name 
1 Stree! _ 


Pi 
7 City State 
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BURROUGHS § 4 00 


ADDING MACHINE 


the best made. can now be had on an amazing new money- 
saving plan. Full 9 column capacity. Com- 
pletely rebuilt by experts in our own big 
4 factory. Guarantee same as new machine, 


.TEN DAYS’ FREE TRIAL 


P Only $4 puts this Burroughs in your office 
for 10 day trial. Easy monthly payments 
if you keep it. Positively the greatest addin; 
machine value ever offered. Investigate NOW. 

Write for full details TODAY. 

RELIABLE ADDING MACHINE CORP. 

Dept. 38X, 184 W. Washington St., CHICAGO, ILL. 


WORLD'S OF HEAT 
RADIANT 


i 


GD KEROSENE 
Burns 8 to 10 hours on gallon of 
Coal Oil. Turns on like gas—cheap- 
er—cleaner—morecomfortablethan 
$15,000 a year |; coal or wood fire. No wick—no 
earned by State | smoke—no odor. Will heat the 
zent Resing, of | whole house in coldest weather 
s; $5000 a | Portable—may be moved from 
by District room to room. Simple; turns up 
Agent Hubbell, of | and down—off and on like city gas 
lowa. If interested | Thousands in Happy Homes everywhere 
in Agency write to- Handsome, durat le—gives intense 
FOO e oi Simply 
open. “Big ‘Money. | FREE cireni 
s_e) it works and am er 


320 Gateway Station, 
Kansas City, Mo. 


BRITE STOVE CO. 


season our foods and doctor them up, the 
more they tempt the palate, the more we 
are likely to over-eat. The average indi- 
vidual sits down, puts his feet under the 
table, and shovels the food in until the 
pain at the waist line is greater than the 
taste pleasures of the mouth. It is un- 
fortunately too true that the majority of 
people eat until they are full, and, as a 
rule, that means too much food. They 
have taken on a tremendous load of 
excess baggage, which not only overworks 
the digestive machinery but overworks 
the eliminative mechanism. 

One of the great reasons why many 
sedentary persons have to take so muc 
exercise 1s in order to work off the excess 
food they are constantly eating. Many 
persons would do well on a very moderate 
amount of physical exercise, if they ate 
the right amount of food every day. 

The habit of eating three square or 
large meals a day is killing just as many 
people in this country as a disease like 

neumonia; and is doing just as much 
arm as some of our regrettable drug 
habits, such as smoking and drinking. 

In fact, it is the three square meals, the 
over-eating, that not only predisposes us 
to pneumonia, but also greatly lessens our 
chance of recovery if we do get it. Over- 
eating has a lot to do with these so-called 
old-age diseases also, like heart failure, and 
hardened arteries, which are annually 
carrying off so many people years before 
they should go. Over-eating is a biologic 
sin, no matter how good the foods that 
are over-eaten. 

More than a year ago a patient came to 
me complaining of a dull headache, blood 
pressure up considerably above normal, 
general sluggish reaction. He didn’t like 
his work, didn’t sleep well, and had vague 
wandering pains after the order of muscu- 
lar rheumatism in different parts of the 
body. He complained of bad taste in the 
mouth in the morning. A thorough study 
of this man revealed but two things 
wrong: over-eating and under-drinking; 
that 1s, under-drinking of water. 

This man was put on two meals a day, 
his daily intake of food was cut almost in 
half; and he was made to drink water 
regularly throughout the day. In a short 
time, one by one his disagreeable symp- 
toms began to clear up. He later made 
such a complete recovery that his own 
family scarcely realized he was the same 
man, so changed was his disposition, and 
his general mental and physical behavior. 

Tens of thousands of people in this 
country are sick, grouchy, depressed, and 
discouraged, because of this constant over- 
load they are carrying in their systems as 
the result of habitual over-eating. 


GEASONING and condiments must be 
considered in the discussion of your 
table habits. Many of you folks have de- 
veloped an abnormal taste for fried foods. 
You know, any kind of a cook can fry food. 
You don’t have to be much of a culinary 
artist to throw things into grease, and 
then fish them out and serve them on the 
table. 

But pies, cakes, desserts, and other 
foods that are too rich in fat are hard on 
the digestion. I don’t mean by this that 
prddle cakes and doughnuts have got to 

e left out of your diet. If you have an 
average good stomach, don’t be afraid of 
either doughnuts or sauerkraut. You will 


handle them all right if you masticate 
them reasonably well. 

One of the commonest mistakes in 
seasoning is the tendency to put more and 
more salt on your food as you grow older. 
Look out for this. A small amount of salt 
will not do any harm, but when we have 
kidney trouble one of the first things we 
have to do is to take the salt out of food, 
and then our patients begin to get bet- 
ter. 

There certainly can be no objection to 
having food tastily flavored and’skillfully 

repared. A little cinnamon and nutmeg 
here and there will not do any harm; but 
some people have formed the unfortunate 
habit of covering everything they eat not 
only with pepper, but with mustard, 
horseradish, mdoa fiery sauces, which 
are certainly harmful to the digestion 
when they are used daily. And again, let 
me repeat, this over-seasoning leads to 
over-eating. 

Learn to like the various wholesome 
salad dressings that are prepared, and 
instead of so much vinegar, especially in 
the case of children, use more lemon 
juice. In general, it will be well to go slow 
on che foods that are “hot when they are 
cold. 


AND now for the question of eating too 
much meat. eat is a food high in 
rotein, and protein is a substance ver 
important for furnishing the body ae 
building material. But when it is eaten in 
excess, it cannot be stored in the body 
like starches, sugars, and fats. Proteins 
are not burned up into simple substances 
like water and carbon-dioxid gas. Pro- 
teins will become, as it were, cinders and 
clinkers, which must be overhauled by the 
liver and finally eliminated by the kidneys. 
Nothing serious is likely to apes if you 
eat too much bread or potatoes, or if you 
artake of a little excess of sugar or butter; 
be when you eat too much lean meat, 
white of eggs, fish, or baked beans, you 
are taking on excess protein that may 

make trouble. 

Certainly it is unwise to eat two or 
three of these protein articles of diet at 
the same meal. It is safer to take meat or 
the meat substitutes only one at a time: 
eggs at one meal and meat at another. In 
fact, I think that most sedentary people 
will be very wise to eat very lightly of 
protein every other day. Have your meat, 
eggs, fish, or baked beans, one day, and 
then the next day let your foods run very 
light in protein. Eat more of cereals, 
fruits, and vegetables, together with 
nuts. 

I know you have been expecting me to 
say something about tea and coffee, and 
I don’t propose to dodge my duty in this 
respect. I know just as well as you do 
that thousands of persons use these 
beverages in moderation, and apparently 
are not harmed by the practice. I know 
equally well, as a physician, that tea and 
coffee, like tobacco and alcohol, whether 
or not they do any harm, at least do no 
good. That is, if they are habitually and 
excessively used. I think coffee is a 
wonderful and almost harmless stimulant, 
to be used now and then in time of stress 
and strain, or when it is necessary to keep 
awake or to engage in some unusual 
mental feat. Of all the drugs that could 
be used under such circumstances, I think 
coffee is the most effective and the least 
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ASK DAD - HR KOs | 


By Irvin S. Cobb 


T’S ripening time down South. On 

gentle hillsides where soil conditions 

and climatic conditions are in 

proper tune with each other, the 

tobacco—the perfect native cigar- 
ette tobacco—is ready for harvesting. 
Under the blazing sun the matured 
plants have been taking on shape and 
tint. The blades have been broadening, 
growing rich with the strength of the 
earth. So now workers harvest the crop 
from the fields, and bear it to the barns 
for curing. 


It is cured slowly by a heat that is 
regulated to match the weather. The 
result is such tobacco as no other part of 
the world yields—strong in perfume, 
gentle in flavor, alluring in color, and in 
texture like taffeta silk. 


* * * * * 


Its thawing time up North. The 
drifts in the valleys of the Green Moun- 
tains are shrinking. On warm melty days 
there’s a taste of spring 
in the air. The first 
blue-bird is back to 
meet the chickadees 


that have been away and the melody 
in his red breast makes him forget 
the frost-bite in his toes. They have 
tapped the maple trees. The clear sap 


drips into the pails. In the boiling pots 
this sweet juice, which is the very 
essence of the New England groves, is 
being turned into firm, brown cakes. It 
hasn’t been dosed with chemicals, nor 
doctored with flavoring matter or color- 
ing matter. It hasn’t been cheapened 
with admixtures of any coarser sweeten- 
ing. It’s the honest maple syrup, un- 
adulterated and perfect. 


* * * * * 


This year’s maple sugar, with nothing 


ask Grandad 
-he knows 


The best smokes he ever had were 


“\ ” 


weet Caps 
T AE TE 


. 
sme cavonaree 


added to it and nothing taken away, is 
brought to where the pick of the tobacco 

d of three years 
ago or four or 
five even, has 
all this time 
been ageing 
naturally. It’s 
vintage tobacco 
by now. 


By a process 
which has had 
the endorse- 
ment of smok- 
ers all over the 
world for forty- 
seven years the 

s repared leaf is 
treated delicately with he pure sugar. 
That practically is all—just a mellowed, 
harmonious, aromatic, crusty mingling 
of the two F. F. V’s—the Finest Flavor of 
Vermont, the Finished Fragrance of 
Virginia. 


And you have the Sweet Caporal 
Cigarette. If Sweet Caporal isn’t the 
true North-and-South blend, the real Na- 
tional Brand, what is? 


Thank aah ie —f CF 


P.S.—1 write an article like this every once in a 
while, Watch for the next. I have declined prop- 
ositions to turn out advertisements for various man- 
ufactured products because I feel I merely would bea 
hired hand, exploiting this, that or the other thing for 
so much a word. But I reached for this opportunity. 
I knew I could put my heart in it—could with sin- 
cerity endorse the article I was praising. 
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The humorous artist, Tony Sarg, depicts 


A thrill a minute 
in TOURING 


HE has shown the excitement of beating 
your opponentin TOURING, the great 
cross-country automobile race game. Betty 
has sent Jack “‘ back for gas,” just when he 
thoughthe had the racein hand. A thrill a min- 
ute in TOURING till the last card is played! 


— — ` It is very novel 
and very exciting. 
It will delight 
you. Entirely dif- 
ferent from other 
games—in play, 
in appearance, 
and in all its fea- 


TOURING È 


7 


7 E J j tures. The game 
y è So > Depuis 
ey 7 y mail. 
PEGITY 


Anabsorbing game 
of skill that fasci- 
nates everybody. 
Plenty of opportu- 
nity for developing 
scientific play. 


The two 
most 
popular 
Home 
Games in 
the world 


Lm 


PING PONG—°re ofthe most popular 
a games for men and 
women and live young people.Forhomes and clubs. 
“The standard of excellence in games” 


PARKER BROTHERS, Inc. 


SALEM, MASS. : FLATIRON BLDG., NEW YORK 


harmful; but it is of little or no value in 
such emergencies, if it is used constantly. 

The person who drinks more than one 
or two cups of coffee a day, or drinks it 
very strong, is likely to suffer harmful 
effects. And if coffee or tea is doing you 
harm, you can learn to substitute milk or, 
still better, buttermilk, if you really want 
to. 
In all these matters I want to be 
entirely fair in what I say, and I want, as 
far as I know how, to avoid advocating 
any extreme position. But on the question 
of alcoholic beverages, while recognizing 
their transient and beneficial effects in 
many cases of indigestion, I do not pur- 
pose to compromise. I am against the use 
of alcohol. It is not a food. It is a poison. 


I NOTICE that some of you, when you 
sit down to the table, start in to over- 
sweeten everything you eat. Sugar is a 
good food if not taken in too concentrated 
a form, and if not taken in too large 
quantities. It is highly nutritious. te 
comes next to butter in nutritive values; 
but some of you are over-cultivating your 
sweet tooth, and you are making a grave 
mistake; you are not merely jeopardizing 
yourself by increasing the tendency to 
diabetes, but you are over-working your 
liver, and you are adding to your obese 
tendencies, if you are already over-weight. 

Particularly should the question of 
candy be settled as far as the children and 
the younger members of the family are 
concerned. I used to make it a practice to 
have hard candy on the table, so that the 
young folks could eat it as they would a 
dessert, or take a piece away to suck-after 
mealtime. It is certainly an unfortunate 
mistake to give candy to children between 
meals, more particularly the soft-candy, 
like chocolate creams, which they can 
munch down a pound at a time. This not 
only ruins the appetite for the meal that 
is to follow, but it deranges the digestion, 
and is a highly unwholesome practice. 

Give the children pure hard candies in 
connection with a meal, or just following 
a meal. In this way the eating of candy 
occasionally is free from objection. 

The question of preserves is another one 
to be considered. We must remember that 
“anything that braces a food against 
decay braces it against digestion,” but if 
you have a healthy stomach and if you 
masticate them fairly well, you can get 
away with pickles on the one hand, and 
preserves on the other. Don’t have them 
at every meal. Of course this is not true 
of the more simple jellies, which are fairly 
easy of digestion, and when eaten in 
moderation, as on bread and butter, are 
quite free from objection. 

In the course of this article I have 
watched you (in my mind) eat the whole 
meal, and I notice that you have had very 
little of food that was hard. Everything 
you have eaten was soft and mushy, from 
the soup you started in with, down 
through the mashed potatoes and to the 
dessert of pie or cake. No hard breads, 
nothing hard to chew, except a few nuts. 
Now, this is not good for the digestion, 
neither is it good for the gums. 

I think sometimes one of the greatest 
advantages of brushing the teeth with the 
tooth brush is the exercise it gives the 
gums. It makes them healthy, makes up 
for the lack of hard foods. You know that 


if we feed a cow on distillery slop, her 
teeth will soon drop out. It is a mistake 
to prepare our foods so that nothing is 
left to chew. That is one of the mistakes 
commonly made at meals, the mistake of 
having nothing hard to chew. This is the 
advantage of having toast, hard crackers, 
and other solid foods like nuts, necessitat- 
ing mastication. 

i do not mean by this to say that we 
should not use liquids at mealtime. We 
know now that drinking at meals, in the 
case of the healthy stomach, is practically 
free from objection. One or two glasses of 
liquid taken at mealtime do not interfere 
with the stomach’s work. True, patients 
with slow digestions do not do so well on 
liquids at meals. On the other hand, 
those with quick digestions and too much 
acid are sometimes benefited by these 
liquids. 

And now, we come to desserts. As a 
rule, the desserts are out in the kitchen 
or on the buffet during the meal, where 
we don’t see them and don’t know they 
arecoming. There is almost half a square 
meal, so far as calories are concerned, in 
the dessert which you consume after you 
have already finished your meal. 

How much better it would be, in most 
cases, if instead of these desserts we had 
on the table, or near by, so that they 
could be seen and the family would know 
that they were coming, fruit with the 
vitamins and their tendency to prevent 
constipation, instead of these over-nour- 
ishing, highly seasoned, constipating des- 
serts. I really think this whole dessert 
habit is one of the curses of our present 
generation. 


BEFORE I get through, let me say a word 
to the folks who must have a bite be- 
fore they go to bed. Remember that it 
is not the late hour that causes all the 
trouble; it is excess of nutriment. In 
short, sleep does not interfere with diges- 
tion, although digestion does sometimes 
disturb the sleep! 

I want to say a word also in this con- 
nection about raw foods, the raw food fad. 
Now, I am a great believer in having 
something raw with each meal—a fruit, a 
vegetable, fresh milk; but raw food, as a 
fad. is not scientific. Cook-stove energy is 
much cheaper than vital energy, especially 
in the winter time. The starches and 
cereals are much improved by cooking, 
and it is necessary to cook meats in order 
to avoid the danger of infection from the 
parasites. 

In a former article I emphasized the 
importance of balancing our diet, as 
between the acid and alkaline ash formers, 
and I want to remind the reader here that 
meat, eggs, and cereals are acid-forming 
foods. That doesn’t mean that they are 
not good foods; but we should take care, 
especially if we are sedentary, not to 
over-eat in these articles. On the other 
hand, the dairy products, milk and all 
its derivatives, together with vegetables, 
fruits, and nuts are alkaline ash formers. 

In paying my last respects to certain 
prevalent ideas, I want you to remember 
that fish is not a brain food; that meat- 
eating does not cause rheumatism, that 
tomatoes do not cause cancer. And, while 
getting straight on dietetic matters, let us 
see to it that we raise our children free 
from food fads and food fears. 
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over to where Paula manipulated the toast raj 
“Now this must be serious, my dear,” 
bantered. “You never call me ‘William ug® 


discourtesy—I apologize—but this item 
Jock Hutchinson caught my eye and—™ 

“No, it’s nothing you've done, guilt 
science, Paula broke in. “It’s something yogi 
to do, and I know of course you'll ke glad tq 

“Hm, not so sure,” from Bill. A 

“Bill, dear, it’s that you must be sure togi 
for dinner tonight, and a little earlier th 
please.” 

“TIL be here, all right, sweet, but the 
—well, I had promised Barclay eighteo$if 
Sunset this aft., and you know how sho 
are growing.” 

“You and ‘Barc’ will just have to 
with nine, unless you want to go 
because I need you here promptly on ti 

“Why, what's tonight, Paula? W 
evening its special glow? Is this somegy 
day?” 

“No saint's, I'm afraid, Bill. It’s 
goose—your birthday!” j 

“Gosh! Another milestone. 1 pil fg 
Many happy returns, etc. What hg 
me?” 


“Never mind; it's nice. Thg 
Laura's best cakes—candles ogy 
Mother has written you a speciai 
I've—well, you be here and se 

“Better drop in at the offi 
lunch, Paula. I suppose you'll 
buy the present.” A 

“Your suppositions are basg 
of doing things, William Wi 
ready got your present. No; i 
tonight. I'm proof against $ 
secret. You shan't have it o 
going to make the 7:57, yo 

With which, and the uBR} 
was gone, accompanying RRS 
whistling of “The Halls $f 
iniscent of his 1918 days 
Marines. 

The day was long enofg 
its close came Bill. Over G 
see the birthday candles 
wondrous confection on 

“Will you unhand mdf » 
let me take your pencil¥, foment. I must in- 
scribe this little packagd fa I cannot find even 
the stub we mark the mi ard with.” 

The villain fished, and en ruefully said: “Here, 


A Large Wahl Pen, $8.00 


too. Not a sign of one.” 

“Then lend us your fountain pen?” 

“Fountain pen!” cried Bill. `You-know I haven't 
hada fountain pen in years. Never liked the things, 
anyway.” 

“Then I guess you must accept this with just 
my love,” said Paula. 

Willoughby opened the neat little packet, lifted 
the lid of the gift box, and there, nested in velvet 
and satin, shone the twin cylindrical beauties of 
an Eversharp and a Wahl Pen. 

His pleasure stood in his eyes, and it was with 
full foreknowledge of the reply that Paula asked: 

“Like ‘em, Bill?” 

“Like "em!" he echoed. “They're not only what 
I want. Not only what I need. But just the most 
beautiful pair of the dandiest writing tools that 
any man could have. How did you come to think 
of them! You're a dear—and I'm for you.” 

Which he was, until Paula protested against his 
shoulder that dinner needed their personal at- 
tention. 

Every so often during dinner, his hand strayed 
to the presents from Paula, and afterward, when 
he was pretending to read from a book that Barclay 
had sent him, she saw him balancing one or the 
other of those gifts, sending an appreciative glance 
along the gleaming, engraved barrel, and betraying 
himself with little clucks of satisfaction. 


Pe going.” 

-takings, Bill 
to his own 
ezuma,"’ rem- 
e Fighting 6th 


~ she said, “and 


f ced on the arm of his 
lonstrated™ the Ever- 


Í d a plump new eraser 
fAny slip of the hand— 
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of the barrel. Loosen the 
d a little tap on the palm 
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all ready for use 
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Py in the tip of the magazine, 
slip the barrel dg ger i 


yer it, turn up the capa few 


times— presto! iB your new lead peeping out 
at the end. 

Notice, no firmly that lead is gripped in 
the tip—"the rp rifled tip.” Nary a wabble. 


¥eand firm, no matter how long 


Just straight 
you use, nor from whatever 


or short the 
slant you wy 


The leadf j selves are a joy. The nicest, 


smoothest, graphite and every one of them 
the equiva W the longest leads in old-style 
pencils: T e a dozen of them in the pencil 
magazine 4 fpzen more in a cunning little box 
that you Mas well get now against the day 
when yo! i an extra supply. Remember, you 
should a Mget Eversharp Red Top Leads— 
like the fause they're made accurately, just 
to suit Fershar 


i p: 
ing, Bill,” said Paula, “and I think 
ded me to get you these for a present: 


the je bid me it was one of the finest pieces of 
jewelr, he knew, done with jeweler’s pre- 
csr} anufactured to last a lifetime. There § 
now, said too much?” i 


just made me see more value in your 


gift, ff # Sve,” said Bill. “And I want to thank you Ẹ 
for thi fktra thoughtfulness you showed in having} 
my é engraved in the neat little panel along the# 
sidefifind now, sweet salesman, how about thġ 


h, the Wahl Pen is a dear! First thing, į 
holds more ink than that paunchy one you thre} 


An Eversharp to match, $5.0/ 


away. You wouldn't think so, to see its slim, cy 
drical grace. But they proved it to me. right or 
Eversharp and Wahl Pen counter at the store $ 
have more words at your command—less ne 
refill—surer dependability.” 

Paula had also been shown how strong the; 
Pen is. The salesman took the cap off and t 
on the floor—hard—no break! Then picke 
and screwed it on—hard—no break. Th 
exactly the way Willoughby had broken 4 
fountain pen, and he appreciated Paula`s mi 


to a Wahl Pen. It’s made, like the Evers 
last a lifetime — guaranteed 

“And I had so many choices!" Paula e 
“Every kind of pen point, for every style o 
—fine, medium, coarse, stub, slanting, rol £ 
of them. Luckily I have those old love Idfers of 
yours—did you know you wrote me hundreds of 


A Favorite Wahl Pen, $6.00 


them, Bill?—and the minute I saw the style 
called Signature, I said, “That's Bill!" 

“I could have had any number of designs, too— 
Colonial, Dart, Grecian, Ripple. Jimminy, that was 
hardtotake! They all looked so beautiful. I almost 
had to shut my eyes and grab. 


“Also, I could have got anything I wanted in - 


the way of precious metals—solid gold, gold-filled, 
or silver—and a style in any one of them at the 
price I felt like paying.” 

Paula might have added many other interesting 
things about Wahl Pens. She might have told what 
the man at the Eversharp and Wahl Pen counter 
knows to be the truth, that “solid gold” with 
Wahl means solid gold. 

In the solid gold nibs of Wahl Pens and the gold 
or gold-filled barrels of Eversharps and Wahl Pens, 
the bank vaults are drawn on for regular consign- 
ments of the precious metal in ingot form. 


Pure’ old in itself being quitésoft and very 
susceptible to. wear, is always alloyed to some 
extent for every use—even in the coinage of 
America, Britain, and the great gold nations of 
the world, So -for the purposes to which these 
auriferous bars are destined, an expertly propor- 
tioned alloy is made in the splendidly equipped 
Wahl factories. 

Here another of the remarkable properties of 
gold comes into evidence. However thick or thin 
the coat of gold desired for a certain filling, as the 
foundation metal is rolled out into a sheet or 
drawn into tubular form, the original proportion 
of gold is maintained with exact uniformity all 
along its surface. This characteristic of gold as- 
suresthe goldsmith of a pre-determined uniformity 
in the exterior surfaces of his finished jewelry. 

To provide a complete range of Eversharps and 
Wahl Pens at prices to suit every purse, some are 
wrought in solid gold, others are gold-filled, others 
are sterling silver, silver-filled, rubbefgee 
tion materials. In the making offi Some 
metal barrels, the 
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“This is the finest p¥A that I have ever known. 
It isa revelation in what a real fountain pen should 


An Eversharp to match, $5.00 


be and is. It has a balance that is grateful to every 
movement and pressure of the hand. I am sure I 


could@prite with it by the hour and never feel 
hand fearigpgs. 

“Its poig fhas exactly the r flexibility and 
firmness. uency seems to fit the 
speed, theferv mpod. with with you drive it. 
It moves Ph and si that remind one 
of somet. that ppelectrpe. 

“I ha to refill it yet, but I 
have ha tyingfand refilling it just to see 
how it t's sig{plicity itself. There isn’t 
a difhcug  withjfl a milf of it. 

“In such fprogress had been.made in 
fount: is Wahl Pen is the one I've 


re it is, a reality that isa 


Three Red Top Eversharp Leads 


“There's that new Wahl desk set they showed 
me—that ought to be just the thing for Christmas. 
And there's an even bigger idea, Paula, my dear! 
You can take your Christmas shopping list down 
to the Eversharp and Wahl Pen counter, and settle 
the gift problem easier and more handsomely this . 
way than any other way!“ 
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AUTOMOTIVE INDUSTRY 
Buick Motor Cars 
Dodge Automobile 
Franklin Automobile 
BUILDING MATERIALS 
American Face Brick 
American Walnut 
Church Sani-White Toilet Seats 
Niagara Blue Ribbon Wall Paper 
Richardson Heaters and Boilers 
Standard Plumbing Fixtures 
Truscon Home Building Products 
Upson Processed Board 
Wall Paper Manufacturers’ Assn. 
CAMERAS AND SUPPLIES 
Eastman Films 
Kodaks 
CLOTHING & DRY GOODS 
American Lady Corsets 
B. V. D. Underwear 
Bon Ton Corsets 
Bucilla Embroidery Cottons 
Carter’s Knit Underwear 
Clark’s O-N-T Spool Cotton 
Deltor Patterns 
Denton’s Soft Knit Sleeping 
Garments 
Forest Mills Underwear 
Glover’s Brighton-Carlsbad 
Sleepingwear 
Gordon Hosiery 
Gossard Corsets 
Holeproof Hosiery 
Kotex 
Meadow Lane Cloth 
Modart Corsets 
Munsingwear Hosiery and 
Underwear 
Nashua Blankets 
Pamico Cloth 
Pepperell Sheets, Sheeting, 
Pillow Cases and Pillow 
Tubing 
Pequot Sheets and Pillow Cases 
Pictorial Review Patterns 
P. N. Practical Front Corsets 
Renfrew Devonshire Cloth 
Royal Society Embroidery 
Package Outfits 
Rubens Infant Shirts 
Scranton Laces 
Spencer Corsets 
Treo Elastic Girdle 
Utica Sheets and Pillow Cases 
Warner's Corsets 
Yeoman Cloth 
CONFECTIONERY & 
SOFT DRINKS 
Clicquot Club Ginger Ale 
Coca Cola 
Wrigley’s Chewing Gum 
DRUGS & TOILET GOODS 
Absorbine Jr. 
Ajax Combs 
Albright Tooth Brush 
Allen’s Foot=-Ease 
Arden Venetian Toilet 
Preparations 
Armand Cold Cream Powder 
Blue-Jay Corn Plaster 
Boncilla Preparations 
Brownarone 
Cheramy’s Cappi and April 
Showers Perfumes 
Chesebrough Vaseline Products 
Colgates Ribbon Dental Cream 
Curex Manicure Preparations 
Daggett & Ramsdell’s Perfect 
Cold Cream 
Del-A-Tone 
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“Why it pays 


the retail merchant to carry 


č TIE TO THESE PRODUCTS ADVERTISED 
IN THE WOMAN’S HOME COMPANION č 


Deodo 
Eno—The World Famed Effer- 
vescent Salt 
Fairy Soap 
Fetiché Perfume 
Forhan’s For the Gums 
Frostilla Fragrant Lotion 
Glostora 
Glyco-Thymoline 
Goldman’s, Mary T., Hair Color 
Restorer 
Hopper, Edna Wallace, 
Beauty Preparations 
Hygeia Nursing Bortle 
Ingram’s Milkweed Cream 
Ipana Tooth Paste 
Ivory Soap 
Jergen’s Lotion 
Johnson’s Baby Powder 
<leenex, The Sanitary Cold 
Cream Remover 
Kolynos Dental Cream 
Lablache Face Powder 
Lifebuoy 
uid Arvon 
visterine 
Listerine Tooth Paste 
Lysol Disinfectant 
May-Breath Tablets 
Mennen Borated Talcum Powder 
Mum Preparations 
cet 
Nonspi Deodorant 
Norida Vanitie Case 
Nujol 
Odorono Preparations 
Ovaltine 
Packer’s Liquid Tar Soap 
Shampoo 
Palmolive Soap 
Pepsodent Dentifrice 
Pinaud’s, Ed., Hair Tonic 
Pompeian Creams 
Pond’s Creams 
Primrose House Preparations 
Princess Pat Preparations 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brush 
Resinol Soap 
Roger & Gallet Products 
Scholl’s, Dr., Zino Pads 
Squibb’s Products 
Vantine’s Temple Incense 
Vauv 
Watkins’ Mulsified Cocoanut 
Oil Shampoo 
Wildroot Cocoa Oil Shampoo 
Wildroot Hair Tonic 
Woodbury’s Facial Preparations 
Yardley’s Old English Lavender 
Soap 
Zip 
Zonite 
FOODS AND FOOD 
BEVERAGES 


Aunt Jemima Pancake Flour 

Armour’s Star Products 

Beech-Nut Products 

Blue Label Tomato Ketchup 

B. & M. Fish Flakes 

Borden’s Eagle Brand Con- 
densed Milk 

Br’er Rabbit Molasses 

Campbell's Soups 

Certo 

Cream of Wheat 

Crisco 

Del Monte Products 

Diamond Crystal Salt 

Dromedary Dates 

Eatmor Cranberries 

Ferry'’s Purebred Seeds 


Fleischmann’s Yeast 

French’s Cream Salad Mustard 
French’s D. S. F. Mustard 
Gold Medal Flour 

Grape Nuts 

Hawaiian Pineapple 

Heinz 57 Varieties 

Igleheart’s Swans Down Cake 


Knox Sparkling Gelatine 

Libby’s Products 

Maxwell House Coffee 

Mazola Salad and Cooking Oil 

Mellin’s Food 

Minute Tapioca 

Morton's Salt 

None Such Mince Meat 

Nucoa 

Pillsbury Pancake Flour 

Post Toasties 

Postum 

Premier Salad Dressing 

Quaker Oats 

Quaker Puffed Rice 

Quaker Puffed Wheat 

Royal Baking Powder 

Snowdrift 

Steero Bouillon Cubes 

Sun-Maid Raisins 

Sunkist Oranges and Lemons 

Sunshine Biscuits 

Swift’s Premium Brand Products 

Swift’s “Silverleaf” Brand Pure 
Lard 

Towle’s Log Cabin Syrup 

Washington, G., Prepared Coffee 

Wesson Oil 

Wheatena—The Whole Wheat 


Cereal 


FURNITURE & 
FURNISHINGS 

Armstrong’s Linoleum 

Bee-Vac Standard Electric 
Cleaner 

Berkey & Gay Furniture 

Bird’s Neponset Rugs 

Bissell Carpet Sweeper 

Blabon Linoleum 

Chambers Fireless Gas Range 

Davenport Bed 

DuPont Tontine 

Everhot Electric Cooker 

G. E. Electrical Supplies 

Genuine Thermos Vacuum 
Bottle 

Globe Wernicke Sectional 
Bookcases 

Gold Seal Congoleum Art Rugs 

Griswold Kitchen Ware 

Hoosier Kitchen Cabinets 

Hoover Electric Suction 
Sweeper 

Hotpoint Electric Devices 

Imperial Tables 

Kiddie Koop 

Kirsch Flat Curtain Rods 

Klearflax Linen Rugs and Car- 
peting 

Krochler Living Room 
Furniture 

Leonard Cleanable Refrigerator 

Libbey Safedge Glassware 

Lloyd Loom Woven Baby Car- 
riage and Furniture 

Lorain Oven Heat Regulator 

Marsden Kold-or-Hot Utility 
Glass 

Masland Argonne Rugs 

Mirro Aluminum Ware 


Mohawk Rugs 
Nairn Inlaid Linoleum 
Niagara Refrigerator 
Noelting Faultless Casters 
Orinoka Draperies and Uphol- 
steries 
Osborne Brushes 
Ozite Rug Cushion 
Premier Duplex Electric 
Vacuum Cleaner 
Standard Hood Seal 
Stanley Vacuum Bortle 
Stevens Bed Spreads 
Universal Cutlery 
Veritas Furniture 
Whitrall Rugs 
JEWELRY & SILVERWARE 
Community Plate 
Heirloom Plate Silverware 
Holmes & Edwards Silver 
Sessions Clocks 
Seth Thomas Clocks 
Tudor Plate 
Wallace Silver 
MUSICAL 
Atwater Kent Radio 
Brunswick Phonographs— 
Records—Radiolas 
Fada Radio 
Music Master Radio Products 
Victrola—Victor Records 
PAINTS & HARDWARE 
Acme Quality Paints 
Alabastine 
Kyanize Varnish Enamels 
Sherwin-Williams Paints and 
Varnishes 
Valentine’s Valspar Varnish 
and Enamel 
SHOES & SHOE 
FURNISHINGS 
2-in-1 Shoe Polish 
Arch Preserver Shoe 
Bixby’s Liquid Polish 
Cantilever Shoe 
Endicott-Johnson Shoes 
Jung’s, The Original Arch Braces 
Queen Quality Shoes 
SOAPS & HOUSE- 
KEEPERS’ SUPPLIES 
A. P. W. Toilet Papers 
Bon Ami 
Chipso 
Colgate’s Fab 
Fairbank’s Gold Dust Washing 
Powder 
Fels-Naptha Soap 
Ivory Soap Flakes 
Johnson’s Liquid Wax 
La France for Washing 


Ux 

O-Cedar Polish 

Old Dutch Cleanser 

Old English Wax 

P &G, The White Naphtha Soap 

Rinso 

Rit Fast Dyes and Tints 

Sani-Flush 

Sapolio 
STATIONERY & BOOKS 

American Boy, The 

Dennison Paper Novelties 

Eaton’s Highland Linen 
Stationery 

Le Page’s Glue 

Wahl Co. Products—Eversharp 
and Wahl Pen 

Waterman's Ideal Fountain Pen 

TOYS AND GAMES 
Faralee Doll, The 
Parker Games 
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nationally advertised goods 


OUR MARGIN OF PROFIT is 
measured very largely by two 
things: 
1—Your Stock-turn, 2— 
Your Selling Cost. 


Most of your cost items—rent, 
equipment, taxes, etc.—are more or 
less fixed. They do not vary to any 
considerable extent. 


But Stock-turn and Selling Cost 
are shifting items. Reports show 
wide variations among different 
stores. 


Some grocers, for example, turn 
their stock only 8 times in a year, 
whereas others turn as many as 33 
times. In the clothing field the num- 
ber of Stock-turns runs from 2 to 15; 
in drugs, from 2 to 7; in hardware, 
from 2 to 25 and over; in shoes, 
from 2 to 16. 


As to Selling Cost, the situation 
is the same. Among druggists, for 
example, selling expense runs as low 
as 8% and as high as 22%. Hard- 
ware, 3% to more than 15%. Shoes, 
5% to over 17%. And equally in 
other lines. 


There are undoubtedly several causes for 
these variations, but chief among them is 
difference in salability of merchandise. 


__Investigation after investigation has proved 
that the store with kigh Stock-turn and low 
Selling Cost is the store that sells nationally 
advertised goods. In every community it 
will be found that many of the most success- 
ful stores are those carrying advertised goods 
almost exclusively, depending on quick turn- 
over and easy sales for profits. 


How national advertising works 


There is nothing mysterious about the way 
in which national advertising produces these 
quick and profitable sales for retail merchants. 

It simply amounts to this: National 
advertising is the best knid of local advertis- 
ing for the retailer. 

Consider, for example, the manufacturers’ 
advertisements which appear in the Woman’s 
Home Companion, America’s greatest wom- 
en’s magazine. 

The Woman’s Home Companion goes into 
2,000,000 of the best American homes. Many 
of these homes are in your trade area. One in 
every four or five of the better homes is a fair 
average. 

Scores of women in your neighborhood, 
therefore, read the Companion advertise- 
ments every month. And, as a result, they 
spend thousands of dollars for Companion- 
advertised merchandise—merchandise you 
carry. Are you getting your share of their 
trade? 


What this trade means to you 


To get the trade of these Companion 
readers means more than to merely increase 
the number of your customers. It means 
getting more of the most valuable kind of 
trade that can come to you. 

For Companion readers are not ordinary 
buyers. They come from above average 
families. They have better incomes than the 
average. They buy better merchandise—and 
they buy it steadily and in large volume. 

You recognize the kind of people we mean. 
They are the backbone of every retail busi- 
ness. It costs no more to serve them than the 
casual, small-quantity buyer—yet how largely 
you depend upon these better-than-average 
customers for your volume! Only a few more, 
added to your regular trade, would make a 
big difference in your net profits. 


Manufacturers will help you get them 


Manufacturers realize this. And that is 
why they advertise in the Woman’s Home 


Companion—to bring these above-average 
customers into your store. 

That, also, is why they supply you with 
window trims, counter displays, attractive 
packages and other tie-up material. 

For, by means of these, you can let women 
know that your store is the place to get the 
Companion-advertised merchandise. 

You can cash in heavily on the demand 
that advertising in the Woman’s Home 
Companion has created for products you 
carry. 

The simple, easy steps 
A great many progressive merchants have 
increased their volume and profits, and have 
built substantial business successes in this 
way. 

They take advantage of every opportunity 
to cash in on the work manufacturers are 
doing to help them. 

No matter what line of business you are in, 
you too can increase your volume of profit- 
able, above-average trade by following the 
same course. It boils down to two simple, 
easy steps: 


FIRST: Carry the merchandise adver- 
tised in the Woman’s Home Com- 
panion. 


SECOND: Feature this merchandise 
=—let people know that you carry 
these Companion-advertised prod- 
ucts. 


In the list of Companion-advertised products 
at the left, check those you carry and start 
featuring them now. Also ask the salesmen 
and representatives of these lines for advertis- 
ing and display suggestions. They’ will be 
glad to give them to you. 

Why not start now to make your store 
known as the place where these products can 
be bought? Begin this week to use more and 
more of the display material manufacturers 
have sent you, and to build up a clientele of 
steady-buying, profitable Woman’s Home 
Companion customers. 


THE CROWELL PUBLISHING COMPANY 


NEW YORK 


COMPANION 
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Big Money For 
Commercial Drawings 


Become An Artist 
This Easy Way 


HOUSANDS who never dreamed 

they could draw can now easily be- 
come artists. You too—without any 
previous training—and no matter how 
little apparent talent you have—can 
now easily learn Illustrating, Designing 
and Cartooning through this amazingly 
easy method. 

You learn at home yet your work re- 
ceives the personal attention and criti- 
cism of one of America’s most successful 
artists. Many students actually sell 
enough work during their training to 
pay for it many times over. 


Big Money in Commercial Art 


Millions of dollars are being spent this 
year on advertising and story illustrations, 
commercial designs, and cartoons. And 
even more will be spent next year. Com- 
mercial Art is a tremendous field—and a 
field where very big money is gladly paid 
anyone who can produce good art work. 
Advertisers, magazines, newspapers, print- 
ing houses, business concerns all need 
trained artists. Competent artists easily 
earn from $50 to far over $300 a week. And 
now you can easily enter this “world’s 
most fascinating, best paid business.” 


MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK 


A new handsomely illustrated book has 
just been printed, hich gives all the most 
up-to-date information on the thousands 
of wonderful opportunities in Commercial 
Art and shows how this startling short 
cut method easily enables you to enter this 
field. It tells about our students—their 
success—what they say—actual repro- 
ductions of their work—how they made 
big money while studying. This attractive 
book will be sent without cost or obli- 
gation. Send for it. Mail coupon now. 
Washington School of Art, Room 3511C, 
1115-15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 
WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART TT 
Room 3511C, 1115-15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 


Please send me without cost or obligation your new 
book on art, “Quick Easy Way to Become an Artist,” 
and details of your special'offer. 


“T’ve Done the Best I Could, 
and That’s Victory” 


(Continued from page 21) 


I certainly never would have married him.” 

Soon after they were married the young 
people started back to Germany, going by 
way of London. They had a couple of 
small rooms in Bloomsbury. For a time 
Mrs. MacDowell tried to get in her 
practice when MacDowell was out for a 
walk. But this arrangement didn’t work 
very well. 

“I gave up entirely the idea of going on 
with my career,” she said; “but I didn’t 
let MacDowell know of this decision. ” 
(Perhaps I had better explain here that in 
speaking of the composer, Mrs. Mac- 
Dowell always refers to him in this direct, 
natural way—in a manner dictated, in 
fact, by the eminence he achieved.) “He 
felt sure I was going to make a brilliant 
pianist,” she went on, “and he urged me 
to keep at it, but I simply let the matter 
drift, practiced less and less, and if he got 
the understanding that I didn’t care for a 
career I let him keep it. 

“Perhaps I encouraged him in this. 
You see, Fiara that his talents were 
much the greater—creative—while mine, 
such as they were, were interpretative.” 

“Whatever I did during those five years 
was always incidental to the big thing. 
MacDowell was working, driving, contin- 
uously. He was always likely to go beyond 
his strength, which, nevertheless, was enor- 
mous. While we were living in Frank- 
fort and Wiesbaden, I simply had to drag 
him away from his work. {would insist 
that J needed a change. Then he would 
give in. We would buy third-class tickets 
to the Swiss border, and walk and walk. 
We tramped all over Switzerland.” 

“Just what were you doing all this 
time?” I asked. 

“Oh, I had enough to keep me busy,” 
was the laughing response. “I did the 
washing, cooked, scrubbed the floors. I 
knitted stockings and socks. I made 
MacDowell’s shirts. They were good 
shirts, too.” 


O THE five thousand dollars held out, 

and MacDowell had his five years, short 
only of a month or two. During this time 
his talents did mature. His works brought 
him instant recognition on his return 
to America. He appeared as composer- 
pianist with the leading orchestras and 
quartets of Boston and New York. His 
concerto, a symphonic poem, the Sonata 
Tragica, performed for the first time 
before American! audiences, was highly 
praised. The newpaper recorded his suc- 
cesses as phenomenal. 

And all the time Mrs. MacDowell was 
a quiet little figure in the background. 
“These were the happiest yat of my 
life,” she said. ‘‘Of course, I felt that to 
some extent I was instrumental in the 
triumph. I had bet on a winner, and he 
had won!” ; 

Now I must skip rapidly over a period 
of more than a decade. Proclaimed by the 
appointment committee as “‘the greatest 
musical genius America has produced,” 
MacDowell was called, in 1896, to head 
the music department of the School of 


Fine Arts, which was then being organized 
at Columbia University. For eight years 
he carried on this work, for two years 
without an assistant, giving himself with- 
out stint to classroom work. The sum- 
mers of these years were spent at Peter- 
boro, New Hampshire. 

“We had bought our little place at 
Peterboro, a farm of some fifty acres, with 
a run-down house and some outbuildings, 
just before he went to Columbia,” went 
on Mrs. MacDowell. ‘‘We put two or 
three of the buildings together and re- 
modeled and called the house Hillcrest, 
because of its charming location. 

“The music-room built for MacDowell 
proved to be so located that he got every 
sound from the kitchen and heard every- 
thing that was going on in the garden. 
So, about half a mile from the house, he 
built a log cabin in the heart of the woods, 
where he went to work every morning. 
Here he composed the Norse and Celtic 
Sonatas, the New England Idyls, Fireside 
Tales, and many others of his well-known 
works. For this cabin that he loved so 
much, he composed a kind of legend. This 
is the way it goes: 


“A house of dreams untold, 
It looks out over the whispering tree tops, 
And faces the setting sun.” 


ASKED Mrs. MacDowell something 

about MacDowell’s method of work at 
this time. 

“MacDowell never did believe in the 
divine spark,” she said. ‘‘Perhaps I 
should say,” she went on, “that Mac- 
Dowell believed that the rare moments of 
inspiration come only in the midst of 
pectas He was a prodigious worker. 

e destroyed at least ninety-nine per 
cent and gave to the public only one per 
cent of all he composed. I have seen him 
tear up and burn, without a word of 
regret, a symphony on which he had 
worked almost continuously for two years. 

“You can judge of the total amount of 
music he actually composed by the fact 
that it takes eight printed pages of the 
MacDowell ‘Life,’ by Lawrence Gilman, 
merely to list the titles of his published 
works. The compositions listed in these 
sigbe pages comprise the one per cent. 

any of them were published as a result 
of my persuasiveness. I always urged him 
to publish as soon as his work was done. 
He was such a harsh critic of his own 
product that if a composition wasn’t 
published within a year after its com- 
pletion, it was almost certain to be 
destroyed. 

“As a young man, MacDowell estab- 
lished the habit of never letting a day go 
by without composing something. I don’t 
believe there was a day all during the 
quarter of a century chat I knew him 
when he failed to observe this habit. He 
felt a composer must at all times keep his 
brain sharpened, by technical practice at 
least. If he saw a busy day was coming 
he would get up early and compose some- 
thing before breakfast. If the day was 
filled with unexpected events, he might 
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Painted by Edgar F. Wittmack. Copyright 1925, P&L 


ost durable beacon 


for night fliers at Me Gook, C Field 


For over two years, U. S. Army avi- 
ators from all parts of the United States, 
seeking McCook Field at Dayton, O., 
winged their way in the dark of night, 
to this great, white, glowing beacon of 
welcome, visible for twenty miles. 

And these aviators inquired what 
made this beacon the whitest and bright- 
est they had ever seen. 

The answer was Vitralite, she Long- 
Life Enamel, famed for the most chaste 
and refined architectural decorative 
work, and yet so durable that it stood 
on this water tank, exposed one hun- 
dred and thirty-five feet in the air, to 
the ravages of Summer’s heat, sun and 
rain, and Winter’ s cold, snow and sleet, 


Sor over two years. The Vitralite is still 
in good condition and has never been 
refinished. : 

Did any enamel ever undergo any 
harder test? That is why Vitralite can 
be guaranteed for three years, whether 
used inside or outside. Not only was 
the visibility of this tank greater, but 
Vitralite was whiter and required less 
illumination than similar materials tried. 

This is the same Vitralite Enamel 
that you can have your painter use and 
your architect specify in white or tints. 
If you havea chair or other things about 
the house to refinish, good paint and 
hardware dealers most anywhere, can 
supply you. 


Send for Free Sample Panel showing the porcelain-like Vitralite finish, 
Color Card and names of local dealers 


Pratr & LamBert-INc., 61 Tonawanda Street, Buffalo, N. Y. 
In Canada: 3 Courtwright St., Bridgeburg, Ontario 


PRATT & LAMBERT VARNISH PRODUCTS 
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My Earnings Increased 


Many Times 
Thanks to Higher Accountancy 


' “Today my earnings are 500 per cent 
larger than when I started with LaSalle,” 
writes W. A. Melcher, a New Orleans man 
“When I received my first LaSalle assign- 
ment in Higher Accountancy,’’ he con- 
tinues, ‘‘I was employed by a large produce 
house of this city. I left that position to 
audit with a local firm of accountants, and 
finally accepted a lucrative offer from the 
business house with which I am now con- 
nected. The personal touch which you give 
to your clear instructions makes the student 
realize that you have a very vital interest 
in his success.” 


You Have the Same 
Good Opportunity 


' Not an unusual report to receive from a 
LaSalle-trained man. During only six 
months’ time as many as 1,248 LaSalle 
members, pursuing various lines of ad- 
vancement, reported definite salary-in- 
creases totalling $1,399,507. The average 
increase per man was 89 per cent. With 
men who are trained the LaSalle way, pro- 
motion is the rule, not the exception. 


Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 


Is it worth two cents and two minutes of your 
time to learn in detail of the opportunities that would 
be yours in the field of Accountancy? 

All this information, together with an outline of 
the stepa by which you may quickly fit yourself to 
take advantage of such opportunities, is clearly set 
forth in LaSalle’s 64-page book, ‘‘Accountancy, the 
Profession that Pays,” a book of invaluable assist- 
ance to the man who is seriously considering Ac- 
countancy as a career. | i 

The coupon will bring it to you without the slight- 
est obligation, and with it details of the LaSalle 
salary- doubling plan, also the inspiring testimony of 
men still in their twenties and early thirties who have 
broken away from the low-pay ranks and today are 
expert accountants—with incomes ranging from 
$3,000 to $10,000, $15,000, $20,000 a year. 

Your start toward a bigger salary is as near you 
as the point of your pencil. For the sake of a brighter 
future—ACT. 

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
The World's Largest Business Training Institution- 
Dept. 1133-HR Chicago 

I would welcome details of your salary- 
doubling plan, together with copy of ‘‘Ac- 
countancy, the Profession that Pays,’ also 
a copy of ‘‘Ten Years’ Promotion in One,’” 
all without obligation. 


OHigher Accountancy 


Training fox postions as Aaditar Come: 
troller, Certified Public Accountant, t Accountant, etc. 
Other LaSalle Opportunities 

LaSalle opens the way to success in every important field 
of business. If more interested in one of the fields indi- 
cated below, check here: 


OBusiness Management 


OPersonnel and Employ- 


O Modern Salesmanship ment Management 

OTraffic Management OBanking and Finance 

ORailway Station Man- O Modern Business Corre- 
agement spondence and ice 

OLaw—Degree of LL.B. [Expert Bookkeeping 

OCommercial Law OC. P. A. Coaching 

Olndustrial Management UOBusiness English 

O Modern Foremanship OCommercial Spanish 
and Production Methods [Effective Speaking 

Namin hea evaraecaaateietn pape: 
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compose something late at night—a_small 
fugue, a theme of some kind, at any rate. 

“These practice products he always 
threw into a waste basket m the music- 
room, and I had come to feel that it was 
a point of honor not to look at anything 
in the basket. But one day I went in to 
brush up this room, where he had been 
working the evening before—he had 


already gone to the cabin that morning— , 


and I picked up from the floor a sheet of 
music. 

“Tt was just a sketch, but I liked it, 
hummed it, played it. When MacDowell 
came in from work that afternoon I 
handed it to him. ‘Is this something you 
want?’ I asked. ‘You have a rather 
charming theme here!’ 

““*You’ve been into my waste basket!’ 
he laughed. 

“‘ But look at it,’ I urged him. 

“He took it, glanced through it. ‘Oh, 
es,’ he said carelessly, and handed it 
ack to me. ‘It’s a nice little wild rose 

thing.’ 

“MacDowell had, the day before, been 
standing on the porch of his cabin looking 
at the wild roses which were blooming 
profusely around the foundation. I kept 
the ‘little wild rose thing,’ and this same 
little theme, with the title ‘To a Wild 


Rose,’ printed in the ‘Woodland Sketches,’ 
has come to be known and loved the 
country over and around the world! 
Maybe it’s his best known composition. 
I’m not sure. Anyhow, it’s very slight, a 
fragment.” 


All too soon the legend which Mac- 
Dowell had composed for his cabin 
workshop proved to be a kindof sad proph- 
ecy. Many beautiful things came from the 
cabin, but many of his finest dreams were 
left unfinished, untold forever. In 1904, 
he retired from the professorship at 
Columbia, in a threatening state of nerv- 
ous exhaustion. The collapse that fol- 
lowed might have been averted had he 
taken even a short rest; but he continued 
his private teaching and his composing. 
Soon his condition was beyond the aid of 


| home. 


dical science. 

At Peterboro, he would sit by the 
window looking out over the fields, dream- 
ing of what could never be again—of 
working in the cabin. He lived the mental 
life of a dreamy, poetic child, reading the 
Uncle Remus stories or fairy tales. Some- 
times he would ask his wife to playj a 
composition of his own of which he was 
fondest, the largo from the Sonata Tragica. 

For a long time past MacDowell had 
been talking with his wife about what 
eventually might become of the Peterboro 
e had, in a general way, a plan 
for putting the estate at the service of 
musicians and other-~artists, that they 


| might enjoy the sanie opportunities for 


creative work under secluded and favor- 
able conditions that he had enjoyed. The 
lans had never been worked out. How- 
Sec. some of his students had lived and 
worked there in much the same way that 
hundreds of creative workers have since. 
They were the first MacDowell ‘‘colo- 
nists. ”.. i 
One autumn morning just at dawn, 
some five or six months before his death, 
seeing that her husband was restless, his 
wife went to his bedside. From what he 


said she saw that he was troubled about 
what would become of Hillcrest. Could 


anything. be done so that it might be used 
as he had hoped? It was then that Mrs. 
MacDowell made her promise. 

“And you know, Edward,” she said, 
“the promises I make, I keep.” From 
then on to the time of his death, on 
January 23d, 1908, at the age of forty- 
seven, MacDowell never again brought 
t up the subject. 

“What I said to MacDowell at that 
time,” went on Mrs. MacDowell, “has 
always been with me as a solemn promise; 
but that isn’t the sole reason why I have 
pve myself to the Colony work. I 

elieve in it with all my soul.” 


TE ERE is somethingelse I must tell you 

before I explain how Mrs, MacDowell 
went about building up the Colony in 
fulfillment of her promise. In his prime, 
MacDowell was a tall, superb, godlike 
figure. Toward the end he became physi- 
cally helpless, scarcely able to move with- 
out assistance. It was his wife who lifted 
him. The result was an injury to her back 
from which it seemed that she was never 
to recover. She was lame to a degree that 
required the use of crutches; and even 
crutches were of no use to her in going up 
and down stairs. She had to crawl on her 
hands and knees! 

One physician said to her at this time, 
“If anyone but you were in this con- 
dition, she would be in bed, andwe would 
all be thinking that she had a broken 
back.” T 

In speaking of her ċourage at that time, 
an artist, one of the earliest members of 
the Colony, said, “It was both niagnificent 
and terrible. She tried not to tet anyone 
know what she was suffering. - Still, you 
could see. i 

“Hearing a buggy approach the little 
house I was using as a studio, E would zo 
to the window and see Mrs. MacDowell 
coming in an old buggy behind an old 
black nag, her crutches sticking out ât one 
side. She would be holding the reins 
between her knees, her hands on-either 
side of the buggy seat, in order to hold 
herself up as the wheels went over the 
ruts. 

“Then, when I appeared at the door, 2! 
the pain would be smoothed from her face. 
She would offer the cheeriest good morn 
ing in all the world, ask me if I were 
comfortable, if there was anything | 
needed, or perhaps talk over some business 
that had to do with Colony plans.” 

So, from now on, in all she is doing, you 
must picture Mrs. MacDowell as a very 
slight, but energetic figure, bent forward 
at the waist, lame, getting about by aid o 
her “sticks,” as she jestingly called them. 
The lines in her face may tell of yester- 
day’s pain, but there’s never a sign that 
she’s suffering to-day. : 

1 a 
JE WAS right after her husband’s death 
‘4 that Mrs. MacDowell said to a group o! 
persons whom she had interested in th 
Colony idea, “The way to start this thin: 
is to begin with what we have.” And s 
it was begun. Mrs. MacDowell mortgage! 
her home. She induced relatives t 
mortgage theirs and to lend her the mont! 
An association was formed, with a boar 
of directors to assist in raising funds. 

Almost immediately the usefulness © 
the Colony became apparent. Expansi¥. 
was so By kage Mrs. MacDowell had at 
once to begin earming money. -She hai 
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Bes sure the Watch ou buy i 1S a Timepiece 


— not mere ly an Ornament 


So people take for granted 
that a small wrist watch will 
not keep time. 


If it is a Bulova, it will. Even the 
tiniest BULOVA, made to grace a 
lady's wrist, is scientifically “built 
to run” and guaranteed to kee 
18kt. solid white gold, platinum top; time faithfully and dependably 


set with 12 diamonds and 12 sap- throughout the years. 14 kt. solid white gold, hand carved; 
phires; 17 jewel $175.00 15 jewel f $50.00 
Ask to see these beautiful watches at 14 kt. gold filled; ts jewel $37.50 

the better jewelers in your city. 


PRESIDENT 


14 kt. solid white gold, hand carved; 14 kt. gold, handsomely carved; 14 kt. solid white gold, hand carved; 
15 jewel $37.50 17 jewel; radium dial $85.00 15 jewel $50.00 


14 kt. gold filled; 15 jewel $28.50 14 kt. gold filled; 17 jewel $50.00 14 kt. gold filled; 15 jewel $40.00 


BANKER 
14 kt. gold filled; 15 jewel; an 
um dial ‘$28 
SENATOR EXECUTIVE 
14 kt. gold, handsomely carved; BULOVA WATCH COMPANY 14 kt. gold filled, handsomely 
17 jewel; radium dial $75.00 Fifth Avenue, New York carved; 15 jewel; radium dial $40.00 
14 kt. gold filled; 17 jewel $37.50 With 17 jewel movement $45.00 
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“Say!—I never tell 
my folks anything” 


It is one of the mysteries of raising a boy 
—this losing touch. As a little chap he 
comes to you with everything. Tales of the 
lions he has killed, the robbers he has 
caught, the big things he is going to do. 
Then little by little, so gradually you scarcely 
notice it, he begins to grow reticent. 


He gets it from the older fellows. Secrets, 
escapades, adventures planned—things he 
knows or thinks you will not approve. The 
age-old law of the gang is his rule—‘“Thou 
shalt not peach.” And it’s not unnatural. 


Between the ages of twelve and twenty 
a boy needs special mental food. It is the 
age of visions, dreams, trying of the un- 
known, seeing if it will work. He stiffens at 
moralizing and curtain lectures. But how 
quickly he responds to suggestion and 
example. 


Give your boy the advice and counsel he 
needs. Give him a strong leadership to 
follow, but label it so that he won’t be 
suspicious of you. Give him THE AMERICAN 
Boy. 


Here in story-form, written by men who 
love boys through and through, is the 
adventure he craves. Here are heroes whom 
he comes to worship—characters who wi 
lead him through all the thrills that are his 
meat and drink. 


These fiction-and-fact fellows, supplying 
incentive for fun and work, coupled with 
trips into the actual world of business and 
science, will win his friendship and then 
show him by their success and their failure 
how life demands fair-play, courage, self- 
reliance and the ability to come up smiling. 


Every. boy needs THE AMERICAN Boy. 
Your boy will delight in its vigorous, 
virile stories. Subscribe for him for a year. 
Order it for that other fellow you’d like to 
see get ahead. Mail the coupon today. 


$2.00 a year by mail. 20c the copy at all 
news-stands. Subscribe fora year or leave 
a standing order at your newsa-dealer’s. 


‘eae 
| American Boy | 
THE SPRAGUE PUBLISHING CO. 


No. 325 American Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 


Enclosed find $2.00, for which send THE AMER- 
ican Boy for one year, beginning with the current 
issue, to | 


A P EEE E IRA T: 
Canada $2.25. Foreign $2.50 
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already deeded to the newly organized 
association her home, two hundred acres 
of land, MacDowell’s.log cabin, every- 
thing she had, retaining only a life interest. 

A fund of twenty-eight thousand dollars 
had been raised by friends of MacDowell 
for a memorial. Mrs. MacDowell induced 
the committee to invest this fund as the 
beginning of an endowment for the Colony. 


“AT THE start,” Mrs. MacDowell ex- 

plained, “we knew only in a general 
way what we wanted to do. It has worked 
out into something much bigger, finer, than 
any of us anticipated. Altogether, more 
than two hundred creative workers have 
put in anywhere from three months to 
several years of intensive work there; 
more than a hundred writers, over forty 
composers, about thirty painters and 
sculptors, and twenty or more interpre- 
tative artists. The total population of the 
Colony is now about fifty in the course of 
a season, but not more than twenty-five at 
any one time. 

“Anyone who follows contempora 
American literature or is familiar wit 
what is going on in other branches of 
American art is enjoying the work of the 
Colonists, whether he knows it or not. 

“The idea is, of course, that the artist 
comes to the Colony when he has a definite 
piece of work to do. There is no instruc- 
tion. The sole qualification for admission 
is talent. A prospective member of the 
Colony must have some fine achievement 
to his credit, or be possessed of a talent 
for which two recognized artists are will- 
ing to vouch. i : 

‘It’s neither a philanthropic nor a 
profit-making enterprise; but we strive, 
as far as possible, to lower the barriers, 
which lack of means so often places in the 
path of talent. No talent is barred be- 
cause it has not yet achieved financial 
success. Neither does financial success 
bar any talent. The cost is the same to all 
alike. No one who works there is in the 
least bound to help the cause as a whole, 
except by doing the very finest work of 
which he a apa: That point we stress 


“Tt takes my breath away,” Mrs. Mac- 
Dowell went on, “when I think how near 
we came to losing out at the very begin- 
ning. A number of summer camps were 
started in our vicinity, crowding right in 
on us. I knew that the proximity of these 
camps would ruin our project. I could 
hardly sleep nights. ‘And just at this time 
a big property, consisting of three hundred 
acres that bordered the Colony property 
for a whole mile, came on the market. 
There wasn’t a dollar available to put 
into it. We were already in debt. 

“The price of this place was sixteen 
thousand dollars, and it was worth it. 
The old lady who wanted to sell—her 
husband had just died—promised to let 
me have it if I could raise a few thousand 
dollars. A week or ten days passed, and 
I hadn’t thought of anything to do. Then 
I heard that other negotiators had called 
upon the owner. I was desperate. 

“That very day a man came up from 
New York to see me on business entirely 
apart from the Colony. We had finished 
our business when I said to him, on the 
spur of the moment, ‘I wish you’d lend me 
five hundred dollars!’ He wasn’t a rich 
man; but when I explained the situation 
he gave me his check for the amount. 


“ Before the ink was dry on the check I 
was in my buggy on the way to the old 
lady who owned that property. She took 
the check as a deposit, and I agreed to 
complete the purchase within thirty days 
or forfeit the five hundred. I was terribly 
excited and happy, and a little scared at 
what I had done without authority from 
the directors. On my way home, I stopped 
at the log cabin and stood on the porch 
looking out over the tree tops for quite a 
while. Then I went home and got ready 
to go to New York. 

“The directors met with me in New 
York, and I told them what it would mean 
to us if we got it, and how it would be the 
end of us if the camp proprietor got this 
wonderful property. To my horror, the 
directors came to the conclusion that 
there’ simply wasn’t any way of han- 
dling it. 

“““Gentlemen,’ I said, ‘I have to make 
a confession: I’ve already bought this 

lace. I’ve been terribly high-handed. 
hat are you going to do with me?’ 

“One member of the board, a big real 
estate man, was terribly angry. What did 
I know about the value of this property? 
How could anybody swing a deal of this 
kind without money? 

“T said to him, ‘If you will come up 
and look the property over, and say it 
isn’t worth the price, I’ll give it up and 
pay back the five hundred myself.’ 

‘He came to Peterboro and we drove 
over the property from end to end, and 
after that he said, ‘You’re right! You 
couldn’t have done anything else. What- 
ever else you do, hold on to it.” 

“So the directors endorsed my pur- 
chase, and I was free to raise the money 
to see it through as best I could. Mrs. 
Thomas J. Emery, of Cincinnati, gave me 
three thousand dollars. The bank took a 
mortgage of eight thousand. For a time 
every dollar I could earn went to pay off 
on this deal. Two years later we could 
have sold the property at an advance of 
five thousand dollars on the purchase 
price. 


“(YN FOUR other occasions I have been 
in even tighter places. ce, an un- 
expected legacy of seven thousand dollars 
came to my rescue. The next two times, 
some wonderful friends sent us checks for 
large amounts. And the fourth time a 
strange kind of a miracle happened! 

“T was at a loss to know how to meet 
the year’s running expenses. The debts 
weren’t so enormous, but they had to be 

aid. I hardly knew which way to tum. 

hen along came the regular six months’ 
royalty check from the publisher of Mac- 
Dowell’s music. For some reason or other, 
the check was several times larger than 
usual. We never could make up our minds 
why the sales had taken this sudden spurt; 
and the next year, when Colony affairs 
were running smoothly again, the royalty 
check showed that the sales had settled 
back to their normal rate. Wouldn't 
MacDowell like to know that he had 
helped out this way in just the nick of 
time? I wish that he could. 

“Almost at the start,” she continued, 
“when we were so desperately in need of 
money, I found that people liked to hear 
me play the MacDowell music. Of course 
I was glad to play it anywhere, as long 25 
I got a chance to tell about the Colony 
idea. Soon I found that people were even 
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Decay germs reach ALLyour teeth 
—does your tooth-brush? 


ogee tooth bristles pry into every crevice, tant task. With it you can easily reach 
Ls your brush hitting break up and sweep away the mucin, and clean the backs of teeth, even the 


2 and dislodge food particles which other- backs of hard-to-get-at molars. It pries 
on ALL 32 § wise might hide away and cause trouble. into all the depressions and crevices, no 
The big end tuft helps in this work matter how deep. 


GOOD brush cleans your teeth 
thoroughly. It reaches all your 
teeth. It sweeps off the film of germs 


and also performs another very impor- There isn’t a part of a tooth this brush 
can’t clean, and its scientifically arranged 
bristles are of such resilience that the film 
of germs and mucin is quickly swept away. 
Sold by all dealers in the United States, 
Canada and all over the world in three 
sizes. Prices in the United States and 
Canada are: Pro-phy-lac-tic Adult, șoc; 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Small, 40c; Pro-phy-lac- 
tic Baby, 25c. Also made in three differ- 
ent bristle textures—hard, medium, and 
soft. Always sold in the yellow box that 
protects from dust and handling. 


and mucin from every tooth. It 
leaves no tooth endangered by the 
acids of decay. 

Skilled men studied the contour 
of the jaw. They made a brush to fit. 
The bristles of this brush curve; the 
picture shows you how. Every tooth 
along the length of the brush is 
reached and cleaned. 

They put a cone-shaped tuft on 
the end of the brush. This helps you 
reach your back teeth. They curved 
the handle. That alone makes it 


Tooth brushes for life to the reader 

Y e e who helps us with a new headline for 
our advertisements. The headline of 

this advertisement is “Decay 

; s Piens : we germs reach ALL your teeth 
easier for millions of tooth brush ZOD RSS —does your tooth-brush?” 
LNAI ARA After reading the text can 
4p YY, you supply a new headline? 
We offer to the writer of the 

2 I best sone submitted each 
PIS s o se P: palace 
Think of what help these features 7 j ree on aar ree for Wa, In 


x . Pp; TAMA A g 7 case of a tie, the same prize 
of the Pro-phy-lac-tic could be to you. Te oho taky E Ve te cache Vouk 


users to reach and clean every tooth 
in their mouths. 


No more trouble trying to makea flat Z J The index finger reader each month chapes M Eh pti ding 
bg = - ee a d : 7 S., Nila c 

brush clean a curved surface. Nomore  \ a tae Rete ye ~—freetooth brushes write a letter. The winning 

Š K ; . GOVE SHOWS YOU for the rest of his or headline will be selected by 

awkward stretching of your mouth how your jaw is curved. Note how the her li j George Batten Company 

4 5 7 Pro-phy-lac-tic, in the curve of the bristles and er life, H / Inc., Advertising Agents. 

by brushes with the wrong shape Of of the handle, conforms to this formation. j Offer expires April 30, 1926. 


handle. No more fear that 


ALL your teeth may not be 


thoroughly clean. 

Consider that tooth brush 
of yours. Is its bristle-sur- 
face concave? Does it fit 
the shape of your jaw? Does 
its handle curve outward? 
Is it easy to reach your back 
molars with it? 


The Pro-phy-lac-tic gets 


in between teeth. The saw- 


phy fac-tic w 


This picture shows 
how the Pro-phy-lac- 
tic fits the inside con- 
tour of the teeth. 
Note how the large 
end tuft goes around 
behind the rear 
molar. When the 
teeth are brushed 
correctly, vertically 
away fromthe gums, 
the bristles clean 
every curve and crev- 
ice thoroughly. 


Pro-pxy-Lac-tic Brusu Co., Florence, Mass. Dept. 4-AAt 


Gentlemen: I suggest the following as a new headline for 
the advertisement from which this coupon was clipped: 


Made in America by Americans 


© 1925, P, B. Co, 
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willing to pay to hear me play, and they 
weren't prevented from doing so by the 
fact that I always talked about the Peter- 
boro idea first and did my playing after- 
ward! 

“In the past fifteen years Pye given 
over six hundred concerts and talks in 
more than six hundred cities and towns in 
every state of the Union except Idaho, 
Nevada, and Wyoming, and have 
engagements in two of these states next 
year. My audiences have totaled more 
than a hundred thousand persons in all. 
I have traveled between ten and fifteen 
thousand miles a year—between one 
hundred and fifty thousand and two 
hundred thousand miles altogether—and 
have made seven continuous trips from 
coast to coast. 

“The total earnings from my recitals 


have been between seventy-five and a. 


hundred thousand dollars. It has all gone 
into the Peterboro idea, and I myself 
haven’t once been out of debt during these 
fifteen years. - 

* Sometimes people ask me how, along 
with my other duties, I can keep up my 
music. The answer is very simple—by 
never missing a chance for fifteen minutes’ 
practice. At any time of day, upon finding 
myself free for even as little as ten minutes, 
I go to the piano. Every night I practice 
fer two hours at least, sometimes three. 
I can’t say, ‘I’m tired to-night, I'll let it 

o until to-morrow!’ It must be done, and 
’ve done it.” 


[ET me give you an idea of one of Mrs. 
MacDowell’s working days at Peter- 
boro. In September, when her autumn con- 
cert schedule will soon begin, she is awake 
at three or four in the morning, memorizing 
in bed the compositions for her programs. 
An hour or two's work! Then a nap before 
breakfast, which is at seven. At eight 
o’clock she sees the farmer, the head 
builder, or the poultry man, the steward, 
and other employees. At eight-thirty she 
is in a little two-wheeled cart with a 
steady-going horse—a cart now instead of 
a buggy, to avoid the danger of an upset! 
—and she spends the morning seeing heads 
of departments and checking up on work 
previously laid out. 

“I have my dinner when the men have 
theirs,” she went on, “and after dinner, if 
no one comes unexpectedly, I get an hour’s 
rest. At two o'clock, my assistant comes 
and we go over the mail. From three to 
six comes a succession of callers, people 
from all over the world, some who knew 
MacDowell, some who love his music, 
others who want to know more about the 
Peterboro idea. Supper at six. Then 
another rest before practice. Callers may 
come in the evening, and I am always glad 
to see them—I must see them; and if they 
stay until nine, then my practice begins at 
that time and I practice until eleven. If 
they go at ten, I practice until twelve. If 
I’m free from eight o’clock on, I practice 
until eleven anyhow.” 

Some years ago, when the Colony was 
an assured venture, Mrs. MacDowell 
reached the conclusion that the only way 
of guaranteeing the supply of vegetables 
and dairy products was for the Colony to 
have its own farm. At that time, there 
wasn’t a field on the place that wasn’t 
full of rocks. 

“We simply had to have fifty acres that 
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could be entirely worked by machinery,” 
said Mrs. MacDowell. ‘‘Everybody said 
I could never develop a small farm in that 
quarter of the globe that would make ends 
meet. But I had the men clear one field 
after another. Of course, we saved the 
stones! Some of them have gone into 
foundation walls, and others have been 
made into studios. To-day we have the 
fifty acres that can be worked by machin- 
ery from end to end, and we've got the 
machines—tractors, diggers, and so on. 
om, the farm is paying for itself every 
it. 

Between twenty and thirty thousand 
feet of lumber are cut on the property 
every year for use in construction. The 
Colony has its own sawmill now. Every- 
thing that has to do with the working up 
of lumber is done on the place. In the 
autumn it is Mrs. MacDowell who goes 
into the woods, and selects and marks the 
trees that are to be taken out during the 
winter for building the following spring! 

So, toward the close of my talk with 
Mrs. MacDowell I said something about 
her having won a great victory. 

“Ies the victory of an idea!” she 
returned quickly. ‘I’ve done the best I 
could. That’s the victory so far as I am 
concerned.” 

“Tt seems to me you’ve accomplished 
the impossible.” 

“Not at all,” was the earnest answer. 
“ Anything is possible! I’ve really come to 
believe that. If you only believe in your 
cause, in yourself, and if you plod on, you 
can make anything happen! Whatever 
I’ve accomplished has come about simply 
by never letting go of a thing, once I had 
made up my mind to do it. 

“That, it seems to me, is the secret of 
my achievement. Do the thing that is 
right next your hand to be done; but keep 

our vision clear. Look ahead! Plan! 

ut don’t let dreams of to-morrow make 
you overlook the small, tedious duties of 
to-day. And if the fulfillment of your 
dream seems altogether remote, don’t let 
that discourage you! Keep on going! You 
can’t expect miracles to happen to-morrow 
unless you keep on plodding to-day! 

“They say that Edward MacDowell 
was a man of genius. I knew he had 
noble talents. His career, if nothing 
else, would have taught me what plodding 
can do. For he was a plodder too—a 
tiger, a horse for work. 

“And plodding brings happiness, too. 
To spend and be spent in the cause that is 
nearest your heart—there is no greater 


joy! ” 


HERE remains to be told one more 

event, a kind of miracle in a life which 
seems to me full of miracles. On Decem- 
ber 21st, 1923, Mrs. MacDowell was in a 
taxicab accident in New York. Thrown 
upward against the roof and then to the 
floor of the cab, she was terribly shaken 
and broken. Upon being brought back to 
consciousness ake was taken to her hotel 
in another cab. With the aid of one of 
her crutches, the one that had not been 
broken in the accident, she managed to 
walk to the elevator. 

Among other injuries, the doctor found 
that she had suffered three broken ribs. 
She was put in a plaster cast on a narrow 
palletlike bed, and for weeks no hope was 
entertained for her recovery. 

+e be hb a 
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At this time, when it was not believed 
that she could live, Mrs. MacDowell 
summoned to conferences at her bedside 
various co-workers and assistants—it was 
practically a directors’ meeting—at which, 
painfully, she gave information, advice, 
outlining certain matters that had to do 
with carrying on her work. 

And that same afternoon, she called to 
her bedside a faithful woman attendant 
who had been with her for many years. 
This companion was known as ‘‘ Nursie.” 

“ Nursie,” whispered Mrs. MacDowell, 
“I don’t want you to think I’m going to 
die! I’m not! My work isn’t done yet. 
I’ve got to get up and go on.” 

For three months and two weeks she 
lay there. No one else had much hope that 
her prediction was to be fulfilled. Bat in 
the end she did get up, and she had been 
going on ever since! 

At one point in my conversation with 
Mrs. MacDowell, I asked her how it 
happened that she was no longer using her 
crutches. “My lameness is beter! she 
said. “I’m practically well.” And she 
told me how this had come about. 


s r SEEMS too incredible to relate, ” she 

observed. ‘‘ But the taxi accident must 
have worked a cure! At first, when I was 
just getting around I could scarcely stand 
the pain. It was excruciating, worse than 
I had experienced in fifteen 
years. Then the pain subsided. For a 
month or two I went on as usual. Then I 
found that I was putting my weight on the 
crutches less and less. J put away the 
crutches! As I say, I’m well!” 

One specialist consulted in this matter 
says that this seemingly miraculous 
recovery was brought about by the break- 
ing of certain adhesions that had devel- 
oped as a result of the injury and strain of 
years before. 

“TIsn’t it wonderful!” exclaimed Mrs. 
MacDowell. “After all these years to find 
myself as light on my feet as many per- 
sons younger than Why, I’ve lived 
through again that same thrill I had as 
a girl when I put away my crutches and 
realized that I was free! Again I felt 
like a bird. I wanted to go on a long 
tramp, to run! 

“Now, they say I’m tired out with al! 
these years of work and the rough treat- 
ment that taxi gave me. But I’m not! 
They want me to go to Europe, and take 
a year to recuperate! Isn’t it nonsense? 
As though I had a year to spare! Here. 
this Colony, this child of mine, has almost 
grown up to be a man, and they want me 
to leave it for a year! No! Everything 
that has happened is such a wonderful 
encouragement to go on! 

“And I’m going on,” she concluded 
softly. She laughed. “PIL never quit 
until the three-hundred-thousand-dollar 
endowment fund is raised. We’ll get it! 
I’m sure of it! We must!” 

_And when you see the increasing recog- 
nition and support with which her great 
work is meeting, you do not doubt that 
her dream will be speedily realized. Last 
year a committee of distinguished mer 
and women awarded to Mrs. MacDowell 
the five thousand dollars to be given te 
that American woman who had made the 
greatest contribution to the country’s 
artistic, philanthropic, or scientific ad- 
vancement during the year 1923. 
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THE FAMILY'S MONEY 


Your Budget Can’t Possibly Budge Unless 
You Give It a Chance 


By Evelyn Branch Nichols 


Assistant Cashier, Eastern Exchange Bank, 
New York City 


partment of a New York bank, I 
daily come in contact with all sorts of 
eople with all sorts of money problems. 
oiled down to the main issue, however, 
these thousand and one problems all 
resolve themselves into the same ques- 
tion: ` How can I feel independent on a 
small salary? 

“T am sick of chasing bills that I never 
quite catch up with,” says one man. 

“We manage to keep out of debt,” 
says another; “but I shudder to think 
what would happen to my family if I 
got laid up.” 

To all these and countless others, I 
answer: “There is a way for the small- 
salaried man or woman to achieve a 
feeling of security, but it is rocky going 
for the first few Taps of the journey. It 
starts with a checking account.” 

This invariably brings the same objec- 
tions: “Most banks here require asub- 
stantial deposit before they will.allow you 
to open a checking ‘account. How am I 
poing to get the hundred,.or perhaps two 

undr: 


È MY work as head of the thrift de- 


ed, dollars which must be kept on: 


deposit?” : T 
‘Save it!” I reply. cae 
And right here comes the point of the 

whole business. You start with a definite 

object for which to save. 

Most folks begin by telling me flatly 
that they cannot save. But when given 
a definite, desirable object, they usually 
find that they can and do save. 

The main thing is to decide upon a 
regular sum—not too much at first—and 
put it in the bank the minute you get 
your pay envelope. Don’t even wait to 

ay bills, or to make necessary purchases. 

erhaps you will come out short the first 
time or so, but you will soon learn to 
adjust your SRI to take care of 
your savings deposit. Maybe you can 
spare only a dollar a week. The amount 
is not the important thing, the regularity 
with which you deposit it is supremely 
important. 


S SOON as you have a checking ac- 

count, begin to use it. Make it an 
ironclad rule to pay all bills of any size by 
check. Thus, by turning through your 
stubs, you can always see where and when 
your money went. Also, every time you 
make a check, be sure to deduct the 
amount from your balance. This will 
enable you to tell at a glance just how 
much you have left to draw on—an essen- 
tial item. 

In the second place, carry in your purse 
only enough cash to cover your immediate 
daily expenses. If you are a business man 
or woman, this means just enough for 
lunch and car fare, with possibly a small 
margin for an emergency. If there is 
extra money in your pocket, all sorts of 


things will happen to take it out: small 
loans that folks so frequently forget to 
return, joining friends who indulge in 
more expensive lunches than you can 
afford, and so on. 

More important still, if there is no 
money in your purse, you won’t be likel 
to pick up “bargains” which you will 
later wish back in the shop. Writing out 
a check is a much more complicated 
matter than taking money out of your 
pocketbook and passing it over the coun- 
ter. 

What I have just said about having 
extra money at hand applies equally to 
the housekeeper. Cash in a bureau 
drawer, or in a purse that lies on the 
kitchen shelf, has a way of sneaking 
through the back door in an amazingl 
short time. Unconsidered purchases which 
seem at the time an economy frequently 
turn out to be quite the reverse. Experi- 
ence will tell you just about’ the amount 
you will need in the house for the week. 


FTER I have “sold” the idea of a check- 
- à ing account to my clients, my second 
step is to persuade them to adopt a budget, 
experiment with it until it works, and 
then stick to it! But don’t get the notion 
that any ready-made budget will exactly 
fit your case. You can start with mine, 
or with anybody else’s, but before a 
builget works for you, you will have to 
work for it. If you persist honestly and 
intelligently, however, taking up your 
budget here, and letting it out there, you 
will find presently that it goes like clock- 
work! 

There are, however, certain principles 
that will apply in working out any budget. 
Let’s be specific, and take the case of a 
family of three, say, with an income 
of $2,000, in the average small town. 
Ten per cent, or $200, should go into 
investment and savings. For operating 
expenses—which include rent, taxes, 
upkeep, and somebody in once a week to 
help with the heavy laundry and clean- 
ing—allow thirty-five per cent. Twenty- 
two per cent for food gives about $37 a 
month for the table. With careful buy- 
ing, thirteen per cent can be made to 
cover clothing for the family. I would 
allow seventeen per cent for what I call 
advancement. nder this head come 
provision for doctor and dentist bills, 
education, books, and gifts. Finally, I 
always insist upon a luxury fund. Three 
per cent, or sixty dollars, will make pos- 
sible several trips to the theatre, or other 
small extravagances. 

Remember, however, that this, or an 
other budget, is guaranteed not to wor 
unless you do your share. But remember, 
also, that with your honest codperation 
there isn’t a chance for your budget to 
fail to make good. 
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Happiness Now 


By Booth Tarkington 


WO or three years ago, one of 
those little stories that go over 
the country came from a Boston 
clergyman of conspicuous ve- 
racity. 

On a New England country road he met 
an aged man who had been bedridden for 
several months, but was now up and about 
again. “Im delighted to see you looking 
so well,” the minister said. “I hope 
you’ve entirely recovered your health.” 

“Im getting along fine, thank you, 
Doctor.” 

“Have you a good appetite?” 

“Appetite? I should say I have! Never 
eat so much in all my born days!” 

“You sleep well?’ 

“Sleep?” the aged man exclaimed. 
“Never slept so good in my whole life! 
Pm in fine health: Doctor, fine!” Then he 
added cheerfully: ‘‘’Course I’ve lost my 
mind, but I don’t miss it.” 

Now I have heard kind-hearted people 
laugh at this little story—even kind- 
hearted people who knew the aged man 
himself and were aware of the calamity 
that had befallen him. Nor, hearing their 
laughter, did I find the laughers less kind- 
hearted than I had thought them, nor 
were they so. Nevertheless, there was 
something in their mirth that brought me 
to a question: How does it come about 
that gentle people can sometimes find 
calamity evocative not of their sympa- 
thetic pain but actually of their humor? 
And since tender-hearted people could not 
laugh at what they look upon as a 
calamity, the question may be put in 
another way: When do we feel that a 
calamity is not a calamity? 

For the answer, I would go down to the 
village drug store opposite the post office. 
There the wise men collect before “mail 
time” every afternoon, and there, if you 
go often enough and listen long enough, 
you can hear anything. You will not need 
to go often, however, or listen long in 
order to hear something bearing upon the 
question about calamity. 

“Yes, sir,” one of the wise men tells the 
others; ‘‘George Thompson put every 
cent he had in the world into that mill, and 
now it’s up and bumed to the ground 
without a cent of insurance. Not a single 
cent! All George has got left between him 
and the poorhouse is that old nineteen- 
hundred-and-ten Ford he comes to town 
in, and his wife says he still owes for it. 
Yes, sir; sixty-four years old, and poor as 
the day he was born! They tell me his 
wife is taking on something terrible. 
Neighbors say she just sets in the house 
with her head in her hands—kind of rocks 


back and forward, moaning-like—and she 
hasn’t had a mouthful of nourishment 
since the fire, day-before-yesterday noon. 
They can’t coax her to. She thought she 
and George were all fixed for their old age 
with that mill, and now it’s gone, and 
they’re no better than beggars. She says 
she just hopes to die. I certainly am sorry 
for that poor woman!” i 

“Yes, and for poor old George too,” a 
listener adds. “Its a pretty dreadful 
thing to put all your eggs in one basket, 
the way George did, and then drop the 
basket. I certainly am sorry for George 
Thompson.” 

“For George!” the narrator of the mis- 
fortune exclaims incredulously. “‘Sorr 
for George? Why, to hear George tal 
you’d think he was going to have that 
mill rebuilt and working away again in- 
side of a week! He’s got no. more sense 
of what’s happened to him than a rabbit, 
and you’d think he was pretty near a 
millionaire right now, to listen to him. 
He’s talking just as big about all what he’s 
going to do as he ever did. It’s the old 
lady I’m sorry for; but George—my stars, 
man, don’t waste no pity on George!” 

The inference here seems to be that we 
need not feel sorry for sufferers who do 
not suffer (so to say), and we may draw 
the same conclusion from the laughter of 
the kind-hearted people who heard the 
story of the aged man’s losing his mind 
without being troubled by the loss. In 
each instance, calamity a befallen a 
person who seems unaware of its gravity, 
and remains as cheerful after the mis- 
fortune as before. We may be astounded 
by such cheerfulness; we may be amused 
by the incongruity of it; we may be, in- 
deed, contemptuous of it, or even horri- 
fied by it; but so long as the victim retains 
it we seem to feel that we may properly be 
at least as cheerful as he is. 

But this seems to imply another ques- 
tion: When the victim of calamity 
realizes his misfortune, yet retains his 
good spirits, do we feel that he has not 
really suffered a loss at all? And again for 
the answer I would walk down to the 
village drug store and listen. 


A TROUBLED woman holding a sturdy 
little girl tightly by the hand buys a 
“cough remedy” over the counter. ‘It 
scared me so,” she tells the druggist, “I 
came right down to get something for 
little Rita.” 

“Has she been coughing very hard?” 
the druggist asks. 

“ No, not so very,” the mother admits. 
“She only coughed a few times this 


morning, and it might of been a cough 
from the stomach at that, because she 

ut too much molasses on her cakes for 

reakfast; but with anything like what’s 
happened right next door, I expect I’m a 
little jumpy, and any kind of a cough from 
Rita scares me. Only nine days ago little 
Fanny Potter was playing with Rita in our 
back yard, and you wouldn’t thought she 
could ever have a thing the matter with 
her. Nine days ago—and now she’s gone! 
No wonder I don’t like to hear Rita cough, 
don’t you think so, Mr. Grewe?”’ 

“Oh, I don’t expect her cough’s sa very 
serious,” the druggist returns. ‘‘ How is 
Mrs. Potter taking her loss?” 

“Oh, my!” Rita’s mother moans. “I 
saw her for just a minute and I can’t bear 
to think of her, yet I can’t get her face out 
of my mind for a single minute. The 
minister's been there four or five times, 
working with her; but her family all say 
it hasn’t done a bit of good, so far. If she 
could only be like Mrs. Will Trueblood! 

“When the Truebloods lost their little 
boy, two years ago, of course Mrs. True- 
blood ade missed him terribly and all, 
but her faith upheld her. She said she 
knew little Junior was.a. bright angel, 
happy in heaven, and it, would Be impious 
to mourn him overmuch. She could smile 
and not cry when she spoke of him, al- 
most right after the funeral, and it wasn’t 
painful at all to go there and talk with her 
about it. In fact, she was so calm in her 
mind, it was an inspiration and almost a 
pleasure; ou might say, to talk to her. 

f poor Mrs. Potter could only take her 
loss that way, we’d all feel a great deal 
better about it, Mr. Grewe.” 

Mr. Grewe agrees. “Yes, I wish she 
could. She’s a good woman and I hate to 
think of her in so much trouble.” 


r IS usually safe to draw general con- 
clusions from the conversations in our 
village drug store, because most of the 
people who talk there are like most other 
people anywhere in the country, and so, 
interpreting this little dialogue over the 
counter, we find that if the faith of a 
bereft mother (or perhaps her “‘ philoso- 

A és 
phy”) helps her to withstand her grief, 
we can think of her almost cheerfully. 
-And as what we sympathetically lament, 
when friends of ours “‘lose their money,” 
is not the loss of the money, so, when a 
mother is bereft, it is not the death of the 
child that we most deeply deplore. What 
we “can’t bear to think of” is the un- 
happiness caused by the loss. 

t appears, then, that for people in a 
state of bereavement, we suffer not in 


7 


8 


proportion to the extent of the bereave- 
ment itself but in proportion to the amount 
of pain we think ıt brings them; and that, 
so far as our sympathies are concerned, 
we do seem to feel that the victim of 
calamity has suffered no loss at all if he 
has not jose his happiness. In other words, 
if we accept the verdict of our feelings, 
there is no loss except the loss of happiness, 
and so long as a man retains his happiness 
he can lose nothing, no matter what 
happens to-him. 
ow, thinking this over, I came to more 
uestions: But if a man loses his life? 
Don't we look upon that as a loss of 
itself? Don’t we feel that then he loses 
anything except happiness? And again 
searching light, I walked down once more 
to the village at “mail time.” 

I reached the drug store just in time to 
save my straw hat from ruin. A thunder- 
storm had been threatening the country- 
side for an hour, and then, after pretending 
to go away, it suddenly swung down 
venomously upon our little town beside 
the river. i was one of those storms that 
appear to have personal intentions; it 
seemed to mean to wash the village into 
the river, meanwhile searching the place 
with lightning and cursing the inhabitants 
in the outrageous voice of immediate 
thunder. One of the wickedest discharges 
appearèd to be meant 
for me in particular— 
the floods descended, 
and with them a flash 
of intolerable light 
that seemed to ex- 
plode upon my very 
eyes ae] entered the 
drugstore. “Murder!” 
I gasped, and leaned 
against the counter. 

“What you makin’ 
such a fuss about?” 
old Mr.. Jezmiller 
asked brusquely. Mr. 
Jezmiller is one of our 
wise men, a former 
livery-stable owner, 
retired from business 
on account of auto- 
mobiles, and crusty. 
“Nobody ain’t mur- 
dered you yet, has 
they? So what call 
you got to be hollerin’ 
‘murder’ for, then, 
sence they ain’t?” 

“T meant the light- 
ning,” I explained. 
“It must have struck 
very close by.” 

“Didn’t strike you, 
did it?” he said. 

“No, it didn’t, but 
I thought—” 

Mr. Jezmiller in- 
terrupted me. ‘‘ You 
‘thought,’ did you? 
Well, the second you 
knowed you was 
thinkin’ vou knowed 
you wasn’t struck, so 
what’s the use your 
makin’ all this here 
fuss about it? One 
thing I never did have 
no patience with, it’s 
people that set up a 
squawkin’ over a lit- 

r and light- 
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ning. My soul! If you’re struck, you’re 
struck; that’s all there is fo it. If you ain’t, 
you ain’t; and so long as you ain’t, what 
in the name o’ conscience are you frettin’ 
about?” 

I interposed an objection. ‘‘But that 
stroke was so close I don’t think I was 
quite sure it hadn’t hit me; that is, I 
wasn’t sure soon enough to keep from 
being nervous about it.’ 

“Why, certainly you was,” he said. 
“You knowed you was scared, and long 
as you know anything at all you know 
lightning ain’t hit you, because if it hits 
you, you don’t know nothing. That’s the 

urest kind of logic there is! When 
ightning hits you, it don’t give you no 
time to worry about it. Lightning’s sup- 
posed to be kind of quick! Am I right?” 

He appealed not to me but to a group of 
three or four of our wise men who stood 
near by looking out at the tumultuous 
water from the sky. They seemed to feel 
that he was right, and he continued: 
“What I always.used to tell my first wife 
about a thunder shower, I used to say, 
‘My goodness, ain’t you got a single bit o’ 
gumption?’ She was so ‘fraid o’ lightnin 
she’d always go put on her rubbers anid 
stand with her feet in two glass fruit 
dishes in the middle of the sitting-room as 
long as she could hear it thunder. ‘My 


Mr. and Mrs. Booth Tarkington in the garden 
of their summer home in Kennebunkport, Maine 


soul, woman!’ Pd say to her. ‘Lightning’s 
the one thing that don’t give you time 
enough to worry about what’s takin’ you 
off. So why don’t you behave like me, 
and get the good out of it by enjoyin’ of 
yourself a-lookin’ at it?’” 

“That’s so,” Mr. Watson, the retired 
township assessor, agreed. “Yet I did 
have a second cousin get struck b 
lightning once I was right sorry for. He 
was a fine young man and left a wife and 
four little children. Yes, sir, I was right 
sorry for him.” 


MBE. JEZMILLER seemed to feel himself 
challenged. “I bet you didn’t,” he said 
testily. “‘You think you did; but it wasn’t 
him you was sorry for; it was his wife and 
children. He never had no time to suffer.” 

“I was sorry for him though,” Mr. 
Watson insisted stubbornly. “I said I 
was, and I was. I was sorrier for him than 
I was for his family. He left them right 
well off, and after they got over missing 
him a little while they had no special 
cause to trouble. But he was a man just 
getting ready to enjoy his life first rate. 

e’d been nominated for county treasurer 
that very spring, and he was sure to get 
elected. He was looking forward to it, and 
going to move to a nice house up at the 
county seat and have a big time and all, 
and he was what you 
might call kind of a 
happy-natured man, 
any how, Do you mean 
to tell me, Mr. Jez- 
miller, that I don’t 
know what I’m talk- 
ing about when I say 
I was sorry for a 
man :Jike that when 
he got struck by light- 
ning?” 

“No,” his opponent 
admitted. “In view 
of his likely goin’ to 
enjoy makin’ a lot of 
money out of the 
county treasurership 
and all, it seems like a 
hard case, and you 
got a right to claim 
you was sorry he had 
to miss what he was 
lookin’ forward to so 
much. But what J 
say is: So far as just 
his gettin’ hit by 
lightning goes, you 
wasn’t sorry about 
that, or, if you was, 
you didn’t show good 
sense. It’s like a boy, 
for instance, lookin’ 
forward to show day. 
Suppose his mother 
lets him oversleep 
that morning, and he 
misses the circus pa- 
rade. You don’t feel 
sorry for him because 
he was asleep; you 
only feel sorry for kon 
account of his missin’ 
the parade. Well, 
por struck by 
ightning is prob’ly 
just about like goin’ 
to sleep right quick. 
You wasn’t sorry for 
your cousin because 
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he done that; you was only sorry about 
what he missed on account of it.’ 
“I guess so,’ * Mr. Watson said placably. 


“L resume you’re right.” 
Mr. Jezmiller 


ou know I’m right!” 
corrected him. “Why ain *t you man 
enough to say so?” 

“All right,” said the humbled Watson. 
“I know you are.’ 

Now if Mr. Watson was well founded in 
this admission, and if Mr. Jezmiller was 


indeed right, then we look upon even the 


loss of life as of itself no loss to the loser. ` 


We say < ofa good citizen who has died that 
he was “‘a loss to the community,” but it 
is then the community that we are sorr 
for; and sometimes we depl ore the deat 
of a useful man, saying, “He would have 
done so much good if he had lived;” but 


here again we lament for the survivors. 


who lack his ministrations. 

It is true that we may also feel sorry for 
such a man himself; but that is because we 
feel that doing good would have brought 
him happiness. A man may lose great 
opportunities, may lose his mind, ma 
lose his liberty, his health, his life, his 
honor, or all of these and more; but if we 
think such loss entails no loss of his 
happineie we feel no sympathetic suffer- 

or him. The verdict of our drug store is 
pe for any individual there is no real loss 
whatever except the loss of his happiness. 

Long ago, in the village there was a boy 
who went away to wrestle with the 


populous world. He became a power in 
the land, accomplished many things for 
the good of his fellow men, and in time the 
village was mildly proud of him. Yet at 
the store a wise man said, one after- 
noon, ‘ COL course he’s a big thing, and he’s 
done plenty of big works; but I bet he 
ain’t a cent’s worth happier than if he’d 
stayed right here like ike rest of us, and 
never gone away.” 


ANOTHER said reprovingly, “Ah, but 
there’s things worth more than happi- 
ness!” iA 

“Are there?” the first said, with some 
satire. ‘What are they?” 

“How about success?” 

- “Success? Whats a man go after 
success for, except because he thinks it’ll 
make him happy? It don’t always make 
him happy; but he wouldn’t go after it 
unless he thought it was going to.’ 


“Well, then, how about the feeling that’ 


you've done right? You know yourself a 
man’ll-often sacrifice his happiness. rather 
tnan have the feeling that he’s done 
wrong.’ 

“Yes, because he knows that, though 
maybe he’s going to feel pretty bad either 


way, he’ll feel better if he does right. He. 


does right because he knows he’ll get more 


happiness out of it than if he did wrong.. 


That’s pretty near the gist of the way all 
religions try to teach people how to live. 
They say, ‘Do right and you'll be happier 


—not just now, may whe. but i in the long 
run—than if you do wrong.’ 

“The way religions try to get people to 
behave is by working it into their minds 
that a certain line of conduct is the only 
thing that can make ’em happy; and they 
call that certain line of conduct the ‘right’ 
way to behave. That’s because the old 
prophets of the religions were wise enough 
to see that no man ever did anything—not 
a single thing that he had any choice 
about—except because he believed that 
doing it was going to make him happier 
than if he did something else, or didn’t do 
anything at all.’ 

‘Whoa up!” the other party to the 
debate exclaimed. “Hold your horses a 
minute! How about a man that gets into 
a fight, for instance? Suppose you say 
something to me that makes me mad, and 
Thit you. Well, you’re bigger than I am, 
and I know mighty well that if I hit you 
you’re going to hit me back—wallop me in 
the face maybe and make my nose bleed. 
Yet I’m so mad I don’t take time to thint 
I just let out with my fist and land i. iz 
even though I know I’ Po Bi b> 
licked on account of it. - j Ye 

4 


that to get more hap, B 
“Certainly yo AA 
me, just ar) he 
suffering of n/ yr 

You hit me -") 

more hae 


will unk 


pu 
| 


TN 
| 


i 


NW» 

E ANAS 

LANN A O 
Ub Seng 
Me Ls 


She turned with a start when a man’s voice called her name 


— 


c= amas Facaary 


The Flaming Hill 


A love story 


By Adele Ferguson Knight - 
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LD MAN STORLEY came to 
the door of his barn and looked 
out expectantly. He still held 
in his hand the milk pails 
he had just lifted from their 

hooks, and he squinted to make quite 
sure of the identity of the driver whose 
wheels he had heard coming toward him 
on the North Road. 
With an eye to the future, and his own 
inmediate gain, Old Man Storley had 
J house on the turn of the road 
>d in a huge S, coming over 
from Lake Starlight to 
sit, on whose Border 


əroduce could be reached directly with 
fis milk and vegetables. Old Man Storle 

had a reputation among them for shrewd- 
ness; but they called it by a harsher name. 

The sound of hoofs on the road had been 
those of his own horse, driven by his 
younger daughter, Mildred; and Old Man 
Storley continued to stand in the wide 
doorway until she had driven past him 
into the barn and, tossing the lines over 
the horse’s neck, had lightly jumped 
down. Then he transferred his gaze to the 
rear of the buggy, where a few limp sacks 
huddled. 

“Hum. Git rid of everythin’?” 

“Nearly all.” 

“What’s left?” 

“The white turnips. Nobody wants 
’em in summer. Told you so before I 
started.” 

Her laconic replies were punctuated by 


little jerks of sound as she tugged at 
straps and buckles in the process of re- 
leasing the horse. Finally, she led him 
forth into the field behind the barn, frst 
hanging the harness in its place as she 
passed through. 

Her father had disappeared when she 
came back, and she lifted out the sack of 
turnips and with set lips dropped it on 
the floor. Then, gathering the empty 
sacks, she tossed them in a corner, and 
crossed the road to the house. 

Her mother, rocking at the front 
window, looked up from her darning, and 
her brow puckered a little. 

“Sell everythin’?” she inquired. 

“Brought back the turnips, of course.” 

“Now, ain’t that a shame?” Mrs. 
Storley was more conversational than her 
spouse. “What did yer git fer the cu- 
cumbers? Two fer five? Now, Mil, yer 
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father’ll be awful mad! His cucumbers is 
lots better’n anybody’s. He told yer 
ter git three fer ten.” 

e girl made no comment, going out 
to the kitchen for a drink of water. She 
pumped several seconds before the stream 
flowed. Then she drank deeply from the 
cracked teacup. 

“Wot’s the news?” Mrs. Storley called 
in raised accents when the sound of the 
running water stilled. 

“Only the fire.” 

“Oh, yes; how was it? Could you see 
any gain, or anythin’?” 

‘Yes, it’s gamin’! There’s quite a big 
strip along the side of Elephant that’s 
smokin’, and patches in several other 
places. The people in the cottages at the 
foot of the mountain is gettin’ pretty 
scared. Two of the families moved over 
to Burgess Island last night, an’ all their 
men, young and old, has bean out all day 
fightin’ fire.” 

“Deary me, ain’t that awful! Smoky, 
I s’pose?” 

“Yes, makes you want ter cough. It’s 
a good thing there ain’t been no wind, for 
it would spread somethin’ terrible.” 

The ict had tied on a clean gingham 
apron as she talked, and now she came to 
the door with a pan in her hand. 

“Has Adelaide fed the chickens?” she 
inquired, 

‘No, Addie had to go to the store. I 
was all outer flour, and your father 
wanted some terbacca.” 

“Flour?” The girl fixed a sudden, long 
look upon her mother’s profile. “Why, 
there’s a lot of flour in the barrel! I just 
looked in the pantry for a cookie.” 

“Now, Mil, ain’t yer had nothin’ ter 
eat all-day? I told you twenty times ter 
take some bread along. Yer needn’t ter 
go hungry, even if yer don’t like ped- 

in’. 

“But why didn’t Adelaide wait till I 
come home?” persisted Mildred. “I 
could have druv down ’s well ’s not.” 

Mrs. Storley did not lift her eyes, but 
continued to rock and darn. 

“I guess she jess wanted ter see the 
store or somethin’. She ain’t much on 
stayin’ home, Addie ain’t. She said we 
needed flour, an’ I didn’t look.” 


MILDRED stood a moment longer, her 
eyes on her mother’s averted face. 
Then sheturned back into the kitchen, and, 
filling her pan, went out behind the house 
into the chicken yard. 

*Clucck! Clucckk!” She whistled and 
called, and within a moment the whole 
flock of Leghorns was about her feet. She 
smiled, as she scattered the grain, still 
chirruping, and her face lost its cold 
hardness and became young and girlish 
as she stood among them. 

Her arms were bare to the elbow, round 
and firm; her lithe body swayed and 
turned, as the grain flew in showers, and 
the westering sun illuminated her delicate 
face with a sheen of gladness. These 
chickens were her particular pets; she 
knew every one individually, and their 
snowy whiteness was a never-failing pleas- 
ure to her eye. 

All unaware of the picture she made, 
standing among them with that curious 
inner radiance which the sun revealed, 
she turned with a start when a man’s 


voice called her name. 
“Mill” 


- 


“Oh! Ted!” She paused to flash a 
glance all about, to make sure no parental 
eyes were near. Then she came hastil 
through the wire gate, and latched it 
behind her. 

“You oughtn’ter come,” she told this 
visitor, who was still astride his horse, 
having ridden across the pasture. He 
laughed easily, reassuringly, and de- 
scended, the loop of the reins over his arm. 

“Oh, that’s all right. Your dad’s 
milkin’, I see him as I come along.” 

“But you know he told you not to 
come. He ain’t one to say somethin’ he 
don’t mean.” 

“T know; but I ain’t seen you for three 
days. He or nobody else has the right to 


starve a man from just lookin’.” 


HE flushed slowly under his gaze, and 
7 turned her face away after a moment, 
for his eyes were hard to meet. He was 
big and blond and boyish, with clear blue 
eyes, and a great lock of shiny hair on his 
forehead showing under his old felt hat. 
He continued to look at her, but he did 
not touch her. 

“Just seen Addie down to the store,” 
he announced, and smiled with masculine 
happiness as he saw her face faintly 
harden. 

“Yes; Ma said she went down.” 

“ Addie’s a mighty pretty girl.” 

She stooped to pull a long bit of 
timothy from its root, and when she stood 
up she lifted her gaze straight to his. 

“Adelaide is the prettiest girl in the 
whole place,” she said, ‘’n’ everybody 
knows ıt.” Then, with a new steadiness, 
“It don’t need your word to make me 
know that.” : 

He caught her hand in both his own as 
he came close, and the shine in his eyes 
was more difficult to meet than before. 

“Pshaw, you know I was only foolin’! 
Prettiest, maybe, but can’t hold a candle 
to you, Mil, for pure loveliness. There 
ain’t a man or boy in the whole place as 
wouldn’t back me up when it come to 
comparin’ for love- 
liness. Your eyes is 
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him gently but firmly from her with hands 
on his breast. 

“You must go. Yes, right now! Pa 
is awful when he don’t git obeyed. It 
makes me all crinkly inside when you 
come. I— Oh, go, please, please!” 

He swept her close in sudden, swift 
arms, and she yielded for a single joyous 
breath. Then she was begging him again 
to be gone. 

He dropped his arms abruptly. He 
frowned a little. 

“ Aw, shucks! Who’s afraid of your old 
man? Well, suppose he did say I sha’n’t 
come near his girls? Wasn’t it Addie he 
was talkin’ about? ’Tain’t anythin’ I 
did, only his cussedness. Addie ain’t 
afraid to talk ter me, or to be with me, 
neither. She asked me to-day down to the 
store to come up an’ see her. She likes 
me. You are too scared. I thought you 
had more courage. I’m disappointed.” 

For a brief second her eyes were like 
black shining spots in a white sheet. She 
bent and picked up, the pan she had 
dropped. Rising, she aoked at him over 
her Koide as she turned away. 

“Not so much disappointed as I am, 
perhaps,” she said, and went quickly into 
the house. 

Ted Miller said something inarticulate, 
and strode a step or two forward. But 
on evident second thought he mounted 
and cantered away across the fields. 


MBS. STORLEY wasin the kitchen, and 
as her daughter entered, the mother 
fixed accusing eyes upon her. 

“Who was that you was talkin’ ter?” 

“Ted Miller.” 

“Now, Mil, you know what your 
father said. He’s forbid Ted comin’ here, 
ever since he had the nerve to tell your 
father he oughten ter let you ride that 
wild colt. The nerve of him, dictatin’ 
ter your father. I don’t blame him fer 


bein’ mad all through. Ted Miller, huh!” 
Mildred began to set the table for 
supper. 


Old Man Storley 


so clear, and no fear 
in ’em ever, an’ that 
turn of your cheek, 
an’ your—your soft 
hair on your fore- 
head! Gee, I think 
of’em night an’ day, 
wherever I be; an’ | 
just can’t keep away 
—you know Teni: 
Aw, what’s the mat- 
ter? You act so 
hard and cold-like. 
Can’t you soften Ks 
enough to give me 
just one little look 
of yourself to take 
away with me?” 
But she freed her 
hand, and pushed 


came to the door of 
his barn and looked 
out expectantly 
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“Now, Mil, you ain’t 
answerin’. I want ter 
know what he said. 
Was he wantin’ Ade- 
laide?” 

A faint hesitation: 
“Maybe.” 

“Well, he’s reall 
her beau, I s’pose. 
don’t think you got 
any call keepin’ him 
standin? round when 
you know she’s down to 
the store. She sez to me 
the other day she fan- 
cied you was tryin’ to 

it Ted Miller away 

rom her. 

“She’s terrible pretty, 
Addie is, an? any man 
as gits her is lucky. 
She’s older’n you. She’s 
got ter have her chanct 
first. It ain’t jess right 
down respectable to 
fish around fer your 
sister’s beau.” 

Knives and forks 
were rattling on the 
table now. rs. Stor- 
ley turned sharply: 

‘“*D’yer hear me?” 

“Yes, Ma.” 

“Well, you ’member 
what I say. Your 
father’ll half kill that 
feller if he catches him 
on his land. They had 
an awful time when he 
told him to keep away, 
you know they did. 
Did Ted speak of Ad- 
die?” 

oe Yes.” 

“Did he see her 
down to the store? I 
kinder fancied she went 
down in the chance er 
seein’ him.” 

ae Yes.” 

“He did see her? 
Well, ain’t that funny 
now, his comin’ up this 
way without her? But 
maybe he was afraid 
yer father would see 
him comin’ up with 
Addie.” 

“I don’t think he’s 
afraid of Pa, or no- 


body.” 
s HO ain’t afraid 


of me?” de- 
manded the head of the 
house, coming in with 
dripping hands and 
face, and proceeding to 
rub both briskly on the 
towel behind the sink. No 

“Who you talkin’ ’bout, Mil?” 

“Ted Miller.” 

Old Man Storley stopped his ablutions 
abruptly. He looked at his daughter 
under A PE E brows. 

“Ted Miller been here again?” 

No answer. Mers. Storley cast an 
anxious glance at her daughter, but with- 
out turning around. Mildred was cutting 
the bread. 

“Mir 3» 
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“Can't you speak? He’s my beau, an’ I won't have any of 
your innocent airs, tryin’ ter lure him away, d’yer hear?” 


“Well, ain’t yer got no tongue?’ 

Mildred Storley turned slowly toward 
him. Her face was queerly white. Her 
look met his squarely but not defiantly. 

“Was Ted Miller here, I say?” 

“Why do you want to know? He’s not 
here now.” 

“Why? What a question. You know 
perfectly well I forbid him!” 

“Well?” 

Old Man Storley dropped the end of 
the towel with a jerk, his jaw shutting in 
an audible snap. 


“He was here, then! 
What d’yer know about 
it? Come now, no 
nonsense!” 

“I know that Ted 
Miller would come all 
the more if you said he 
couldn’t. What you 
heard me say was that 
Ted Miller wasn’t 
afraid of you or no- 


body.” 


FOR a long moment 
only the sound of the 
sputtering bacon. Then 
the amal of burning 
fat. Mrs. Storley 
turned hurriedly to res- 
cue the supper. Mil- 
dred returned to cut- 
ting bread. Her father 
crossed to her, gripped 
her shoulder roughly, 
and turned her around. 
She met his look again 
in that still, white way. 
“You hear me! I 
told Addie, and she 
obeyed. She knows 
where her bread comes 
from. I s’pose he’s con- 
nivin’ now ter git you 
ter let him talk ter Ad- 
die. This is none of 
your business, see? You 
keep out of it.” 

No reply. Old Man 
Storley saw himself re- 
Acted in those un- 
wavering eyes. 

“D’yer hear me?” 

“Yes Pa.” 

“You a-goin’ ter do 
what I say?” 

Š “cc No.” 

Old Man Storley 
lifted his arm. Mrs. 
Storley screamed 
faintly. Mildred did 
not move her eyes, and 
her father’s arm re- 
mained for a breath 
aloft. Then, reluct- 
antly, he dropped it. 
He drew backward a 
single step, still looking 
at her. 

“Darn yer eves, just 
me all over again. No- 
body ain’t never yet 
forced a real Storley!” 
Then, returning to the 
case in hand: ‘But 
you listen here, just 
the same; an’ you do 
what I say, what's 
more. This is Addie’s 
business, and my busi- 

ness, and Ted Miller’s business—yer see ?” 
“And mine,” said Mildred distinctly, 
through those white lips. 


Her parent affected not to hear. He 
dropped into his place at the table. 
“Come, Ma? When do we eat? I’m 


not fer waitin’ long.” 
Mrs. Storley, greatly relieved, chattered 
as she set her lord’s supper before him. 


GLow steps coming up the path. The 
kitchen door swung open to admit a girl 
in the early twenties—a big, dark-skinned 
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girl, like her mother in contour and com- 
plexion, with carefully arranged hair, and 
eyes that seemed to rest nowhere long. 

“Whew, it’s awful hot comin’ up the 
hill!” she offered, as she dropped into a 
chair across the table from her father. 

“Wheres my flour?” inquired her 
mother. 

Addie affected a mild dismay: ‘‘There 
now, ain’t I the limit on forgettin’! I 
was so took up hearin’ 'bout the fire I for- 
got ’bout the flour.” 

“Um. Hear every mother’s son of the 
fellers has went,’ commented Old Man 
Storley between bites. “‘Ain’t one sizable 
chap left in the Center, eh?” 

“Course not.” Addie began her supper 
with eyes on her plate. 

“ Didn’t see a single he-man down there, 
did yer?” Her father fixed a sharp glance 
upon her. 

“No. Didn’t I jess tell yer everybody’s 
gone?” But still Addie did not look up. 

“Well, there’s one left. I hear Ted 
Miller was here inquirin’ fer you. An’, let 
me tell you, it was good you wasn’t here— 
or me neither.” 

But now Addie looked up, in a half- 
startled way. “Ted Miller? Here?” 

“Yaas,” drawled her father. ‘One 
perfectly able-bodied man as wasn’t at 
the fire. Willin’ ter let his neighbors do 
the fire-fightin’ while he hangs around 
lookin’ fer girls—huh!”’ 

“But I can’t see as how he could er 
come here,” persisted Addie, evidently 
thinking aloud. “He said he was on the 
way to the fire—” 

“Who said?” 

She caught back the mistake smoothly. 
“Mrs. Topley said she seen him this 
mornin’, an’ he said he was startin’ fer the 
fire. He went over the South Road, nearer 
the place where they go up on Elephant.” 

Mildred passed out quietly into the 
early dusk beyond the door, and her 
sister’s eyes hardened visibly. 


“Who saw Ted Miller here?” 
“Mil and your mother.” 


“Mil? I thought she was over to the 
lake?” f ; 
“Yes. She come home little earlier’n 


usual. I told her, an’ I tell you again” — 
and the head of the family brought his fist 
down heavily on the table—“ I ain’t a-goin’ 
ter have him lollin’ round my girls.” 


Addie lost interest in her supper. After 


a moment she too went outdoors. The 
southern sky was faintly amber, with a 
broad streak of pink in the east from the 
sun that was below the horizon. A whip- 
poor-will called, and high in the west a 
gold star twinkled and watched. A faint 
smell of burning wood was in the air, and 
the outline of the mountains was less 
clear than usual. 

Addie found Mildred leaning on the 
bars, her bare arms crossed on the top 
rail. She was looking along the road that 
led to Starlight Lake, and she did not 
move when her sister came close. 

Addie werit straight to the reason for 
her coming. 

“Was Ted Miller here?” 

Mildred nodded. 
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“What did he say?” 

“Why?” 

“I want ter know. Can’t you speak? 
He’s my beau, an’ I won’t have any of 
your innocent airs, tryin’. ter lure him 
away, d’yer hear? Did he say he was 
goin’ ter the fire?” 

é No.” 

A throbbing pause, while the whip- 

oor-will reiterated 
his question a hun- 
dred times. 

“Seems awful 
funny he should 
come over this way, 
when I saw him 
start along the South 
Road, an’ he said 
he couldn’t stop a 
minute to talk, 
*cause he was in 
such a hurry to get 
to the boys. He’d 
been kept back 
helpin’ his father 
with a job. He was 
goin’ ter relieve the boys, an’ stay all 
night. Funny he didn’t mention it.’ 

“No more funny than the lie you told 
Pa ’bout not seein’ him.” 

“My land! Can you beat that! Could 
anybody be such a ninny as to tell Pa such 
a thing? Why, Pd never set foot in the 
store again ’s long as I live!” And Addie 
went indoors indignantly. 


A NIGHT of purple blackness, on whose 
velvet the stars were crowded together 
like gold seeds spread for drying. Grad- 
ually the haze deepened, dimming those 


stars. About nine o’clock a night breeze 
came over the hill from Starlight. By 
midnight this had become a wind that 
was roaring through the pines and twist- 
ing the tops of the hardwoods savagely. 
It brought heavy smoke waves and the 
stars fled away. (Continued on page 183) 
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“Have they found the men that was missin’?’’ Mildred asked. . . . “I mean the ones on the top” 


The Most Remarkable Man 


I Have Ever Known 
By Albert Edward Wiggam 


es RE you going to rebuild?” asked 
the reporter. 

“Rebuild what?” returned 
Doctor John Harvey Kellogg. 
He was changing cars in Chi- 
cago for Battle Creek, Michigan, on the 
evening of February 2d, 1902. 

“Why, rebuild your sanitarium,” re- 
plied the reporter. “It burned to the 
round this morning.” 

“T didn’t know that. Certainly we will 
rebuild,” shot back the doctor instantly. 
... “Case” (he called to his secretary, 
James T. Case, now a well-known 
surgeon), “tell the porter to bring us a 
table. I must draw plans for our new 
sanitarium.” 

Turning to the reporter, he announced, 
“You can say that work will begin to- 
morrow morning.” 

All night long the two men toiled away, 
the doctor making drawings and dictating 
ideas at the same time. When they 
landed at Battle Creek the next morning 
he had plans ready to submit to his 
colleagues and bankers. 

“But we had nothing to offer the 
banks for security,” he told me, “except 
our faces and a pile of ashes.” 

“Apparently that was enough!” I 
replied. 


E WERE sitting on the porch of 
Doctor Kelloggs home in Battle 
Creek, where is located the world-famous 
sanitarium that rose from the ashes of the 
one that went up in smoke on that Feb- 
ruary night twenty-three years ago. We 
had been talking together for five hours. 
I had met him at two in the afternoon, 
just as I was leaving the dining-room of 
the sanitarium, a few blocks away. l 
“Come with me,” he had said at that 
time, “I want to show you some experi- 
ments.” 

“Have you had your luncheon?” I 
asked him. 

“Oh, no, no,” he answered, in his 
rapid-fire way. “That doesn’t matter. 
Come to think of it, I omitted my break- 
fast too. I had an emergency operation 
at four a. M., and I operated again this 
forenoon until eleven. ‘Then I had a board 
meeting until just now. I can eat some 
other time. Come ahead.” 

As we went down through the main 
corridor, the doctor made a side shot 
through a door labeled, “X-ray De- 
partment.” 

“What did the examination of Mrs. 
M. show?” he asked the doctor in charge. 
“Oh, that’s nothing serious... . And 
the boy from Alabama’... How do 
the plates look in the case of Mr. B.—, 
that British Columbia man? I think we 
can save him. Big executive; doesn’t 
know how to rest; eats too much. Many 
of them die twenty years too soon.” 
These and a dozen more penetrating ques- 
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tions in a quiet, steady voice, and out we 
went down the hall. 

“Oh, just a moment in here,” said the 
doctor, as we passed his private office. 

“Ashley,” he called to his secretary, 
who with his four assistants does the 
correspondence work in the doctor’s busy 
office, “tell Marshall to have those legal 
matters ready for me at once; call 
Doctors Roth and Boldyreff, and see if 
that apparatus we devised for collecting 
gastric juice from that dog is working; 
tell Mr. Bailey to make the bearing in 
that machine two millimeters smaller; 
I made some new calculations last night; 
—'phone the operating-room I will be 
there in the morning at nine; ask Mrs. 
Butler to get those French and German 
reports abstracted for my address next 
week at Ann Arbor; wire that girl’s 
parents their daughter is doing fine work, 
and will make a splendid dietitian. . . .” 

All this, and more, without rush or 
hurry, and with two other department 
heads getting in a word now and then 
about matters on which they wanted ad- 
vice, for Doctor Kellogg is the directing 
head of the institution. ae, 

“One secret of getting lots of work 
done,” Doctor Kellogg said as we left the 
building and got into his automobile, 
“is this: Finish a matter while you are at 
it. First, see the matter clearly; second, 
face the facts squarely; and, third, decide 
on some definite course of action.” 

As I watched this man of seventy-three 
handling his automobile like a of 
twenty, and as we came in sight of the 
extensive playground he has made for 
the children of Battle Creek in the big 


“grove round his home, there rose in my 


mind the four pictures which, one of the 
sanitarium physicians who was for years 
his personal secretary had told me the 
previous evening, were but a few of the 
many pictures he would like to give to the 
world of his beloved chief, Dr. John 
Harvey Kellogg. 


“THE first picture,” said the doctor, 
“was when we were riding through 
the canyons of Mexico. Getting off his 
horse now and then, the doctor would 
stretch himself in the shade of some jut- 
ting rock and dictate a translation of a 
French work on diet, copies of which I was 
to rush back to the staff at Battle Creek. 

“The second picture is that of riding, 
again on horseback, through the moun- 
tains of Austria to a famous old hydriatic, 
or water-cure, institute, where the head 
physician of a hundred years ago had 
written an importaht book on hydro- 
therapy. The doctor had made the trip 
to obtain a copy, for one could not be had 
elsewhere. He borrowed the institution’s 
copy. All night he translated into English 
and dictated to me the contents of that 
book, and the next morning we returned 


it, having a copy of all of it that was 
worth while. 

“The third picture is that of an eve- 
ning about eight o’clock, when I told him 
my college work was getting so heavy I 
would have to resign as his secretary. 
‘All right, my boy,’ he said, ‘but won’t 
you take a little note for me before you 

o?’ At four o’clock the next morning I 
beran to nod over his ‘little note, and 
he said, ‘Why, lad, I believe you are get- 
ting sleepy; better go to bed.”, How could 
I leave such a man? 

“The fourth picture is that of a group 
of surgeons on their way to a surgeons’ 
meeting, all of whom had at one time or 
another been secretaries to Doctor Kel- 
logg; and we fell to comparing notes as 
to which one had taken the longest con- 
tinuous dictation from him. I seemed to 
have won the marathon with itventy 
hours’ uninterrupted dictation, with the 
doctor sitting in his summer underwear 
in a little mountain resort hotel in 
Colorado.” 


IX ATTEMPTING, therefore, even the 
most meager interpretation of or 
Kellogg, I am bewildered, as there are 
so many angles of approach. I might 
mention first, for instance, that he has 
practiced medicine fifty-one years, during 
which time he has performed 15,000 surgi- 
cal operations, had 277,000 patients at his 
sanitarium—and he has never received a 
medical fee! I might call attention to the 
fact that he has been the guiding spirit 
in building the great educational health 
institution of which he is now the superin- 
tendent; that he is the “father” of mod- 
ern “breakfast foods;” that he has also 
organized a college where progress in 
health and the principles of biologic liv- 
ing are taught to several hundred young 
women; that he edits the oldest health 
journal in existence; that for sixteen years 

e ran a medical missionary college which 
graduated over two hundred students; 
that he has organized at his sanitarium 
a staff of forty-five physicians; that he 
also started a choot of nursing, from 
which more than a thousand students 
have been graduated; that he has written 
twenty scientific and popular books, and 
collected a library of twenty thousand 
volumes in English, French, German, and 
Italian; that he has worked with two 
generations of doctors, and three genera- 
tions of secretaries—and even then there 
would be a score of astonishing activities 
not even touched upon. 

“There is only one Doctor Kellogg.” 
was the expression with which everyone 
had greeted me when I had asked for 
facts about this remarkable man. After 
I had come to know him well I found I 
fully agreed with them. 

In attem ting to present a picture of 
Doctor Kellogg’s unusual story, 1 want 
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The Most Remarkable Man I Have Ever Known, by ALBERT EDWARD WIGGAM 


to begin with one of the most interesting 
incidents of his boyhood, as it gives us a 
key to all his later character and develop- 
ment. 

“When I was ten years old,” he told me, 
“my mother asked me one day, ‘What are 
you going to make of yourself, Johnny?” 

“*Anything on earth, Mother,’ I re- 
plied, ‘except a doctor.’ 

“I hated the thought of 
being a doctor. Even after 
I became a doctor I vowed 
I would never be a surgeon. 
The sight of blood nau- 
seated me. But I had to 
overcome all these things 
later to follow what seemed 
to me a clear call. 

“One day, shortly after 
my mother asked me that 
question, I saw in a twin- 
kling the vision of my life.” 
I was sitting on the back 
steps of my parents’ little 
home here in Battle Creek, 
with my face buried in my 
hands, pondering over what 
my mother had said, and 
wondering what I should 
do. Suddenly I saw a 
brilliant picture—I suppose 
you would call it a day 
dream. The barn, woodpile, 
and other familiar objects 
had disappeared, and I 
seemed to see a wild place 
in the country, with a long 
road, down which dirty, 
unkempt children were pour- 
ing. They were pointing 
toward a schoolhouse, where 
I could see myself clearly, 
standing in the doorway, 
beckoning for them to come 
in 


“TEHAT picture always 
lived with me. It gave 
me the idea of my life work. 
I must prepare myself to 
give a chance to children 
who had no chance. This 
has been the passion and 
ambition of my life. This 
sanitarium and our college 
here and our Race Better- 
ment Foundation all have 
behind them that one great 
ideal. Mrs. Kellogg had the 
same ambition. At various 
times we took forty-two 
children into our own home 


soon. So they deemed it a waste of time 
for me to learn to read. 

‘“ However, at nine I got a chance to go 
to school for six weeks. I worked the 
rest of my education out myself, and was 
soon reading everything. I had to go to 
bed at nine; but I would wait until every- 
body was asleep, and then light my lamp 


The writer of this article, Mr. Wiggam, is the author of two distin- 
guished popular scientific books, ‘“The New Decalogue of Science,” 
and ‘‘The Fruit of the Family Tree.” Both have been best-sellers in 
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for Farr’s Ancient History in four vol- 
umes, and sat up often until the gray 
morning, reading every word over and 
over again. I have bought every school- 
book I ever had. I have eamed my own 
way ever since I was eleven years 
old. When I was fourteen, my father 
gave me a watch. I carried it two days 
and took it back, and told 
him that because I hadn’t 
earned it, it seemed so 
heavy I could not carry it. 

“As I have said, I was 
very small and puny, and 
yet I was pretty strong. My 
folks didn’t think I would 
ever amount to much. But 
after working ten hours a 
day in the factory, just like 
a man, I then took care of 
several cows and horses. 
Boys nowadays might think 
that a bit tough. 


“CYNE day a thing oc- 
curred in the factory 
that has influenced the whole 
trend of my life. I was 
watching a man at a ma- 
chine which he worked with 
his foot, turning out brooms, 
one after the other. All 
day long he worked at that 
treadmill. I thought, ‘Why, 
that man is always doing 
the same thing over again!’ 
And I made up my mind 
then and there that I would 
never get into any such rut. 
“This also gave me the 
idea that anything that was 
really worth doing was al- 
ways something new, and 
hard to do. I decided that 
if a thing was easy, anybody 
could do and it was no 
use to do things that any- 
body could do. So I set to 
work hunting up hard jobs. 
That idea took possession 
of me and ruled my life. 
If I found anything folks 
said couldn’t be done I was 
crazy to do it. If the boys 
told me of a tree nobody 
could climb, I was bound I 
would get to the top of it— 
and did” 

For a moment Doctor 
Kellogg was silent. Then 
he added, “I have never 
tackled an easy job in all 


to live—and we gave them the non-fiction field. He probably knows, personally, more scien- my life.” 

an education and achance.” tific men than any other American who is not a scientist him- How deeply ingrained 
“Were vou born in Battle self- Some time ago the Editor of ‘‘The American Magazine” this trait has always been 

Creek?” I asked asked Mr. Wiggam who was the most remarkable man he had ever ih Doctor Kelloge’s char- 


“I was born in Tyrone, 
Michigan, on February 26th, 
1852. When I was four 
years old my parents moved 
to Battle Creek, and I have 
been here ever since. 

“Father had a small store and a little 
broom factory. I didn’t have much of a 
chance, partly because I was small and 
puny, and partly because, until I was nine 
years old, I was not allowed to learn to 
read. 

“The reason for this will seem queer 
nowadays. My parents held a belief, 
with many others at that time, that the 
world was going to come to an end very 


result of that answer. ... 


met. ‘Dr. John Harvey Kellogg,” he replied. This interview is the 
Doctor Kellogg, whose picture is shown 
above, is head of the world-famous Battle Creek Sanitarium. He 
has performed 15,000 surgical operations, and has received 277,000 
patients into his institution. In addition to this, he is the author of 
many books and the ‘‘father’’ of the modern flaked breakfast foods 


and read until one or two in the morning. 
“One day, when I was eleven years old, 
I heard my father say, ‘It’s about time 
Johnny was becoming self-sustaining.’ 
“The next day I said to him, ‘Father, 
if you will pay me for what I do for you, 
I will pay you for what you do for me.’ 
So he let me go to work in his broom fac- 
tory. Within two weeks I was earning 
two dollars a day. I spent my first money 


acter is illustrated by an 
interesting incident related 
to me by Dr. A. B. Olsen, 
of the department of nerv- 
ous diseases of the sanita- 
rium, an incident which, 
Doctor Olsen said, had profoundly in- 
fluenced his entire life: 

“In front of the old sanitarium,” 
Doctor Olsen said, “was a circular water 
fountain, perhaps twenty or twenty-five 
feet in diameter, which was surrounded by 
a narrow concrete path, on the outside of 
which was a chain guard which hung in 
loops between small iron posts. On 
several occasions (Continued on page 117) 


“Wes” Sargent’s Boy 


Fred W. Sargent, an Iowa farm boy, inherited from his father a fortune consisting 
of a good name and of an honest liking for hard work — He invested this 
legacy so well that to-day he is president of the Chicago and North 
Western Railway — How his father’s reputation has helped him 


T FOUR o’clock on a bitterly 
cold December morning a boy, 
snuggled cozily under a pile of 
bedclothes, was suddenly awak- 

“ened by a loud rapping on the 
bedroom door. 

“Coming, Fred?” 

“Coming!” answered the boy. 

Ic might have been circus day, the way 
he tumbled out of the warm blankets. 
But then, no circus ever visits the back 
counties in midwinter. The boy shivered, 
for he did not live in a steam-heated 
apartment with sizzling radiators to take 
the chill off the air, but in an Iowa farm- 
house, and the temperature of the bed- 
rooms was icy. However, he began to 
grow warm again even while pulling on 
his clothes, for he was a husky youngster, 
and a few minutes later he plunged out 
into the bitter morning. Br-r-r! Stars 
shining cold and white in a frozen sky; no 
hint, yet, of dawn, a slow wind, like the 
breath of icicles, blowing down off the 
prairies, and a line of trees, shadowy and 
frost-bound, along the river. 

Much that happens to a man is fore- 
shadowed in him as a boy. This lad was 
not setting out on a pleasure expedition. 
He was performing a daily chore that 
many a boy would have grumbled about, 
but he looked forward to it with keen 
delight! 

In the barn, father and son harnessed 
the team by lantern light, and presently 
the sled was drawn creaking over the 
snow. The boy walked alongside, filling 
his lungs with the good cold air, glad to 
the tips of his toes to be alive. From the 
farm they drove nearly two miles to a 
mill on the bank of the river. Letting 
themselves in, they loaded the sled with 
cattle feed, then turned toward home. 

A new railroad line had recently been 
built through a few miles to the north of 
them, making a direct route to Chicago, 
and rendering it profitable to winter-feed 
cattle and ship them fat to the market in 
the spring. The cattle ran in woods of 
box elder and willow by the river, and 
after the load of feed had been spread out 
for them the first signs of dawn were just 
showing in the east, and the stars were 
growing dim. By that time father and 
son were rosy with the exercise and eager 
for a good hot breakfast. 

Not long ago, in Chicago, I was sitting 
in a comfortably large office on the other 
side of the table from Fred Wesley Sar- 
gent, the man who had been that boy. 

“How I did enjoy those mornings with 
my father!” he exclaimed. ‘‘There was 
nothing I enjoyed more on the farm, I 
think, unless perhaps the early summer 
months, when at sun-up we turned over 
the virgin prairie soil with a plow.” 
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By Neil M. Clark 


He liked his jobs. That is the point. 
From then till now, he apparently has 
never left off liking his jobs. In large 
measure, I think, that accounts for his 
being where and what he is. 

It was a surprise to many people when 
he was elected president of one of the 
transcontinental railroads, the Chicago 
and North Western. 

“Who is Fred Sargent?” they asked. 

“Never heard of him!’ was often the 
reply. 

And so rapid and unconventional had 
been his rise that this was literally true. 
Feeble; for the most part, did not know 

im. 

So I found myself eying the new 
executive with a good deal of curiosity. 
I was eager to find what there might be 
about him that made the prudent and 
farsighted directors conclude at a critical 
time, with changing traffic conditions 
forcing novel methods, that he was the 
right one to be entrusted with the manage- 
ment of properties which include some ten 
choueand. five hundred miles of track, and 
are valued at more than six hundred 
million dollars. 

His story, as much of it as I already 
knew, differed widely from that of the 
typical railroad president. There had 
been no long apprenticeship in minor 
railroad jobs, and then, when the gray 
hairs outnumbered the black, the title of 
president. 

Nothing of that sort! There are might 
few gray hairs in Fred Sargent’s head. 
He is only forty-nine. 

I remembered, by way of contrast, 
other railroad presidents who had told 
me their stories. One, for instance, spent 
his early days with blue prints and bridges. 
Another got his start at the end of a 
broom handle, and kept going by learning 
telegraphy and salesmanship. A third 
carried a chain in a surveying gang, and 
confessed that he proved a rank hi 
when he was first made straw boss of half 
a dozen men in a shovel gang. A fourth 
knocked the polish off a perfectly good 
college degree by getting his first job in a 
railroad construction camp. A fifth began 
as a railroad stenographer. No two had 
come up by precisely similar routes, yet 
all had served long periods in minor rail- 
road jobs before winning the big job. 


HEREFORE, the questions uppermost 

in my mind were, ‘‘How did Fred Sar- 
gent get here? What has he been doing all 
these years that fitted him for this?” 

And from his own lips I heard the story 
of how a quite ordinary man, with no 
boast of special brains or exceptional 
genius, climbed to the presidency of a 
railroad. Secrets in his career there are 


lure. 


none. Nor are there any dramatics. But 
his story is chock-full of homely, sound, 
common sense and true worth. The rungs 
on his ladder are as simple as these: 

NumBer One: A great liking for his 
jobs. He never seemed to drop into a job 
that he couldn’t make interesting. 

NumsBer Two: Thoroughness. 

Number Turee: No shuddering at the 
awful specter of hard work. 

Numer Four: So much respect for 
honesty and truth and fair play that no 
man cou'd manage to budge him from an 
course he considered right, even: though 
that course appeared to run counter to his 
best interests. 

Fred Sargent, however you take him, 
is anything but a “happenstance,” tossed 
by luck into a big job. In his’ precise, 
thoughtful, orderly way, never wasting 
a word and never lacking the right one, 
he sketched his career. It starts with his 
father, Wesley Sargent, known to his 
friends as “‘Wes;” indeed, Fred Sargent’s 
story can no more be separated from the 
man who trudged beside him on_ those 
winter-morning trips to the nit’ than 
from his own childhood. aS Ry 


a (a THE early sixties,” Mr. Sargent-be- 
gan, “my father went by train” 
the old home in Ludlow, Vermont, to ‘Mar- 
shalltown, Iowa, the end of the railroad 
in those days, and thence by horseback to 
Sioux City, on the Missouri River. From 
there he struck north, still on horseback, 
until he found a piece of country that he 
liked. It lay along the banks of the Big 
Sioux River, with excellent farm land on 
the one hand and an ample supply of water 
power on the other. Here he decided to 
make his home, and here he shortly 
brought his bride. On the bank of the 
river he built a flour mill, to which Dakota 
and Iowa farmers brought their grain by 
wagon or sled, some of them from as far 
away as one hundred and fifty miles. 
“When my father was not busy at the 
mill, he tended his farm. He came of 
thrifty, hard-working Vermont stock, and 
inherited a full measure of these virtues. 
He prospered. On part of the land he 
eventually laid out the town of Akron. 
“I was born in Akron,” Mr. Sargent 
continued, “in the year 1876. The town is 
just barely in Iowa; South Dakota lies 
directly across the river. It is a place of 
about two thousand people now, but wasa 
goed deal smaller when I was a boy. In 
act, we were pretty far west for that 
time, and it used to he quite an event to 
go and watch the arrival of the two trains 
a week that found their way to our town. 
“After finishing high school at Akron, 
I entered the University of South Dakota. 
I did not finish (Continued on page eos 


Underwood & Underwood 


Fred Wesley Sargent 


ALTHOUGH he is president of the Chicago and 
North Western Railway, Fred Sargent had no early in- 
clination toward railroading. Preferring law, he studied 
at the Universities of South Dakota and Iowa, was ad- 
mitted to the bar in 1901, and carried on a general law 
practice in Sioux City for four years. His connection 
with railroads dates from his appointment as attorney 


for the Chicago, St. Paul, Minneapolis and Omaha, 
twenty years ago. Since that time he had held in- 
creasingly responsible legal positions in the railroad 
world until his call to the presidency of the North 
Western a few months ago. Mr. Sargent was born on a 
farm near Akron, Iowa, forty-nine years ago. His pres- 


» ent home is in Chicago. 
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Zelda Sears 


MISS SEARS, the author of “The Magic Ring,” 
may cal “The Clinging Vine,” and other popular 
e 


plays, began her career when she was twelve years old 
as a cash girl in a Port Huron, Michigan, store. Between 
sprinting up and down the aisles and, later, waiting on 
customers, she learned shorthand, typewriting, and how 
to write items for local newspapers. At seventeen she 


was working in a Chicago novelty factory, while edging 
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her way into journalism. In an effort to get an inter- 
view with Sarah Bernhardt, she became fired with a 
desire to go on the stage. Coming to New York, Miss 
Sears landed in a chorus. Several years later, her ability 
as an understudy gave her a chance at a part which led 
to an association with Clyde Fitch. In private life Miss 
Sears is Mrs. L. C. Wiswell. This picture was taken at 
her home in Wilton, Connecticut. 


She Opened Half A Dozen Doors, 
Then Found The Lucky Seventh 


When she was twelve years old Zelda Sears went to work as a cash girl in a small 
department store — Later she became a saleswoman, but she had to tackle a 
number of other jobs, including reporting and acting, before she found 
her place as a playwright — The remarkable story of her career 


By Mary B. Mullett 


T THE top of the cellar stairs, 
close to the door, which stood 
ajar, sat a little girl, listenin, 
intently to her father an 
mother talking together in the 

room beyond. She kept very still, for 
the conversation, she well knew, was not 
meant for her ears. 

Yet she listened without a qualm of 
guilt. Hadn’t she a right to hear? They 
were discussing something she hadn’t even 
suspected—the ruin which had befallen 


the family fortunes! That, she thought, 
concerned her as well as 
them. 


Her father and mother 
were half bewildered, wholly 
* dismayed, by the facts. Ap- 
parently they couldn't 
understand how it all had 
happened. 

o the little girl, crouch- 
ing there in the semi-dark- 
ness, they seemed patheti- 
cally helpless. She was only 
ten years old. Yet to her 
they seemed to be children, 
while she must be their pro- 
tector. 

This happened years ago, 
in a farmhouse on the edge 
of a Michigan village called 
Brockway. ‘The little girl 
is now a woman known 
throughout the theatrical 
world as Zelda Sears; famous 
first as an actress, and more 
recently as the author of 
successful plays. 

At luncheon in the Ritz, f 
in New York, the other day, she told me 
the extraordinary story of her life. It 
gave me a curious sensation, in those 
surroundings, to think of her as the child 
who crouched on the cellar stairs while the 
grim face of Disaster leered at her out of 
the shadows. 

“As I listened to my father and 
mother,” she told me, “I decided that I 
should have to be the head of my family! 

“My father,” she went on, “was Ftal- 
ian; my mother was English, born within 
the sound of Bow Bells. She never had 
lost her cockney accent, even though she 
came to this country as a girl and went to 
school at Hillsdale College. 

“When she and my father met, he 
couldn’t speak English and she couldn’t 
speak Italian. But my father spoke 

rench, and my mother had picked up 
a smattering of it at Hillsdale. That 


common tougue served for their courtship. 

“As a child, I heard them still speak it 
occasionally, and I learned a little of it 
myself; a fact which, later, was to figure 
conspicuously in shaping my life. 

“My father had been a civil engineer. 
With what he saved and what he acquired 
through various turns of good fortune, he 
accumulated about seventy-five thousand 
dollars—a lot of money for those days. So 
he bought eight hundred acres of land in 
Michigan, where he started raising blooded 
horses and other stock. He was going to 


You Will Never Get More 


Than You Give 


“Y NEVER was afraid of work,” says Miss 

Sears, “not even of eztra work. I al- 
ways wanted to see what I could do, and 
extra. work, a different kind of work, gave 
me many chances to find out. If it hadn’t 
been for these chances to do more than was 
expected of me, I never could have got out 
of life nearly so much as I have. One who 
is afraid of giving more than he gets will 
never get more than he gives. That, I can 
say truthfully, is one thing I never was 
afraid of.” 


have a sawmill too, for his pine timber. 

“He built a house near Brockway, a 
village with a population of about three 
bandied people, and there I was born. I 
went to a little frame schoolhouse, with 
only one room and one teacher, Miss 
Letitia Bump. She did her best by me, 
but she couldn’t cure me of one thing— 
the cockney accent I had acquired from 
my mother.” 

“Neither of my parents knew anything 
about farming. if possible, they knew 
even less about business. They had 
undertaken an enterprise which required 
a knowledge of both; so it is a wonder that 
their seventy-five thousand dollars lasted 
as long as it did. That day, when I sat on 
the cellar stairs and listened, I learned 
that every cent of it was gone, and that 
the farm must go too. 

“It went! As a natural consequence, 


so did we. My father took us to Port 
Huron, where he tried to make a fresh 
start in his former profession. 

“ But ten years away from it had put 
him so completely out of touch that he 
couldn’t get in step again. We were 
actually poor. I felt more than ever called 
to be the head of the family; but I didn’t 
know just how to begin, so I kept on going 
to school until I was twelve. 

“The leading citizen of Port Huron was 
a man named Loren Sherman. He owned 
the newspaper and the department store, 
managed the ‘opera house’ 
and the telephone exchange, 
and had just started a job 
printing and bindery busi- 
ness. 

“As a shrewd way of 
advertising this last ven- 
ture, he offered a prize of ten 
dollars to the schoolboy, or 
schoolgirl, who would write 
the best description of the 
new establishment. We all 
trailed down there, looked 
things over, wrote our 
pieces—and mine won the 
prize. 


“WOU see, I had been 
brought up on good 
reading. Back on the farm, 
ny facierhadn’cs nt all his 
money on pigs and cows and 
horses. Hundreds of dollars 
had gone for books. Before I 
was ten years old, I had 
read Dickens, Scott, Bulwer- 
Lytton, and Macaulay. I 
used to read myself to sleep at night. 

“I fairly wallowed in all this reading. 

here were no children for me to play 
with. My nose, with spectacles astride it, 
was always buried in a book. So it isn’t 
strange that I wrote the best piece about 
Mr. Sherman’s new job printing plant. 

“The ten-dollar prize wasn’t given in 
cash: it was to be ‘traded out’ at the Sher- 
man store. I spent hours in the place, 
examined the whole stock, and selected a 
silver watch with black bats enameled on 


“When the summer came, I went to the 
Sherman store as a cash girl, at three 
dollars a week. I was only twelve years 
old then; and I have been working ever 
since. 

“I stayed in that store almost five 
years. In the intervals of sprinting up and 
down the aisles, (Continued on page 157) 
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This is the doorway of the farmhouse near 
Norfolk, Connecticut, in which Philip Curtiss 
lives. The house stands on a farm which has 
been in the Curtiss family since before the 
Revolution. It was built in 1790 by the au- 
thor’s great-great-grandfather, Solomon Cur- 
tiss, replacing an earlier house built by Thom- 
as Curtiss, the original settler on the land 


OME years ago, I had lunch in 

New York with a young news- 

aper man who had ambitions to 

e a writer of fiction, and so was 

very eager to talk about stories 

and how they are made. He showed a 

particular interest in what are known as 

“Broadway” or “sidewalk”  stories— 

tales of the theatrical world and of 

metropolitan types which, in this case, 

was very flattering, as I myself had been 

writing that kind of story, off and on, for 
ten years. 

Quite in the general line of our talk, he 
asked me whether I had seen a certain 
play which was then making a stir in the 
city. 

“No,” I answered. “This is the first 
time I have been in New York this 
winter.” 

He received this statement with some 
surprise. ‘You haven’t left the city for 
good, have you?” 

“I haven't left it,” I replied; “because 
I never lived here. Usually, I get to New 
York about once in three or four months.” 

The young man looked at me oddly. 

“Do you honestly mean that?” he 
asked. “From the stories you write, I 
supposed that your natural habitat was 
within a stone’s throw of Forty-second 
Street, and that you took all your meals 
at the Lambs’ Club!” 

“No,” Tos isted. “I live, winter and 
sum: n near a little village of 
t habitants—up in the 
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Berkshires. I don’t suppose that I 
have ever spent ten consecutive 
days in New York in my life.” 

Che reporter thought it over; 
and the more he thought, the 
more he laughed. 

“That,” he exclaimed, ‘‘is the 
most ridiculous thing I ever heard 
of! You sit all the year at a farm- 
house window, and write stories 
of Broadway!” 

“Well,” I said; “and how many 
writers do you suppose there are 
who sit all winter in a steam- 
heated apartment in New York, 
and write perfectly good stories 
about the-quaint types of rural 
New England, about the lumber- 
men of the far Northwest, about 
the cowboys of Arizona, and about 
adventures in the South Sea 
Islands?” 

- “A good many, I suppose,” he 

, admitted. ‘But of course they 

have gone out to those places 
first, to get their material.” 
It was now my turn to laugh. 
“And so do I come to New 
York,” I retorted, “to get my ma- 
terial. I am getting a lot of it right 
now, for you are giving me a per- 
fect picture of the typical New 
Yorker. All of you here take it 
for granted that any live-minded news- 
paper man from New York can go to 
Tucson, or Los Angeles, or Maine, or 
Texas, and catch the spirit of the place 
in any time from a day to three weeks. 
On the other hand, you all believe that no 
outsider can really ‘get’ the spirit of New 
York unless he has eaten and slept for 
ten years within sight of the Woolworth 
Building.” 

“Ye-es,” agreed the reporter, “but 

somehow that seems a little different.” 


ELL, I suppose it does seem a little 

different, but only, I think, because 
we “other Americans,’ who live on the 
farms, in the little villages, and in far 
outlying cities, have long been accus- 
tomed to being so meek about it. For 
generations we have been used not only 
to seeing ourselves as New Yorkers see 
us, but also to seeing them as they see 
themselves. 

Just as thousands of folks who have 
never been south of Jersey City will stamp 
and cheer whenever the orchestra plays 
“Dixie,” so do most of us who live in 
“the sticks” grin and applaud when some 
comedian comes out and sings, “When 
You’re Away From Broadway You’re 
Only Camping Out.” It never occurs to 
us to throw rocks or to wreck the opera 
house when some grotesque old “Farmer 
Corntassel” is paraded in the movies as a 
typical country type, probably because 
he character is just as foreign to us coun- 
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try people as it would be to New Yorkers. 

The other night my wife was reading 
an article about the Eskimos who live in 
darkness about half the year, eat three 
times a day, and sleep on the ice except 
when they sleep in a puddle. Suddenly 
she turned to me and demanded: “Why 
in the world do you suppose that people 
keep on living in a country like that? 
Why did they go there, in the first place? 
Why don’t they pack up their sleds and 
get out!” 

“Don’t you realize that nine tenths of 
our friends in New York say exactly the 
same things about us?” I answered. 

My wife thought it over for just about 
a fifth of a second, and then she burst into 
a laugh. ‘‘Why, that’s true!” she said. 

And it is true, for almost all of my city 
friends secretly think that when I stick 
up in the farmhouse year after year, it 
shows either that I have a sluggish and 
unambitious nature, or else that my 
enthusiasm for the country is a pose. My 
wife always lived in large cities until we 
were married, and her friends still picture 
me as a selfish ogre who keeps the poor 
girl penned up, wasting her life in the 
mountains with never a sight of the latest 
“Follies,” and never a glimpse into the 
big department stores. They can’t be- 
lieve that both of us actually prefer the 
farmhouse, when, for only four times the 
money, we could have three delightful 
little rooms on West 195th Street, or over 
in some alley in Greenwich Village! 


NO: when I talk about living in the 
country, I do not mean any diluted, 
suburbanized, country-club sort of coun- 
try, but the real, old-fashioned thing. The 
village near which I live is situated on the 
proverbial jerkwater railroad on which 
the “passenger” trains are made up 
partly of milk or freight cars. For about 
two months in an average winter, my wife 
and I are completely isolated so far as the 
usual methods of travel are concerned. 
The only way to obtain mail or supplies 
is by bob-sled or by walking—and fre- 
quently on snowshoes. Twice in the past 
few years I have seen the thermometer 
reach thirty below, and for weeks at a 
time it hovers around zero. j 
Last Christmas Eve, after we had filled 
the stockings and decorated the tree, my 
wife and I heard a crunching in the snow 
outside the house and, creeping to a 
window in an unlighted room, we saw a 
magnificent buck deer calmly pawing his 
way through the crust of the orchard to 
get at the frozen apples underneath. You 
can imagine the interpretation which the 
children put on that episode when the 
tracks were shown to them in the morning. 
To children brought up in front of an old- 
fashioned, six-foot fireplace, Santa Claus 
and his reindeer are no vague traditions. 
At night, all through the late summer 
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and autumn, the hooting of owls can 
be heard thrọugh our open windows. 
My cousin, on an adjoining place, has 
the skins of two Canada lynxes which 
were caught in. his woods about ten 
years ago, and only last week a mink 
was trapped in the brook within 
sight of our house. 

To my friend the Broadway re- 
porter, all this, I suppose, would seem 
as far from “the heart of things” as a 
trading post in Alaska. Yet I continue 
to live among such surroundings for 
the very same reason that the Eski- 
mos continue to live on their icebergs. 
It is home to me, and I love it. I could 
write volumes about it, and not say 
any more than that! 

y two little daughters are the 
seventh generation of their family in 
succession to live on the same farm and 
the sixth to live in the same house. 

And the smells that make up 
part of the constant heart-tug 
of life in the country! “Scents? 
or “odors” I suppose you ought 
to call them, but those words 
do not hit the point. They 
are just plain country smells, 
and no other word will cover 
them. 


HERE is one of these smells 
—almost impossible to de- 

scribe—which every boy brought 
up on a farm will instantly recog- 
nize. It comes om a clear, 
frosty morning, just as you step 
out of a farmhouse kitchen 
in which something is frying, 
preferably sausage, to go with 
the pancakes. At just the 
instant you cross the threshold 
to the out-of-doors, there is one 
magic moment in which the 
odor of frying and wood smoke 
behind you mingles with the 
clear, crystal freshness of the 
mountain air before you, and 
gives you a lift, an inspira- 
tion that is like nothing else on earth. 

Then there is the smell of newly cut 
lumber piled up in the woods to await 
the teamsters—preferably, hemlock lum- 
ber. There is the smell of a barnyard on a 
warmish day toward the end of winter, 
when the sun bakes hot on the old gray 
boards of the barns and fences; when a 
gentle south wind idly stirs the wisps of 
old straw, dries out the mud in cracked, 
glazed patches, and altogether gives such 
a promise of spring that one Higheshended 
young heifer begins to prance and leap 
all over the yard. 

There is also the smell of a country 
grocery store with odors of coffee, cheese, 
dried fruit, kerosene, and a queer clothy 
fragrance from piles of new denim over- 
alls just emptied out on the counter. 
There is the smell of the harness-room 
with old leather, cobwebs, hoof dressing, 
and half-emptied bottles of liniment, of 
new loam in the kitchen garden, and of a 
freshly cut lawn after a shower in mid- 
summer. There is the smell of phosphate 
on harrowed fields, and of evening mists 
hanging low over swamps—but of all 
country smells the king and monarch is 
the smell that comes on the first day of 
trout fishing. 

To be strictly truthful, part of this 
smell begins before you leave home— 


when you take down the old creel from 
its peg in the woodshed and toss out the 
dried, matted grass at the bottom. You 
may not catch a single fish that morning, 
but after you have once had your hande 
inside that creel, traces of all the trout 
you have ever caught are part of your 
person for the rest of the day. 

From then on, the combination of 
smells follows in strict and hallowed 
succession, varied of course by a few divine 
sounds such as the steady chirp of the reel 
as you draw out the line to run it up 
through the guide rings. There is the 
smell of the canvas shooting jacket you 
wear and of old rubber boots. There is 
the smell of wire grass and sweet flag 
down in the meadows, of damp moss and 
cowslips (don’t tell me that cowslips have 
not any scent), of black mud in the bogs 
and, finally, when you get up to the edge 
of the woods, the most gorgeous of all— 
the cold, pure smell of black birch and 
pine needles, of running brook, wood 
mold, damp leaves, and wintergreen. 


UT one cannot live by smells alone. 
There is one question that is asked in 
our house so often that my wife and I have 
evolved a stock answer, just as a public 
official learns to send out printed forms. 
Asked in various ways and with various 


Mr. and Mrs. Philip Curtiss, with Joan 
and Ann, their two daughters, and 
Hoover, the dog, enjoying an outing 
on the hills near their Connecticut 
home. Mr. Curtiss (left) has served 
on the staffs of the “Courant” and 
the “Times,” Hartford, Connecticut, 
and is the author of several books, 
among which are ‘‘Wanted, a Fool,” 
‘““Crater’s Gold,” and ‘The Gay Con- 
spirators.’’ He is thirty-nine years old 


degrees of tact, the question comes down 

to this: 

“What in the world do you do with 
yourselves month in and month out— 
for excitement, for amusement?” 

Whenever some innocent visitor asks 

me that question, my wife gives a wicked 
grin, for sha knows what is coming. Never- 
theless, at first I am artlessness itself. I 
look at the visitor as if his inquiry were 
absolutely novel. 

“Well,” I reply thoughtfully, “before 
I answer that question, just let me ask 
one of my own: What do you do yourself, 
down in the city?” 

Invariably the visitor begins to stam- 
mer and halt, and my wife’s smile behind 
his back grows more wicked than ever. 

“What do I do?” he answers. ‘‘Oh, of 
course I can’t tell you exactly, but there 
is always something to do in New York. 
There are the theatres.” 

“Yes, yes. Go on,” I reply angelically. 
“What else, besides the theatres?” 

“Well,” continues the visitor, “of course 
there are the restaurants.” 


Y THIS time even the visitor has be- 

gun to see the trap which is opening 
for him. His accents falter, but still I 
urge him. 

“But theatres and restaurants in New 
York,” I answer, ‘‘cost a lot of money. 
What would you do if you couldn’t afford 
them?” 

Again the visitor plucks up courage 
with a sudden idea. “* But, of course,” he 
replies, ‘‘there are lots of things in New 
York that don’t cost any money at all— 
or not very much. There are all the 
wonderful lectures and concerts.” 

And at that the lid flies off the pot. 
My wife laughs outright, the visitor 
blushes, and I rise to my feet in full 
majesty. 

“Tom,” I say—or “Dick” or “Fred” or 
“ Bill’—‘ will you kindly look me in the 
eye, and tell me (Continued on page 76) 
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Beauty By Chance 


A story of the romance that blossoms in unexpected places 
By Katharine Haviland Taylor 
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POET whom many of us have 
read sang once, “Life has 
loveliness to sell,” and such is 
truth! But many of us, who 
tread flat-footed through six 

long working days each week, know that 
quite everything has its own price, even 
unto loveliness. And sometimes it is not 
only a question of how to pay the price, 
but of how—and where—to find the 
market place. 

_ Gloria Peesey knew it; Gloria, who was 
in “The Fans” at Hirsch, Holt, and Levi 
(New York and Paris), and who, in 
private life, was a part of the household 
(or flat-full) of her relatives, the Mear- 
kles. A part, I said? Only a little part; 
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merely an atom of background was 
Gloria, a bit of the jarring, inharmonious 
background that “got” both Clarice and 
Joe, who were Gloria’s aggressively 
young and assaultingly modern cousins. 

ie called her “Old Glory;” Clarice, 
“that old maid!” Pa Mearkle defended 
her. ‘‘She’s a good girl”? he maintained 
stoutly. 

“Girl!” Clarice would echo sneeringly. 

“Oh, she’s good, all right!’ Joe might 

ut in. “Take it from me, she’s never 
fadds chance to put the dimmers on her 
virtue!” 

Ma “put in her word for Glory” in 
another way: “She done a lot for you 
when she first come, and you was kids,” 
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she reminded often; “and it ain’t grati- 
tude to forget them things.” 

And to this Clarice would ever answer 
an irritated, “Oh, Ma!” 

“That’s right, take all you can grab. 
and then, after you’ve vampired all the 
blood outa a person, go on to the next 
one. That’s right, Miss.” 

“I ain’t vampired her; she’s got money 
in the bank.” 

“You bet she has!” (From Joe, darkly.) 

“Well, what if she has? ` She'll need 
it,” Ma would answer. “She ain't 2 
young as she once was.” 

“You said it!” 

“I wonder she stays, with you tw 
kids always pickin’ on her.” 
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“She don’t hafta.” This from Clarice 
and offered pertly. 

“Is that so, Miss?” Ma Mearkle always 
addressed her daughter as ‘‘ Miss” when 
she was tried by her. “Is that so? Well, 
I guess you’d be missing something from 
the table, maybe, if I didn’t have her 
board money. Come Saturday night, and 
I always find it lying on the table. Right 
there, lying on the corner of the table.” 

“Ain't that nice?” Joe would murmur. 

“Well, I guess it is, young man. And 
if some others around this here place 
would give me their house money like 
they should—”’ 

And on, in the mode of groups that are 
made up of such persons as the Mearkles. 

But before the end of it Clarice always 
murmured, “She gets on my nerves 
something fierce. Her and her pursed-up 
lips when I stay out even to twelve, and 
her funny, old-maid ways. I’d just like 
you to hafta sleep with her, Ma—or use 
the same bureau she does—her and her 
little boxes of everything, and her hair 
brush and comb, lying just so—” 

Gloria knew she got on Clarice’s nerves 
and, in turn, Clarice got on hers. Clarice, 
in the first place, had made Gloria know 


that she was old. Clarice, 
who went out “with any kind 
of man,” and stayed out a 
good half of the night. In 
Gloria’s day this wasn’t done; 
and she said so. - 

Clarice’s untidiness also had made 
Gloria remonstrate, and the remonstrance 


had made Clarice call her cousin “an 
old maid.” 


FILM of powder on the bureau; 

crumpled thin silk stockings hanging 
over the chair backs; an opened lip stick 
ready to mark the hand-embroidered 
bureau scarf; jars of creams and pastes, 
and “that everlasting rouge!” Last 
night’s beaded georgette hanging over 
another chair, a short comb with a fluff 
of yellow hair in it; the bed always 
crumpled on one side where Clarice had 
sat down to put on her shoes. 

All this and much more, in the room 
Gloria shared with Clarice. And Gloria, 
from it, had come to the realization that 
maybe she was an old maid, and always 
had been. “Anyway, the young ones is 
awful different,” she decided. 

Gloria’s outlet and satisfaction lay in 
her diatribes against youth, which found 
an echo from her “best girl friend,” who 
was Laura Miggs. Laura also worked 
“in the fans” and, between their inter- 
mittent and remote assistance of shoppers, 
they aired many of their disparaging 
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Mr. Alexander was leaning across ‘‘The 
Hair Goods’’ talking to a hennaed 
beauty who was a new importation 


views upon the younger generation. The 
store was full of the younger generation; 
they felt hostility, scorn, and amusement 
from it, when not the more insulting form 
of tolerance, which is pity. 

“Do you remember the store talk that 
woman give who wore the Drucet model?” 
asked Gloria one morning. 

“Yeh; it was swell.” (Laura referred 
to the model.) 

“Remember how she says to let noth- 
ing ‘halt us in our quest for beauty’ ?” 

“Veh.” 

“Well, we got a swell chance to find 
beauty, ain’t we? . . . Is there anything 
I can show you, Madam?” 

The woman, who was “just looking,” 
went on, and Laura answered. 

“I don’t know just what she meant,” 
she said, a baffled frown gathering above 
her small, dull eyes; “but it was a swell 
model!” 

“Well, I do, or kind of; but we got 
a swell chance. That’s what I says to 
Cousin Hattie that night when I got home. 
‘A swell chance we got to find beauty,’ 
I says, ‘with the way everything costs, 
and car fare and everything.” 

“You said it!” 

“ And especially if a girl sets a price on 
herself and don’t want to cheapen her- 
self— Look at Mr. Alexander!” Gloria 
ended. 

Laura looked. Mr. Alexander, who had 


charge of a considerable portion of the 
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most important “floor,” was leaning 
across “The Hair Goods” talking to a 
hennaed beauty who was a new importa- 
tion. 

“Do you suppose he’ll take her out?” 
Gloria questioned in a whisper. 

“Girl, you said it,” Laura asserted. 

“Ain’t it disgusting?” 

“PI say it is.” 

But, disgusting or not, they both 
watched the antics of the man they saw 
as Abelard and Prince of Wales and 
Tsar. Incorrigibly romantic, to their 
sight, was he, and modish, and—in their 
sight and to all sights—a power upon 
the floor. 

“Well, as for me—IJ wouldn’t go with 
him,” said Gloria. 

“Me, neither,” Laura echoed. 

“What he sees in ’em,” Gloria mused 
after a little lull. 

“Ask me something easy, girl.” 

“All men want is something to giggle 
at ’em, and that don’t care what she 
kisses.” 

“You said it.” 

“Ain’t men disgusting?” But Gloria’s 
voice rang false, for from the first— 
which was fifteen years, before—she had 
trembled at the approach of Mr. Alex- 
ander, and flushed at his most casual word. 

“He ain’t so young as he once was,” 
said Laura. “Take notice to the way he’s 
combing his hair across on top?” 

Gloria had not, which is a confession. 
And the fact that she answered Laura 
remotely was another confession. 

Then a sheepish-looking, birthday- 
present-hunting young man appeared, 
and an old lady who wanted “something 
in black,” and Gloria and Laura were 
separated by the length of the counter. 


T NOON Gloria’s world rocked, for 
Mr. Alexander, with his proud, stroll- 
ing store gait, approached “The Fans.” 
Gloria—who was getting out the “Early 
Winters,” because of women and the fact 
that the world was still in green—laid 
down an ostrich fan of white that seemed 
to have been copied from the clouds of a 
May afternoon. 

“Well, Miss Peesey,” said Mr. Alex- 
ander. 

“Yes, Mr. Alexander?” (She wondered, 
through her usual perturbation, whether 
anything was wrong.) 

‘I was wondering, Miss Peesey, 
whether you would honor me by doing 
me the favor of dining with me?” 

She murmured, “Why Mr. Alexan- 
der!” Then—shades of departed reso- 
lutions—she added, in a voice not quite 
as steady as it might have been, “I’m 
sure I thank you kindly, and I’d be 
pleased!” 

A little color had stolen into her cheeks, 
and her eyes each held a star. Mr. Alex- 
ander, who had up to that instant seen 
only her working self, stared a moment 
from astonishment. But, with a jerk, he 
came back to arrangements. His plot for 
the following evening was too intricate, 
and as yet too unfinished, to allow room 
for other, less urgent, speculation. 

“Well, then that’s all set!” 

“When, Mr. Alexander?” 

“To-morrow night, Miss Peesey. Did 
ani think Pd ask a lady, and wait a 


sled delightfully and flushed 


this time she was even prettier. 
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“To-morrow night at seven,” he went 
on, staring at her, and wondering whether 
she would “light up like that . . . be 
too pretty to i the bill, and ruin it all?” 
“And I'll call for you with a taxi,” he 
added, with a large arc wave of his 
diamond-ringed hand and a creditable 
carelessness. 

Gloria nodded; she couldn’t speak. 

He, done with his leaning across the 
counter, stood erect, took the address 
which she wrote with trembling fingers, 


-and with a jaunty, “So long!” made off. 


Miss Miggs came back from the other 
end of the counter. 

“What's doing?” she asked in an under- 
tone. She didn’t want the Smith cat 
across the aisle to know of the complaint, 
if there had been one. 

“Tm going out to dinner with him!” 

“My lord, Gloria!” 

“ At seven, for dinner, and he’s coming 
for me in a taxi.” 

Laura Miggs’s jaw dropped. 

“I’m going to get me a new dress this 
noon.” 

“Leave me go along too!” 

“Td be real glad if you would, Miggsy. 
It’s so hard to know what you do hike, 
alone, but it’ll shorten your time terrible.” 

“We’ll get a sandwich and some candy 
somewhere, and I wouldn’t miss it for any- 
thing, girlie! Issa truth!” 

Even the youngest clerk admitted that 
Laura Miggs had “class.” “A face like 
a boiled potato, dearie,” more than one 
had murmured; “but the old thing can 
carry clothes!’ 

And ‘such was truth, and so Laura 
aided in making Gloria look like a young- 
er version of a prettier self than ever 
had been. 

“Black for you, dearie,” said Laura, 
“and something soft and misty, because 
you can stand a little filling in, and then; 
with two of them strings of one-ninety- 
eight pearls, one for your wrist and one 
for your neck, you'll be a queen!” ` 

“Won't I rub it in on them young ones 
that I’m going out?” Gloria said, in the 
“Ready to Wear,” as she stood survey- 
ing her new self in a triple glass. “Years, 
Laura, it’s been, that Joe—every day— 
has said, ‘Going out to-night, Old Glory?” 
And then, when I says No he says in 
that mean way of his, ‘Really? I’m sur- 
prised? Him and Clarice, they never 
think that a girl has better things to do 
than to go out with anyone that asks 
em. . 

“Sure, I know.” 

“ Do you think it’s too short?” 

“Not an inch, girl.” 

“Well, all right, then.” And, to the 


saleswoman: ‘‘I’ll take it.” 


OING homeward Gloria did not think 

of her room, and of how it would look. 
But, instead, she stared across the car at 
a newspaper that eclipsed the small man 
who huddled behind it. 

She was going out to dinner... . In 
a taxi... . With Mr. Alexander. Mr. 
Alexander! She smiled, bit back the 
smile, and flushed. And the man who 
had, perhaps, felt her eyes on his paper, 
lowered the paper, and deemed Gloria 
pretty. 

The train came to a swift stop; out, 
down some stairs, and into a surface car. 
But the old familiar route was changed; 
it was no longer dreary and same. but 


electrified and full of drama. She noticed 
that the little boy whom she had seen in 
so many weathers selling his flowers was 
this day peddling daisies. Real country 
daisies, white with yellow centers. ‘How 
much?” she asked, for the first time in all 
the months she had seen him. And then, 
a bunch in her hand, she went on. 

Even the stairs to the flat were not so 
steep, nor was the grittiness of them a 
trial to her. Her vision was above her 
feet. 

“You, Glory?” called Mrs. Mearkle 
from the kitchen, that was permanently a 
place of blue, thick smoke. “Hot, ain’t it?” 


“I guess; I didn’t take so much 
notice. ; 
“My feet have been naggin’ me fit to 


kill. Didn’t your feet ache you?” 

“No, I didn’t notice ’em so much 
to-day.” 

“‘Where’d you get the daisies? Pretty, 
ain’t they?” 

“Yes, awful, I think.” 

f “Put ’em in the blue vase, why don’t 
you? 

How to say it? Gloria filled the blue 
plass vase, wondering. At the sink, the 
aucet chugging, she ventured a timid, 
“Cousin Hattie—” 

“Yeh p 

“Cousin Hattie—” she repeated. (It 
was “‘awful funny” it should be so hard.) 
“What you going to have, to-night’s 
supper?” she Saded weakly. 

‘Creamed dried beef and fried pota- 
toes and pie—” 

“Oh! Well, I guess I’ll go in and lie 
down for a while—” 

“I guess it wouldn’t do you no harm,” 
Mrs. Mearkle answered. 


IN HER room, Gloria found the usual 
havoc. But, strangely, it did not bother 
her as it usually did. And she lay down 
without ‘“‘settin’ things to rights,” a 
course of procedure she had never fol- 
lowed before. And, down, she dreamed 
of how she would look on the following 
night and of how it would be. He would 
take her to some roof, probably. The girls 
said he liked roofs, and that on some of 
them even the head waiter spoke to him, 
“just as polite as could be!’ 

And there, with soft music around 
them, and the tinkle of a near fountain 
coming to them when the music died, she 
would enjoy herself just as anyone did. 
And he would lean toward her, as he had 
leaned toward the henna blonde of “The 
Hair Goods,” and she would smile and 
coquette. And he would be so fascinated 
he would wonder “what he’d ever saw in 
the kind that he’d always took out!” 

What had the woman in the Drucet 
model said? Something that a French 
fellow had written about— Yes, Gloria 
had it: “We shall know we have been 
happy,” and it was true. But you could 
know “When you were happy” too, 
Gloria knew. Heavens and earth, she 
was happy! 

She lay, eyes not on the usually com- 
pelling and tormenting bureau top, but 
on the ceiling, planning to the last detail 
the ritual of the coming night. How 
much time lapsed, she did not know; she 
was stupefed to the passing of the minutes 
by sheer loveliness. 

A bang of the door, and she knew 
Clarice was in; Clarice, who had been 
Clara before she started working at the 
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*“ Ma, Old Glory’s got a man at last! Who says the day of miracles is over!” 


exchange and went out in “society” so 
much. And pretty soon Clarice would 
know that she, Gloria, was going out to 
dinner—xith Mr. Alexander—in a taxi. 

Clarice’s voice sailed in to Gloria. A 
wail, “‘ My lord, it’s hot!” came petulantly. 
Then an indistinguishable murmur; that 
was the answer of Mrs. Mearkle. 

Then Clarice came dragging into the 
room. “Hello, old darling!” she said at 
the doorway. “Lucky for you that the 
wreck crew didn’t see you as you’re look- 
ane MoR: They never would have left you 

o! : 

“* Now, Clarice” called Ma Mearkle. 

“Well, this weather gets me!’ she 
called back; “and Glory here, looking 
like a sick cat!” 

She shed her clothes, fuming. One of 
the girls at the exchange had “done her 
dirty” ... her “gentleman friend hadda 
work” that night, and she’d wanted to 
dance.... “Nothing takes your mind 


off the heat like dancing does,” she 
ended. 


GORIA drew a deep breath, moistened 
her lips, and spoke. 

“I’m going out to-morrow night, my- 
self,” she said. She tried to imitate the 
careless tone that Mr. Alexander had 
used while speaking of a taxi, but her 
effort brought no fruit. Her statement 
was a song. 

“You?” Clarice questioned. She had been 
taking off her pumps, and she stopped 
as she was, bent over to slip’ off the sec- 
ond one. 

Gloria nodded. 

“Who with?” The tone was close to 
belligerent. 

“A man named Alexander. A floor- 
walker. A gent’man I have knew for some 
time.” 

“My lord! Ma! Did you hear that? 
Ma!’ (Mrs. Mearkle came to observe 


and, standing in the door, cut off all 
glimpse of the living-room.) “Ma, Old 
Glory’s got a man at last! Who says the 
day of miracles is over!” Her tone was 
flippant; but there was a new respect 
in her manner, and she looked at Gloria 
as she had never before looked at her— 
closely, appraisingly, almost as if Gloria 
were dangerous. ‘‘Whatcha goin’ to 
wear?” she questioned harshly. 

“I picked up a little frock this noon,” 
said Gloria; “ʻa simple little thing—black.” 

“Ma, she ‘picked up a little frock this 
noon.’ Can you beat it? ‘A simple little 
thing, black!’ Get it? Say, Glory, what’s 
he like? Honest, you’re not stringin’ me?” 

Joe was frankly incredulous until the 
taxi purred up to the door and Mr. Alex- 
ander came puffing up the many flights of 
dim and dusty stairs. Then he said, “All 
right! All Heke I’m convinced this time; 
but he must have been drunk when he 
did it, and, lemme (Continued on page 133) 
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The Phantom Of The Forest 


Stories of foxes I have known, and why tome they represent the elfin spirit of the 
woods— One moonlight night I saw a fox “make a puzzle” of his trail to 
slow up his pursuers; and another time I saw Sir Reynard do a 
vanishing act so skillfully that a veteran hound com- 
pletely lost the trail, and gave up the chase 


By Archibald Rutledge 


OUR little foxes, four little 

fluffy balls of fur and young 

rascality, were having a pillow 

fight right in the front parlor! 

Their mother and father were, 
of course, away from home; and, like any 
other enterprising youngsters, they were 
taking advantage of relaxed household 
discipline. 

Bowered in a sweet-smelling wilder- 
ness were they—beside the upheaved 
roots of a hurricane-thrown tree. All 
around, as far as the eye could see, were 
thickets of sweet myrtle, scrub pine, 
gallberries, hollies, sparkleberries. Even 
the sunshine looked shy as it stole into 
this remote sanctuary. 

I was in a pine tree about thirty feet 
from the den. I had an old board set 
across two low limbs; and from the seat 
thus made I could watch the antics of the 
wild family, the home of which I had, by 
a happy chance, discovered some weeks 
earlier. 

While crossing a broomsedge field I had 
started the old female fox, had watched 
the direction she took, had followed her 
with hound on a leash, and so had come 
upon the den, far back under the up- 
turned roots of the prostrate pine. The 
little cubs must have been born a few 
days after that time; and I thought it 
would be possible to watch them playing 
in the balmy spring sunshine before their 
wilderness home. 

On this particular morning the world 

emerging roseate from its bath of 
In the warm air happy mated birds 
irbling like aérial rivulets. A 


scented sea wind made the tall yellow 
pines murmur and wave. There were 
many sights and sounds to distract me; 
but I had come into this wildwood to 
watch these foxes. And they were worthy 
of my attention. 

I climbed into my pine before sunrise, 
and then there was no stirring at the den. 
But with the sunlight’s flaring through 
the dew-tasseled woodland, I saw an 
elfin face appear at the aperture between 
two pine roots. There is, I think, no 
creature that has so charming and mis- 
chievous a face as a little fox. The face 
of a fawn is almost pathetic in its delicate 
beauty; that of a little raccoon is almost 
laughable in its ancient urchin wisdom. 
But a little fox radiates a childish joy 
that is all the more attractive because 
it has the elfin grace that belongs to 
things essentially wild. These children of 
the wastelands, especially those that are 
hunted much, have a certain fairy lure 
wholly denied to barnyard folk. 


ROUND the mouth of the den were 
some old chicken wings, some polished 
bones, and some other telltale relics— 
these being in a tiny arena that the young 
foxes evidently used as a play yard. Out 
into this open space one of the little mis- 
chief-makers stole. He eyed the world 
with a child’s spacious, glad acceptance; 
yet he seemed delicately set on springs— 
ready to dart to safety in a second. 
Three others now joined him swiftly 
and noiselessly. One grabbed up a 
chicken wing and shook it in his mouth 
teasingly, as if saying, “You can’t get 


this away from me!” The three others 
took the dare, and in a moment chicken 
feathers, tiny fur-tipped ears, sprawling 
feet, ruffed tawny [ttle backs, lovely 
fluffy tails—all were mingled in a wild 
mêlée—and from the feathers flying it 
reminded me of the kind of pillow fights 
my brothers and I used to have when 
choice opportunity offered. 

They snarled, they buffeted one another 
at random, they forgot all about “sides” 
and went after it pell-mell. Now and 
then, for a flashing instant or two, one 
would rear himself up on his hind legs, 
put up his “dukes,” and bid defiance to 
his brothers and to the world in general. 

The kids were simply having a royally 
good time—when suddenly they froze, 
each in the posture in which his fear had 
caught him. Then they made a wild, 
incontinent break for the hole of the 
den. Such scampering! Of course all of 
them “‘made” the aperture at the same 


moment. Worse confusion! And for me 


a glimmering vision of wildly waving 
hind legs and foreshortened, frantically 
bobbing tails. But the babies manfully 
managed the mighty squeeze. No sooner 
had they seared the den than they faced 
about, and there were four appealing 
little faces wedged at the mouth, unwilling 
to miss a single glimpse of this fascinat- 
ing, thrilling experience called Life! 

The cause of all their trouble was that 
Mother had come home; and her foraging 
had evidently been in vain. Plainly, she 
was in a disappointed and, do I dare to 
say, feminine (?) mood. Petulantly, she 
looked about, eyed her palpitating off- 


spring with a certain misgiving and 
disinterest; nosed among the tat- 
tered feathers; then sat down dis- 
consolately on her haunches. One 
by one to her now stole her little 
ones. She seemed not to see them. 
She had nothing for them. They 
snuffed around hopefully for a 
moment; then they went to their 
playing again, rolling and snarling 
and stirring up the dust and 
feathers. 

Suddenly the mother made a 
quick movement forward. Her 
balled right forefoot struck one of 
the cubs smartly on the ear. An- 
other one got the same medicine. 
The two others escaped. Again 


there was a dash for the hole. But 
I noticed that when once they 
were in the den, though they 
peered forth, it was with a real 
apprehension, and they did their 
looking from a cautiously deep 
distance beyond the hole. I could 


barely discern their sorrowful ur- 
chin faces—much wiser than they 
had been ere this late parental 
discipline had fallen upon them. 


I USED to love to watch 
family, and to tolerate it 
the disappearance of my chickens, 
uail, and an occasional turkey. 
believe I learned a little of the 
family life of the fox; and in a way 
it is almost comically human. 

But it is rather of the mature 
fox that I would speak. Has he a 
right to his legendary reputation? 
Is he as sly as we always say he is? 


that 
despite 


(Top of page) A Southern woodland road, where 


the trees are draped with gray moss. It is such 
country as this that Mr. Rutledge describes in the 
accompanying article as a favorite haunt for foxes. 
The other picture shows three young red foxes 
coming out of their den. Already these cubs be- 
gin to show the cautious shrewdness that has made 
the name of their tribe a synonym for cunning 


Has he in his nature an almost 
supernatural evasiveness, rendering 
him, though he may live almost in 
a man’s back yard, something of a 
myth and an illusion? The best 
answer I can make is merely to 
recount some anecdotes of experi- 
ences I have had with foxes, both 
in the woods and as tamed at 
home, and let the reader draw his 
own conclusions. A man may see a 
thing happen; but some other man 
may be the more accurate inter- 
preter of the real meaning and 
significance of the happening. 


Y INTRODUCTION to foxes 
had a somewhat dramatic ele- 
ment;and I received thenan impres- 
sion that I have never lost—an im- 
pression that the fox is daring in the 
most winning way; is as astute as 
legend would have him to be; and is 
in an indefinable manner the very 
spirit of the silent, haunting, myste- 
rious night. . . . I had been shooting 
ducks; and I was at the tender age 
of seven. But on a plantation a 
boy has to learn to do many things. 
I was six When I had my first 
gun. At my frst shot, the thing 
kicked me flat in an old cotton row. 
But I did not lose heart; and the 
following year I was going out on 
the delta to shoot mallards. On 
this particular night the negro 
foreman and I had gone together; 
his bag was seven, and mine two. 
Proud of these big greenhead drakes 
I was; and I hung them on a nail 
on the back porch, a nail high 
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An arctic, or blue, fox, photographed in an enclosure. The arctic fox provides for the win- 
ter by putting his meat away in natural cold storage. His coat is bluish-white in sum- 
mer, and pure white in winter. The soles of his feet are completely covered with hair 


above the reach of even a hungry hound. 
The porch, I might add, is large, and 
some nine feet from the ground. 

About an hour later, while I was in the 
dining-room telling my mother about my 
adventure, and while she was wondering 
how she would ever get the delta-mud 
off my trousers, I heard something fall. 
Of course I thought of my_ precious 

mallards. Taking a lantern, I went to 
the back door and opened it. On the 
floor of the porch lay my ducks, and 
beside them stood a big gray fox, his 
eyes glinting in the lantern shine. As 
soon as he made me out he turned, ran 
down the steps, turned again, as if loath to 
leave the prey that he had pulled down 
from the nail, and stood there in the dim 
light—a mysterious shape of the darkness, 
a vivid shadow, a weird palpitation out of 
the heart of the lonely forest that sur- 
rounded our South Carolina home. 

Rather gingerly I reclaimed my ducks 
and brought them indoors; but that night 
I dreamed of foxes, and ever since then 
they have meant to me something of that 
spirit of the night, of lonely darkness, of 
sorcery and witchery. 


FOR a great many’ years I used, on the 
plantation, to hunt foxes on moonlit 
winter nights. I never carried a gun; and 
I always went on foot. In that region, 
when winter rains come they sink quickly 
through the white sand; and down the 
old r and by-paths that form a cross- 
r ‘n the wild lands between the 
used to get about with 

se. I wasn’t so much after 

es; it was just thrilling to 

it pine lands in the moon- 


light, listening to an old hound unravel a 
mazy trail, and waiting in some glimmer- 
ing road to get a sight of the fox. 

It was while thus waiting one night 
that I saw a gray fox execute a master- 

iece of strategy. I was in a moon- 
blanched road, overhung on one side by 
sweet-smelling canopies of smilax and 
pine; on the other side was an old rail 
fence zigzagging lazily through sparse 
undergrowth. Beyond the fence was an 
open held. 

Seeing the fox coming up the road in the 
moonlight—he looks very small at night, 
and he travels in ghostly silence—I 
stepped beside a pine to conceal myself. 
When quite near me, the fox turned to 
the right and jumped the fence, heading 
across the old field. I started forward to 
see the direction that he was taking. To 
my surprise, I saw him coming back, 
almost on a double. Reaching the fence, 
he jumped to the top rail, and ran along 
the top panel for three rail lengths; then 
he jumped down in the shrubbery and 
reappeared in the road. Down this he 
ran kehit deliberately, with a certain 
cool assurance that he had made a puzzle 
for his pursuer to solve. In a short time 
the hound came up, and I watched him 
carefully to see how disconcerted he 
would be by the fox’s odd maneuver. 

This dog was old and slow and sa- 
gacious. fe took the turn toward the 
fence, crossed it, went out into the moon- 
lit field, came back—and then climbed 
in teetery fashion upon the top rail of the 
fence! All the time he was mouthing 
audibly, almost lapping up the scent. 
He couldn’t hold the top rail, but fell off 
— fortunately on the left side. It was his 


turn then to make a maneuver; he took a 
couple of circles, struck the trail, and van- 
ished down the road. But the delay had 
been a matter of five minutes; and by 
that time the fox was a mile or so away. 

On another occasion I saw an old male 
fox execute a bit of strategy of which 
Harold Osborne, the high jumper, would 
be proud. It happened in broad daylight, 
so that I could watch the thing exactly. 


WAS on a deer stand, waiting to see 

whether I could not manage to hold a 
little stag party. There was a slight, 
sogey movl on the ground, an unusual 
occurrence for the Carolina coastal 
country. Brightly the sun glistened on 
this white mantle, and rayed sparklingly 
from the dripping needles of the pines. 
Before me was a broad, sandy road, and 
beyond that a fence—woven-wire for 
five feet, then a space of about ten 
inches, then a single strand of barbed 
wire—strung tautly thus to keep cattle 
from jumping. In that country there’s a 
saying that a fence must be ‘ ‘horse-high, 
bull-strong, and pig-tight.” 

I was expecting to see the drivers send 
out a buck to me, and to see him sail 
blithely over so paltry an obstruction as 
a six-foot fence. Instead, I saw a fox 
coming, just scurrying over the snow, 
worried, I could teil, from the earnest 
look on his face and the odd manner in 
which he kept losing his footing over this 
new kind of track on which he was run- 


ning. Straight for me he came, and at full 
speed. I wondered how he would ne- 


gotiate the puzzling fence. 
“Not a moment stopped or stayed he,” 
as Poe would (Continued on page 154) 


The Faith Of A Common Man 


GREAT many people, conceded 
to be clever, maintain that the 
way to reach the ear of the 
average American ‘is to slip up 
on his blind side. The theory 

seems to be that the American is hard to 
fool, but will swallow anything if it is 
mgar coated, ; ; 

t is a theory for which I have little 
respect. In my dealings with men I have 
found that nothing pays so well as 
directness. The easiest way to get an 
increase of pay is to earn it and ask for it. 
The easiest way to let a man know that 
you like him is to tell him so. The easiest 
way to get rid of a bore is to tell him to 
travel. The easiest way to do anything is 
to do it the easiest way—which seems 
absurdly obvious, but is nevertheless a 
lesson worth learning. 

This article is full of preaching. It is 
not concerned with theology or creeds, but 
deals with the religion of a common man 
who is much like all other common men. 

I believe there is something in me that 
is not in the beasts and the birds. I can- 
not prove its existence by means of a test 
tube and a microscope. I merely believe 
that it is there. I believe that this some- 
thing, which distinguishes my family from 
that of the beasts, is a spark of the divine 
intelligence that created the universe. 

I cannot comprehend a beginning nor 
an end of the universe. I cannot compre- 
hend a beginning nor an end of the 
intelligence that created the universe. 
I cannot comprehend a beginning nor an 
end of the spark of divine intelligence that 
I believe to be in myself. 


F THERE is no end, there cannot be 

another life but only a continuation of 
this one. The continuation, I believe, 
will be a matter of stepping from a dark 
room into one that is brightly lighted. 
‘There, the truths that now are hidden will 
be seen and understood. There, the 
poverty of our present knowledge will be 
revealed, and the little store of wisdom 
that is our present pride and boast will 
seem a poor and trivial thing. 

If the door that men call Death opens 
upon a brighter and better existence, it is 
necessary that no evidence be furnished to 
establish the fact; for if all men knew, 
beyond a doubt, what lies beyond the 
Door, all might rush through at once, 
and there would be an end of the race. 

Men cannot know, but they can specu- 
late; and each, as he comes nearer to the 
fanish of his days, will wonder what may 
be in store for him when at last the Door 
is opened and the glory of another land is 
revealed to his astonished eyes. 

He need not wonder long. The scene 
rhat will greet him has been pictured by 
-he Man of Sorrows, in words that a 
-ommon man can understand. 

Hie will stand there, awed and trem- 
»limg, a prisoner at the bar of ultimate and 
taultless justice, and a voice will speak to 
im- 

WV hat strange words the voice will speak! 

One who knows little of the Man of 


By Robert Quillen 


Sorrows, and much of the strange stand- 
ards and judgments men have fashioned 
for their own guidance and condemnation, 
might expect the voice to say, “Bill, you 
are a poor specimen. Right and wrong 
were set before you; and if you hadn’t wit 
enough to distinguish between them there 
were many to instruct and lead you. You 
were perverse and shameless and wicked. 
You are charged with six hundred and 
thirty-two lies. You cultivated nine bad 
habits; your vocabulary included ninety- 
three cuss words. You never went to 
church except when your wife dragged 
you out; you were drunk three times, and 
you fixed the fence on Sunday.” 


ONE might expect the voice to say these 
things, if Bill deserved the indictment. 
Or, supposing Bill to have been a model of 
virtue and a good example in his home 
town, one might expect the voice to say, 
“ Bill, you’ve never chewed or smoked or 
flirted with the ladies or tasted wine; you 
always paid your debts and told the 
truth; you gave twenty dollars a year to 


the preacher, and never once used a swear ` 


word. Enter in and get a crown.” 

One might expect the voice to say these 
things—but not if one has read and has 
understood the brief and comprehensive 
description of the judgment given by 
Jesus of Nazareth. 

The voice will say, “Bill, I was hungry 
and naked and sick, and you did nothing 
for me.” 

And Bill, desperately frightened and 
ready to weep in his despair, will say, 
“Lord, surely there is some mistake! I 
never saw you before. Don’t you know 
that I would have been afraid to refuse 

ou anything if I had seen you in trouble? 
Don't you know that I would have given 
my last dollar rather than risk offending 
you? Why, it would have been a privilege 
to do things for you! On my honor, I 
wouldn’t have left you to suffer if I had 
seen you in need. There is some misunder- 
standing. You’ve got me confused with 
some other fellow.” 

And the voice will say—on the word of 
Jesus of Nazareth the voice will say— 
‘Inasmuch as you failed to do good to 
others, you failed to do good to me.” 

But if Bill is some poor mortal who 
didn’t amount to much and doesn’t expect 
much, and yet was kind to those who had 
need of his kindness, the voice will say, 
“Inasmuch as you did good to these 
humble and needy ones, you did it to me. 
I love you for it.” 


CHRISTIANITY, as I understand it, 
is a philosophy of unselfishness. It 
consists in following the Master and do- 
ing good. I have heard men say that it is 
not practical, and I grant that it is not. 
Love is not practical; compassion is not 
practical; charity is not practical. The 
coldly practical thing would be to kill the 
weak and broken and helpless and get 
them out of the way. They are a burden 
and a hindrance. 

Christianity is not practical; but it is 


something much more than that. It is 
reasonable. 

In a practical world, no one nation dare 
disarm. It dare not, because the others 
do not. But if all agree to disarm, disar- 
mament at once becomes practical. 

Christianity is not practical; that is, the 
practice of it is not safe, as men under- 
stand safety—while a considerable por- 
tion of the race refuses to accept and 
practice it. But as an ideal of existence it 
1s wholly logical and utterly safe. 

Men who are guided by present stand- 
ards of ethics are not wholly safe. Rogues 
and despoilers who have no respect for 
these standards defraud them and steal 
their goods. Must we then do away with 


-ethics, because a few who have no respect 


for ethics fatten at the expense of nobler 
men? 

And if a majority, guided by standards 
of ethics that now are accepted, can sur- 
vive and prosper, in spite of rogues, 
could it not prosper as well if these 
standards should be made infinitely nobler, 
and all, with one accord, should adopt the 
new rules and abide by them? 


r IS not Christianity that fails, but 
mankind. The rules are right; all that 
is needed is for men to accept them. 

All that is necessary to make the old 
earth a good neighborhood is kindness. 
And kindness comprises almost the whole 
of the teachings of Christianity. 

When I was a boy I lived in a little 

rairie town where a card game of any 
kind was worldly and seven-up was 
wicked; where none but heathen children 
played on Sunday, and a young man who 
smoked before he had grown a mustache 
was soppana to have the smell of brim- 
stone about him. 

The good people of the village—and 
nearly all were good as I remember them 
—labored with each succeeding crop of 
youngsters to persuade them to join the 
church and be equally good. 

Being good was an arduous business, 
and I had little taste for it. Even after I 
joined a church—one in which there was 
supposed to be no backsliding—I felt a 
more or less constant urge to break away 
from the restraints I had imposed upon 
myself and be bad. Frequently I did. So 
very frequently! 

My badness would have seemed a mild 
form of wickedness to a modern. In that 
town there was no place to go where one 
shouldn’t have been, and nothing to do 
that one shouldn’t have done. 

But I violated the current standards at 
times, and was punished cruelly by my 
conscience. 

I believed quite sincerely that being a 
Christian consisted wholly in being good 
according to the local formula, and when 
I departed from the orthodox way I was 
miserable. 

While I remained a strict conformist, 
however, I felt very righteous, and was 
priggishly intolerant of other lads who 
were not so good as I. 

Ghastly little (Continued on page 169) 
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“Hello, Carl,” she cried, ‘how's the hunting? I hear you shot armies of ducks, and 
we're all going to feast on them. I wish my husband would hunt . . . but I suppose 


if I did urge Fred to get a few guns, he’d probably use them around the home first!’ 


A story of married life 


When Debt Comes in at the Door— 


By Margaret Culkin Banning 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY GEORGE BREHM 


ARL MARBURY slowed down 

“ his car as he turned the corner 

of the last block toward his 

home. It was unconscious, a 

movement designed to prolong 

his three-day vacation just a few minutes 

longer, and to round up in his mind all the 

fun he had had, all the things he had 
thought and decided. 

The car was covered with mud circles 
from a thousand splashings, and Carl him- 
self was dirty and careless, in his old cor- 
duroy jacket and brown flannel shirt. 
Army blankets and guns and extra coats 
were piled in the small tonneau, but be- 
side Carl, in the place of honor, were the 
ducks—forty-two of them, his full quota 
for the days he had been out in the woods. 

No one else of the party had done so 
well. Carl looked at the birds affection- 
ately and proudly, thinking over the people 
whom he meant to surprise with four or 
five splendid birds. There was old Angell 
at the office, who certainly would be tick- 


:led, for instance. : 


He stopped the car automatically. He 
was home, and though it was a comfort- 
‘able house it looked a little small after his 
three days in places where the country 


was not divided into hundred-foot lots, - 


where shingles and boards were still part 
of a forest, and not yet domesticated and 

ainted. Carl’s house sat neatly back on 
its lot, and was built of broad white clap- 
boards, with a roof of colored shingles and 
a generous chimney. 


Src NCHLY, as he took his things out 


of the car, Carl told himself how glad 
he was to be home, and he recalled the 
‘wave of feeling which had come over 
him last night while he lay in the bare 
little cabin where the men had slept. He 
had thought then of Fanny so tenderly, 
been so released to say all the fond things 
that had come into his mind. He had 
‘gone to sleep in the thought of her, and 
wakened to the same memory. Yet now 
something seemed to be slackening and 
embarrassing that fine, high thought. 

- Picking up as many of the ducks as he 
could carry, Carl went up the walk with 
them. The odor of the country clung to 
him, and he was sorry to leave it behind. 
But he had the ducks as talismen. In the 
immaculate front hall he hardly knew 
where to put them down. So he hung on 
to his plunder. 

“Hello, Fanny!” he cried. 

Fanny answered from up-stairs. Ob- 
viously, she did not mean to come down 
to welcome her husband. Three days in 
the woods was hardly enough time to 
work up a welcome, of course; but Carl 
had wanted to show himself, game-laden. 
He wanted to be on display with the ducks, 
instead of leaving them, like so much 
butcher’s meat, on the kitchen table. 


“Come down and see what I have for 
you!” 

“You come on up here, Carl.” 

Fanny was in her room, sitting at the 
desk by the window. It was a pleasant 
room, carpeted with a Chinese rug in 
tones of dull red, and Fanny had furnished 
it to suit what was often called her “almost 
Oriental” look. Fanny’s skin was pale 
cream and her hair was black and straight, 
so it took only a minimum of work to pro- 
duce the Oriental effect. 

She had taken to lacquer-red lately, 
and in her short straight dress of red flan- 
nel, with thin tan silk legs, she was very 
effective this morning. Putting a pencil 
down in the notebook she was working 
with she turned around at the sound of 
Carl’s footsteps, and went to meet him, 
lifting her carefully made-up little face to 
his caress. 

“You certainly have been hunting!” 
she said, shrinking a little from the un- 
shaven chin. “Did you have a good time?” 

“Grand.” 

“Did Matthew Peasley go along?” 

“He went. But he’s a total loss. He 
can’t hit a thing.” 

“Didn’t he get anything?” 

Carl grinned. “Oh, once in a while he 
did. Maybe he thought he shot them. 
Anyway, we saw that he took a few home.” 
$ Eleanor Peasley says he’s crazy about 
Carl. shook out the ducks. He wasn’t 
here to talk about Peasley, that million- 
aire bonehead who had been the joke of 
the trip.. Fanny couldn’t get away from 


it 


the social racket for a minute. 


“Well,” he said, holding his ducks up, 
“how do those creatures look? Good 
enough to eat?” eae 2 

`“ Darling—they’re dripping.” -She 
seized a newspaper from her table. and 
held it under them. ‘‘They’re marvelous. 
How many did you shoot?” ` 

It was hard to bring it out with the best 
effect, as she sheltered the carpet from 
drops of blood. 

“ Forty-two.” 

“That’s a lot, isn’t it?” 

It was a lot, and she should have known 


it without being told. Carl felt slightly — 


annoyed. 
“Pil take them down to the kitchen, 
Fanny. Give me the paper.” 


ARL waited until he had shaved before 

he sought out Fanny again. Something 
in the presentation of her cheek had warned 
him how disheveled he was. He brought 
in the coats and guns from the car, and 
piled them away in the secluded closet 
which was permitted him for “guns and 
things.” He brushed out the car, and 
called the office, to see what there was 
new. He took a shower, and shaved, and 
was turned again into Carl Marbury, head 


of the local office of the Celestial Life In- 
surance Company. 

But only seven hours ago he had been 
watching a sunrise behind the mountains. 
Its brilliance had fallen on a still, cold, 
blue lake and white birch trees, beautiful 
even in their bareness against the green of 
the pines. 

He had thought, without formulation, 
of the magnificence of the world and the 
good of being in the open, and a little 
of creation, and softly of his wife. 

Being now shaven, he looked in on her 
again as he was starting for the city. She 
was still bent over the desk. 

“Working hard, aren’t you?” 

“Terribly. I’m making lists.” 

“Of what?” 

“People I owe things to.” 

“Bills?” 

“No, silly. Debts. Social debts. I’m 
head over heels in debt to everybody. We 
simply have to throw a party.” 

“But we had that big dance at the club.” 

“A year ago! Why, I’ve had two and 
three invitations from some of the people 


‘who were there, since then.” 


“Oh well; give ‘a tea or something.” 

“Atea,” said Fanny, in faint severity, 
“isn’t enough in return for a dinner or a 
dance. Besides, you can’t have men. Be- 
sides, teas are getting to be awful bores. 
Nobody goes. Everybody sends cards. 
All you get is a lot of melted ice cream for 
your trouble, and the people you don’t 
want to see.” 

Carl turned from the doorway. 

“Carl, don’t-you think it would be nice 
to have a big party?” 

“How much would it cost?” 

“Not more than four or five hundred 
dollars.” 


ARL whistled, and looked at his wife. 

Then he went over to her, with the rem- 
nant of that gentleness which had stolen 
over him in the woods and made him re- 
solve to talk things out with Fanny—and ° 
always, always, be reasonable. 

“Sweetheart, we mustn’t! I have ever 
so much to pay. Why, that dress you’re 
wearing—I haven’t paid for that, have 1?” 

“Oh, thes was nothing, only thirty-seven- 
fifty. But, Carl, while you were away, I 
did get the best-looking evening dress at 
the most tremendous bargain. | thought 
Pd get it for the Assembly, because you 
simply have to wear a new dress there. 
You always get written up in the papers 
for that party.” 

Carl’s mouth stiffened. 

“Don’t tell me what the bargain cost,” 
he begged. 

“I won’t—-oh, you won’t have to take 
care of that for ages. I just bought it. 
But I do want you to think about that 
party. It really ought to be a dinner. 
Carl, what about the ducks!” 
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“What about the ducks?” repeated Carl. 
“Let’s have a dinner. You’ve got forty- 
two. Half a duck apiece—we could have 


eighty people. Say, seventy-five. Why, 
that’s wonderful! That’s just the very 
idea!” 

“Oh, I’ve promised a lot of those birds,” 
said Carl. 

“Promised them? To whom?” 

“Well, there’s Angell at the ofice. And 
Tom Grady. He doesn’t hunt. And 
Mother ought to have four anyway, for 
Father loves them. Then Bill always gets 
some. It takes it down pretty fast. That’s 
about sixteen already.” 

“What on earth,” said Fanny, “did 
Angell ever do for you? Now, Carl, don’t 
you do any such thing as give those ducks 
away. I'll call up the club, and we'll have 
a marvelous game dinner. And with the 
ducks it ought not to cost a thing, hardly. 
Pll explain to your mother—or maybe 
we can give her one for your father. But 
these other people! Why on earth should 
you give ducks to everybody that you 
know?’ 

“Not ever ybody I know,” said Carl, 
“everybody Í like.” 

“Tell them you didn’t get as many as 
you expected. Tell them anything.” Fan- 
ny hurried over to get her notebook. 
“ Here’s the list of people I’ve just got to 
do something for.” 

Carl turned to go, cold-shouldering the 
notebook, and Fanny gave him a queer 

glance. 

“Oh, by the way, we’re having dinner 
at the Wintons to-night,” she said. 

Carl felt disappointed. This morning, 
in the woods, he had planned to spend the 
evening with Fanny, to get back some- 
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It was clumsy, emotional verse of the sort he had written 


once or twice before they were married, and once after- 
ward. But it was devoted. It was dedicated implicitly to a love 


thing of the magic of love-making, to tell 
her of what he had thought about her, 
and of the woods. Besides, he didn’t like 
Mildred Winton with her high, unamused 
cackle of a laugh, and her talent for mak- 
ing Fanny feel that she didn’t have as 
many diamonds and fur coats and auto- 
mobiles as the rest of the women. How- 
ever, he stifled all that. 

“All right,” he said; and then called 
back from the stairs, «Say, how about a 
few ducks for Angell? It would set that 
old fellow up for a month.” 

“They’re your ducks,’ > answered Fan- 
ny reasonably; * ‘I can’t stop you. But I 
don’t see what Mr. Angell ever did for 
you. And we did have him out here for 
dinner, you know.” 


ARL picked out two ducks for old An- 

gell. In the face of the old man’s enthu- 
siasm, he found it impossible to explain 
that he had shot forty-two, and was pre- 
senting only a couple of them, and he 
didn’t talk so much at the office about his 
trip as he had intended to. There was 
too much danger that someone would 
want a few of the ducks, and it wasn’t go- 
ing to be easy to get them away from 
Fanny’s plans. Well, she had to have a 
party, he supposed. 

In a few hours he was back in the har- 
ness, an earnest, eager young man, con- 
sulting with his sales force, listing big 
prospects in his own mind, and balancing 
them against the horde of bills swarming 
in his desk drawer. 

Fanny was tired that night. She said, 
as they drove along together en route to 
the Wintons, that she had been at the 
telephone all day long, trying to get people 


lined up for the dinner. She now regarded 
the ducks as a great asset. They had been 
taken to the club, and Fanny had also 
been at the club for an hour, to plan her 
party with the help of the steward. 

“Te will be an awfully simple dinner, of 
course,” she said. “I thought just the 
ducks—stuffed and served with those 
baked apples that are colored with vege- 
table coloring and look so heavenly on the 
platter. I thought we'd start off with celery 
soup, possibly—or maybe mushrooms, 
something appetizing—and a few relishes. 
Then the ducks—baked apples and stuffed 
tomatoes and fresh peas; and then some 
of that spinach au gratin that they do so 
awfully well at the club. And after that, 
maybe a salad, just a simple molded salad 
—they wouldn’t have to make more than 
ten, each salad serves six or seven, and 
they are so much prettier than the other 
kind, even if they do cost more—and 
some of that baked soufflé after that, for 
that’s really very good there, and not as 
tiresome as ice creams—”’ 

“How much is this shebang going to 
cost?” Carl asked. 

“I don’t think it will be more than 
three and a half a plate—oh, maybe four. 
But certainly not over four.” 

“For how many?” 

“Thirty-five couples, seventy people in 

About sixty people to whom we really 
owe thin s, and then I thought that, since 
we had the ducks, it was a good chance to 
ask a few others who never have enter- 
tained me, but who have always been very 
nice. The Peppers, for instance.’ 

“Asked the Peppers, did you?” 
peated Carl. 

“Why not?” 


re- 


When Debt Comes in 


“Oh, I was just amused. I wouldn’t 
put them in the class of people to whom 
we don’t owe anything, darling. I owe his 
firm three hundred dollars on that old bill 
for your last year’s clothes!” 

“All the more reason for asking them, 
then. It’s just a nice friendly invitation 
and, since we have the ducks, why not be 
generous?” 

“Why not send these people two ducks 
apiece and call it a day?”’ protested Carl. 
“Tt seems to me pretty thick to have to 
give them ducks, and about eight dollars 
a family besides.” 

“Oh, Carl, you are such an idiot! Here 
I’ve been planning all day how to pay off 
these debts at a minimum of expense, and 
you don’t seem to get what I’m driving 
at, even. You don’t try to help—I should 
think you'd see that we can’t go on accept- 
ing things—” 

“Then let’s not!” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Let’s refuse the invitations.” 

Fanny looked at him blankly. 

“We'd be dropped!” she cried. 

“ But then we wouldn’t have to pay any 
debts.” 


ANNY looked sulky, then pathetic. 
Her little, obscure, dark face seemed to 
retreat into itself plaintively. 

“I don’t know why you’re so cross, 
Carl. You’ve been away three days, and 
you come back in a beastly humor.” 

It seemed to Carl that he had come 
back in any kind of a humor except a 
beastly one. But the old irritation, the 
one he had seemed to dispel so utterly 
during his stay in the woods, was pricking 
him again. Fanny was so adorable when 
he was away from her—and it seemed so 
hard to get along with her when they 
were together. : 

“Tm not bad-humored,” he said stiffly; 
“Tm merely reasonable.” i 

“If you objected to the party, why 
didn’t you say so this morning? I’ve 
asked everyone now. You take all the 
pleasure out of it, as usual. ... ; And I 
see no sense in going over all the bad 
places in the road. For heaven’s sake, 
drive carefully. Look out—there’s a car 
coming down the hill!” 

Carl swerved suddenly and abruptlv, 
and averted a bad accident. It was so 
close that, as the cars missed each other 
by that imperceptible distance which 
meant safety instead of calamity, he felt 
his pulses almost stop. Then they were 
on their way again, and without change of 
expression he found himself saying to 
Fanny, “You don’t seem to find much 
satisfaction in my company, do you?” 

“I don’t like being scared to death, if 
that’s what you mean. If you wouldn't 
be so cross, and would drive carefully, and 
take a little interest in 
what I’m planning, I might 
find some satisfaction in 
driving with you.” 

Thus they arrived at the 
Wintons. The Winton house 


at the Door—, by MARGARET 


who find the remarks of every man 
amusing, except those of her husband. 

“Hello, Carl,” she cried, “how’s the 
hunting? I hear you shot armies of ducks, 
and we're all going to feast on them. I 
wish my husband would hunt. I’m crazy 
to shoot, but I suppose if I did urge Fred 
to get a few guns, he’d probably use them 
around the home 
first!” That struck 
her as excruciatingly 
funny, and she led 
the laughter. 

And so on. 

Seated later in the 
evening at a bridge 


Carl 


table, realized 
that he wasn’t play- 
ing so well as he 


should this evening. 
He was half asleep, 


had a kind of luxurious MAES 


speed in entertainment. 
Mildred Winton went about 
her big and beautiful draw- 
ing-room with the air of 
consciously displaying 
things in order to make the 
party a little more peppy. 
She was one of those women 
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and uninterested. Funny, he thought, 
that only last night he had been in that 
little cabin in the woods with four other 
men, and at this hour they had been 
asleep, or lying quietly there enjoying 
being awake. Funny how different it 
was to-night. He saw Fanny’s head bent 
over a game of (Continued on page 105) 
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“I’m sorry Mrs. Pepper isn't in,” said the 
young woman; “‘but wili you please teil 
her that Mrs. Marbury left these ducks?” 


-= He Went To Church To Laugh 
But He Came Away To Live 


How Jacob Kindleberger, a fifteen-year-old paper-mill hand, poverty-stricken, 
almost blind, and ‘able neither to read nor write, was inspired to start the 
struggle in which he overcame a terrifying array of obstacles—To- 
day he is one of the best loved men in Michigan, and head of 
one of the largest high-grade paper mills in the world 


By William S. Dutton 


N a little town called Parchment, it could, and we spent more than $200,000 son of immigrants. At ten he had to go to 
two miles beyond the city limits of for this machine. For a year it was a work, sorting rags in a paper mill at 
Kalamazoo, Michigan, I visited, not failure, and it cost us $200,000 more. It twenty-five cents a day. His eyes were so 
long ago, one of the largest and most looked as if we had wasted a fortune on poor that he couldn’t distinguish print, 
scientifically cauip ed high-grade pa- a pipe dream. Many laughed at us, but and at fifteen he was unable to read or 


per mills in the wor 
—on a site which a dozen 
years ago was swamp land 
—I walked through wonder- 
ful factory buildings; 
through basements as light 
as noonday; through boiler- 
rooms clean enough to be 
dining-rooms, the whole rep- 
resenting an investment 
of more than seven millions 
of dollars! 

And toward the close of 
the afternoon, as a final 
touch to my survey, I stood 
beside a mighty machine. 
By my side stood a small, 

uiet-spoken man who wore 
thick, clumsy-looking spec- 
tacles and who smiled a 
trifle whimsically. Nothing 
impressive, nor notable, nor 
distinguished was there in 
the appearance of the little 
man. You might pass him 
on the street, or elbow 
against him in a trolley car, 
without bothering to accord 
him a second glance. 

Yet he was the Genius of 
the Place! He had built the 
huge mill, which men have 
come from all over the earth 
to see; he had built the town 
of Parchment; and it was 
he who conceived the idea 
of the machine before which 
we had paused. 
=. He was explaining the 
miracle of its mechanism. 
At one end, pure white 

ulp—which a short time 
leio had been dirty rags— 
passed into the machine, 


-so much about gave them the equipment 


For two hours while they laughed we worked. And— write. 


If You Don’t Have to Struggle 
You're Out of Luck 


“AS I look back over my life,” says Jacob 

Kindleberger, “I can’t think of a single so- 
called handicap which eventually didn’t turn out 
to be a blessing. For example, defective eyesight 
forced me to use as much vision as I had all the 
time. My lack of early education was a blessing 
in disguise, because the fight to gain an educa- 
tion later was such a tough one that my other 
battles seemed easy when they did come. I 
doubt very much that I would have had the 
stamina to stick to the task of founding this mill, 
if, as a boy, I hadn’t fought and won an even 
harder fight, trying to cram eight years of school 
work into four years. 

“Suppose you had a really tough job to be 
done, a job that would demand the last ounce 
of energy of the man who tackled it, and one that 
required indifference to hardship and involved 
considerable sacrifice. What kind of man would 
you pick? My guess is, a man who had already 
proved his metal, one who had been ‘through the 
mill? Well, take it from me, that Power which 
shapes the lives of men is just as discriminating. 
Have you ever noticed that opportunity usually 
comes to the men who are equipped to handle it? 
Nine times out of ten, these handicaps we hear 


y? 


Though he worked twelve and 


thirteen hours daily, and 
knew that blindness dogged 
his every effort, he set out 
to educate himself. The 
story of how he won, to 
become president and gen- 
eral manager of the Kalama- 
zoo Vegetable Parchment 
Company, and one of the 
best-known paper manufac- 
turers in the industry, is the 
story of a fighter. He told 
it to me that day in the mill. 


HE WAS born in Alsace- 
Lorraine, but when he 
was five his parents came to 
America. For a year they 
lived in Cincinnati, three 
years in Dayton, and then 
they moved to West Car- 
roe Ohio. 

“It was a paper-mill 
town,” related Me Kindle- 
berger. ‘“‘’Most everybody 
worked in the mill. Ie was 
the natural thing that I 
should go to work there just 
as soon as I was big enough 
to get a job. Even the 
twenty-five cents a day I 
could earn was badly needed 
at home. Besides, because 
of my eyes, I couldn’t go to 
school. w 

“The mill worked day 
and night. e week I 
would be on the day shift, 
thirteen hours long, and the 
next week I would go on 
at night, for twelve hours. 
There wasn’t much time 
left for play, and mill condi- 


like thick, curdled milk. At the other 
end, on huge snow-white rolls, emerged 
the finest of writing paper at a rate of 
seven hundred feet a minute! 

“You are witnessing the ‘impossible’ 
in paper making,” he said quietly, and 
yet his voice rang distinct above the 
machinery. “Everybody told us that fine 
paper couldn’t be made faster than three 
hundred feet a minute. We believed that 


it 


Well, to-day they tell us the ‘impossible’ 
is nine hundred feet a minute. That’s 
our objective now, you see. To-morrow 
it will be one thousand a minute!” 

This man was Jacob Kindleberger. All 
of his life, begun in poverty, he has been 
achieving the “impossible,” achieving it 
in the face of odds such as would make 
most of us curl up and quit! 

He was the third of seven children, the 


tions were a lot different from what they 
are now. The mills were dark, dirty. 
poorly ventilated. A mistake was usually 
rebuked by the toe of a boot. The social 
gathering place of mill hands was the 
saloon, or barber shop. 

“For five years, until I was fifteen, | 
was a typical mill hand. First, I sorted 
and cut buttons from rags. Such work is 
very exacting: (Continued on page 103) 
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MR. KINDLEBERGER is head of one of the largest 
and most scientifically upp paper mills in the 


world—the Kalamazoo Vegetable Parchment Com- 
pany, of Kalamazoo, Michigan. Born in Alsace-Lorraine 

fty years ago, he came with his parents to America 
when he was five. The family settled in the little paper- 
mill town of West Carrollton, Ohio, where at ten Jacob 
went to work. At fifteen, he could neither read nor 
write. This was due partly to very defective eyesight, 


Jacob Kindleberger 


and partly to an utter lack of ambition. But a chance 
sermon gave him the desire to make something of him- 
self. He prepared almost single-handed, for Wesleyan 
University, but had to leave in his third year to avoid 
total blindness. Mr. Kindleberger then became a paper 
salesman, and in a few years was one of the best in the 
field. Later, he gave up a good salary to start a strug- 
pling business of his own. To-day, the plant owned by 

is company represents an investment of $7,000,000, 
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D. D. Spellman, Detroit 


Edgar A. Guest 


‘I LIKE the spirit of Christmas,” says “Eddie” 
Guest, newspaper man and widely-known author of 
verse. “I like the foolishness of it and the unwisdom 
of it. I like the memories it awakens and the tenderness 
it creates. I like it because I know at Christmas time 
the wayward son is forgiven, and the petty malices of 
the year are forgotten. For those happy hours we are 


fives a glimpse of what this world might be if we all 
ived to our best.” Like James Whitcomb Riley, to 
whom he is often compared, Guest is in poe demand 


as a lecturer. If his strength would permit he could speak 
twice a day every day in the year, and still not accept 
half his invitations. Mr. Guest lives in Detroit, and 

thirty years has worked for the “Free Press” of that city. 


Christmas In My Home 


By Edgar A. Guest 


ROM the earliest time of my 
memory, it seems to me, I have 
been looking forward to Christ- 
mas Day. 

Actually, I have lived through 
forty-three Christmas Days, of which 
I can remember vividly about thirty- 
eight. 

As a boy I used to go to bed, tired and 
happy, on the night of December 25th, 
to awake the next morning with my face 
set to the dawn of the next Christmas. I 
have. never outgrown that childish de- 
light in the greatest of all our days. I 
have always loved Christmas and have 


Christmas, and all who cross my path or 
find my doorway receive a friendly 
greeting and the wish for peace. 

At Chrisemas I think I am all I could 
be. I get a glimpse—a brief glimpse, it is 
true—of my own possibilities. At Christ- 
mas I find my highest character; but I 
do not retain it or repeat it often enough 
to have it recorded. In other words, I 
am not at my best in competition with 
everyday life. I know that [ can be kind 
and cheerful and helpful when I make 
the effort, for Christmas brings me 
annual proof of that fact, but I fail to 
make the effort as often as I should. 


when it is a sad day, it is lovelier than 
other days. The old hurts are reopened, 
it is true, but with a tenderness and 
sweetness that are lacking throughout 
the year. s 

Oh, how we dreaded that first Christ- 
mas after our baby had been taken from 
us! No little stocking to hang up and to 
fill! No little eyes to lekt up with delight 
at the tiny toys! No Christmas tree in 
our home. No laughter, no merriment— 
nothing but loneliness and hurt and sad- 
ness, and a day that would be a constant 
reminder of her who was ours for such a 
little while. We knew we should be sad; 


always eagerly awaited its 
return. Its coming now has 
a vastly different signifi- 
cance from that it brought 
to my boyhood and early 
manhood. Then it was 
pure joy; now it is tinged 
with sadness and the recol- 
lections of lost pleasures 
and friendships; but it has 
grown lovelier. 

The other day I was talk- 
ihg with Clarence Hayes, 
who has been a photog- 
rapher in Detroit for many 
years. He has made the 
portraits of the men and 
women and children of 
nearly all our families. 

“Did anyone ever come 
to you to be photographed 
in his worst clothing?” I 
asked him. “‘Did any man 
ever ask you to make a 
picture of him drinking a 
glass of whisky, or chewing 
tobacco, or with a three- 
days growth of beard on 
his chin? Did you ever 
have a woman request that 
her picture be taken when 
she was wearing her morn- 


ing apron ?” 
e laughed. “Men, 
women, and children,” said 


he, “are alike in this: the 
- all insist upon looking their 
very best before the camera. 
I aee never known a 
single person who wished 
a fault to be recorded.” 


THAT is the way with 
faults. We all have them 
and we all recognize them, 
but none of us is proud of 
them. If anything of us is 


Why I Believe in “Foolish” Gifts 


sf BELIEVE in the Christmas gift which the wise 
outsider considers foolish and useless,” says Mr. 
Guest. 
appiness is born of sentiment. Reason is cold and 


sometimes cruel, but sentiment is always gentle. Senti- . 


ment may be foolish and extravagant, but it believes 
in Christmas, and it believes in making others happy. 
It knows that a child will get more joy out of a toy 
than a pair of rubbers; that an eighteen-year-old girl 
will rejoice more over a bracelet than a flannel petti- 
coat; that in the breasts of all of us there is the love 
for pretty baubles and trinkets. 

“The woman who poured the cruse of precious 
ointment upon the head of Jesus was prompted by 
sentiment. Even the Disciples criticized her extrava- 


anes: The ointment, wasted, as they thought, in one . 


emonstration of love, could have been sold for a large 
sum and the money given to the poor. But the Master 
rebuked them for their wisdom. : 
“So, always to do the wise thing at Christmas is not 
always to make others happy. Chnstmas is a day for 
love and peace and happiness, and if toys will make 
the child happy, and rings and wrist watches and 
baubles will bring smiles to the faces of others, foolish 
though such gifts may seem, I believe in that sort of 


folly. 
“There are three hundred and sixty-four other days 
for Wisdom to hold aye It can send the ton of coal 
ast 


to the needy when the lump in the bin has been 
put upon the fire. It can buy the rubbers the child 
ought to have, and the warm mittens and the needed 
overcoat, before Christmas or after Christmas, and 
there is no occasion for it to wait for the one day in the 
year dedicated to love and sentiment. 

“ At any rate, I would rather show my heart at Christ- 
mas than my cool and calculating mind.” 


it was inevitable. 

And then, one evening, 
came the thought that 
Christmas Day does not 
come to us alone, nor to us 
alone does sorrow come. 
It was Christmas the world 
over, and, the world over, 
countless sorrowing hearts 
were being brave for others. 
Our grief must not be 
visited upon our friends or 
neighbors. We would bear 
up for the family, for the 
children of others, for all 
with whom we should come 
in contact. And that Christ- 
mas we found ourselves 
braver than we had ever 
been before. We had made 
the effort and had tri- 
umphed. Christmas had re- 
established our faith. 


E WENT out to the 

cemetery together 
that first Christmas, heavy- 
hearted and with little hope. 
Instead of dolls and play- 
things we were taking to our 
lovely little girl flowers and 
holly—poor, cold symbols 
of her precious memory. 
And that morning at Wood- 
lawn, with the first light 
snowfall on the ground, we 
saw hundreds of people, 
just like us, piling holly 
upon the mounds of their 
departed loved ones. We 
saw one grave still with the 
funeral flowers upon it. 

“It will be a sad Christ- 
mas for that family,” I 
said. 

“Yes,” my wife replied, 
“even sadder than ourown.” 


to be perpetuated, we wish it to be our 
best and not our worst. And so, if there 
were to come to earth some spiritual 
photographer or some spiritual biographer 
to fake a record of me and what he saw 
and found in me on any single day, I 
should like him to come at Christmas. 
Then I am at my best. For that day I 
have made the effort to be kind, to be 
thoughtful, to be happy, to be brave, to 
be considerate of others. I have put on 
my best spiritual raiment, because it is 


I should like to be photographed on 
Christmas Day. Then I could look 
pleasant without being asked to. It is 
all so easy then. There is something about 
Christmas Day which removes all barriers 
and distinctions and creeds, and softens 
all sorrows and hurts and disappoint- 
ments. If we have grudges, we forget 
them temporarily. Even to the people 
we do not like we will not be disserceable 
at Christmas. The day awakens old 
memories and sweetens them. Even 


And thus we discovered the universality 
of sorrow and its attendant courage. 

Marjorie sleeps at Woodlawn, and the 
beauty of her memory has enriched the 
significance of our Christmas pilgrimage. 
It is only a brief little ceremony, but it is 
a portion of the day which belongs to us 
alone. We look forward to it, for out of 
our grief at last have come consolation 
and the soft tenderness of sacred memo- 
ries. We are no longer sorry for ourselves. 

I have often (Continued on page 180) 
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It Is Never Too Late 


FAT man is a series of unnec- 
essary and unsightly bulges, 
located where they will pro- 
duce the most comic relief. 
He is a combination of flesh, 

discomfort, and slow motion. 

He is simply a good prospect gone to 
waist. 

And, contrary to a long-nourished idea, 
he is not jolly, happy, and care-free. As 
a matter of fact, pound for pound, he is 
very miserable. Deep under his skin—or 
deep under his fat tissues—he is a sad, 
sore, peeved, dissatisfied, envious, and 
greatly disturbed person. 

Years ago there may have 
been jolly fat men. To-day, 
in an age of athletics, with 
nearly every household hav- 
ing a boy or two on the 
baseball or football team, a 
couple of girls winning 
tennis, golf, or sprinting 
cups, fe with even Mother 
a runner-up in the Women’s 
Swimming Tournament, no 
fat man can be truly happy. 

- Bulk for bulk’s sake is a 
thing of a dead era. 

Reducing has become a 
national pastime. 

People now converse in 
pounds, ounces, and calo- 
ries. The most hated re- 
mark in the country to-day 
is, “You are a little fatter 
than when I last saw you.” 

One of America’s largest 
industries at the moment 
is the manufacture or prep- 
aration of flesh-reducing 
pills, medicines, belts, and 

athing salts. Books describ- 
ing easy ways to grow 
thin are among the best 
sellers each year. 

All America is on a stam- 
pede for classification in 
the light and airy class. Stomachs, 
double chins, jowls, oversized arms and 
thick necks are getting the gate, and 
reducing has become a craze, a national 
fanaticism, a frenzy. 

Up to the past few years the reducers 
were satisfied to own a figure with a few 
bulges here and there. To-day, however, 
is the age of the Straight-Up-and-Down 
“figger,” modeled on the lines of a golf 


bag. 

The Statue of the Goddess of Liberty 
in New York Harbor, with its buxom 
lines and generous curves, is no longer 
typical of American womanhood, archi- 
tecturally speaking. It should be replaced 
by a statue of a female six feet tall by 
ten inches wide, with both hands aloft in 
the attitude of a Better Figure Week 
devotee about to go through her Daily 
Dozen. And Miss Liberty's first name 
should by all means be Lena. 
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To Shrink 


By H. I. Phillips 


I have joined the great army of Weight 
Shedders myself. I am on a diet, volun- 
tarily. At first I felt very foolish and 
furtive about it. I seldom mentioned it. 
But now, after six months or so, I can 
hold my own with the rest of the people 
who monopolize the conversation at any 
party and bore the Naturally Slender 
guests with the story of the quarter of a 

ound they took off since last Tuesday, 
by eating only one prune for breakfast, a 
handful of salted peanuts for lunch, and 
two dill pickles for dinner. 

Not that I am or ever have been a Fat 


Maxims of a Reformed 
Pastry Enthusiast 


ATTEN in haste, repent at leisure. 
Too many cooks spoil the form. 


Two heads are better than one... if 
one of them doesn’t prove to be a chin. 


Spare the calisthenics and spoil the figure. 
Size is no longer the measure of a man. 
Great girths from little butter portions 
grow. 
It is better to reduce than to receive. 
He jests at fat that never had a bulge. 
If at first you don’t lose weight, try, try 
a walk. 
A fat man is even fatter than he looks. 


Don’t lock the cupboard after the figure 
has been lost. 


Man. I had begun to bulge, and within a 
few years my latitude might have en- 
croached substantially upon my longitude. 
Puffiness was creeping over me. The 
foundations for a perfect double chin had 
been cast, and were becoming visible to 
the naked eye. Mine was the semi- 
balloon type of body. When I sat in a 
theatre chair I was a snug fit. The 
realization that all was not as it should 
be with my figure came with the increas- 
ingly annoying discovery that my belts 
would not stay put, and that there was 
almost always a margin of open shirt 
between my waistcoat and trousers. 

Then, six months ago, I took to sus- 
penders. At that moment I knew the 
worst had come. Nothing makes a man 
feel older, more settled, less athletic and 
more completely a back number than 
suspenders. 

As I said, I was not, strictly speaking, 


a fat man. Perhaps my condition can 
best be expressed as summed up by mv 
observing and loving wife, who said con- 
templatively, “No, you’re not exactly 
fat. You're just all wrong-looking. 
that’s all!” 

I had had some inkling to this effect 
a year or two before, when a reader came 
into the office and asked to see “‘the man 
who wrote the column” in the paper. I 
was pointed out to him. “Is that so?” 
said the Inquiring Subscriber, disap- 
pointedly. “He doesn’t look much like a 
writer; he looks more like a prosperous 
butcher.” 

That frank comment on 
my formshould have spurred 
me to a rigid diet and to 
a gymnasium membership. 
but my gastronomic past 
held me back. I had always 
been an unrestricted eater. 
“On with the second help- 
Lh was my battle cry. 

et appetites be uncon- 
fined!” Soups, gravies. 
broths, I had lapped up 
eagerly; cereals with cream 
and gooey pastries were 
ever by my side, and as for 
butter and eggs—I was 
devoted to ’em. I had even 
put sugar on my lettuce. 

Strawberry shortcake 
smothered in whipped 
cream had long been mv 
idea of something really 
worth eating after a hearty 
dinner. Charlotte Russes. 
cream Napoleons, and cus- 
tard pies were ever popular 
with me. was a wor- 
shiper at the shrine of 
Baked Virginia Ham and 
Boiled Potatoes. 

And white bread! 

There you have me! 

From early childhood. 
bread was not only the staff of life to me— 
it was the gold-headed walking stick. the 
pearl-handled umbrella, and the hand- 
carved pogo stick. 

I can remember my father marvelinz 
at my bread capacity as a boy, and ex- 
pressing some concern over the obligation 
of being the breadwinner of a family of 
which I was a member. It seems to me. 
as I look back at it, that someone in out 
family always was going to the store {et 
another loa of bread. And I now realize 
that it was fortunate for my folks that | 
went out into the world and became 2 
bread-winner myself before the days when 
the price of bread jumped from five t 
twelve cents a loaf. 

One of the breakfasts I used to tk 
particularly partial to was bread dipped 
in milk and flour and egg and fried © 
butter! Five slices, covered with sirup 
might satisfy me if I didn’t feel normais 
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hungry. Mornings when 
I stopped at four slices 
I would cause great 
apprhenson on the part 
of my mother. Such an 
incident was accepted as 
an alarming indication 
that I was sick. 

Indian meal, made 
into a kind of paste 
overnight and fried in 
strips in butter in the 
morning was another 
boyhood delicacy. This 
too was “‘slathered” with 
sirup or molasses, and I 
could get away with at 
least the contents of one 
frying pan. 

Those were the good 
old days! 


TILL, I didn’t begin to 
losemy “boyish” form 
and slip into the Stylish 
Stout class until I was 
over thirty. It must 
have been the kind of 
figure that could take a 
lot of punishment. Mrs. 
Phillips tells me that 
when she first saw me I 
looked the typical ‘“‘ath- 
letic young man;” ana 
this was not so very long ago, either. 
But a few years ago the distortion set in. 
Kind friends began to remark, ‘‘Say, 
what’ve you been doing? You’re getting 
so stout I hardly knew you.” Even then 
it didn’t alarm me. tried to make 
myself believe I still was in good con- 
dition and only swelling moderately. 

“Came,” as the movies say, 
dawn.” 

While lacing my shoes one morning I 
was surprised by my wife hurrying in 
from the other room, exclaiming, ‘‘What’s 
the matter?” 

“Matter!” I replied. “Nothing that I 
know of.” 

“Why are you grunting so?” she 
demanded. Cae 

“Grunting!”?” I exclaimed, registering 
surprise. “Did you say I was grunting?’ 

“Really,” insisted Mrs. Phil- 
lips, “you were making such a 
racket I thought something had 
happened to you.” 

t alarmed me somewhat to 
think that the exertion of bend- 
ing over to tie a shoe could 
cause me to grunt, and in fact 
I didn’t believe I had done so. 
The next day I determined to 
listen to myself. The result was 
a great blow. There was no fool- 
ing me. My grunts were loud, 
distinct, and unmistakable. 

Something like a panic set in. 
I determined to diet and exer- 
cise at once. And I did so. For 
three days I steered clear of the 
flesh pots. Then I weakened 
and fell back into my old ways. 

course I continued to 
thicken. Such little incidents as 
early exhaustion on a dance 
floor, a desire to sit out the par- 
ticularly jazzy numbers, and the 
developing of a positive hatred 
for the orchestra leader who 
played more than one encore, 


“the 


impressed upon me from time to time the 
fact that I was ballooning rapidly. 

A number of incidents led up to my 
revolt against the flesh. One of the 
things that annoyed me considerably was 
the spectacle of a very fat baseball fan 
falling asleep at the Yankee stadium 
during a ‘“‘croocial series.” I watched 
this oversized rooter toddle into the 
stand, apparently fit at least to follow 
the exciting moments of a baseball game. 
Then, along about the fourth inning, his 
head drooped. Then gradually it almost 
disappeared into the accordion-like re- 
cesses of his many chins. 


D‘Y after day I watched him. When- 
ever there was a thrilling episode, dur- 
ing which a score would be tied or a home 
run knocked out, I would look tosee how he 


Movie of a fat man eating an ice-cream cone 


The rule in all restaurants must be, ‘‘Don’t let any fat man get away without a potato” 


was taking it. He slept soundly through- 
out each contest, except in one game, 
when a foul ball landed two rows ahead of 
him and his neighbors jostled him in a 
struggle to capture the ball. And then 
what do you think he did? He looked 
around, blinked his eyes, beckoned a boy 
vender, and bought an ice cream cone! 

The spectacle of this unique baseball 
fan lapping an ice-cream cone lingers 
with me yet. ‘Look out!” I said to my- 
self at the time; “that is what you are 
coming to.” 

Shortly after this I stayed a week at the 
shore and spent most of it in swimming. 
There was a diving platform about one 
hundred and fifty yards from the beach, 
to and from which scores of bathers were 
swimming. My companion on the beach 
was a man fully ten years older than I, 
and, to my way of thinking, far 
from in the pink of condition. 
“Come on,” I suggested. “Let’s 
swim to the float. 

“ Nope,” he replied, “I don’t 
feel like any exertion just now.” 

“Getting old, eh?” I taunted. 
“Come on, snap into it! That’s 
no swim at all. I’ll race you out.” 

“Oh, very well,” he said 
languidly. 


ETHER we plunged in 

and struck out. I was leading 

by a couple of lengths, feeling as 
playful as a porpoise, when my 
strength ran out abruptly and 
without warning. Half way to 
the float I was actually all in. 
My friend tells me he will never 
forget the expression of surprise 
aad terror on my face. How I 
made the float I don’t know even 
to-day, but I do know that had 
it been another foot away I 
would not have made it. During 
the last two minutes of that 
swim (Continued on page 170) 


Charles B. King, whose firm, the Marion Steam 


Shovel Company, built many of the 
used in digging the Panama Canal. M 


is fifty years old. He is a graduate of Ohio 
Wesleyan University, and lives in Marion, Ohio 


N a certain spring day in the 
late eighties, Charley King lay 
flat on his stomach on the 
floor, his chin propped in his 
hands, lost in a copy of a 


magazine. For an hour, he scarcely 


moved, except to turn a page. And he 
was reading not a story about Indian 
fighters or pirate captains but a technical 
article, printed in a scientific monthly. 
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At last there came a change 
in his attitude. Some thought 
not written on the printed 
page seemed to occur to him, 
and he looked up. He gazed 
abstractedly at the opposite 
wall. Caught up in dreams, 
and seeing only with his 
mind’s eye, he visualized in 
each detail a boy’s contrap- 
tion of wheels and pulleys, a 
shaft, cogs, cams—the object of which 
was power. 

After a few moments of silent thought 
he rose and quickly left the room and the 
house. . 

“Hi, Charley!” a neighbor boy hailed 
him, “want to go fishin’ ?” 

“Can’t!”? he replied shortly; “gotta 
do somethin’.” 

Following a familiar path, he soon came 
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Laying a lumber railroad near Bellingham, Washington. The harde 


est work the shovel has to do is to loosen the stumps, roots, and 


rocks. It is easy to lift any 


weight that can be got into the dipper 


King’s Fath Built 
The Shovel That 


Moves Mountains 


The story of Charles B. King and his monster 

steam shovels—His elder brother put him 

through a stern course of discipline; his as- 

sociates discouraged him, but young King was 

convinced he could build a shovel that could 
do more than any other shovel in use 


By John Kidder Rhodes 


to the river. There, partly hidden among 
the willows, was a crudely constructed 
water-wheel, which for some obscure 
reason refused to operate as intended. 

Charley set to work. His reading had 
given him a new idea. He pondas and 
pulled, fitted, twisted, altered this, and 
replaced that, and soon was absorbed as 
deeply in the work as he had been in the 
magazine. The hours sped by. It began 
to grow dark. Finally, just as the light 
failed, he gave his invention a trial. te 
watched as the first drops of water 
splashed on the paddles. 

Would the wheel turn? It did! 

Would the shaft and pulley wheels tum 
with it? They did! 

Gathering momentum, wheel and shaft 
revolved faster and faster—and there be- 
fore him, ready for whatever use he chose 
to put it to, the boy saw power, in usable 
form, which by his ingenuity 
he had wrested from the 
river. In the lonely dark 
he gave a whoop of joy. He 
would surely be late for 
supper. He might get a lick- 
ing. But what did that 
matter? There wasn’t an 
inch of workmanship in the 
device that he was ashamed 
of, and it worked. 


ERHAPS it seems a far 

cry from a boy’s water- 
wheel on the banks of the 
Whetstone River, in Marion 
County, Ohio, to the giant 
steam shovels that helped 
dig the Panama Canal; built 
the Alaskan Railway past 
glacial mountains under the 
Arctic Circle; opened thou- 
sands of arid acres to irri- 
gation; was the chief tool 
in erecting such structures 
as the Roosevelt Dam, and 
the dam at Muscle Shoals; 
built the New York Barge 
Canal, and the Chicago 
Drainage Canal, and is do- 
ing daily thousands of less 
spectacular but equally nec- 
essary jobs. 

Yes, it seems a far cry. 


o> am map — =a 
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But the boy who made the water-wheel 
is the man—Charles Burton King—who 
designed the first electrically driven steam 
shovel, and who planned and built the 
greatest shovels now in existence. 

The story of the steam shovel is also 
the story of Charles Burton King. 

You probably have stopped by the 
foundations of some beginning skyscraper 
to watch one of his shovels sink its mon- 
ster jaws into a bank of earth, bite off a 
ton or so, and dump it into a waiting 
wagon or truck. It seems a homely con- 
trivance, rude, cumbersome, ungainly. 
But—with the power of ten Titans in its 
mighty jaws—it is one of the great inven- 
tions of modern times. Without it, entire 
industries could not exist on their present 
scale; many comforts now common would 
be too, costly for ordinary pocketbooks; 
even our automobiles would be of more 
limited use, because great highways would 
cost more to build. 


T’S hard to name any big construction 

job,” Mr. King said, “where the steam 
shovel doesn’t lay an important part. 
Of course you know that every effort to 
build the Panama Canal failed until they 
began using steam shovels. But take 
other instances, such as the erection of the 
Grand Central Station, or the Pennsyl- 
vania Station, in New York. If you had 
looked over the fence while these struc- 
tures wereunder way, you would have seen 
the sides of the excavations literally lined 
with steam shovels. 

“The work of the shovels is hidden in 
the finished product. You never suspect 
it. But it doesn’t stop with excavating, 
by any means; in fact, shov els handled, 
and in some cases rehandled, practic: ally 
every item of materials that went into 
those structures. They helped mine the 
iron ore from which 
the steel framework 
was made. They 
helped quarry the 
rock with which the 
buildings are faced, 
and they dug the 
clay which made the 
bricks. They even 
played an important 
pant in producing the 

mber with which 
the interiors are fin- 
ished.” 

Leave this aside for 
a moment, and see 
how the modern steam 
shovel came into 
existence. It is the 
story of one man’s 
marvelous persist- 
ence, patience, and 
hard work. 

Charles Burton 
King has the face of a young mam, but his 
hair is silvery white. In manner he is 
reserved, almost to the point of ‘shyness. 
He was born in the country near Marion, 
Ohio, in 1875. A mechanical strain ran in 
the family. King’s Mills—sawmills and 

rist mills—had been county institutions 
or a great many years. Naturally,:there- 


fore, when he went to Ohio Wesleyan: 


University, he took a special mechanical 
course. 

“When I came out of college,” Mr. 
King told me, with a smile, “I was a well- 
informed young man, in my own estima- 


tion—although I realized there might be 
a few little things I didn’t know—but very 
few! My brother asked me what I thought 
of doing. E-told him I would like to enter 


the engineering department of his com- 
_ pany. 


But he shook his head, and took 
the wind out of my sails by saying: 

_ “No, you don’t want to do that., You 
don't:know enough.” =+ 


“Though at the time > I did not., fully 


appreciate it, and sometimes felt bitterly 
resentful toward him, I know now I owe 
a great debt to this brother. He was my 
senior by twenty-one years and treated 
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(Above) Loading limestone near Win- 
chester, Massachusetts. This dipper 
holds three cubic yards—between 
four and five average wagon loads, 
yet one man at the levers of his steam 
shovel can handle it as easıly as a 
spade full of garden soil. The largest 
dippers hold ten cubic yards, or over 
twelve tons. (In the oval) Loading 
iron ore in Pennsylvania. The man 
in the picture is telling his part- 
ner when to dump the load 


me like a son. At that time he was vice 
president and in charge of the Marion 
Steam Shovel Company, which had been 
organized some years previously, em- 
ploying between eighty and a hundred 
men. 


HE first steam shovel, I think,” Mr. 
King went on, “was made by a con- 

cern in the East, and was a pretty flimsy 
machine. One was brought to Marion to 
work in the quarries. Fleury M. Barn- 
hart, a local man with a knack for me- 
chanics, had a lot of grief with this shovel 
and concluded he could build a better one. 
“He did; and a company was organized 
to manufacture it. A well-to-do local 
manufacturer, Edward Huber, a broad- 
gauged, progressive (Continued on page 147) 


S EMILY turned the corner into 
the familiar tree-bordered street 
and came into view of her home, 
she sighed, as usual. 

“The house has just got to be 
painted in the spring,” she said to herself, 


as she had said many times before, her 
glance passing by its attractive old- 
fashioned lines and resting critically on 
its grimy, grayish hue. And then, as 
usual, her mind became busy with dollars 
and cents, the practical problem of laying 
aside the amount for the painter’s bill. 

Sometimes it seemed to Emily that she 
had been juggling figures ever since she 
could remember. But in reality it was 
only ten yeats. When she was eighteen, 
her father and mother had died. Upon 
her, as the eldest child, had devolved the 
task of looking after the family, of keep- 
ing up the old house, of feeding and cloth- 
ing her two sisters, her brother and her- 
self, all upon the very limited income 
which her father had lett. 

She had immediately gone to work her- 
self in the county clerk’s office, and Mar- 
ion had helped in the town library in the 
afternoons, and Tony, when he was old 
enough, had mowed lawns and weeded 
gardens. It had taken a great deal of cal- 
culating, of thought, of personal sacrifice, 
but, somehow or other, Emily had man- 
aged it: Marion’s college education, new 
dresses for pretty, light-haired Lou when 
she went off on house parties, hockey 
skates for Tony. 

Now Lou was married, fortunately, to a 
wealthy man; Marion had been ealed 
from college, had gone from there to a 
fine position, teaching, and now she too 
was married, to a professor in a Mid- 
Western university. There was only Tony 
left, and Tony was in his last year of high 
school. Next year he would go to college. 

Emily sighed. Somehow, it would seem 
that, with Marion and Lou gone, there 
ought to be more money. But there 
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wasn’t. Every year it cost more to live, 
and Tony was clamoring for a car—and 
the house had to be painted. 

As she came up the walk she could see, 
through the unshaded windows, a tall 
masculine figure moving around in the 
library, leaning over her desk—that desk 
where she kept the family accounts, where 
so many evenings she had struggled to 
balance the money on hand with the bills. 

She frowned. “Tony!” she called out 
sharply as she came into the house. 

“Ye-es.” 

“What you doing in there?” 

He came out into the hallway, grinning, 
a tall, slim, good-looking boy. 

“Looking for your purse. I’m going out 
to-night, and I haven’t enough money.” 


GHE hung up her hat and coat in the 
front hall Avast before she answered: 
“You mean you haven’t any of your own 
left this week?” 

Tony tended a couple of furnaces dur- 
ing the winter, and the money he earned 
that way was supposed to provide him 
with a spending allowance. 

He shrugged his shoulders: “ Um-hum, 
and I got a date to-night.” 

Emily knew what that meant. It meant 
Nance. Nance was Tony’s latest girl, a 
very attractive, gay young thing, the 
center of a gay young group who spent 
their fathers’ money without a thought, 
and drove their fathers’ cars at a terrific 
speed along the highways. All summer, 
Emily had been looking forward to the 
day when Nance would go away to school 
and Tony would be forced to find another 
girl—she hoped it would be a girl to whom 
a dollar meant more: 

But November had come and Nance 
was -still in town. Instead of going to 
school that winter, she was going abroad 
with her parents in January; and as most 
of the boys who had trailed her around 
during the summer had gone away to 


college, she was now concentrating on 
ony. 

“That’s the third time lately 
asked me for money,” said Emily. 

“I only ask you when I need it,” he 
protested earnestly. “What can a fellow 
do on a measly little four dollars a week? 
You can’t take a girl out much on that! 
Then there are dues at school, and all 
kinds of things. Em, I’ve just got to have 
more money, that’s all. Of course I could 
earn more; but I can’t spare the time. 
You want me to keep up at school, don’t 

ou! 

“Of course I do, Tony. That’s just it. 
It seems as if you might give up some of 
these movies and dances, and stay at 
home and study. Remember, this is your 
last year, and you want to get into college 
next fall—” 

“Don’t know that I’m going to college. 
Another four years of studying don’t look 
so good to me.” 

“Oh, Tony!” There was distress in 
Emily’s voice. “ You know Father wanted 
you to go to college. And a college educa- 
tion really means a lot. You can make 
money later on.” 

“Well, I’d like some money now, thank 
you! I get so darned tired of scrimping—” 

“So do I!” put in Emily. 


you've 


E THREW her a quick glance. “I 

know you do, Eins” he said, a sympa- 
thetic note in his voice. “But can’t you 
manage to give me a few more dollars a 
week? Honest, I need it! If you can’t, I 
guess I’ll have to write to Lou. Lou’d 
do anything.” 

Emily turned away. The thought that 
Tony seemed fonder of Lou than of her 
always hurt her. Lou had never done 
anything for him, never really given up 
anything for him; but she had always 
laughed with him, joked with him. 9 

“Well, Lou has more money than we 
have,” she said mildly. Then, a feeling 
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of bitterness sweeping over her, “But if 
she happens to want a new coat or a new 
dress, she won’t send you any!” 

The minute she had made that remark 
she re retted i it. 

“Whew!” cried Tony, “that was a 
dirty dig! What are you always so down 
on Lou for, anyway? 

Emily did not answer. How could she 
put into words those evenings over ac- 
counts; those hours of calculating, of 

lanning, of adding and subtracting that 
had come in the trail of Lou’s calm smile 
and her sweet, “Now, Em dear, I’ve just 
got to have—” 

Slowly she turned to the desk, unlocked 
a drawer, and pulled out an envelope, an 
envelope with dollar bills in it. 

“Well, how much do, ou want?” 

His face lighted up. “ Are you going to 
give it to me, Em?’ 

She smiled feebly. “Don’t I always, 
Tony? I grumble, but—” 

Their eyes met. He grinned at her. 

“A couple of dollars will do till Satur- 
day; but if you can make 
it more— What’s that 
envelope for, Em?” 

He knew her system of 
putting aside money for 
particular expenses. 

“I was just thinking of 
Bayne a dress, that’s 
all. 

“A dress?” he re- 
eated. ‘‘Aw, see here! 
don’t want to take the 

money from your dress!” 

She smiled. ‘“That’s 
all right. I’m so busy 
this week I wouldn’t be 
able to buy it, anyway.” 


AFTER that, she went 
out into the kitchen 
to help with dinner, as the 
maid was only a young 
girl who came in after 
school to work for a few 
hours. 

At dinner, Tony was 
as usual very silent. He 
applied himself diligently 
to the meal, now and 
then looking up to ask, 
“Did you make this, 
oa Pretty good, PI 


sa 

Emily nodded and 
smiled. Tony always 
commented on the food. 
He was the only one in 
the family who had ever 
done it, and she loved 
him for it. 

“Oh, say!”—he put 
down his spoon suddenly, 
as he was eating his 
dessert. “Heard some- 
thing about you to-day. 
One of the girls at school 
was saying that that 
young engineer has been 
coming here evenin = 

ou know, the one who’s 
beets looking after the 
new water system— 
what’s his name? Mar- 
yot?” 

‘Yes, answered 
Emily calmly. ‘‘He 
comes quite often.” 


Bari grinned. “Good for you! Some 
e for the old girl yet! I was beginning 

RS afraid—you know, Pd like to marry 
of all my sisters.’ 

Emily grinned back at him but, under- 
neath, Pie joking remarks rather rankled. 
She had heard a good deal said by. her 
family, and kind friends and neighbors, 
about being the eldest daughter, and the 
only unmarried onf 


EMY, was, she knew it well, the least 
attractive of the three sisters. She 
hadn’t Lou’s piquant prettiness, her deep 
blue eyes, her callow hair with its glint of 
red; neither had she Marion’s fine, clear- 
cut features, her frank, friendly, charming 
smile. 

Emily was not bad-looking, and. she 
had a merry laugh, a pleasant, interested 
way of listening to other people; but there 
were wrinkles on her young forehead and 
a preoccupied, harassed look lurked in 
her blue eyes. 

She had had too many cares, been too 
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busy for beaus. And she was rather sen- 
sitive on the subject. That was why she 
had never mentioned Roger Maryot to 
Tony. She ad not want him to tease. Not 
that youn Maryo ’s calls really meant 
anything. Yes, they did mean something. 
They meant that a man liked her; that, 
out of all the people of the town, he had 
picked her to help pass his leisure hours. 

After dinner she went to her desk to go 
over the family budget, and wrestle with 
tie problem of an extra allowance for 

ony. 

Tony sat under the lamp, all huddled 
up over his books, one hand rumpling his 
hair. Suddenly the loud shriek of an au- 
tomobile horn sounded outside, then an- 
other, insistent, peremptory. Tony jumped 
from his chair, letting a dE fall to the 
floor, grabbed his cap, and flew out of the 
door. 

Through the windows, Emily caught a 
glimpse of his running figure and, in the 
street outside, a long low car—Nance’s 
car. She gave a little sigh. She did not 


Suddenly the loud shriek of an automobile horn sounded outside. ... Tony jumped 
from his chair, letting his books fall to the floor, grabbed his cap, and flew out of the door 
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know what to do about Tony and Nance. 
Nance was a spoiled, self-centered girl, 
who was just playing around with Tony. 
“‘She’s going around with him 
now,” thought Emily, “because 
her rich friends are off at college. 
But when they get back for 
Christmas vacation, she’ll 
throw him over.” And Tony 
was spending all his money 
on her, neglecting his studies! 
Yet Emily could not speak 
to him frankly about Nance. 
He would not believe her; 
it would only arouse his an- 
ger. “I nag him too 
much, anyway!” she 
sighed to herself. 
Sometimes it 
seemed to Emily as 
if she and Tony were 
always at swords’ 
points, their wills 
and wishes pitted 
against each other. 


FOOTSTEP 

sounded on the 
path outside, then 
the door bell rang. 
Emily sprang to her 
feet. It was Roger 
Maryot. She forgot 
Tony, Nance, and 
money. She pushed 
aside the family ac- 
counts, and hurried 
to the door. 

He came in, smil- 
ing, and wrung her 
hand warmly. And 
when she led him 
into the living-room, 
he sank contentedly 
into a big, comfort- 
able chair, his glance 
wandering appre- 
ciatively over the 
room, its old-fash- 
ioned furniture, its 
soft lights, and geni- 
al air of being lived 
in. 

“My, it’ s nice to 
be here!” he said, 
smiling at Emily. 

“You’re tired to-night, aren’t you?” 
she said. 

“T had a terrible day—” And he was 
pouring out to her an account of his trials, 
the problems of his work. 

Later, she went out into the kitchen 
and made some cocoa. He followed her, 
and sat on the table, swinging his feet 
while he ate cookies. Soon after that, he 
left. It was still rather early, and Tony 
was not in yet. 

Emily ground the coffee for the next 
morning’s breakfast, put out the milk 
bottles, attended to the furnace, and then 
went up to bed. But she did not sleep. At 
last she heard a car stop outside, the ein 
of the front door, then Tony’s footsteps. 

“Tony,” she called, “did you lock the 
door?” 

“Don’t I always?” he retorted. 

She gave a little sigh as she turned over 
in bed. She had not meant to speak 
sharply; but she could not go to sleep un- 
less she knew that Tony was in, and the 
door locked. “ Always at swords’ points,” 
she murmured drowsily. 
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That little phrase occurred to her a 
number of times during the next few 
weeks. Tony went out more than ever. 

“ Now, see here, Em, old dear,” 
he would say gayly some evenings, 

“I’m going to stay at home to- 
night with the books! Now aren’t 
you happy?” And then, presently, 

the telephone would ring, or 
that persistent horn would 
sound outside—and Tony 
would spring to his feet, a 
light leaping into his eyes. 
‘ “But, Tony,” she would 
uy protest, “you said you—” 
À “Well, I will to-morrow 
night. I promise, Em!” 

The money question, too, 
\ was continually cropping up. 
i 


ae 


“Don’t you care!” cried Emily, clutching his shoulder tight... . 
the only one who’s been thrown over. I sort of got turned down myself to-night!’ 


That extra allowance did not seem to 
cover Tony’s needs, after all. Often on 
Friday nights—he got his furnace money 
Saturday morning—he would come to 
Emily: “Say, Em, could you let me have 
a couple of dollars? I don't really need it, 
you know, don’t think I’ll spend it; but a 
fellow likes to have some in reserve. 

And then, at her protests, ‘‘Em, you don’ t 
understand!” 


EMY sighed, and gave in; but her feel- 
ing against Nance grew. Ít was all that 
girl’s fault. She tried to guard her tongue 
carefully when the abject of Nance 
came up. But once, when Tony was after 
her again about the car, she could not 
contain herself. 

He had come bursting into the house: 
“Say, Em, MRE eitri ’s got a car I can 
have—a hundred and fifty—only been 
driven a few thousand miles—a darned 
good car—I’ve been all over it this after- 
noon. What do you think of it? Can you 
manage? I’ll save some—honest, I will!” 

Emily hated to dampen his enthusi- 


asm, but she could not do anything else. 

“I don’t see how we can, Tony. It'll 
cost a lot to keep up, and then, the house 
has to be painted in the spring. 

“Bother the house! It looks all right. 
I just—sometimes it makes you feel sort 
of queer to have a girl drive you every- 
where!” 

“Oh, I know it, Tony,” she said, quickly 
sympathetic; “but it can’t be helped. You 
might as well face the fact that we’ re poor, 
and that we can’t keep up with Nance and 
her friends. I should think,” she added, 
“that she’d realize that. I should think 
she’d have sense enough to know that you 
haven’t much money!” 

“What’s that?” Tony spun around 
quickly. “Now, see here, Em! Nance’s 
a darned fine girl. Of course she’s used to 

having money; but she’s mighty 
fine to me. She understands all 
right—and you needn’t say any- 
thing against her. I know you 
don’t like her, but, just the same, 
she’s my friend!” He went out, 
banging the door behind him. 


MILY stood in the middle cf 
the room, staring after him. 
Why—why had she broken her re- 
solve and spoken against Nance? 
“He doesn’t understand!” she 
said to herself. “‘It’s for his own 
good. Pm thinking only of him. 
He doesn’t realize how hard I try 
to give him everything—how hard 
I work—” 

And the future loomed up before 
her: Tony failing at school, giving 
up college, going to work at a 
measly job and try- 
ing, trying to keep 
up with Nance. And 
all the while, she 
and Tony drifting 
farther and farther 
apart— 

Roger Maryot 
was the only person 
to whom she told 
her troubles. She 
did not write Lou 
about it, for she 
knew what Lou 
would answer: 
“Don’t you bother 
about Tony. It’ll all come out right.” 
Neither did she write Marion, for it would 
worry her. 

But to Roger she told her doubts and 
fears. She had not really meant to; but 
one evening he asked her about Tony m 
such a friendly, smiling, interested way 
that she burst out with the whole story— 
all about Nance, and the past, and Lou 
and Marion, and the budget, and the 
house that needed painting. 

“My, Emily, you’re a plucky girl!” 
he said, admiration in his voice. 

She gave a little gasp, and when she 
went to bed that night those words sang 
themselves over and over in her mind. 

After that, it seemed as if she and Roger 
were closer friends than ever. 

“Has he popped the question yet!” 
Tony asked teasingly, adding, “He's 3 
nice-looking cuss. Ray was telling me 
that the Millers and the Hunts have all 
invited him, and tried to nab him; but he 
doesn’t go anywhere much except here.’ 

Emily smiled; outwardly calm—but 
underneath her (Continued on page 150) 
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Some mischievous youngsters stick chewing gum in his cotton whiskers and others 
try to yank the whiskers off—“But the hardest job I have,” says Harry 
Hartman, a veteran Santa Claus, “is to answer the thousands of questions 
that children fire at me” — The kind of toys that little folks like best 


BOUT three years ago there’ ap- 

ared in toy stores a small 

Poxlike contrivance that cap- 

tured the eye of nearly every 

boy. But the article did not 

sell, and to-day it is practically with- 

drawņ from the market. It was a toy 

radio set. It looked like a radio set—had 

the dials and some wires to be strung up— 

but you couldn’t kear anything over it. 
And therein it failed. 

The manufacturers were no doubt in- 
fluenced by their own childhood experi- 
ences. Twenty or thirty years ago, a child 
was satisfied with a toy if it looked like 
- the thing it represented. To-day it must. 
- have not only resemblance but must 
work, in at least a few of the important 
particulars, the same as the thing it is 
patterned after. An 

This fact was pointed out to me by 
Harry A. Hartman, who, every Christmas 
for fourteen years, has been a professional 
Santa Claus in Marston’s department 
store, in San Diego, California. He is one 
of the few department store Santa Clauses 
in the United States who lists himself as 
such on his income tax statement, for he 
makes a serious profession of it, studying 
toy markets, and observing children from 

ear to year in order to keep tabs on their 
likes and dislikes in toys. 

Ten months of the year, however, his 
regular occupation is laying linoleum and 
repairing fine rugs. In that réle he is 
known to only a few hundred people; but 
as “Santa Claus” he is familiar to the 
. whole population of San Diego. 

In his fourteen years’ experience, thou- 
sands of youngsters have sat on his knee. 
Last year more than twenty-six thousand 
told him what they wanted for Christmas. 
They tell him not only their hearts’ desires, 
but about family affairs. If a San Diego 
family is saving to buy a new automobile 
or a new house, he hears about it. If 
company is coming from Walla Walla, 
Washington, to spend Christmas in San 
Diego, he hears about that too. And there 
is no end to the questions the children ask 


him! 

“Do children still believe in Santa Claus 
as much as they used to?” I asked this 
jovial, ruddy-cheeked St. Nicholas. (He 
. looks the part so well that the addition of 

- false whiskers makes the illusion almost 
perfect.) . 

“Yes, I think they do,” he replied. 
“But you find more who are ‘wise’ at a 
younger age. I’ve seen little five-year-old 
tots with the knowingest smiles on their 
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faces as they watched older children who 
were spellbound in the presence of Santa 
Claus. On the other hand, I find many 
children, usually girls, twelve years old 
who still believe in the old fellow. 

“ Nothing is more pathetic to me than 
a child about to lose his faith in Santa 
Claus. He clings to the fancy as long as 
he can. And even when he is finally dis- 
illusioned, he is inclined to relapse into 
fascinating moments when the illusion 
becomes real again. : . 
- “Four or five years ago a group of high- 
school girls came into the toy department 
here. One of them, about fifteen, looked 
at me with the most -wistful eyes. It 
touched me somehow, and Í said to her, 
just as I would have to a little child, ‘Come 
up here, honey, and talk to Santa Claus.’. 
. “The other girls laughed, but she came. 
I took her hand and said, solemnly and 
seriously, ‘What .do you want Santa to. 
bring you, honey?”. Tears came into her 
eyes, and the manner of the other girls 
changed too. Keeping up the illusion, she 
said, ‘A dolly, Santa!’ 

“We talked on in the same vein, and in 
a few minutes the other girls were wanting 
me to talk to them, too. It was a striking 
example. of the tendency of the human 
mind to revert to its happiest moments. 

“Observing children year after year, 
you can’t help but reali how swiftly 
time flies. Last year, in the throng in my 
corner of the store were several young 
mothers. I knew every one of them. They 
brought their babies to see me. Right 
then I realized that I have seen a genera- 
tion of children grow up, for those same 
young women a few years ago were them- 
selves children waiting around my chair 
to get a piece of candy.” 


T IS estimated that one hundred and 

fifty million doliars will be spent in the 
United States for toys this year. 

“In a general way, and based on your 
observation of children and their prefer- 
ences, what kind of toys will most of these 
millions buy?” I asked Mr. Hartman. ` 
` “For boys, red toys,” he replied. “Red 
electric trains, red sleds, red wagons, red 
bicycles and tricycles, Indian suits trimmed 
in red, red harmonicas, and so on. Red is 
the boy’s favorite color. You never saw a 
Santa Claus dressed in any other color, 
did you? — , 

“Girls will want blue, palë green and 
pink toys. When toy furniture isn’t made 
to look like mahogany, you'll notice it is 
usually some light color. Just why girls 


prefer delicate colors is something I can’t 
explain. 

‘Red attracts boys probably because it 
is the most vivid color, and is associated 
everywhere in life with action—fire, bat- 
tle, train signals, and the like. 

“Boys want toys they can do some- 
thing with. This natural trait in boys 
explains why it is that for years and years 
changes in toy fashions have been survived 
by tool chests. Tool chests are as staple 
in toy. stores as potatoes are in groceries. 
Toy -carpentering tools, I mean. 


“AFEW years ago, nearly every boy 
2 asked for a toy steam engine. To-day 
they want electric trains—country boys 
and city boys alike. I’ve even had quite 
a few girls ask for them. 

“To a very large extent the child is 
influenced, in selecting his toys, by what 
he sees and observes. Toys ‘follow the 
times.” During the war, thousands of 
wooden toy machine guns were sold, but 
there’s no market for them now. 

“There are always more toy boats sold 
around lakes and in sea-coast cities than 
are sold inland. 

“The changing toy styles and the in- 
fluence of observation of everyday things 
on children cannot be better illustrated 
than in the passing of the hobby-horse. 
Just as in the grown-up world, the horse 
1s giving way to the automobile! Children 
aren’t so accustomed to horses as they 
used to be, and they are accustomed to 
automobiles. That explains it. 

“Maybe you can remember the days 
when it was the ambition of every boy to 
have a wagon with shafts on it, so he 
could hitch up his dog or goat ‘just like a 
horse.’ Nearly every toy store of any 
size has one or two of these wagons stored 
in the warehouse, unsalable relics of the 
horse age. 

“Every Christmas some new toy is 
started on its career. Maybe only a few 
sales are made; but next Christmas the 
toy may go over big. Coasters got on the 
market in this way, a few sales one 
Christmas, millions the next. Children 
wanted them as soon as they saw other 
children have them. 

“Toy dealers often find it worth while 
to give away two or three of the toys 
they’re trying to introduce. I know of one 
merchant who moved a whole stock of toy 
airplanes in this way. They were made 
to be ‘shot’ from a sling: It was thought 
that idea alone would put the toys over, 
but it didn’t. The (Continued on page 88) 
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Hours Spent In Self-Improvement 


Are Worth Ten Dollars Each 


That is their actual cash value, says Dean Lord, of Boston University — Facts about 
the earnings of college and high-school graduates, and the five steps 
in self-analysis that will help you develop your own powers 


EVERAL years ago, the financial 
world was full of sad stories about 

Henry Ford. He was even then in 

Wall Street secretly trying to 

raise money, said the rumors; in 

a couple of days it would be officially 
announced that the bankers had taken 
him over. 

I was detailed to get an interview with 
Mr. Ford. I found him not in Wall Street 
at all, but safe in Dearborn, Michigan. 
Bare-headed and ruddy, fussing around 
his laboratory like a boy in a playroom, he 
was apparently less concerned over his 
financial situation than anyone else in the 
United States. When I asked whether it 
would worry him to start over again, he 
actually laughed. It would be fun, he 
said; it would be like living your life 
twice. From that, we drifted into an 
entertaining discussion of money, how it is 
made, and what it’s good for, and why it 
is nothing to fret about. 

“I disagree with a lot of the things I 
read,” Ford said. ‘‘ For instance, old men 
are always advising young men to save 
money. ‘Save, save, save} they say. I 
think that’s bad advice. Don’t save eve 
extra nickel, I say. Invest in yourself. 
Build up your equipment; travel around 
and enlarge your experience; get yourself 
some good tools to work with—better 
tools than the other fellow has. If you do 
that, the money will come. 

“T never saved a dollar until I was 
forty years old,” he continued. “When I 
threw up my _ twenty-five-dollar-a-week 
job to experiment in a machine shop, my 
father thought I was crazy. He remon- 
strated with me. I would be a rolling 
stone, he said. But I knew in what 
direction I was rolling. I wasn’t throwin 
that twenty-five dollars a week away. f 


was investing it in myself. It was a good 


investment; it has paid.” 

His remark came back to me a few 
weeks ago when I read in the papers about 
certain investigations carried on by Dean 
Everett W. Lord, of the College of Busi- 
ness Administration, Boston University. 
It is Dean Lord’s job to train men for 
business, and it is important for him to 
know how they perform in active life. As 
president of a professional fraternity with 
chapters in forty colleges, he has unique 
sources of information about college 
graduates. His inquiry into the earning 
power of his own alumni, as well as that 
of many thousands of grammar-school, 
high-school, and college graduates, yielded 
these facts: 

1. The untrained man goes to work at 
fourteen and reaches at thirty his maxi- 
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mum income of $1,200 a year. Between 
the ages of fourteen and sixty, he earns 
about $45,000. Not more than $2,000 is 
earned in the four years that would have 
given him a high-school education. 

2. The high-school graduate goes to 
work at eighteen, passes the average un- 
trained man within seven years, rises 
steadily to his own maximum of $2,200 at 
forty, and continues at that level for the 
remainder of his active life. His total 
earnings from eighteen to sixty are about 
$78,000. The $33,000 difference between 
his lifetime earnings and those of the 
untrained man represent the cash value of 
a high-school course. $ 

3. The college graduate begins work at 
twenty-two, and at twenty-eight is earn- 
ing as much as the high-school graduate at 
forty. His total earnings from twenty- 
two to sixty amount to $I 50,000—$72,000 
more than those of the high-school 
graduate, a measure of the cash value of a 
college course. 

In other words, a few more years of 
“investing in yourself” have a value far 
greater than a few more thousands tucked 
into the bank. On this point the college 
dean and the automobile manufacturer 
agreed. But the newspaper report of the 
dean’s studies was tantalizingly brief; 
there ought to be an interesting ‘story in 
this dean, I thought. There was. 


VERETT LORD started life asa sailor. 

You might suspect it from his outdoor 
complexion and swinging gait. You would 
know it beyond any possible doubt if you 
read his books or listened to his lectures. 
They are full of references to the sea. “In 
the down-east country where I grew up, 
there were just two kinds of people,” 
he said: “the shipshape and the shiftless. 
The ropes and spars of a ship may appear 
to a landsman confused and tangled, but 
they are as exact in their order as the 
strings of a violin. When a squall strikes 
at midnight and all hands are called to 
shorten sail, life may depend upon the 
certainty of finding the main-topsail hal- 
yards in proper place, made fast to their 
assigned bela yinespin with the traditional 
knots and hitches.” 

In the long silent hours before the mast 
there came to young Lord that inner 
stirring which is the mainspring of all 
progress. He determined somehow to go 
on with his schooling, and at the end of the 
next voyage he put his resolution into 
action. Between study and farm work and 
teaching, and more study, he got him- 
self ready for Boston University at an 
age when most boys are graduating, and 


pushed through under his own steam. 

He loved teaching, and immediately 
after graduation went back to it. Pres- 
ently, Washington heard of him, and 
asked him to go to Porto Rico to set up an 
American educational system there. His 
absence from the United States enabled 
him on his return to see our educational 
system from a fresh point of view. We 
had become primarily a business nation; 
but our colleges—so it seemed to him— 
were still offering only the old-time pro- 
fessional courses. 

With that idea, he went to the govern- 
ing powers of his Alma Mater, proposing 
to establish a College of Business Admin- 
istration. They had slight confidence and 
no enthusiasm, but they agreed to let him 
make atrial. Said he, “We will have three 
thousand students in ten years.” They 
were frankly incredulous. 

On the evening of October 13th, 1913, 
he opened his school with four professors 
and fewer than one hundred students. 
To-day there are five thousand students. 
A thousand graduates every year bear the 
imprint of Everett W. Lord’s touch. 


FUNDING him in his office at the rear 

of the old building, which literally over- 
flows with students, I showed him the 
newspaper clipping. 

“In a nutshell, your figures mean that 
every hour in hi i school is worth five 
dollars in after life,” I said; “and every 
hour of college study earns at least ten 
dollars.” 

“Exactly.” 
` “But isn’t that pretty tough on the mar 
who never could go to college?” 

“Not necessarily, = 

“It seems so to me,” I argued. ‘It’s 
like telling him that he would have more 
money if he had been born of rich parents. 
The advice comes too late—his chance at 
college is passed, and your figures are 
merely an added discouragement.” 

“Not at all,” said the dean. “Of 
course, the object in gathering the figures 
was to encourage boys to keep on with 
their education. But education doesn’t 
have to stop with college, or with mar- 
riage, or with any other experience except 
death. If you could persuade a thousand 
men to keep track of the hours which they 
spend in any definite effort at self-improve- 
ment, I am positive that those hours 
would show a cash value of ten dellars at 
least.” 

“That has a sweet sound,” I replied; 
“but eliminating all the fine words and 
the theory, what does it boil down to? 
Suppose that I were a man in business to 
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whom college had been denied, what 
definite steps could I take in the matter of 
self-improvement that would be worth 
ten dollars an hour?” 

“A fair question,” said the dean, “and 
I can guess what you expect me to say in 
answer to it. You imagine, perhaps, that 
I will produce some list of business books, 
or talk about university exten- 
sion lectures or correspondence 
courses. I did recently make 
up a list of indispensable books 
for the business man. All these 
things have a vital function in 
self-improvement; but there 
are other things that come 
first—what you might call 
spiritual things. To put it more 
directly: the reason why most 
men fail to make intellectual, 
and, consequently, financial, 
progress is because they never 
insist upon a clear-cut self- 
analysis. They do not face the 
facts about themselves. 


“you have asked me to lay 
aside all fine words; I’ll do 
it. If you came to me with the 
question which you have just 

roposed, I would say to you: 

here are five definite things 
for you to do as a preliminary 
to any plan of study. 

“The first of these is to sur- 
vey your mental resources: 
find out where you are strong 
and where you are weak in your 
existing fund of knowledge. I 
have developed a rather inter- 
esting little test in this connec- 
tion. It makes no claim to 
completeness, but some of my 
students have found it helpful; 
you may care to pass it on to 
your readers. Here it is:” 


I. Tue First Test: What 


do you know about— 


(a) History? 

Can you give some intelli- 
gent account of the rise and 
development of ancient Egypt, 
Greece, Rome? Do you know 
the general facts about Xerxes, 
Alexander, Darius, Rameses, 
Nero, Constantine, Charle- 
magne, William the Conqueror, 
Louis XIV, Cromwell? 

Do you know who settled 
the first colonies in America, 
and why? 

What and when was the Ref- 
ormation? Why have France 
and Germany fought so often? 

What significance attaches 
to these names: Thermopylæ, 
Hastings, Valley Forge, Nelson, 
Waterloo, Sedan, Yorktown, 
Marne, Old Ironsides, Magna 
Charta? What was the reason 
for the Crusades? When and 
how did France become a_ republic? 

What are the traditional differences in 
the policies of the two American political 
parties? 


If you can answer those questions, 
credit yourself with 10. 


(b) Language? 
Do you habitually use good English? 
Or is your conversation a slovenly repeti- 


Everett W. Lord, 


tion of a few trite or colloquial phrases? 
Do you make any systematic effort to add 
new words to your vocabulary? In read- 
ing, when you encounter unfamiliar words, 
do you look them up in a dictionary and 
fix their meaning in your mind? 

Do you know the names of the parts of 
speech and the ordinary rules of grammar; 


ry 


for example, do you know the difference 
between-an adjective and an adverb, and 
do you understand how subjects and verbs 
agree? 

Do you write good, concise, and correct 
letters? Are you a good speller? Do you 
speak distinctly? 

If you can say “Yes” to all these 
questions, your grade is 10. 


dean of the College of Business Adminis- 
tration, of Boston University, began his career as a sailor. 
But he decided that his work lay in the field of education, 
so he abandoned the sea and took up his studies in earnest. 
In the past twelve years Dean Lord has built up the College 
of Business Administration from one hundred to five 
thousand students. He was born fifty-four years ago, in 
Surry, Maine, and now makes his home in Boston 


(c) Geography? 

o you know what makes day and 
night, summer and winter? Why the tides 
rise and fall? Can you name the conti- 
nents and oceans? Can you picture men- 
tally the location of Cape Town? Ceylon? 
The Red Sea? Sardinia? Kamchatka? The 
Dardanelles? Gibraltar? Tasmania? Cape 
Horn? Mt. Everest? Do you 
know why England, in the same 
latitude as Newfoundland, has 
so much warmer climate? 
Where is tea produced? Coffee? 
Rubber? Sugar? Wheat? Coal? 
Copper? Salt? Silk? Diamonds? 


If you know all the answers, 
your grade is 10. 


(d) Literature? 

Can you name ten great 
English or American authors 
(historians, novelists, poets)? 
Can you name a book of each 
of these authors (or five of 
them) which you have read? 
Do you remember enough of 
these books to be able to talk 
about them intelligently? Can 
you name the principal char- 
acters? Do you read some 
poetry? Are you familiar with 
the two greatest collections of 
good literature in the world— 
the Bible and the plays of 
Shakespeare? Have you read 
any of Emerson’s essays? Are 
vou thoroughly acquainted 
with the works of any one 
great author? 


If you can say “Yes” to all 
these, your grade is I0. 


(e) Natural Science? 

Do you know why water 
pipes burst in winter? Why 
we have leap years? What 
happens when anything burns? 
Could you tell how to get fresh 
water from salt? Do you know 
what holds bodies to the surface 
of the earth? Why wood floats 
and iron sinks? What is meant 
by the “Theory of Evolution”? 
Why you can see steam from a 
whistle before you hear the 
sound? Why an electric bell 
rings? 


p 
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If so, credit yourself with 10. 
(f) Art and Music? 


Do you know what Praxiteles 
did? For what Michael Angelo 
is famous? Do these names 
bring clear ideas of achieve- 
ments: Wagner, Velasquez, 
Rubens, Handel, Leonardo da 
Vinci? Do you understand the 
difference between an opera 
and an oratorio? Can you name 
two famous portrait painters 
of early American days? Can 
you define the difference be- 
tween an artist and an artisan? Can you 
name and describe ten musical instru- 
ments? Can you recognize an etching? 
Do you know how a mosaic is made? 


If your answer is “Yes” in each case, 
mark down 10. 

(g) Government and Law? 

What is the distinction between a 
democracy and a (Continued on page 140) 


With a hurried command, a girl had halted beside him; now she stood looking quizzically up at 
his freckled features. ‘‘Stop that,” she had said. ‘‘Don’t you know any better? ... Why, it’s you!” 


“Ole Ugly” 


A romance of the circus, in which a hyena plays a surprising part 


‘By Courtney Ryley Cooper 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY GEORGE GIGUERE 


HE Great American Circus knew 
that it had purchased “Ole Ugly” 
as a hyena. Naturally, no one 
could inquire into his history. He 
looked like a hyena. He acted 
like one. Besides, a hyena is merely 
“cage stuff.” No one even took the 
trouble to wonder why the beast seemed 
so displeased with his cage mates. For 
that matter, Ole Ugly himself did not 
know; a year or so in wilderness can easily 
cloud an animal brain, even though the 
heart itself remains faithful. 
For Ole Ugly possessed a past—a far- 
away one which he owed to an African 
ame ranger who one day had returned 
rom a hunting expedition with a queer, 
half-starved little creature in his arms. 
With a quizzical smile, the man had placed 
the baby hyena beside two puppies at the 
breasts of a nursing dog. Perhaps the 
ranger was curious to see what would 
happen. There are certain authorities, 
you know, who say that a hyena stands 
on the border line between the canine and 
the feline. He has cat teeth, yet he has 
the four toes of the African ild dog and 
the desire to hunt in packs. His nocturnal 
habits are those of the feline, but there is 
a certain canine look in his eyes. The 
ranger watched anxiously until the nurs- 
ing morher took the orphan as her own. 
ut Ole Ugly, in his cage, remembered 
nothing of the dog nature which he had 
absorbed, the dog characteristics, the dog 
love, when, trotting at his master’s heels, 
he had even hunted his own kind. Gone 


were the years of faithfulness, the years of | 


play, the yearning of the dog nature 
within him for the sound of a beloved 
step. For there had been a fire in a tiny 
thatched village, and deaths, and the 
inhabitants had scattered. And a striped, 
spiny, ungainly animal had been forced 
into a wild life, fleeing the shrieking beasts 
of his own kind, yet partly returning to 
instinctive things whieh called him— 
simply because humans to whom he 
turned had not understood. To them he 
was a hyena, and they had stoned him 
away. 

As a year passed, the cloud had grown 
heavier and darker, wiping out memories 
and leaving only something deep within 

` the real dog heart of Ole Ugly, which 
tugged—for what he could not now under- 
stand. Then had come capture, bringing 
with it strange spasms of mental suffering, 
now that he was within a cage and men 
pad before him. A suffering which 
rought him to the bars, wistful, some- 
times whining, as though striving to under- 
stand. Often he shrank from his scream- 
ing cage mates, as though he hated them. 
But nobody paid any attention to him. 
Efforts at training hyenas in captivity are 
futile; Ole Ugly whined at the bars in 
vain, or gained notice only when an 


animal man poked at him with a cage 
scraper and uttered a surly: 

“Get back there. What’s th’ matter 
witcha?” 

But one day a new man wielded the 
broom and scraper. He was young, 
gangling, yet lithe with easy strength, a 
man to whom this sort of work was 
evidently not an old story. 

Tall he was, and brown, almost as 
brown as his freckles. He did not look 
like the ordinary men of the menagerie; 
his overalls did not hang loose, but clung 
tight about the tops of high-heeled boots, 
hand-sewn and Aliereed, and with hints 
of white leather diamonds and falderals 
concealed beneath the blue denim. His 
strong wrists were encased in gauntlets, 
although there was no need of them. And 
despite the heat of the menagerie tent he 
wore a tremendous beaver hat, creased 
high in one long, valley-like incision, the 
wide brim curved evenly to a point in 
front from many a nervous rolling. 

“ Cowpunch” Green knew more about 
ponies and critters and coyotes and 
sagebrush than he did about circuses. 
But Cowpunch was inspired by an incen- 
tive far more powerful than a mere pay 
envelope, and as he worked at his ak: of 
cage cleaner he was bursting with enthu- 
siasm and confidence. 

“ Move over, Ole Ugly!” he invited as 
he approached the hyena cage, and the 
wie -eyed beast came to the bars, to be 
named with the cowboy’s first glance. 
“I got t’ slick up this here corral o° 
yourn.” 

But Ugly only stood there, tongue 
darting between his heavy black lips in 
nervous lickings. It was the first time 
since the beginning of his caged existence 
that anyone had spoken to him in a 
kindly tone, and something deep within 
the beast’s memory responded. Cowpunch 
Green came closer. 

“Funny kind o’ critter,” he said. 
“Gosh, but yuh shore are ugly!” 


WHEREUPON, not knowing any bet- 
ter, he extended a hand, as if to reach 
between the bars and scratch the head of 
the curious animal. But instead he with- 
drew it hastily, that it might be sent in the 
direction of Ris big hat. With a hurried 
command, a girl had halted beside him; 
now she stood looking quizzically up at 
his freckled features. 

“Stop that!” she had said. ‘Don’t 
you know any better? ... Why, it’s you!” 

““Yessum,” said Cowpunch Green in 
sudden embarrassment; ‘‘yessum, it’s 

The girl smiled, but there was concern 
in her eyes. She was small and young and 
pretty, just about the prettiest person in 
the world, according to the viewpoint of 
Cowpunch Green. Le had thought that 


the first time he had seen her, three weeks 
before, when the Great American had 
come to Rawlins, and he had ridden the 
ninety miles horseback from L2 Ranch to 
see it. 

A day of marvelous adventure. Durin 
that never-to-be-forgotten morning he ha 
assisted a beautiful young woman, down 
on the main street, to pick up the scattered 
contents of a purse. Then, wonder of 
wonders, that afternoon he had seen that 
very same beautiful young woman—only 
more beautiful than ever—in the big steel 
arena at the circus, her fingers idling over 
the keys of a piano, while grouped about 
her were a dozen leopards and jaguars, 
fawning with the good nature of house 
cats. 


FTER that— Well, to be frank, he’d 
followed the circus to its next stand and 
he’d met her, and talked to her. Follow- 
ing which, he had watched the circus fade 
away into the night, making a resolve as 
he did so. Now, two weeks later, he had 
ceased to be of the range and was “‘circus 
folks,” just like her. 

“Yessum,” he added, rolling anew the 
brim of his big beaver. “It ain’t anybody 
but me, Miss Dawson.” 

“‘But—here?” Her expression became 
more puzzled. “I don’t understand. I 
thought you were a ranchman.” 

“Yessum,” said Cowpunch_ Green. 
“That’s what I was. But—” Then he 
grinned again, and blurted, “I didn’t see 
much future in cowpunchin’, Not—not 
after you’d come along.” 

Whereupon, his face reddened, and his 
freckles protruded—while Miss Dawson 
of the Leopards, herself a bit flustered, 
walked hurriedly on. But, ten feet away, 
she halted. 

“Well,” she said, disregarding the main 
topic of conversation, “if you want to 
stay whole, don’t stick your hands be- 
tween the bars of the cages. Particularly, 
hyenas. They’re outlaws.” 

“Sho’ now?” asked Cowpunch Green. 
“Which way?” 

“In every way. First of all, they’re 
untrainable in captivity. They’re treach- 
erous. They’re cannibals. Their jaws 
are like steel shears. That beast you 
were fooling with might be hungry. If he 
were, he’d take off your hand in a minute 
—and eat it!” 

‘Sho’ now,” said Cowpunch Green, 
turning wondering blue eyes upon the 
fawning Ugly. “He shore looks pizen all 
right. But f didn’t think he’d be that bad.” 

“Don’t go by what you think,” 
answered the girl. “Just because you see 
me petting the leopards over there is no 
sign that you can do it. They’re my 
charges; they understand me and I under- 
stand them, as much as it is possible for a 
human to understand a beast. I can 
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handle them; but they’d tear anyone else 


to pieces. Yet, they’re trained; they’re 
accustomed to humans. And if you can’t 
take a chance with them, why take worse 
risks with things like that?” She pointed 
to the hyena cage. 

“ Aint that wonderful?” asked Cow- 
punch Green. ‘‘To know all that about 
these critters!” He had forgotten his 
embarrassment in the excess of his admi- 
ration. “Gosh! I wish I could be an 
animal trainer!” 

“Maybe you will be sometime,” laughed 
Lolita Dawson. ‘But,’ as she moved 
away again, “start on something that’s 
trainable.” 

““Yessum.” 

Then, lanky and worshipful, Cowpunch 


Green stood watching her until 
she had passed through the con- 
nection into the clanging activities 
of the big top. And when at last 
she had vanished, he turned again 
to the hyena cage where one beast 
stood apart, watching him with 


a curious gaze which followed his every 
movement. 
“Prob’ly wonderin’ what kind o’ 


chawin’ I'd make,” mused Cowpunch. 
“Still—” He jammed his hands into his 
overall pockets and merely stood in, con- 
jecture. “Still,” he continued, at last, 
“‘they’s somethin’ about his eyes. Like he 
was wishin’ he could say somethin’. Like 
he’d shoot squarer’n them other var- 
mints! Seen hosses that looked th’ same 
way. Awful scrubby on ’pearances, but 
shore good on a trail. ’Course, I don’t 
know nothin’ about animals; but—” 

Then slowly, in spite of his better judg- 
ment, Cowpunch Green moved closer and, 
with a glance over his shoulder to assure 
himself that he was unobserved, gingerly 
extended a hand. 
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$ Nice Ole Ugly!” he said. ‘‘Good Ole 


Ugly! 

The beast within responded—edging 
step by edging step. The bristles along its 
spine rose and fell and rose again. Like the 
other occupants of the den, Ole Ugly’s 
throat began to quiver and to fill with 
that peculiar rasping of the hyena, which 
sounds like a coarse file being drawn 
over protesting wood. But nevertheless 
the animal came forward, fearful, distrust- 
ful, yet forced onward by something of 
wie, Cowpunch Green knew nothing, a 
vague memory of happiness struggling for 
recognition. | Closer—closer—until his 
coarse hair touched the bars, and the 
rather shaky hand of Cowpunch Green 
touched his head for just an instant. Then 


Ole Ugly: he leaped 


wildness overcame 
away and, lips furled from heavy teeth, 
throat rolling, he veered into the eerie, 
mocking laugh of the hyena. Cowpunch 


Green, his hand swiftly withdrawn, stood 
and shivered. 
“You shore are pizen!” he announced. 
Ea you came to me—an’ you didn’t 
ite!” 


HERE his reverie ended. The me- 
nagerie superintendent had appeared at 
the end of the tent, and Cowpunch Green 
moved onward to new efforts of cage scrap- 
erand broom. Butas he worked he thought, 
and now and then he mumbled to himself. 


Cowpunch Green was in the throes of a 
sudden vision. One, indeed, which en- 
dured even into the late night, when he 
lay in his bunk in the workingmen’s car, 
dreaming of a time when he might actually 
wear a gold-encrusted uniform and speak 
to Lolita Dawson as an equal! 


(COWPUNCH had learned several things 
during the short time in which he had 
been a minor detail of the Great American. 
One was a fact which had blasted his hopes 
for the time—that the circus is a thing of 
tight-drawn social distinctions, where it is 
not proper for a star, such as Lolita 
Dawson, to receive the attentions of a 
cage cleaner. But if he, Cowpunch Green, 
fresh from the sagebrush, should do a 
marvelous thing, like training an untrain- 
able animal! That would be something 
else again, as the feller said! 

In view of which, when Lolita 
Dawson came into the menagerie 
the next day to look after the 


comfort of her leopards, it just seemed 
to happen that Cowpunch Green, singing ° 
lustily of the lone prai-ree, was sweeping 
the cage adjacent. And as she said good 
morning, he creased his big beaver, and 
propped his broom against a hip. 

“I shore enjoy that act o’ yourn, Miss 
Dawson,” he said. 

“Oh, thank you.” She patted the head 
of a jaguar, fawning against the bars. 

“Yessum.” Cowpunch Green swiped 
at a vagrant straw with his broom to 
cover the embarrassment of his deception. 
“I just said to myself last night, says I, 
“How in th’ thunder did she ever get 
started with ’em?’” 
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“Well,” she laughed, “every animal 
trainer has about the same routine. The 
first thing to do is to get the animal’s 
confidence. When I was training these 
leopards, I came to the cage for a whole 
week and just stood and talked to them. 
Then, one day, I opened the cage door—and 
went no farther. After a while, I went 
inside—and just sat there.” 


The low, rasping, coarse 
laugh still sounded in his 
ears. It came closer, Cow- 
punch Green clenched 
his fists, his only weapon 
now. He waited 


“Humph!” 

“Well, not so very long for the first few 
days,” the girl agreed with a laugh. “They 
were rather nervous. But they soon be- 
came accustomed to me. Then I took 
them into the arena.” 

“There shore is tricks in all trades, now 
ain’t there?” asked Cowpunch. “That 
shore is in’trestin’. An’ after—?” 
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But the announcement that the cook- 
house was open for the noonday meal 
interrupted, and the girl hurried away, 
leaving Cowpunch Green to mull over 
some very important revelations. That 
afternoon, when the music blared from 
the bandstand in the big top and the 
menagerie was comparatively quiet, he 
edged to the hyena cage and merely 
stood there, talking and cajoling for a long 
time. Following which, he gingerly ex- 
tended a hand, and repeated his perform- 
ance of the previous day. 

With the same result. 
For Ole Ugly, obeying the 
call for companionship, 
(Continued on page 188) 


“I Never Whipped But One Pupil 
And Im Ashamed Of That!” 


There’s always a way to handle children without resorting to force, says Mrs. 
Jennie Avery, who has taught school for more than fifty years — She 
l - can see the good results of her work in three generations at 
once, and that, she says, gives her endless pleasure. 
Stories of “bad boys” who became good men 


By Marion T. Colley 


ANY years ago, when little 
schoolhouses flourished in the 
land, a young teacher who 
presided over one hidden 
away among the hills of Tioga 
County, Pennsylvania, slammed the door 
behind her and departed in high dudgeon. 


asked an interested outsider of one of the 
trustees, at the end of the first few weeks. 

“They seem to be pretty evenly 
Hatched,” was the cautious reply, ‘“‘six on 
one side, halfadozenon the other. Butshe’s 
sticking it out, and I’m betting on fer.” 

Jennie continued to stick it out. At the 


and girls of that state, serving for three 
terms as superintendent of schools in the 
County of Owyhee. 

But she has never been content with 
giving her children merely the rudiments 
of an education. She has felt it to be a 
part of her job to inculcate moral prin- 


“The worst boys in the 
world are in that school,” 
she informed the trustees. 
“I wouldn’t teach here 
again, not even if you paid 
me twenty-five dollars a 
month!”—which was a sal- 
ary of no mean size to school- 
ma’ams in those days. 

Her dramatic exit placed 
the trustees in a quandary. 
Where could they find a 
teacher capable of manag- 
ing the big, over-grown, un- 
disciplined boys who com- 
posed the upper class of the 
school? They met together 
to confer about the matter. 
“‘There’s Miss Abbott,” said 
one. 
“She’s too little,” the 
others objected. “She 
wouldn’t last a week.” 

“Why not appoint Jen- 
nie Farrer?” another pro- 
posed. “She wants to teach, 
and she’s a husky, capable 
young woman.” 

The suggestion met with 
unanimous approval. And 
so, fifty-five years ago, at 
the age of seventeen, young 

ennie Farrer (she is Mrs. 
ennie Farrer Avery now) 
egan her career as a school- 
ma’am. 

Her salary was fifteen 
dollars a month. And all 
this money was “velvet,” 
for she belonged to that 
pioneer order of school- 
teachers who “boarded 
round.” But she earned 
every penny of her huge 


“It’s Tough on Johnny!” 


B HER fifty years of teaching, Mrs. Avery 
has watched some of her pupils grow up 
into parents and grandparents. Thus she 
has had ample opportunity to see how her 
theories “pan out.” 

“Possibly the greatest single handicap 
under which a child can labor,” she says, 
“is to have his parents disagree over the 
method of bringing him up. Take the case 
of Johnny, a boy in one of my schools years 
ago. His father whipped him because he 
wouldn’t fight when the other boys bullied 
him. Finally, in desperation, Johnny licked 
the neighborhood and made himself king- 
pin. Then his mother punished him for 
being a roughneck! : 

“Sometimes one parent believes in close 
supervision of the child’s school work, while 
the other is firmly convinced that the young- 
ster ought to be made to work out his own 
salvation, so to speak. Again, one may be 
over-indulgent, while the other is inclined 
to nag; or one may be in favor of corporal 
punishment, while the other is bitterly op- 
posed to it. Whatever the difference of 
opinion, it is likely to be mighty tough on 
Johnny!” 


ciples, and to kindle in 
young souls visions and 
ideals to light their way 
through all the difficult 
years of life—and, perhaps, 
even into the beyond. And 
to-day she is one of the best 
loved teachers in the entire 
United States. Hardly a 
day passes that she doesn’t 
receive in word or deed some 
expression of affection and 
appreciation from her “‘chil- 
dren.” 


“THE experience of 
‘boarding round’ is sup- 
posed to have been a most 
trying one, but I enjoyedit,” 
she told me, when I saw 
her recently at her home in 
Mansfeld, the county seat 
of Tioga, shut in on all 
sides by the dark loveliness 
of the Blue Ridge Moun- 
tains. “The parents made 
me warmly welcome, and of 
course all the children were 
wild to have the teacher 
visit them. 

““When you comin’ to 
stay with us, Miss Farrer?” 
they would clamor. ‘Next 
week? The week after that? 
When, then?’ 

“‘My mother’s goin’ to 
have ice cream every day 
when you come,’one young- 
ster would recite alluringly. 
Another would enumerate 
the number of cakes already 
lining the pantry shelves in 
anticipation of my arrival. 
These were among the main 


salary, for not only did she teach every- 
thing, from the alphabet to mathematics 
of the most complex and compound nature, 
but she maintained order. Greater than 
either of these accomplishments, she 
brought to her school the zeal and the 
dreams of a young missionary. 

“Who’s winning— Jennie or her pupils?” 
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end of several years, her salary had soared 
to the unprecedented figure of eighteen 
dollars a month. She was making a name 
for herself in that part of the world! 
Since then, she has taught three gen- 
erations of the youth of Toza County. 
During an interval of ten years, she went 
out to Idaho and instructed the little boys 


reasons they so eagerly desired my pres- 
ence, and a young teacher was herself by 
no means immune to such attractions. 
“Once, on my way to one of these 
homes, with the eldest son of the family, 
the boy confided to me, in a burst of en- 
thusiasm, ‘Mama’s fixin’ to kill Willie’s 
turkey, “John Henry,” foryou, Miss Farrer. 


“I Never Whipped But One Pupil and I’m Ashamed of That!” by Marion T. COLLEY 


Willie jus’ cries all the time erbout it. He 
brung him up from a baby, and he says if 
John Henry has to die, he wants to die 
too.’ 


“And in due time, when I returned to 
that house from school, there, on the din- 
ner table, was John Henry, beautifull 
browned and gravied. Usually, when sich 
sacrifices were made, the bereaved member 
of the family recovered sufficiently under 
the stimulus of the company and the 
excitement of the occasion to partake with 
relish of his one-time friend. But in this 
instance Willie’s grief 
was too deep, and I 
can still recall the 
mournful expression 
with which he watched 
every morsel of John 
Henry that I con- 
sumed! 

“As was customary 
in these farming sec- 
tions, I was always 
given a room in one of 
the houses where I 
could keep my trunk, 
and to which I was 
free to return at inter- 
vals. But from Mon- 
day to Friday I stayed 
with a different parent 
each week, until the 
rounds were made, 
when I began all over 
again. 


“TINHE one drawback 

in the arrangement 
was that I was treated 
as company, and 
never allowed a mo- 
ment in which to pre- 
pare my lessons for 
the following day. 
All sorts of entertain- 
ments were planned, 
and frequently the 
parents and children 
would lie in wait for 
these visits with lists 
of the most frightful 
puzzles and conun- 
drums. The idea was 
to try me out, and see 
what I really did 
know. But I was al- 
ways wily enough to 
escape such snares, 
and so my children 
never guessed my limi- 
tations. 

“The teacher was 
not expected to go to 
the homes of the very poor. I often did, 
however, when I noticed that the children 
in these families felt the omission, and 
were wounded by it. 

Bere my pupils against the back- 
ground of their homes gave me an insight 
into their lives that I could never have ac- 
quired in any other way. Always, I was 
intensely conscious of the influence upon 
the school of the child who came from a 
high-minded family. Now, after a life- 
time of experience, it seems to me that the 
mark of the home from which each child 
comes is so deeply branded upon him that 
the most unobservant must discern it. 

“With the less fortunate children, I 
tried especially hard to make up for the 
lack of loveliness in their lives by supply- 


the right principles of living. 


ing them with beauty and nobility of 
thought and éxample. There was little 
reading matter to be had from which to 
draw inspiration; therefore, I tried very 
earnestly to make the great men of the 
earth live again for my young pupils. I 
went into the most intimate details of 
their lives, making diagrams of their 
homes on the blackboard, and writing 
out pages of their most thrilling senti- 
ments. The most wonderful event of 
my own life, up to that time, had been a 
visit to Longfellow’s home. This made 


Mrs. Jennie Farrer Avery, of Tioga County, Pennsylvania, has 
taught thousands of children not only the three R’s but also 
Mrs. Avery has been a teacher 
for more than half a century, and in recent years has instructed 
the grandchildren of some of her first pupils. 
“Miss Jennie” as she looked when she began her work. 
those days teachers usually lived for a short time with the 
family of each pupil—a custom called ‘‘boarding round” 


me feel extraordinarily near to this 
American poet, who is beloved of all 
children. 

“Tt was at my first rural school that I 
had the humiliating experience of ad- 
ministering the only whipping that black- 
ens my long career as a teacher. And if I 
had been wiser and more competent, I 
would have found another way of solving 
my problem. Experience has taught me 
that it is always possible to appeal to a 
child through love, or through some in- 
terest. The capable teacher, or parent, 
will make it his business to discover that 
ruling interest, or the divinely soft spot in 
the child’s heart. 

“This particular boy was the ringleader 
of that group that had vanquished the 


(In the oval) 


53 


other teacher. His father did 
not spare the rod, and his 
mother babied him. Frankly, 
I did not know how to manage 
him. He was almost as tall as 
I. Soon the time came when it 
seemed to me that it was a 
question of whether he or I 
should rule the school. 


oe HICH would you pre- 

fer, Charlie, to whip me 
or have me whip you?’ I asked 
him. 

“He said, ‘Td rather you 
would whip me.’ 

“I whipped him; but the 
experience was such a horrible 
one that it made me sick. 
Charlie realized this, and, in 
the generosity of his young’ 
soul, forgave me. We became 
great friends, and I never had 
a pupil who grew up to be a 
better or a finer man. I have 
sometimes thought that chil- 
dren are the only people who 
truly know and practice the 
meaning of forgiveness. They 
not only absolve the wrong- 
doer, but they also blot out the offense 
and forget the whole matter. 

“There was one little boy who used to 
come to school dressed in the big shabby 
coat and cast-off shoes of his father. A 
gor and pitiful little figure he was. 

ike all the other children, he brought his 
lunch, which, in his case, invariably con- 
sisted of burned pancakes. ‘If only they 
weren’t burned, I could stand it,’ I used 
to think. Once he suggested my spend- 
ing a few days with his family. I accepted, 
and found out from experience just how 
bad burned pancakes are, and how im- 
possible was the home in which this 
especial brand was made. 

At this time, I was janitor as well as 
teacher, cleaning (Continued on page 172) 
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Synopsis of Preceding Instalment 


“DIGGY” BRAZENOSE (christened Percival Galahad) was born to Romance. He was 

always helping someone in distress or danger. Not gitls—he didn’t like girls any better 
than he liked his name! Now, the god of the elder Brazenose was Business. Romance held no 
place in his scheme of things. He was, therefore, driven to issue this ultimatum to his son: 
“The next time you get into newspaper headlines out you go!’ And that very same day tt 
began—the most amazing of all Piggy’s adventures. 

First, a strange young man asked him to deliver a message to a strange young woman arriving 
at the Grand Central Terminal. Then the charming young woman received the message with 
alarming symptoms of distress, and finally confessed that the young man was to have married 
her, and that her purse had been stolen and she had no money. 

Rowena Smith she called herself; and when she discovered that a detective was following 
them she threw herself on Piggy’s mercy and told him the whole story: Her father was a big man 
in the business world, and a tyrant in his family. She had quarreled with him two years before, 
and had been earning her own living in Paris. There her younger sister fell in love with a young 
Frenchman. Her father promptly took the girl home and locked her up in his country house. 
Rowena had come to get her out, and had promised to marry an old-time suitor if he would 
help her. That was the man who should have met her at the train. 

Of course Piggy took over the case. They let the detective hear them plan for her to take a 
train for Washington. Then they gave him the slip. Piggy and the girl, now dressed as a widow, 
headed for Birchwood, her father’s place in New England, in Piggy’s car. 

Then the blow fell! Rowena confessed that she was really Roberta Scott, Robert K. Scott’s 
daughter—and Piggy knew that her father was his father’s most bitter rival in business. Piggy 
knew what the escapade would mean to him when his father found out, but he could not then 
turn back. His plans were all made: They would take a house near Birchwood; he would send 
for his old nurse, pes and they would get Celia, the younger sister, out of prison somehow. 
He bought a bottle of black dye for his hair and eyebrows, and put on a chauffeur’s livery. 
Roberta was to be known as Mrs. Horatio Smith, a young widow, and he as Peter Brown, 
chauffeur. . i 

One day they met a big car tearing madly toward Birchwood, with a grim-faced man in the 


rear. 


“Peter,” Roberta gasped, “that was my father! He’s found out!” 


“Ho-lee smoke!” said Piggy. “We've got to hump ourselves!” 


EANWHILE, events neces- 
sarily beyond the ken of Ro- 
berta and Piggy had taken 
pe in New York. Four days 

efore Piggy was sent to meet 
Roberta at the station, while Scott’s mind 
was chiefly engaged in the preparation of 
a psychological catapult for the reduction 
and conquest of the Brazenose business 
stronghold, a friend from Montreal had 
called upon him unexpectedly at his office. 
Scott invited the man to dine that night 
at his club, explaining that his family was 
in the country. 

“Have they come back?” the Canadian 
asked, surprised. ‘‘I saw Mrs. Scott and 
Miss Celia in London, and they said they 
wouldn’t be home until Christmas.” 

*‘Um—yes—that was the plan. But 
Celia had a bad nervous breakdown. I 
had to go over and bring her home.” 

“Probably that’s the reason her sister’s 
coming home, then,” said the Montreal 
man, who knew nothing about the family 
breach. 

“What’s that?” Scott’s tone was sharp. 

“Am I giving away a secret? Perhaps 
she meant to surprise you.” 

‘Perhaps she did. {e's a way she has. 
What makes you think she’s coming?” 

“T saw her in the steamship office buy- 

‘icket the day before I sailed. I’m 
‘ve spoiled her plan.” 

rm done. If she is coming, I’m 

ow it!” 


Scott reflected that Roberta might have 
ordered the stateroom for a client; but he 
also remembered a day, several weeks 
before, when he had told the rebellious 
Celia that she was to stay at Birchwood 
under surveillance until she came to her 
senses, and her retort, ‘Somebody will 
help me. If Pierre doesn’t come for me, 
Roberta will.” But perceiving her mis- 
take, the girl had refused to answer ques- 
tions; and although her father applied 
strong pressure, all attempts to wring 
further admissions from her had failed. 

In his morning mail, the day after the 
Canadian’s revelation, Scott found a no- 
tification from one of his henchmen that 
Clifford Nixon, the young manager of a 
Cleveland company manufacturing auto- 
mobile engines, was in New York; and his 
mind leaped to a solutton. 

Nixon had been one of Roberta’s suitors 
from the time she left school, and she had 
repeatedly refused him. In fact, her ob- 
duracy in this matter had been one of 
several factors in her final break with her 
father, who had regarded the young man 
with something more than favor. 

Ergo: Roberta being due in New York, 
Nixon appeared, certainly to meet her, 
probably to propose to her again, possibly 
to aid and abet her in an attempt to re- 
move Celia from the proper and ordained 
jurisdiction of her natural guardian. 

Temporarily dismissing all other claims 
upon his attention, he went into secret 


session with himself, from which he 
emerged after half an hour to order’ his 
secretary to telephone a message to Nixon’s 
club that Mr. Tot wished to see him. 

Accordingly, during the afternoon the 
young man presented himself, and was at 
once admitted to the Presence. 

“Hello, Clif,” said Scott. “So you’ve 
come to meet Roberta.” 

Nixon hesitated a second before re- 
plying, “Is Roberta coming?” 

“You know perfectly well she is”? Her 
father thrust out his heavy chin. ‘‘You’re 
here to meet her.” 

“Well—what if I am?” 

“Nothing. That’s your affair. Going 
to propose to her again?” 

“No. I’m going to marry her!” . 

“Oh, you are! Well, I don’t envy you 
our job. All I’ve got.to say is this: 
here's a certain situation in which she’s 

likely to try to take a hand. ` If she does, 
there’s going to be trouble, so you'd 
better see that she doesn’t.” -.. - -- 

“I don’t recognize your right to dic- 
tate—” . S 

“Don’t, eh? Well, you will. PI tell 
you now that I own a large interest in 
your concern. My name doesn’t appear 
on your books, stock’s held by dummies. 
When you formed your company four 
yoan ago I thought you might marry 

oberta, and I wanted a finger in the pie. 
Pve still got it. I can make it hot for you 
if I want to. And if you, or anybody 
connected with you, tries to mix up in my 

rivate affairs, by jingo, I’ll do it! 

hink it over—and don’t talk back! I’ve 
got you where the hair’s short, and you 
want to watch your step. Business is busi- 
ness, and you're doing well. I’m not likely 
to interfere with you, as long as you don’t 
interfere with me.” He pressed a button 
on his desk. “If you do—look out. . . . 
Tell Mr. Norris to come in,’ he com- 
manded, as a girl opened the door. 
“‘Good-by, Clif. Think it over.” 

Nixon walked out with his head in a 
whirl. ae l 


SCOTT was satisfied that he had put an 
effective spoke in Roberta’s wheel. But 
having had experiences of his own with 
his daughter, he called his stenographer 
and dictated certain telegrams. ese 
were calculated not only to demonstrate 
his own power and engage Nixon’s atten- 
tion at a critical moment but to give the 
young man time for mature thought be- 
fore meeting Roberta. He next visited a 
detective agency, where he gave explicit 
directions—thereby setting in motion the 
last of several currents which were to 
sweep his daughter into the hands of a 
much more ae aa and ingenious 
conspirator than Clifford Nixon. Then he 
returned to his office to resume his plan of 
campaign against the Brazenose Com- 
pany. 
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“In with you, now!” said Piggy, turning to Janet. ‘‘We’ve a long 


drive before us.” 


The following Monday morning, Nixon, 
at the house of friends in New Jersey, was 
called on long distance by an excited 
secretary in his Cleveland office, who told 
him that a meeting of the directors of his 
npin had been called for eleven o'clock 
on Tuesday, to consider the sale to a 


competing concern of certain important 
patents. Only his presence at the meeting 
would prevent the deal’s going through, 
as she had learned that a majority of the 
available directors favored it. 

Nixon instantly recognized Scott’s hand 
in this. There was nothing for it but to 


“TIl no be gaein’ wi’ ye,” she answered 


hasten back to Cleveland, and block the 
maneuver by his vote and influence. Not 
only his own interests were involved but 
those of every stockholder in the com- 

any. He had scant time to make the 
PRR last train by which he could 
hope to reach Cleveland in time for the 
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meeting—but he must get word to Ro- 
berta. 

Swearing under his breath, he threw 
his things into a bag and made for the 
ferry—to choose Percival Galahad Braze- 
nose as his messenger. 

An hour later Scott issued what was, in 
effect, an ultimatum to the Brazenose 
Company. 

For years the looms manufactured by 
the latter had been recognized by men in 
the textile trade as the best of their kind. 
And now, after the expenditure of much 
effort and money, Brazenose was produc- 
ing an automatic loom* which promised 
to revolutionize the weaving industry. 

Inventors in his employ had labored 
long to perfect it, but the automatic 
threading device, upon which he had 
insisted, baffled them. His ostensible 
reason for demanding this had been the 
great saving of time and labor; but he had 
had another, and deeper, one. Attributing 
the prevalence of tuberculosis among 
weavers to the lint, dyestuffs, sizing ma- 
terial, and what-not, necessarily inhaled 
while threading their shuttles, he had de- 
termined to prevent this waste of life by 
finding some mechanical method of doing 
the work. 

At that time a Boston inventor named 
Killigrew was also working on an unper- 
fected automatic loom, and when Braze- 
nose learned that this man had succeeded 
at the one point where his own experts had 
failed, he used every legitimate means at 
his command to obtain possession of the 
Killigrew device. But Killigrew refused 
either to sell his patents or to accept a 
royalty for their use. At last, baffled and 
discouraged, Brazenose had, perforce, ac- 
cepted this decision. 


YVHEREUPON Scott, whose many 
lines of activity included the manu- 
facture and exploitation of a great number 
of specialties, appeared upon the hori- 
zon with an extraordinary, automatically 
threading shuttle. Informed of Braze- 
nose’s search, and foreseeing an expansion 
of the weaving industry, he had bought 
the patent from a stray inventor, shrewdly 
certain’ that it could be adapted to the 
new loom. In return for it he demanded 
a considerable block of stock in the Braze- 
nose Company, ninety-eight per cent of 
which was owned by its president. 
Parleys ensued. Brazenose would not 
give up the stock, and Scott refused to 
sell his patent, or even to allow Brazenose 
to make the shuttle, except upon the 
terms he dictated. In the end they com- 
promised, agreeing that Scott should make 
the shuttle himself and also receive a 
large royalty, under a ten-year contract, 


The garage man advanced threat- 


eningly. “Here, you git aout!” 


The American Magazine 


“Look!” 


terminable by either party upon twelve 
months’ notice. This Scott regarded as 
an entering wedge. 
Presently, however, the continued re- 
fusal to grant him an interest in the 
Brazenose Company began to impress him 
as an affront. He therefore quietly put 
inventors to work upon another automatic 
loom. But their progress was slow, and 
when he had watched for three or four 
ears the rapid growth of the weaving 
industry, and the tremendous labor-saving 
value of the Brazenose machine, his 
autocratic nature asserted itself. He em- 
ployed another expert to assist those 
already striving toward the rival inven- 
tion—with certain small results and a large 
crop of confidently optimistic promises. 
hese in hand, he proceeded on that 
eventful Monday morning to make his 
next move.” He would buy the Brazenose 
plant, lock, stock, and barrel, for a sum 
in six figures, or he would cancel the 
contract, build his own factory and manu- 
facture a new loom, using his own shuttle. 
Brazenose was wroth. He would as 
soon have sold his son into captivity 
as to consider transferring his altar 
to the service of alien hands. And 
consternation fed his anger, for with- 
out the Scott shuttle not only would 
he be unable to maintain the standard 
he had set but his loom would lack 
the one device most precious to his 
secret soul, the labor-saving, time- 
saving, life-saving automaticthreader. 
As the day wore on—while Piggy 
was buying widow’s weeds and driv- 
ing Roberta toward the goal of their 
high emprise—his father wrestled 
with great wrestlings, until the hollow 
of his mind was out of joint, trying to 
prevail over his problem. 


she exclaimed.” 


He’s bullying her” 


He found no solution; but by the time 
the adventurers had reached Worcester, 
Brazenose, sleepless, had soothed himself 
with the reflection that Scott was a no- 
torious bluffer. The cost of perfecting 
the machine and building a factory would 
be high and the time required long, and 
possibly, meanwhile, he might be con- 
ciliated. Resolving to resume his search 
for another threading device, and at the 
same time to walk warily, permitting no 
crinkled roseleaf further to endanger his 
relations with Scott, toward daylight 
Piggy’s father slept. 


OT so Roberta’s sire. He had heard 

from the detective. Late in the after- 
noon the little dark man had called him by 
telephone from the Pennsylvania Station, 
reporting that his quarry had vanished. 
The lady had been met by a young man. 
They had gone to Sautern’s, back to the 
Grand Central Station, and then to the 
Waldorf. 

He repeated the conversation he had 
overheard there about Roberta’s mythical 
client, and the probable Saturday sailing. 
He had followed her to the Pennsylva- 
nia Station, some time after the young 
man had left her, had seen her buy a 
ticket for Washington, and had not lost 
sight of her until she entered the Ladies’ 
Room at the station. To the best of his 
knowledge she had never come out. 

Scott said unprintable things, even 
while his eyes narrowed thoughtfully. He 
ordered the detective to telephone a 


*Eprtor’s Note: The development in weaving 
machinery described here is one of the historical 
landmarks in the textile industry. But in this 
serial, for the purposes of fiction, names, dates, 
and places have all been changed. 
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Washington agency to send a man to meet 
the Congressional Limited, and to report 
directly to him by telephone whether or 
not the lady was on the train. He would 
wait at his office for this information. 

He hung up the receiver and thought 
for a moment. It looked all right. But 
Roberta was clever. And if she intended 
to try any funny business at Birchwood, 
he wanted to be there himself. Calling up 
his chauffeur, he instructed the man to be 
ready at ten o'clock; they might have to 
drive all night. 

About nine o’clock Washington reported 
that there had been no passenger an- 
swering the lady’s description on the 
Congressional Limited; and at midnight, 
having set his affairs in order for a few 
days, Scott set out for New Hampshire, 
via Greenfield and Winchester, a more 
direct though rougher route than that 
taken by his daughter. 

Thus it was that he chanced to meet, 
between Keene and his country place, a 
certain smart touring car. And thus it 
was, too, that Piggy in the car was ed to 
remark: 


“Ho-lee smoke! We've got to hump 


ourselves. I haven’t come up here to be 
licked at this game. There’s too much 
at stake!” hus Percival Galahad— 


little wotting that he played against the 
future of his own house. 

“What are we going to do?” Roberta 
asked. “If we go on to Keene, he may 
take her away before we even get back.” 

“It’s a case for strategy, Bob. Finesse 
and strategy. Anybody live on that high 
hill over there?” 


“No. Not when I was here, 


anyway.” 
PES “Ts your house in sight from 
lal the top of it?” 
/ “Yes. Why?” 
“Weve got to see what’s 


going on. Can you drive a car? 
No? .Then you'll have to be 
lookout. I'll leave you at the 
bottom of the hill, and hustle 
back to the house for my field 
glass. You hike forthe hilltop, and 
ll find you. PIl be back p. d. q.” 

“Well, suppose he does take 


aA ~ 


her away? What can I do about it?” 

“Beat it for the foot of the hill, and 
when I get back tell me which way they 
went. We'll trail ’em.” 


S a matter of fact, Scott had con- 

sidered, during his long night drive, 
the possibility of removing Celia and hid- 
ing her chhewnere: But the plan presented 
difficulties, for it required another spot as 
remote from officious neighbors as Birch- 
wood, where the girl might be safely 
sequestrated under strong guard. Also, 
with Roberta at large in the country, he 
must keep Celia as much as possible under 
his own eye; and the business situation 
made it inexpedient for him to be away 
from New York for more than a few days 
at a time. 

Allthings considered, he finally decided, 
she was probably safer at Birchwood than 
elsewhere. 

Unaware of this decision, however, 
Piggy careered over narrow, winding 
roads to Fitzwilliam, where he got his field 

lass, and tore back to the spot where he 
Bad left Roberta. Near by he found one of 
the many old woods roads of the region, 
and followed it into a copse, where he hid 
the car. 

Near the top of the hill he whistled 
several times, and at last a low echo 
answered him. He found Roberta crouch- 
ing at the edge of a thicket. Her face was 
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white against the somber cloud of her 
veil, her brown eyes blazing. 

“Look!” she exclaimed. “He’s bully- 
ing her.” 

Below them, set in a clearing on the 
opposite hillside, he saw a large, flat- 
roofed gray house with many chimneys. 
Along the wide front of the house a 
terrace stretched, surrounded by small 
shrubberies and a few late-blossoming 
flowers. On the terrace were two figures: 
a woman sat in a wicker chair, and before 
her stood a man, evidently haranguing her. 

“They’ve been there for half an hour,” 
said Roberta. “I wonder what he’s saying 
to her?” 


<p h 


Piggy handed her the field glass, and 
while she adjusted it he bohai the rug 
he had brought from the car for her to 
sit on, settling himself beside her to peer 
through the light screen of brush. 

Scott was using strategy. Celia had 
withstood his primary onslaught, with its 
familiar charges of undutifulness and in- 
gratitude. At last, exasperated by con- 
tinued failure, he said savagely: 

“You needn’t think anybody sympa- 
thizes with you. The last time I saw you 
you said that the Frenchman or Roberta 
would ceme for you. He’s quit you cold, 
and Roberta’s in this country now and 
hasn’t made a move toward you.” 

“She is? Roberta’s here?” Celia looked 
up with a flash of hope. 

About Roberta’s height, she had the 
same delicately cut features; but her hair 
was lighter than her sister’s, her brown 
eyes less clearly deep and sparkling, even 
when she was kotii 

“She’s here, all right, but she’s not 
bothering about you!” - 

“Then you’ve seen her!” 

“T have not. But I had her watched. 
I knew she was coming, and a detective 
followed her—”’ 

“A detective! Oh, Father!” 

“Every minute she was in New York. 
He heard her say that she was going to 
sail Saturday. She said she didn’t want 
to stay in this (Continued on page 124) 
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The road from Beirut, chief seaport of Syria, to historic Damascus, the ‘‘Eye of the East,” and the 


market of the whole Arabian Desert. 


Along this highway, one of the most ancient in the world, 


still pass and repass such caravans as linked East and West before the dawn of Christianity 


The Strangest Stories 
I Have Ever Heard 


By E. Alexander Powell 


HE road of my memory winds 
across the world like an uncoiled 
lariat tossed carelessly upon the 
round, and it seems to me, as I 
ook hard along it, that my 
greatest adventures have been vicarious 
ones. I have heard them from the lips of 
many sorts of men—explorers, sea cap- 
tains, archeologists, soldiers of fortune— 
and in many places: on the heaving decks 
of Levantine coasters, before a Turkish 
coffee house in Stamboul, on the veranda 
of an ivory-trader’s hut in the steaming 
Congo bush, on the terrace of the club at 
Zanzibar, at the mess of the Foreign 
Legion in Deir-es-Zor, beneath the palms 
in the Plaza of Panama, in the shady 
courtyard of an old mosque perched high 
on a hill at the back of Smyrna... . 
Fit settings, all, for the strange tales 
to which I listened. 

Even after the lapse of many years I 
can repeat most of them, for I am a good 
listener and blessed with a retentive mem- 
ory. But, mind you, they are not my 
stories; in them I play no part. For their 
truthfulness I cannot vouch; I can merely 
tell them as they were told to me by men 


whose good faith I have no reason to 
question. 

I might relate the story of the Search 
for the Aromatic Stone, but its details are 
not as clear in my memory as I would have 
them; or the curious narrative of the 
Man Who Couldn’t Go Home, were it not 
that I never heard its ending. But here is 
one which will do to start with. We will 
call it the story of Sinful Peck and the 
Lost Vase. 

Back in the early nineteen hundreds, 

when I was American vice consul general 
in Syria, one of the most familiar and 
purgas figures in the Levant was a 
3ritish sea captain named Peck, the 
skipper of one of the steamers of the 
Khedival Mail Line—the ‘‘Osmanieh,” if 
I remember rightly. Though no more 
addicted to sin than most other men, 
someone familiar with Morgan Robert- 
son’s sea stories had dubbed him “Sinful 
Peck,” and by that sobriquet he came to 
be known in every port of call from the 
Golden Horn to Alexandria. 

Now, Sinful had in Beirut a Greek crony 
named Nicolaides—at least, I think that 
that was his name, though it doesn’t 


greatly matter—who carried on a prosper- 
ous business in curios and antiquities in a 
hole-in-the-wall shop tucked away in the 
Suk-ta-Wileh. The two had been close 
friends for years and, whenever the 
“Osmanieh” put in at Beirut, they were 
accustomed to dine together at a little 
French restaurant called ‘‘ Jean’s,” which 
occupied modest quarters on the water 
front. : 

On the day when this story opens the 
““Osmanieh” was behind her schedule, and 
dusk was at hand before—his passengers 
and cargo landed—Captain Peck found 
himself free to go ashore and hunt up his 
friend. When he reached the little estab- 
lishment in the bazars, however, he found 
that Nicolaides was absent in the interior 
on a buying expedition, the shop being in 
charge of his assistant, a youthful and 
inexperienced Greek. 

While Peck was debating how, in his 
friend’s absence, he could squander the 
few hours which remained before the 
“Osmanieh” was due to sail for Jafa, 
there entered the shop a venerable Arab, 
his white beard aN flowing garments 
giving him the look of an Old Testament 
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‘prophet. The fact that, in- 
stead of the fez commonly 
affected by townsmen, he 
wore a kafhyeh bound about 
with an agal indicated that 
he belonged to one of the 
semi-nomadic tribes which 
range the hinterland. His 
ragged burnoose suggested 
that he and poverty were 
no strangers. 


ROM beneath his volu- 
minous burnoose the 
Arab produced what ap- 
eared at first glance to be a 
Pidie of dirty rags. Un- 
winding them with extreme 
care, he at length revealed 
the object which he had come 
to dispose of. It was a vase 
of transparent glass, about 
twelve inches in height, an 
extraordinarily rich blue in 
color. Its chief beauty, 
however, lay in the series of 
cameo-like carvings, sculp- 
tured in opaque white glass, 
which ran around it in a 
sort of frieze. These carv- 
ings, exquisitely executed, 
appeared to represent cer- 
tain episodes in Greek my- 
thology. Even to the un- 
trained eye of the English 
seaman the vase was an 
object of surpassing beauty. 
Speaking in the harsh 
gutturals of the desert folk, 
the Arab sought to sell it to 
the shop assistant, naming 
as his first price a hundred 
Turkish liras, the equivalent 
at that time of about four 
hundred and forty dollars. 
But the young Greek shook 
his head regretfully. 
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“T’ve neither the author- 
RA nor the money to buy 
he explained. “Come 
ee to-morrow when Mr. 
Nicolaides is here and, pro- 
vided you name a reason- 
able figure, perhaps he will 
take it.” 

But the Arab, evidently 
in pressing need of money, 
refused to take no for an 
answer. 

ty liras, then,” he 
urged, “if you buy it now. ” 

Again ge Greek shook 
his head in refusal. 

“Twenty liras?” wheedled 
the Arab. “Ten? Five?” 

But the assistant was 
adamantine. 


T LENGTH the old man 
turned, in evident des- 
peration, to Captain Peck 
and held up a single Enger: 

“One lira,” he said 

“Its a pretty thing and 
that’s a fact,” remarked the 
sailor reflectively. “I might 
take it to the missis as a 
present. I haven’t an idea 
what it’s worth, but, hang it 
all, PII take it.” 

He thrust a hand into a 
pocket, only. to discover 
that all he had with him was 
a single gold piece, barring 
some loose change. 

“Hardly more rban 
enough,” he muttered, ‘ 
pay for a dinner ani: a 
decent bottle of wine at 
ia s. If I buy the vase 

ll have to eat on board. 

“ But I'll tell you what!” 
he announced abruptly; 
“TIl toss up for it. If thr 


From such a black tent as this came a mysterious Arab who played a chief part in one of the 
strangest stories Colonel Powell ever heard—a tale retold in the accompanying article. This photo- 
graph gives an idea of the intimate terms upon which the Arabs live with their domestic animals 
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coin comes heads, I'll buy the blooming 
thing and take it to the missis. If it’s 
tails, I'll blow myself to a bang-up meal 
and a bottle of fizz at Jean’s!” 

He spun the gold piece in the air and it 
tinkled on the floor of the shop, eventually 
coming to rest beneath the table. Sinful 
bent over it. 

“Tails it is,” he announced. “Nothing 
doing.” : 

Recognizing Fortune’s frown, the Arab, 
with a shrug of resignation, rewrapped the 
bit of glass in its swathings of grimy rags, 
Swed the bundle beneath his burnoose, 
and, with a curt salaam, slipped out of the 
shop, to be swallowed up in the river of 
humanity which flowed through the dim 
and tortuous bazars. 

At nine that evening the “‘Osmanieh” 
steamed out of the harbor and turned 
her prow southward toward the coast of 
Palestine. When safely past the danger- 
ous rocks which fringe the foot of Ras 
Beirut, Captain Peck left the bridge and 
descended to the ship’s smoke-room. An 
acquaintance hailed him, and he dropped 
into a seat at a table around which sat 
a convivial group of Englishmen. One of 
them, a bearded man with spectacles, was 
a stranger to him. i 

As the evening wore on, Sinful chanced 
to mention the vase which he had come so 
near to acquiring that afternoon, descant- 
ing at some length on the richness of color 
and the beauty of its cameo-like designs. 
As the story proceeded, the studious- 
looking man, who had theretofore taken 
but little part in the conversation, abruptly 
came to life, evincing an interest border- 
ing on excitement. 

“Let me hear that all over again,” he 
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Cathedral and Plaza, Panama City, where strange contrasts abound, and where American control and 
growing Western customs only heighten the romantic impress left by three hundred years of Spanish rule 
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said at the narrative’s conclusion. ‘‘The 
description of the vase, I mean. How high 
was it? Was it light or dark blue? What 
was its shape? What did the figures which 
you speak of appear to represent?” 

By way of illustration the skipper drew 
a rough sketch on the back of an envelope. 

“I couldn’t make out the figures very 
well,” he admitted apologetically. ‘The 
women didn’t seem to have much of any- 
thing on, and the men had spears and 
helmets, like those old carvings you see in 
Athens. They were Greek, I guess, or 
perhaps Roman.” 


“(NAPTAIN PECK,” demanded the 
spectacled one, ‘“‘have you ever heard 
of the Portland Vase?” 

“No,” said Sinful; “I can’t say that I 
have.” 

“Perhaps,” said the other, “I should 
first of all introduce myself. I am an 
assistant curator of the British Museum, 
on my way to Egypt to examine certain 
antiquities which have recently been 
unearthed at Thebes. 

“The Portland Vase is one of the chief 
treasures of the British Museum. It is the 
finest example of early glass known. 
Though, many years ago, a madman 
shattered it with a stone, it could not be 

urchased for twenty thousand pounds. 
ndeed, it is unique, priceless. Yet, from 
what you have just told us, Captain 
Peck, I have good reason to believe that 
for a brief time this afternoon you actually 
held in your hand its twin!” 

Sinful’s ruddy face turned apoplectic. 

“And I could have had it for a sover- 
eign!” he groaned. 

“It is only speculation, of course,” the 


curator went on, “but speculation with 
what appears to have a solid foundation. 
You say that you have never heard of the 
Portland Vase, yet you have described it 
in detail. Now, there is good reason to 
believe that the Portland Vase, though 
ascribed to the Romans, was produced in 
Tyre or Sidon, both, as you know, within 
a short distance of Beirut and both 
situated in a region which was the birth- 
place of glass-making. Furthermore, there 
are many authorities who contend that the 
Portland Vase was one of a pair—and the 
person who can produce its twin wil 
stand to make a fortune.” 

“Nicolaides tells me that he has bought 
a lot of glassware in Sidon,” said Peck, 
who looked as though he had received 
bad news from home. ‘‘The natives are 


‘always digging up old things and bringing 


them to him to sell. Perhaps that’s where 
this Arab chap comes from. ” 

“ec ” < ““ 

In any event,” said the curator, “I 
attach enough importance to your story 
to make me decide to leave the boat 
to-morrow morning at Haifa, instead of 
continuing to Port Said. I shall return to 
Beirut and see if I can locate your Arab 
friend.” 

The curator disembarked at Haifa and 
hastened back to scour the Beirut bazars. 
Captain Peck obtained a leave of absence 
upon reaching Alexandria and did the 
same. Rumors of the lost treasure spread 
up and down the coast, as wild rumors 
will, and for months thereafter a search 
was prosecuted for the mysterious Arab 
and his precious vase; but he had dis- 
appeared as abruptly as he came. 

So it is quite within the bounds of possi- 
bility that one of the most priceless 
examples of ancient art 
still exists in the black 
tent of some desert 
household, its owner 
quite unaware of its 
history or value. 


INFUL PECK was 

an actor in another, 
and even more bizarre, 
Levantine drama, the 
details of which I heard 
from the lips of an 
American woman and 
her son, whom I met 
off the shores of Crete 
ona filthy Greek coast- 
Ing steamer. Accom- 
panied by George Hor- 
ton, then American 
consul general at 
Athens, I was on my 
way to visit the Cretan 
insurgents on the slopes 
of Mount Ida. The 
American woman and 
her son were the only 
other English-speaking 
passengers. The son, 
who had been gradu- 
ated from Harvard two 
or three years before, 
had made a hobby of 
archeology, a subject 
on which his youthful 
and still handsome 
mother was equally en- 
thusiastic. Their name 
was—well, Norton will 
answer as well as an- 
other. 
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Our curiosity in regard to them 
wasaroused the first night out from 
the Piræus, when we observed 
that the hands and arms of both 
were covered with small scars, 
some of them still unhealed, such 
as might have been produced by 
the bite of a small animal like a 
dog or monkey. Horton and I 
evidently failed to conceal our 
curiosity, for one evening, sitting 
on the deck in the moonlight, they 
told us their amazing story. 

Both of them, as I have re- 
marked, were enthusiastic students 
of archeology. They were evi- 
dently people of large wealth and, 
ever since young Norton’s gradu- 
ation from college, they had 
wandered through those classic 
lands which fringe the Mediter- 
ranean, visiting, in turn, the ruins 
of Carthage, Timgad, Thebes, 
Tyre, Troy, and Thenes. When 
we met them they were on their 
way to Crete to inspect the 
excavations of Knossos. 

Some months before, while 
traveling in Greece, a rumor had 
reached their ears of a small Greek 
temple, exceptionally beautiful 
and in a perfect state of preservation, 
which some fishermen claimed to have 
discovered on an uncharted islet in the 
Ægean archipelago, that labyrinth of 
islands, great and small, which stretches 
from the shores of Greece-to the edge of 
Asia. It was a golden opportunity. for 
enthusiasts like the Nortons. . They 
determined to find this forgotten temple 
for themselves and place it on the arche- 
ologic map. 


THEIR first step, they realized, must be 
to obtain the assistance of an experi- 
enced seaman, one who knew these. waters 
and whom they could trust. In Smyrna they 
found such a man in the person of Captain 
Sinful Peck, who, as it happened, was on a 
vacation. He chartered for them a stoutly 
built fishing schooner and had it scrubbed 
and painted until it was as spick-and-span 
as a yacht. And one blue and gold June 


morning, with the Stars and Stripes flyin 
from the masthead, they bore peta 
on their quest. They had only a rough 
idea of the position of-the templed island, 
for the directions ‘obtained from the 
fishermen who had seen it were extremely 
vague, and the search was made more 
difficult by the fact that no such island 
was marked upon the charts. 

For upward of a fortnight they cruised 
amid the Cyclades, under cloudless skies, 
on seas like tusquoise-colored glass. ` To- 
ward twilight on the fifteenth day, they 
sighted the island. It was not much of.an 
island—only a few acres in extent—but 
there could be no mistaking it, for in its 


-center rose a low- wooded hill, and crown- 
‘ing the hill, just as the-fishermen had said, 


could be discerned a small white marble 
temple, all but hidden by the surrounding 
foliage. 

It was such a summer evening as one 
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(At top of page). The mosque of Sultan Ahmed, in Stamboul. From its six minarets, ‘‘muez- 
zins,” religious officials appointed for the purpose, call the Mohammedan hours of prayer. 
(In the oval) Native huts of sun-baked mud, in west Africa, north of the Congo River 


finds only in the Ægean: an utter stillness 
hung over everything, and the last rays of 
the setting sun bathed the encircling 
islands in a golden radiance. 


EVEN Sinful Peck was a little awed by 
the loveliness of the scene, and felt the 
spirit of romance stirring within him. So, 
when the Nortons suggested spending the 
night in the temple, he Adiy assented. 
The cook was ordered to prepare a basket 
of food; blankets and pillows were brought 
up and, just as darkness was falling, the 
three were rowed ashore, Sinful instruct- 
ing the mate to keep well off shore during 


‘the night for safety’s sake, and to pick 


them up inthe morning. ~. 

‘the rock-strewn - slope, - through 
tangled undérbrush, they made their way 
to the temple, -which, upon closer in- 
spection, proved to be in a rather more 
dilapidated (Continued on page 194) 
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He Raises the “Makings” of the 
Most Expensive Soup 
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Colonel A. M. Barbee in one of the pens on his terrapin farm near Savannah, Georgia. Twenty years ago, 
Colonel Barbee started with sixty terrapin salvaged from the marshes; now he has fourteen thou- 
sand. Terrapin require about three years to grow to table size.: They often sell for several dollars each 


IAMOND-BACKED-TERRA- 

PIN soup is likely to remain 

for many years to come one of 

the highest-priced soup dishes 

on the menus of expensive 

hotels and restaurants. Terrapin meat is 

costly for the same reason that radium is 

—there is so little of it available. Up to 

this time only a very few persons in the 

United States have undertaken to breed 
terrapin on a large scale. 

One of the few is Colonel A. M. Barbee, 
of Savannah, Georgia, who about twenty 
years ago brought sixty terrapin out of 
the Georgia marshes, and began to experi- 
ment with them for a pastime. To-day, 
fourteen thousand terrapin drowse in the 
mud at Barbee’s terrapin farm, waiting 
shipment to Northern banquet tables, or 
removal to Colonel Barbee’s nearby can- 


nery. f 

Bar first job was that of a street- 
car conductor in Savannah. He liked the 
constant contact with people, but he did 
not like the confinement of his work. At 
the end of his car line was a beautiful plot 
of ground, picturesquely located at the 
junction of two small rivers. It was 
called Isle of Hope. Young Barbee got a 
long-time lease on this plot and invested 
his earnings in an amusement park. 
Savannah came and liked it. But as soon 
as Isle of Hope was going so well that it no 
longer required his personal attention 
Colonel Barbee began to look around for 
something else to do. This time he hit 
upon terrapin breeding. He started with 
sixty specimens salvaged from the marshes 
near Savannah. 

The original batch throve well in the 
little mud farm that Colonel Barbee con- 
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structed for them. They laid about eight 
eggs apiece that first year. This looked 
promising. Mr. Barbee soon found that, 
in order to thrive, they required onl 
plenty of mud and water and quiet, wit 
occasional scraps of shrimp aiid other sea 
food. Eggs hatch in ninety days, and 
young terrapin are capable of shifting 
early for themselves.. In three years a 
terrapin has more than a-pound of meat, 
and is ready for the dinner table. 

Adjoining his house at Isle of Hope, 
Colonel Barbee built pens and an in- 
cubator. The breeding pens are wooden 
enclosures about ten feet square. There are 
now twenty-three on the Barbee farm. 
They are filled with mud, and flooded 
with water each day. The terrapin are 
practically of the same color as the carpet 
under their paws. They alternately crawl 
and sleep and -the whole effect of the 
terrapin farm is that of an animated sea 
of mud. Here thousands of terrapin lay 
their eggs in little hills in the centers of 
the pens. The eggs are transferred to the 
incubator, which 1s a large box filled with 
mud that is kept at a slightly warmer 
temperature than that of the breeding 
pens. 

When hot weather comes, all the ten- 
ants of the terrapin farm are carried to 
nearby marshes to be sheltered by 
keepers from thieving birds and men. 
They feed on sea food washed in by the tide. 

For years the Barbee business enjoyed 
only local prosperity. Then hotels through- 
out the South began to order Barbee’s 
wares. He started a large cannery for 
shrimp, terrapin, and other sea food. 

Eventually tourists began to visit the 
strange farm on Isle of Hope. They and 


his regular customers have been Barbee’s 
only advertising mediums. Indeed, among 
them, they have given him all the busi- 
ness he can handle. 

Terrapin “on the hoof” sometimes 
sells at ffteen dollars a dozen in five-inch 
sizes and thirty-six dollars a dozen for full- 
grown terrapin. Colonel Barbee has 
shipped terrapin to all parts of the United 
States—in and out of cans—and before 
the war as far as Germany. 

Prior to shipment, the terrapin is 
immersed in water for several days until 
it has stored enough moisture to keep it 
alive during its journey. Then it is care- 
fully packed and crated. It can travel 
like this for five weeks. 

Between the terrapin and his poor 
relation, the turtle, there is a great 
difference in taste. Another outstanding 
difference is price, the terrapin being 
many times more expensive. 

His pastime having turned into a suc- 
cessful business, Colonel Barbee has found 
several other interesting diversions. One 
time he started a zoo at Isle of Hope. 
That was abandoned, but its survivors, a 
chattering monkey that jabbers at visitors 
from the magnolia tree in front of the 
house, and a half-dozen cages of strange 
birds, offer testimony of its former 
existence, and make things lively around 
the house. 

The special pet of the Barbee household 
is Toby, an eleven-year-old terrapin that 
spends most of his time in a bathtub re- 
served for his use, often travels in his 
master’s pocket, and occasionally is allowed 
to dine at the family table. Some of Toby’s 
human friends claim that he is intelligent 
and responds to training. Certainly Toby 
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has been known to extend a paw when 
asked to shake hands, but whether his 
action is the result of training, or just one 
of the vagaries of the terrapin tempera- 
ment, no one can say. 

Recently, tourists at Isle of Hope have 
discovered another unique pastime of this 
interesting Georgian. It is his music- 
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room, which has in it one hundred and 
sixty-eight types of musical instruments 
concealed in household furnishings. Lie 
down on the bed and it plays a soft note 
or two. Sit down on the chair and you 
hear a melody that is of singing rather 
than creaking springs. Pour a glass of 
water and you hear a bubbling brook. 
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Brush your coat and the dust flies to 
music. Whatever you pick up—famil 
album, powder puff, cigarette case—eac 
thing has a melody of its own. Every 
musical device has been especially con- 
structed by Colonel Barbee and a Swiss 
toymaker, who shares his amusing hobby. 
ZELDA F. POPKIN 


She Was a Grandmother When She Became an Engineer 


OT long ago, in the sales offices 

of L. Copleston, Incorporated, 

New York City—agents for the 

Erie Ball Engine Company— 

negotiations were in progress 
for the installation of a thirty-thousand- 
dollar stationary engine plant. The pur- 
chaser’s engineer wanted to know some- 
thing of the cost of installation. When 
you are tying up a small fortune in 
engines you are considerably interested in 
the details of the cost. The head of the 
agency firm sent an interrogatory glance 
toward a quiet, self-possessed 
woman who sat at a nearby 
desk. She had taken no part 
in the discussion. 

“We'll have to ask my 
partner,” he said; “‘she figures 
all costs.” 

The engineer glanced up 
politely but impatiently. He 
was not accustomed to deal- 
ing with women, especially 
in engineering negotiations. 
The quiet woman at the desk 
was studying the plans; she 
looked up now to meet his 

lance with the utmost con- 
dence. 

“Our riggers can put in the 
plant-for eighteen dollars a 
ton,” she said. “I see you 
have an open space, other- 
wise it would cost you twen- 
ty-two dollars to install. The 
foundation will come to twen- 
ty-five dollars a yard.” 

She did not say “I think” 
or “about that sum” or “‘ap- 
proximately.” She knew. 

“She can figure the cost of 
any installation to a cent,” 
admitted her partner; “and 
then go out and sell the 
engine, if necessary.” 

t was largely her ability to 
decide quickly and accurately 
which has made Mrs. Minna 
Dennes a stationary engineer, 
a profession into which wom- 
en seldom venture. Twenty- 
five years ago, Mrs. Dennes 
was suddenly faced with the 
necessity of earning a liv- 
ing. 
“T had no training for any 
remunerative work,” she said; “but I 
determined that, as long as I had to begin 
at the beginning anyhow, I would choose 
something that appealed to me. My next 
step would be to learn my job from the 
ground floor up. I had seen so many 
untrained women floundering about tak- 
ing anything they could get and doing 
nothing very well. As a sure wedge into 
the business world, I learned stenography 
and commercial law, even though I had to 
borrow the money to take the course. 


Later, when a friend suggested a job in 
the office of a stationary engineer, I 
jumped at it. Machinery had always 
fascinated me; I liked to potter about the 
house with a hammer and a wrench in my 
hand, mending any bits of house machin- 
ery that needed attention. We never had 
to have an odd-job man for the faucets or 
the plumbing in our house—I doctored 
them myself.” 

Mrs. Dennes soon found, however, that 
she knew little about big machinery, or 
the technical terms used in speaking of it. 
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Mrs. Minna Dennes, stationary engineer, is a partner in the 
firm of L. Copleston, Incorporated, New York City, agents 
for the Erie Ball Engine’ Company. She started as a stenog- 
rapher with this firm twenty-five years ago, when she was sud- 
denly faced with the necessity of earning a living for her family 


Indeed, it took her all one morning to 
write her first letter in her new job. Her 
employer had dictated the letter, and had 
left the office for the day. 

“T had the words down all right,” she 
told me, “but I could not make head or 
tail of them. I did not see, for example, 
what relation a ‘governor’ had to a 
machine, nor why the term ‘eccentric,’ 
—which I had always applied to a person 
who did queer or unusual things—should 
be used in a business letter. Fortunately, 


an engineer acquaintance dropped in on 
an errand. I appealed to him and he 
straightened me out.” 

This experience proved to Mrs. Dennes 
that she needed a better equipment if she 
was going to get anywhere in the engineer- 
ing world. Then began a course of steady 
and solid work. She went to the library 
that night and selected books on engineer- 
ing, which she read in every spare mo- 
ment. She listened attentively to the 
conversation of the engineers who came 
into the office, and she looked up the 
meaning of every new word 
she heard in connection with 
engineering business. Her 
employer -noted her efforts, 
and took pains to explain 
many of the processes of ma- 
chinery installation to her. 

“I learned how to read 
blue prints,” she said, “and 
I read the technical maga- 
zines from cover to cover. 
watched the installations of 
the engines whenever it was 

ossible for me to do so, and 
was never afraid to ask 
questions. ” 

Results soon became appar- 
ent in her work. In a short 
time, the entire office man- 
agement was turned over to 
her. But Mrs. Dennes was in 
no hurry for promotion to 
the sales department. She 
wanted first to know every 
process in the running of the 
engines. And she kept at it 
until she could run an engine 
with the best of them. 

“I felt that when I thor- 
oughly understood my job, 
I would be ready to sell 
engines; but not before,” she 
pointed out; “ʻand every 
step had to count—I had no 
time to retrace any of them.” 

A saleswoman who under- 
stands the management and 
mechanism of a stationary 
engine was a novelty in the 
business world then; But Mrs. 
Dennes has made a solid 
place for herself since those 
early days when she hung on 
every word that dropped 
from an engineer’s lips. Now they listen 
to her with the same respectful attention 
she formerly gave them. 

Selling a stationary engine is a trans- 
action that runs into cash—the smallest 
engine Mrs. Dennes sells costs over two 
thousand dollars. She makes a careful 
survey of the situation before she ap- 
proaches a prospect and, as far as possible, 
gets at just what is in the purchaser’s 
mind. She knows what firms are in the 
market and what her own company is 
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prepared to do in the way of concessions. 
She plans every detail of a selling cam- 
paign as carefully as an architect prepares 
a blue print. And she seldom misses a 
sale. 

Mrs. Dennes is a specialist in the prob- 
lem of labor adjustments, also. She has 
been known to pack an unexpected punch 
in labor arguments. A business agent of 
one of the trade unions with which Mrs. 
Dennes is in occasional touch once re- 
marked to a union member that he was 
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not going to waste any time arguing with 
her about ‘a certain matter. He thought 
that because shé was a woman she would 
not understand the labor question. 
“You'll get a jolt if you ‘high-hat’ 
her,” advised the union member, who had 
seen her in action. “She knows every 
detail of that particular job as well as you 
do, and she knows every one of her rights 
in any argument. You'll find her willin 
to make any reasonable adjustment and 
to discuss any part of the work; but you 


may find that she knows more about it 
than you do.” : 

“T was a grandmother when I was 
finally taken into the firm as a partner,” 
Mrs. Dennes admitted; “at an age when 
most women are retiring from active 
interests and looking up a nice soft place 
on the adiieatic hell i themselves, Í was 
just plunging into the thick of my work. 
And i was the happiest grandmother you 
ever saw, hecause fi had a man’s-size job.” 

: ELIZABETH SEARS 


Traveling Men Like to “Spend Sunday with the Averys” 


ANY traveling men who 

“make” northwestern Ohio 

pass up the big city hotels of 

that section, and go miles out 

of their way to the little town 
of Wauseon, “to spend Sunday with the 
Averys.” Long before I stayed at Avery 
Inn, or met Avery himself, | heard sales- 
men in Pullman smokers talking 
about “F. W.,” and showing one 
another his monthly circular letter to 
“the boys.” 

The service at Avery Inn is as up- 
to-date as electricity; but “F.W.” 
himself has all the old-time country 
innkeeper’s: love of personal contact 
with his guests. On long winter eve- 
nings he sits around with them in the 
big living-room, ex¢hanging yarns 
and jokes, discussing life and politics, 
and; singing in impromptu quartets. 
Fyé6m far and wide, people come, 
attracted by enthusiastic reports of 

-Pis open wood fires, quiet, everyday 
comfort, and good, plain fare. And 
Onte they have had an actual taste of 
these things, they keep on coming. 
Which: goes a long way toward 
explaining why the Avery Inn does 
an ani business of fifty thousand 
dollars in a town of three thousand. 

The -son of a Cleveland family, 
young ‘Avery was sent to Kenyon 
College: At the end of two years, he 
ran away and joined the navy. In 
the service, he learned, among other 
things, how to cook. Several years 
later, he shipped as second cook on a 
lake freighter. The first cook got 
drunk, and Avery got his job. For 
five years, he stuck to the same boat, 
serving as hotel cook and steward 
when the freighter tied up for the 
winter. . : 

It was as steward of the Sherwood 
Hotel in Sturgeon Bay, Wisconsin, 
that he met the girl who is now his 
wife. In 1914, he married her and 
quit the Lakes. - 

He had saved one thousand dollars. 
Borrowing another thousand, he and his 
wife bought their first hotel, the old 
Jefferson House, at Bryan, Ohio.. At the 
end of the first month, the books showed 
that there had not been more than three 
guests at one time, and that the receipts 
totaled $34! Indeed, for several months, 
the Jefferson House employed only one 
cook and one waiter. Avery clerked, and 
his wife acted as maid. 

Business began to pick up, almost 
imperceptibly, at first. By the end of the 
year, however, things were going very 
nicely indeed. By the close of the second 
vear, the Averys were doing a business of 


$45,000. What is even more significant, 
they were forced to buy a twenty-room 
building across the street to accommo- 
date their constantly increasing patronage. 
Five years after their initial venture, the 
Averys sold their $2,000 hotel and good 
will for $48,000! 

The same year they bought the 
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Nine years ago, F. W. Avery and his wife bought a 
hotel in Bryan, Ohio, and within two years built 
it up into a prosperous venture. Five years later 
they sold out and bought a hotel in Wauseon, 
Ohio,. which was taking in about $65 a month. 
The yearly receipts now average around $50,000 


House, at Wauseon, which is in the. 


same section as Bryan. Their first step 
was to remodel the building, so that-every 
room would have either hot and cold 
running water, or a.bath. Their second 
was to rename the place Avery Inn: At 
the time the Averys took it over, the hotel 
was doing an average monthly business of 
$65. Last year, enlarged from thirty- 
eight to fifty-four rooms, it did a $49,700 
business. And last year, Avery took over 
a competing restaurant in Wauseon. 
Avery Inn is of old red brick, with a 
wide portico facing a park of old trees. 
Outwardly, apart from being a bit more 
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homelike, it is not unlike other old country 
hotels, The great difference: lies in the 
man at the desk, Avery himself, who is 
now forty years old, with nine years of 
innkeeping experience to his credit. 

I asked him what he did to make people 


. go out of the way to come to his inn. 


“T suppose,” said Avery, ‘‘it’s because 
-Im lucky enough to combine a 
natural knack for hospitality with a 
‘fair business sense. It’s perfectly 
natural for me to feel that ihe Inn is 
my home, and that the folks who 
stop here are my personal guests. It 
is also natural for the guests to appre- 
ciate the fact that they get little 
extra courtesies. 

“ My personal mailing list grew out 

of the way traveling men lose their 
rips and suit cases. For each of my 
regulars,’ I have made a leather tag 
stamped with his.name and address. 

Every year I hear of half a dozen 

grips being returned to their owners 

ecause of that tag. 
“In order to give a man a tag, of 
course I have to get his full name and 
address, which immediately go on my 
letter list. My monthly letters to my 
‘regulars’ started this way: I had 
‘made friends with so many of the 
boys that it got to be too much of a 
ie to write them separate letters. 

ven now I like to forget that the 
letter is a circular, I try to make it 
just a plain, friendly account of the 
little happenings around a house in 
which the boys are interested. At 
present, I have a mailing list of 
eighteen hundred ‘regulars.’ 

“Once I wrote: ‘My wife wants to 
meet your wife. Bring her along the 
next time you come. It won’t cost 
you a cent.’ That invitation has held 
good ever since. It has helped us 
make a lot of new friends too. 

“‘Humanize, supervise, advertise— 
that’s how I’ve kept this business 
growing. I think the same general 
~ principles will work in any business, 
provided the human part is carried right 
through to the end. In supervision, I 
have the advantage of a small staff, and 
of experience in everything they are doing. 
I may change cooks five times a year, but 
the people on the other side of the door— 
my guests—never notice any difference. 
In fact, there isn’t any. 

“In advertising I have always tried to 
do something that would make friendly 
talk. When 1 was in Bryan, I advertised 
my competitor on a card that said, 
‘There are two good hotels in Bryan; you 
can always be sure of a comfortable room!” 

RUSSELL LORD 
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With the meal: Good hot soup is the best possible 
“introduction” toa meal. Soupis delicious and nourishing in 
itself. But just as important, soup arouses appetite, creates 
desire for other food, aids digestion, promotes health. 


As a main dish: Frequently nothing is more tempting 
or more beneficial than invigorating soup as the principal 
food for luncheon or supper. 


Campbell's Tomato Soup gives a glow to the whole meal. 
With toast or crackers, or with the addition of thoroughly 
cooked rice, it is a splendid supper for the children also. 


Tomato Sauce! 


Housewives use Campbell's 
Tomato Soup for a great variety 
of their dishes to give extra zest 
and flavor. Try it as a sauce for 
meats, fish, sausage and salads 


$ dia CAMPBELL Soup COMPANY qi 


and for added tastiness in 21 kinds CAMDEN, N. J., U.S.A 
spaghetti, rice, eggs or vegetables. 
Of course, it makes the most 12 cents a can 
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out of my hitting you back. No, sir; when 
you tell me there’s things worth more 
than happiness, I say, ‘Not to the human 
race, there ain’t!’” 

And as the other wise men nodded, 
agreeing with him, the verdict of the drug 
store appeared to be expanded. Not only 
is there no loss to the individual except the 
loss of his happiness, but the search for 
happiness is the motive of all free human 
action. Yet here there seems to be a 
contradiction, in spite of the fact that the 
wise men pride themselves upon their 
logic. If you are searching for a thing, 
then assuredly you haven’t it, and if we 
are forever seeking happiness we are for- 
ever lacking it. And, Picking it, how can 
we lose it? 

But the contradiction is not a real one; 
it is only an apparent one. Of course what 
the wise men mean is that we are forever 
seeking for more happiness than we 
already have; the happiness we already 
have is the one thing of value to us in our 
lives, our one possible loss; and that our 
great guiding desire is to keep it and add 
to it. 

Our most important state document 
calls it a self-evident truth that all men 
are entitled to the “ pursuit of happiness.” 
This does not mean that all men have no 
happiness, but that they possess a natural 
right to try to obtain more happiness than 
they already have. Evidently then, to be 
occupied in the pursuit of more happiness 
is the normal condition of free men, and, 
thus, the Preamble of the Constitution of 
the United States confirms the verdict of 
the village drug store. To increase our 
happiness would then appear to be the 
natural business of our lives. 


OW if this is our natural business— 
and when the drug store and the 
framers of the Constitution agree, the rest 
of us might as well take the matter as 
established—how shall we best set about 
that business? From one viewpoint we 
are already engaged in it, since all our 
deliberate actions spring from our desire 
to succeed in it; but any business (even a 
natural one) will ‘‘run”’ better, will have 
more chances for success, if it be carried on 
not blindly but with some understanding. 
Considering this natural business of 
ours then, we perceive that comparatively 
few people have no happiness; for a person 
who has none at all is a person who could 
be made no unhappier by any tragedy 
whatever. True, there are people who 
suffer grief so overwhelming that for a 
time they have no consciousness of happi- 
ness, and could feel no added misery if all 
mankind writhed in agony about them. 
But that condition is temporary and the 
time of complete loss passes; for nature, 
having designed that man shall seek 
happiness, will help him begin to gather 
again something of what he has lost. 
Nature abhors a vacuum in happiness as 

well as in anything else. 
So, in general, and at almost all times, 
we possess a certain amount of happiness 
t^e “happiness we already have.” I 
rd this denied by a great au- 


Happiness Now 


(Continued from page 9) 


thority: “Our happiness is only our 
unconsciousness of troubles that we really 
have.” It was Mark Twain who spoke, 
and I had the greatest respect for every- 
thing he said, but found this whimsical, 
since it is quite.as true (and more profit- 
able) to say, “Our unhappiness is only our 
unconsciousness of blessings that we 
really have.” So long as we can lose any 
happiness we possess some; and it is the 
aah that most people possess more than 
they realize, for we know how pathetically 
often loss reveals what a great quantity 
has been possessed, but not realized. 

We all of us count over our worldly 
goods now and then. Even a child will do 
that, taking a sort of invoice of his toys, 
and as we grow older and more accumu- 
lative we continue the habit; but we do 
not often take stock of our happiness 
itself, and when we do we are likely to do 
it pessimistically, and without a proper 
sense of proportion. This is in great part 
because of our strange disposition to con- 
centrate our attention upon even a 
temporary worry or annoyance, thus 
giving it disproportionate importance and 
making it acute—and there are few times 
in our lives when we are not beset by at 
least one annoyance. 

It is mainly by our habit of putting 
inevitable but relatively unimportant an- 
noyances in the forefront of our lives that 
we mar and obscure the happiness we 
already possess—what Dr. Samuel John- 
son called our “comparative happiness; ” 
and in this we are like a painter who might 
paint pretty good pictyres, but in every 
one of them gets a small blemish into the 
foreground, where it becomes so con- 
spicuous that the whole painting is value- 
less. If'a painter did such a thing delib- 
erately, we should not think him rational; 
yet it is what many of us do with our own 
paintings. We do it.though we know we 
do it and have been preached at about it a 
thousand times. . 


OLR mistake is in stubbornly forgetting 
that we have a choice in the matter; 
in stubbornly forgetting that we need not 
keep in the background the happiness we 
already have. With absurd but deter- 
mined obstinacy we imprison it behind our 
annoyances and our worries—worries, 
usually, that spring from fear; and in 
regard to these fear-worries of ours, almést 
any habitually : worrying person may 
astonish himself by a le mathematics. 
If such a ‘person will take notes of his 
worries for a year, or perhaps for no more 
than a month, setting them all down on 
paper faithfully, and if he will then review 
them arithmetically, he may discover 
something surprising about happiness, 
and also possibly about himself. 

In his review he should place in one 
column all his worries that have proved to 
be unwarranted, or founded entirely upon 
pessimistic imaginings; in the other he 
should set down the worries that have had 

ood cause, the anxieties justified by 
disastiotis facts. A worrying mother who 
once did this found at the end of a month 
that she had items in only one column; 


and she declined to proceed further with 
her notes. She said it was an idiotic thing 
to be doing, and anyhow she might have 
been right about any or all of the worries 
that had merely happened to be un- 
founded. Likewise, a fretful business man 
who made similar lists, and at the end of 
nine weeks found that his justified worries 
came to nineteen and his unjustified ones 
to four hundred and thirty-seven, refused 
to continue the system: he said it was “too 
mortifying.” 

But although neither of these people 
gave mathematics a fair trial, as a cure for 
obscuring their “comparative happiness” 
behind mere gloomy imaginings, both of 
them were observed to be of a cheerfuller 
and more sanguine outlook on life ever 
afterward. “Actual statistics” have their 
uses sometimes. 


ONE afternoon not long ago, I heard 
two old men talking of what they 
would do if they could “go back” and live 
over their active lives with the advantage 
of the wisdom that experience and age had 

iven them. One of them said, “If I could 

e young again, and live my life with what 

know now in my head, I wouldn’t bother 
so much about trying to get down to the 
office before anybody else, the way I used 
to. I never took a holiday till I was past 
forty-five. All I knew or thought about 
was my business. If I had it to do over, 
I’d take more leisure; I’d take time to look 
around me and enjoy myself as I went 
along.” 

“Yes,” the second said. “But that’s 
just what I did, and it hasn’t turned out 
very well. I thought there’d be plenty of 
time for business by-and-by; I frittered 
the best of my youth and younger middle 
years away just looking about and having 
a fairly good time, and that’s the reason 
I’m spending my old age in harness, still 
having to try to earn a living. I wish I’d 
worried a little more about that in the 
days when I was young and husky!” 

‘You do, do you?” the other inquired. 
“Well, that’s just what I wouldn’t do.” 

“You wouldn’t try to put by something 
for your old age?” his friend asked, sur- 
prised. “You wouldn’t be industrious in 
your youth so that now—” 

“I didn’t say that,” the other inter- 


rupted. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t do it; I 


said I wouldn’t worry about it. I’ve been 
looking back over my life pretty thor- 
oughly, as we're likely to do in these days 
when our legs and eyes fail us and, unless 
somebody talks to us, or reads to us, or 
takes us for a drive maybe, we can only 
drowse or rummage up old pictures out of 
our memories. Well, I see that I was an 
idiot to be a worrying man.” 

“You think so? But that’s just what 
made you succeed. It’s what built up the 
fortune you’re enjoying now.” 

“No, my worrying didn’t do that; my 
energy did it—my. energy and my care- 
fulness; and, as I say, I made a mistake to 
devote all my attention to business. But 
my much greater mistake was in worrying. 
If I had my life to live over, I wouldn't 
worry about anything at all.” 
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“But that’s impossible,” his friend said. 
“There were times when your business 
seemed to be going the wrong way, and if 
you hadn’t worried you wouldn’t have 
worked so hard to save it.” 

“Yes, I should, because I worked just 
as hard when things were going well as 
when they weren’t. I worked my hardest 
all the time. I’d have saved my business 
more easily when I seemed to be near 
losing it once or twice, if my calmness and 
cool judgment hadn’t been disturbed by 
the worrying I did. Worrying isn’t what 
gets most things done, though I’m willing 
to admit it often gets a lot of useless things 
done. My worrying over my business only 
made the business harder for me. If I’d 
had sense enough to leave out the worry, I 
could have made the business itself a 
pleasure, and of course that’s what ever 
man’s business ought to be. No, sir; I tell 
you that if I had my life to live over I’d 
never worry about anything in the world.” 


“DUT there’s more than business to 
worry us,” the other reminded him. 
“‘There’s danger and accident and sick- 
ness and death.” 
“I know, and I don’t forget those things. 


When I say I wouldn’t worry, I don’t- 


mean I should be spared from all sorrows. 
I mean that I wouldn’t anticipate them; 
I wouldn’t trouble myself by fearing them 
before they arrived—that is, when they 
didn’t exist—and I wouldn’t create unreal 
ones in my imagination. No; I’ve been 
looking back and counting up the sleep I 
lost and, what’s worse, the peace of mind 
I lost, in the pure folly of worrying, and 
I’ve been able to calculate that ninety- 
nine hundredths of my troubles were fears 
of trouble. 

“Yet I’d let these phantom troubles 
bother me as much as the one per cent of 
worry that was founded on fact. What’s 
more, I couldn’t distinguish between the 
worry that was founded on fact and the 
worry that was pure phantom, and since 
my worrying founded on fact didn’t of 
itself improve the fact any, what a loss I 
had through the whole mass of my 
worries! If it hadn’t been for them, I’d 
have had the blessed understanding that 
I was living about as happy a life as a 
man can live. Just think of it! If ninety- 
nine per cent of the worries of most of us 
are made out of nothing (and they are), 
and if we can’t tell the difference between 
any of them and the one per cent that 
is made out of something, and even with 
that one per cent the worry doesn’t help 
the something, isn’t it pretty stupid of us 
to worry about anything? 

“I don’t mean that if I had my life to 
live over I shouldn’t take every possible 
precaution against accident, or that I 
shouldn’t send for the doctor when I got 
sick; but I see now that all I accomplished 
by worrying was to waste the greater part 
of my happiness, and I tell you I shouldn’t 
be such an idiot as to do it again.” 

“ But our real troubles—’ 

“Im talking of worrying!” the old 
gentleman said, a little sharply. “I said I 
shouldn’t expect to be spared from sor- 
row; but I’d at least have sense enough to 
smell smoke before I’d think the house 
might be on fire, and I shouldn’t trust to 
just sm" ct. either. I’d have to see it, 
an! © from.” 

ne house burned down. 
ry then?” 


“Worry after the thing was gone?” the 
old man cried. ‘‘That would be a fine way 
to take time out of planning a fireproof 
house! And yet it’s one of the very ways 
I used to waste my time, and the funn 
thing is I knew I was wasting it. That’s 
the queerest of all.” 

“What is?” 

“That I knew what I was doing,” said 
the old gentleman. “I knew all the time 
I wasn’t accomplishing anything by worry- 
ing. I knew I was doing no good, hue only 
torturing myself by it. Then what, in the 
name of common sense, did I do it for?” 


ISTENING, I thought that this was a 
wise old man, but that his wisdom 
came too late in life for him to take much 
advantage of it, because, unhappily, he 
couldn’t live his life over in the manner he 
and his friend were discussing, nor, indeed, 
in any manner. What seemed most re- 
grettable, here he was, at eighty-five, 
realizing that all along he had possessed 
the power of choice: he could have enjoyed 
all the peace of mind, all the happiness 
he had spoiled, if he had realized at the 
outset that he possessed that power. 

So then, thinking of the happiness we 
already have and how to preserve it, I 
came to the conclusion that we must first 
realize that we have it, and then take 
stock of it, so to speak; and that to pre- 
serve it we must perceive our power of 
choosing whether or not we will mar it 
with our uneasy imaginings. For, if we do 
but see that we can choose whether or not 
to mar it, of course the choice is made. 
The difficulty is only in perceiving that 
we have the choice. 

But, if the natural business of man is 
not merely to preserve his “comparative 
happiness” but to add to it, how shall he 
set about the addition? Here is a ticklish 
question, for if we fail in our business of 

etting more ha piness than we already 

ave, we inevitably lose some or most of 
what we have. Therefore, should we not 
best be content with what we have, and 
make no effort to get more? But we 
cannot be content with the happiness we 
have: a man can be content not to in- 
crease his goods or his money; he can 
know moments, too, when his happiness 
seems complete and ineffable; but they 
are only moments of temporary delusion. 
No; the business Nature has ruled for us 
is getting more happiness than we already 

ossess, and here we have no choice, for 

ature has permitted none; we must all 
be about that business. The question is 
how to be about it. 


L)SAPPOINTMENT, little or great, is 
a part of almost our daily life, but is 
not always the result of our failure to get 
what we thought would make us happier. 
We are constantly deceived about that; 
we do a thousand things, thinking they 
will make us happier, and they don't. We 
set our hearts on reaching certain heights 
above us; it may be on certain ambitions, 
thinking that when we attain them we 
shall be happier; but when we do attain 
them, we may find our happiness not in- 
creased but lessened. We cannot trust our 
desires, our ambitions, or even what we 
think are our needs—not even our con- 
sciences—to make us happier. Where, 
then, is a surer guidance? 

And again I fall back upon the wisdom 
of the drug store. 


“T never in all my life knew any such a 
couple as Henry Strout and his wife,” 
said old Mr. Tomlinson, the retired hard- ` 
ware dealer, edifying us there, the other 
day. “In the way they disappoint them- 
selves, I mean,” he went on. “I never 
knew a couple in my life to be so en- 
thusiastic about what they were going to 
do, and then be as low-spirited after they 
got it done. 

“When they were courting each other, 
Henry seemed to think he was going to 
own the United States if he could get 
Ellen to say ‘Yes,’ and after they got 
engaged Ellen told everybody she’d be the 
happiest woman in the world as soon as 
she was married to Henry. Then, when 
ey been married a little while, she said 
if she could just cure Henry of smoking, 
she’d be a happy woman; and she did cure 
him, and they both had a mean time of it 
and talked to the neighbors about each 
other a good deal. 

“After that, they bought a lot and 
began building a new house for them- 
selves, and you’d of thought it was going 
to be the Capitol at Washington. Both of 
’em said, just wait till they got that house 
finished, they’d be the happiest people in 
the world. But after they’d moved in they 
were awful blue. The plumbing and every- 
thing else was wrong, according to the way 
they talked; and they’d built it, just the 
way they wanted it, too. I never did know 
such a fool young couple!” 


ad \ A JHAT’S wrong with ’em now?” Mr. 
i Watson in en 

“Irs the baby,” Mr. Tomlinson said. 
“They told everybody, just wait till they 
began to raise a family, then they would 
be happyl Well, at last they got their way 
and the baby’s here. Henry’s all upset 
over it because it’s only a girl, and Ellen 
cried because it’s a blue-eyed blonde and 
she wanted a brunette. They get every- 
thing they set their minds to, and it 
always makes ’em miserable.” 

Mr. Watson shook his head. “That’s 
because they don’t set their minds the 
right way,” he said; and as Mr. Tomlinson 
made sounds indicating mystification, he 
ampliied the statement, “Henry Strout 
and his wife keep disappointing them- 
selves because they think zhey know what's 
going to make them happy. Well, they 

on’t know, and that’s easy to prove, be- 
cause first they thought it would be 
getting engaged, and it wasn’t. Then they 
thought it would be getting married, and 
it wasn’t. Then they thought it would be 
having a new house, and it wasn’t. Then 
they thought it would be having a baby, 
and it wasn’t. Well, they think the house 
and the baby didn’t turn out just the way 
they expected, and that’s why they’re so 
blue; but it ain’t so. They’d have got 
less happiness than they expected out of 
the baby and the house no matter what, 
just the way they did out of getting 
engaged and getting married. They’ll be 
miserable off and on all their lives, unless 
they get over thinking they know what’ll 
make them happy.” 

Mr. Tomlinson evinced further mysti- 
fication. “What on earth are you talking 
about?” he said. “What else have they 
got to go by?” 

“Plenty,” Mr. Watson retuined se- 
renely. “Did you ever know anybody 
that could trust his own unaided judg- 
ment about what’d make him happy? 
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We'll pay 
for this `a 


Accept, please, a 10-day tube of 
this unique shaving cream as a gift 


GENTLEMEN: 
We do not ask you to buy Palmolive Shaving Cream. 
Instead, we give you a 10-day tube to try. 

We rest our case on what you find. 
Will you give us, please, that fair chance to win you? 


5 new delights 
These you'll find—these new shaving joys, these 


1,000 men told us 
We're the makers of Palmolive Soap, as you know. 


What we do is based on 60 years of soap and skin study. 


Palmolive Shaving Cream embodies the 4 great es- 
sentials 1,000 men told us they wanted in a shaving 
cream, plus a fifth, stronger bubbles . . . the supreme 
requisite of all. 


Men by the millions are looking to it. Old ways 
are giving way to a new. On the market a compara- 
tively short time, it is today the leading seller in its 
‘ field. You know and we know that such things don’t 
happen without reason. 


comforts unknown before. 


1—Miultiplies itself in lather 250 times. 

2—Softens the beard in one minute. 

3—Maintains its creamy fullness for 10 minutes on 
the face. 

4—Strong bubbles hold the hairs erect for cutting. 

5—Fine after effects due to palm and olive oil content. 


Clip the coupon 


No matter how happy you are with your present 


cream or stick, find out whether or not there’s a better. 


We may be right or we may be wrong. But we 
7 : A 3 Just send the coupon. Clip it now before you forget. 


believe a 10-day test will win you, no matter what 
your present method is. 


To add the final touch to shaving luxury, we 
have created Palmolive After Shaving Talc—espe- 
cially for men. Doesn't show. Leaves the skin 
smooth and fresh, and gives that well-groomed 
look. Try the sample we are sending free with the 
tube of Shaving Cream. 


‘10 SHAVES FREE 


and a can of Palmolive After Shaving Talc 


Simply “insert your name and address and 
mail to Dept. B-1108, The Palmolive Company 
(Del.-Corp.), 3702 Iron Street, Chicago; Ill. 


Residents of Wisconsin should address the Palmolive 
Company (Wis. Corp.), Milwaukee, Wis. 
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so say over 1,700,000 


Hoover owners 


As Christmas time draws near, how will you answer 
the question : “What shall I give her?” Naturally, you 
will consider, first, her need for those things that will 
make her life pleasurable. You will want your gift to 
ease her tasks and speed them; to give her happy, care- 
free hours. You will want it to be a thing substantial, 
whose span of life will be not months, but years. 
“What is this gift?” you ask. It is a Hoover—the com- 
plete home-cleaning servant. Will Christmas morning 
find it by her favorite chair—the token of your thought- 
fulness? There is only one who can answer that 
question. And you know him best! 


Complete with dusting tools $6.25 down; balance monthly 


THE HOOVER COMPANY, NORTH CANTON, OHIO 
The oldest and largest maker of electric cleaners + The Hoover is also made in Canada, at Hamilton, Ontario 
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No, sir! If I went blundering around, 
doing just what I feel is going to make me 
happy I’d land in the poorhouse, like as 
not, or in the insane asylum, or maybe in 
jail. It’s a thing you got to use your 
common sense about. There’s natural 
laws about what'll make people happy, 
just as there’s natural laws about every- 
thing else.” 

“T suppose you think it ought to be 
taught in school,” Mr. Tomlinson sug- 
gested, in the tone of satire. 

“Why not?” Mr. Watson promptly re- 
turned. ‘‘They try to do a fittle of that 
kind of teaching in Sunday-school, any- 
how. Don’t they tell the children ‘Be 
good and you will be happy’? Well, it’s 
true, too, Feed but the trouble is it’s 
so hard to see just what is being the kind 
of good that makes you happy. A person 
can usually obey the Ten Commandments 
without much trouble; but most of the 
time just merely not breaking one of ’em 
doesn’t make him any happier. What I 
mean is that if I want to be happy, I bet- 
ter use some system about it. e study 
the best ways to get everything else; we 
study the best ways to get knowledge; 
we study the best ways to get health; 
we study the best ways to get prosperity; 
we study the best ways to get good in our 
morals; but we don’t study the best 
ways to get happiness.” 

“No?” Mr. Tomlinson inquired, again 
satirical. “If a man had acquired educa- 
tion and health and prosperity and good 
morals, wouldn’t he be pretty happy?” 

“Certainly not,” Mr. Watson said 
stoutly. ‘‘He could have those things and 
a great deal more, and just as like as not 
he wouldn’t be any happter than some 
darky with a watermelon, or one of these 
section hands working on the railroad 
and getting enough money to go back to 
Italy and buy a farm. You know that 
yourself, Tomlinson.” 

Mr. Tomlinson looked cross. “I waive 
the point,” he said impatiently. “What 
are you trying to bring out?” 


WHEY. just this. When we want to get 

strong, for instance, we look around 
and see what makes other people strong as 
a general rule. We notice that some of *em 
have been born strong; but that’s not 
going to help us; we’ve got to pattern by 
the people that have got strong through 
a certain line of conduct. So we see that 


' they eat strengthening foods and take 


strengthening exercise regularly, and don't 
do things that weaken ’em, and we can go 


: and do likewise, and get strong too, or 


anyhow stronger than we were. We don’t 
act any way like that to get happier than 
we are; but we could. We could study 
the happiest people we know of, and find 
out what makes ’em that way.” 

“Well, what does?” Mr. Tomlinson 
asked challengingly. “What does?” 

“A good many things,” Mr. Watson 
answered and, as Mr. Tomlinson laughed 
contemptuously, added in haste, “Z know 
that’s a pretty general statement; but I 
mean special things.” 

“Name ’em,” said Mr. Tomlinson. 
“Name ’em.” 

“I was going to: Faith, for one thing. 


: You take people that really believe in 


their religion. Can you deny it makes ’em 
hap ier?” 

No, I don’t.” Mr. Tomlinson replied 
shortly. “Name some others.” 
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“Through 2300 Puige-Jewett Distributors 


The sun never sets on Paige-Jew- 
ett service. You will find Paige 
and Jewett cars in every corner 
of the earth. In the tropics—and 
as near the poles as motor cars 
can go. And everywhere — this 
same dependable service. Sup- 
porting our manufacturing idea of 
seventeen years, ‘‘Always mak- 
ing them finer,” with a service 
idea equally vital —‘‘Always keep- 
ing them finer.”’ 
MILLIONS IN SERVICE 


We are not through with your 
fine performing Paige or Jewett 
car when it leaves our modern 
plants. This great organization 
has $47,000,000 invested so that 
the Paige or Jewett car you buy 


Always making 


them Jape 


can be kept in fine condition as 
long as you drive it. 

Wherever you go you see the 
fruit of our seventeen years of 
building. Years of selecting ca- 
pable men to represent these fine 
cars—and maintain their splendid 
reputations. Men who have spent 
their lives in the business — and 
who know the necessity for serv- 
ice, believe in it—and support it 
with fine modern buildings — 
competent workmen and effi- 
Cient, up-to-date equipment. 


YOUR CONVENIENT SERVICE 


Your locality has this dependable 
Paige-Jewett service. The men 
there measure up to our rigid re- 
quirements. We have seen to that. 
No matter where you live or drive 
—whether your trip is ten miles 
or a thousand—you will find the 
same high grade service, the same 
desire to serve. For that is the 
basis upon which this great 
world service organization has 
been built. 

It is simply good business to buy 
a car from solid, substantial dis- 
tributors such as these. Think of 
that when you buy acar. Such serv- 
ice is your assurance of years of 


satisfaction with a Paige or Jewett. 
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Read the offer 
below that 
puts the last 
touch on a 
perfect shave 


yer know how your fingers 
approve the velvety feel of your 
skin after your morning shave with 
Williams Shaving Cream. 


No lucky accident about it, either. 
Williams Cream was specifically 
made to leave your skin conditioned 
as well as smoothly shaved. 


Wouldn’t you like to keep that 
“Sjust-shaved-with- Williams” feeling 
all day long? Read the offer below. 
This offer will allow you to enjoy 
an after-shaving comfort that you 
may have thought impossible. 


Made expressly for 
after-shaving 


Williams shaving specialists 
created Aqua Velva, a clear amber 
liquid, to keep your skin as soothed 
and velvety as Williams Shaving 
Cream leaves it. So successful were 


2A our 


shaving comfort 


Aqua Velva keeps the 
face like velvet all day 


these specialists that Aqua Velva 


has become as necessary a part of 


the well-appointed shaving kit as the 
cream, brush and razor. 


Designed solely for use after shav- 
ing, it benefits your skin in these 
five ways: 

—it tingles delightfully when applied 
—it gives first aid to little cuts 


—it protects the face from cold 
and wind 


—it prevents face-shine 
—it delights with its man-style 
fragrance 
The large 5-ounce bottle at your 
dealer’s is 50c (60c in Canada). 


Williams 
Aqua Velva 


for use after shaving 
Special Offer— 


For a limited time, we will send you a 
handsome 1-oz. bottle of Aqua Velva upon 
teceipt of 4c. in stamps. This size costs us 
much more than 4c. 


SEND COUPON FORSPECIAL 1-OZ. BOTTLE 


i The J. B. Williams Co., Dept. 112, Glastonbury, i 
: Conn. (If you live in Canada, address The J. B. : 
: Williams Co., St. Patrick Street, Montreal) : 


Enclosed is 4c in stamps for the 1-02. bottle of : 
: Aqua Velva. : 


“Being busy,” Mr. Watson said. “Being 
busy at something interesting. If a man 
isn’t interested in the work he’s got to do, 
he’d be happier if he found something to 
do that would interest him outside his 
other work. Wouldn’t he?” 

“Suppose he couldn’t,” said Mr. Tom- 
linson. “Suppose the work he didn’t like 


| took all his time.” 


“Then he’d be happier if he did it his 
very best, no matter how much he didn’t 
like it, because people are happier that do 
their best, no matter what they do, than 

eople that don’t. I don’t claim it makes 
em absolutely happy—that’s not what 
were talking about. Nobody can get 
strong enough to lift an elephant, no 


| matter howstrong he gets; but an ordinary 
| man that isn’t strong can always get 


stronger than he is.” 
“All right,” Mr. Tomlinson admitted. 
“Go on with your namin’.” 


“Well,” said Mr. Watson, “I believe it 


| would be a good thing to look over all the 


people you know, and decide which of ’em 
have the happiest expressions on their 
faces. That ought to be a good way to 
tell. Now, when I do that—when I think 
over the usual expressions of all the people 
I ever knew—I believe the very happiest 
pinapak belong most to one kind of 

eople. 

“What kind?” Mr. Tomlinson asked 
skeptically. 


“NoT you or me,” Mr. Watson said 
gravely. “‘I mean the kind of people 
that make other people happy. You think 
over all the people you’ve known in your 
life, and see if the happiest expressions 
didn’t belong to the people that made 
other people happy.” 

Mr. Tomlinson contained his indigna- 
tion with difficulty. “My! But you’re 
telling us something new!’ 

“Im not trying to tell you anything 
new,” Mr. Watson said. “I’m trying to 
tell you something that’s so!” 

“Te ain’t so about you and me,” Mr. 
Tomlinson said sharply. “Z can’t learn 
how to get happier that way! The people 
that make other people happy are born 
unselfish, and mighty few of us are born 
that way.” 

“Well, mighty few of us are born real 
strong, either,” said Mr. Watson. “That’s 
no reason we don’t try to get stronger. 
If we see that people are happy who make 
other people happy, why don’t we practice 
it a little ourselves?” 

“Go on!” Mr. Tomlinson said unkindly. 
“That’s been preached at us for a thou- 
sand years, and never has done any good 

et!” 

“Then if it never did, it shows up our 
dumb-headed stubbornness pretty strong! 
We want to be happier than we are and 
for a thousand years we’ve known hoze— 
and yet we won't do it!” 

“We deserve what we get,” Mr. Tom- 
linson said with emphasis. “I don’t see 
as you’ve increased my knowledge much 
of how to get any happier. I knew all you 
said beforehand.” 5 

“Yes, but you won’t act on it—because 
you still think you know how to be happy 
better than nature can show you! The 
way’s open, and yet after a thousand 
years people like you won’t take it! 
When you get over your stubbornness 
you'll enjoy life better, Tomlinson.”’ 

At that Mr. Tomlinson’s expression 
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A FUSSY PACKAGE — 
Nuts and nut combinatiéns 
in chocolates 


CHOCOLATE COVERED 
FRUITS AND NUTS— 
A luxury package 


SALMAGUNDI — A new 
assortment of chocolates in 
artistic metal box 
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Not merely good candy but joyous, bright packages that speak 
the language Gf tehtinietie Gifts that deliver a message of good 
cheer. The spirit of Christmas expressed in the gift universal—candy. 
There’s a Whitman package, Aad assortment, suited to every taste. 

Consider the Sampler with bright Yule-tide outer wrap of 
sampler cross-stitch design. See the seductive Pleasure Island pack- 
age enclosed, for Christmas, in a Pirate’s Chest. 

Study the beauties of the Cloisonné Package, a metal box of 
real cloisonné design compact with selected chocolates. Admire 
the art study by Franklin Booth on the new package of Bonnybrook 
Milk Chocolates, a new Whitman assortment. Observe the bright 
bands on the Standard and other packages—a little touch of 
Christmas cheer. 

Think of all who would enjoy the Fussy Package, Fruits and 
Nuts, Salmagundi, Old Time Favorites, and the children who 
would delight in the Wonderbox. 

Examine the fancy holiday containers for Whitman's, durable and beautiful boxes 
and chests. The Whitman agency near you gets every package direct from Whitman's 
not through a jobber. It is the candy you can buy with confidence anywhere. 


Write for booklet *‘On Choosing Chocolates’ and folder illustrating the beau- 
tiful Whitman fancy boxes and baskets for Christmas gift-giving. 


STEPHEN F. WHITMAN & SON, Inc., Philadelphia, U. S. A. 
Chicago 


New York San Francisco 


CLOISONNE BOX— 
Candy gift de luxe—ex- 
quisitely decorated 
metal x. 334 lbs. 
chocolates $5 
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PLEASURE ISLAND— 
Chocolates in a package sug- 
gestive of romance and ad- 
venture. Can also be had in 
this outer ‘‘sea-chest” 


BONNYBROOK MILK 

CHOCOLATES — One of 

the newest Whitman pack- 
ages — certain to please 


WONDERBOX — Selected 


barley sugar shapes and plain 
sweet chocolate for children 


) fee Aa STANDARD CHOCO- 


NUTS CHOCOLATE- - AUE see Ae LATES—Famous since 1842. 
COVERED — Whole nut Sie - With special “Merry Christ- 


meats, heavily coated mas” band 


74 


The American Magazine 


Let him 


YouRGOOD FRIEND, the Doctor, 
spent a good many years study- 
ing the human mechanism be- 
fore he wrote his first prescrip- 
tion. Don’t attempt to use his 
tools without his knowledge. 


The indiscriminate taking of 
drugs and harsh laxatives is 
dangerous. If your health is at 
stake consult a physician. Don’t 
experiment upon yourself. 


The commonest cause of faulty 
elimination is improper eating. 
This condition can usually be 
corrected and prevented by eat- 
ing regularly a sufficient amount 


of the right kind of food. 
Make this easy test. If you are 


write 


the prescription 


troubled with constipation eat 
Post’s Bran Flakes at breakfast 
every day for two weeks. See 
how quickly regular habits are 
restored and how much better 
you feel. 


If you have tried the ordi- 
nary, dry, harsh, unpalatable 
bran do not be discouraged. 
There is a bran that’s really 
good to eat. 


Post’s Bran Flakes is deli- 
cious. You will enjoy it thor- 
oughly as a cereal with milk or 
cream. You will like it with 
fruits or baked into bran muffins 
or bran bread. Eat it every day 
as an “Ounce of Prevention.” 


SEND FOR “AN OUNCE OF PREVENTION”— 


—A free trial package of Post’s Bran Flakes and our booklet showing 
different ways of serving Bran. Postum Cereal Company, Inc., Dept. 


12-112, Battle Creek, Michigan. 


Makers of Post Health Products: 


Post’s Bran Flakes, Post Toasties (Double-Thick Corn Flakes), Postum 
Cereal, Instant Postum and Grape-Nuts. If you live in Canada address 
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., 45 Front St., E., Toronto 2, Ont. 


evetybody rot 
every day 


“POSTS 


BRAN FLAKES 


as an ounce of prevention 


@ P. C. Co., 1925 


became embittered. “‘Enjoy life’? No- 
body enjoys life!” 

“They do, too.” 

“Who does?” 

“Well, you’ve admitted yourself that 
certain kinds of people do—the ones that 
make other people happy, for instance. 
And there’s another class that enjoys it 
most of all maybe.” 

“What class?” 

“Well, sir,” Mr. Watson replied, “I’m 
thinking now of the class Henry Strout 
and his wife would belong to if they'd let 
themselves. I mean the young couples 
that are raising little aie honak I 
don’t put any age limit on this class 
exactly, and almost anybody that’s got 
something ahead of him he’s working for 
could belong to it. But in general it would 
include the fathers and mothers that are 
trying to get on in the world, and using 
their energy and carefulness to do it, 
moving ahead, little by little. Sometimes 
they slip back some, maybe; but they’ve 
learned that if they keep on working and 
trying they will get ahead sometime. 
Those are the people I think are maybe the 
happiest, Tomlinson.” 

Me Tomlinson uttered a chilling sound 
of laughter. “They are? Why, you’ve 
picked out the most anxious class of 
human beings we got in our whole country. 
Don’t tell me I don’t understand what 
class you mean, because I do. You mean 
just the average run of folks, fathers and 
mothers mostly, that haven’t got as well 
off yet as they mean to be, and are try- 
ing to be—with the father working his 
hardest in an office, or a store, or a fac- 
tory, or at a trade, or on a farm, maybe, 
and the mother looking after the children 
and trying to do her share. Why, you 
talk about judging people’s happiness by 
their expressions; those are the very 
people that look the worriedest! You 
know who they remind me of? If you 
can tell anything by expressions—the 
way you say, Watsone—why, these people 
you claim are the happiest remind me of 
the folks in an automobile that is going 

retty fast—the folks that aren’t running 
it. All they think about is getting where 
they’re going to; but they aren’t sure 
they'll get anywhere—except in the ditch! 
And you call them the happiest!’ 

“T do,” Mr. Watson insisted desper- 
ately. “And if they aren’t, the only 
reason is that they don’t know how happy 
they really are!” 


HERE was a shout of laughter. The 

wise men standing near by considered 
him defeated and his final assertion pre- 
posterous; but as I walked home I began 
to think about Mr. Tomlinson’s com- 
parison of Mr. Watson’s happiest people 
to anxious people in a motor-car, aoa 
wondered if both Mr. Tomlinson and 
Mr. Watson mightn’t be right—Mr. Wat- 
son particularly. 

I had lately been upon a long motor 
journey myself, in foreign and interest- 
ing parts of the world; and one day, 
when it was more than half over, I dis- 
covered that I wasn’t enjoying it nearly 
so much as I could. I found that I was 
thinking almost continually of the speed 
we were making and of the earliest pos- 
sible hour of arrival at the town that was 
our evening’s destination. 

There was nothing I wanted to do or 
see in that town—it wasn’t nearly so 
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Such Wide-Spread Appeal Found 


In No Other Car 


CHRYSLER SIX eal et $ 1395; 
Coaèh, $1445; Roadster, $16 Sedan, 

695; Royal Coupe, $1795; ehan, 
$1865; "Imperial, $1995; Crown- Imperial, 


CHRYSLER FOUR—Touring Car, $895; 

ee Cou cupe; $995; Coach, $1045; Sedan, 
ydraulic four- wheel brakes on 

sh Oye Four models at slight extra cost. 


All prices f.o. b. Detroit, subject to earren. 
Federal excise tax. 


Bodies by Fisher on all Chrysler enclosed 
models. All models equipped with full bal- 
loon tires. 

e 


There are Chrysler dealers and superior 
Chrysler service everywhere. All dealers 
are in position to extend the convenience 
of time-payments. Ask about Chrysler’s 
PPN p. 


All Chrysler models are protected against 
theft by the Fedco patented car numbering 
system, exclusive with sler, which 
cannot be counterfeited and cannot be 
altered or removed co conclusive 
evidence of tampering. 


CHRYSLER 


SIX 


People who had previously driven only cars 
of highest price are now enthusiastic Chry- 
sler Six owners. 


People of wealth who have used chauffeurs 
for years have discovered new and zestful 


exhilaration in personally driving the Chry- 


sler Six. 


People who previously had felt themselves 
restricted to cars of lower first cost, now find 
greater economy—and vastly greater satis- 
faction—in Chrysler Six ownership. 


Its appeal to every class of motorist is perhaps 
the most significant thing of all about the 
Chrysler Six. 


More-than-abundant power and perfect bal- 
ance of all units give it flashing speed for the 
open road, lightning-like acceleration for traf- 
fic, and economy consistent with results that 
set the Chrysler Six apart as the pattern of 
brilliant six-cylinder performance. 


Fitting complements to this engineering mas- 
terpiece are the body design and coloring — 
the essence of the style which discriminating 
women and men everywhere admire as dis- 
tinctively Chrysler. 


The nearest Chrysler dealer is eager to dem- 
onstrate to you why the Chrysler Six has 
made such a profound impression among all 
ranks of motorists. 


CHRYSLER SALES CORPORATION, DETROIT, MICH. 
CHRYSLER CORPORATION OF CANADA. LTD. WINDSOR. ONT. 
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FACTS ABOUT A FAMOUS FAMILY 


Time Payments 
on General Motors cars 


HE PURCHASE of a car out of 

income is a universally accepted 
practice. But there is a difference in 
time payment rates. 


Six years ago General Motors organ- 
ized the General Motors Acceptance 
Corporation (GMAC) to make credit 
available at the least possible cost to 
purchasers of General Motors cars. 
GMAC rates have always been low. 
Last August they were still further re- 
duced. And the standard time sale 
price of any General Motors car is 
the cash delivered price, plus only the 
GMAC charge. Dealers will be glad to 
show you the officialG MA CRateChart. 


The important thing tothe purchaser 
is the total cost of a car. The time pay- 
ment charge is a part of the total cost 
when a car is bought out of income. 
These GMAC reductions therefore 
mean, in such instances, a substantially 
lowered total cost. 


They are in accordance with General 
Motors’ policy of passing on to the car 
buyer economies wherever effected — 
in financing as well as in engineering, 
manufacturing or selling operations. 


GENERAL MOTORS 


CHEVROLET + OLDSMOBILE + OAKLAND 


BuicK + CaApDILLAc - GMC Truck 


interesting as the Arab countryside we 
were traversing—yet my attention was 
concentrated on getting there. This, | 
discovered, had been my frame of mind 
day after day on all the long journey; 
and yet, at the end of each day, as I went 
to sleep in the hotel, what my mind dwelt 
upon with most satisfaction were the 
roadside pictures I’d been seeing through- 
out the run. Moreover, I had gone abroad 
for the motor journey itself, not for its 
daily destinations—and here I was oc- 
cupying my mind and worrying it with 
those unimportant way-stations. 

I reformed myself successfully. When 
we were on the road, I said to myself, 
“You came across the seas to be doing 
what you're doing now—not to be get- 
ting to various sleeping places. You came 
for the Road.” 

I think my facial expression thereupon 
underwent an alteration that might have 
pleased Mr. Watson. My anxious look 
departed—undoubtedly I was happier. 

And so, walking home from the village 
drug store, I concluded that Mr. Watson 
was, of them all, nearest right, when he 
made his desperate final statement after 
Mr. Tomlinson’s overwhelming argument. 
Those happy people Mr. Watson meant 
to describe—the ‘‘average run of folks. 
fathers and mothers, mostly, that haven’t 
got as well off yet as they mean to be,” 
have forgotten the joy of the Road, when 
they “don’t know how happy they really 


We add most to our happiness by 
knowing that we are happy. Some day 
Mr. Watson’s happy people—who are at 
the same time Mr. Tomlinson’s most 
anxious people—will say, “Ah, we were 
happy then! Those days of the struggle 
upward, full of anxieties and disappoint- 
ments and gains and setbacks, they were 
the happy days. Queer, we didn’t 
realize it then and enjoy it more!” 

For it isn’t the destination that makes 
us happier. “We came for the ride”— 
not for the end of it. 


Broadway From My 
Farmhouse Window 


(Continued from page 21) 


how many times in the past ten years you 
have been either to a concert or a lecture?” 

Of course the visitor has to laugh him- 
self. “To be sure,” he retorts, “per- 
sonally I don’t care for that sort of thing: 
but the lectures and concerts are there, 
if you want them.” 

a, And will you also tell me,” I persist. 
how many times a year you dine in one 
of the big hotels or restaurants?” 

“Perhaps four or five.” 

“Just about the same number of times 
that we do ourselves,” reply. 

“And lastly,” I demand, “will you 
kindly give me a list of the shows that 
you have seen in New York this season?” 
_ Falteringly and with constant prompt- 
ing, he names over eight or ten shows, of 
which I myself have seen about half, and 
of which my wife—who is the real theatre 
goer of the family—has seen all. 

“ Now, as a matter of fact,” I conclude. 
“do you realize that if we three should 
want to go to a good show to-night s 
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Prevent this 


Worried about 
the appearance 
of her teeth 


The American Magazine 


Tooth decay truly is a menace to 
the nation’s health. 


If this sounds exaggerated to you, 
just ask your dentist. Let him tell 
you how prevalent it is and how 
serious are the consequences when 
tooth decay is allowed to under- 
mine your health. 


Use Colgate’s— 


It removes causes of tooth decay 


RESERVE the youthful charm of your smile by sensible care 
of your teeth. 


Preventive dentistry—the combating of disease by the preven- 
tion of tooth troubles—is the new note in advanced dental 
practise. Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream has always been in 
the forefront of this scientific move for better teeth and health. 
Colgate’s is a preventive dental cream. It removes causes of tooth 
decay. 
“Washes”, Polishes, Protects 

Colgate’s contains no harsh grit—no dangerous ingredients. It 
“washes” your teeth gently and safely. Its principal ingredi- 
ents are fine chalk and mild soap, the two substances recom- 
mended by eminent dental authorities. 


You can't be too careful of your teeth. Wash them after 
every meal to polish and protect them. 


The taste of Colgate’s is delicious—you enjoy using it. 


The happy smile 
of healthy teeth 


‘Large Tube 
25c 


Generous trial tube 
COLGATE & CO., Dept. 598 
581 Fifth Ave., New York City 
Please send me, free, a trial tube of Ribbon 
Dental Cream. 

Name 
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\ 


(In Canada, 72 St. Ambroise St., Montreal) 
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could call up the theatre in Hartford and 
get seats at once at regular box-office 
prices, which is something you could not 
do in New York. We sonli motor thirty- 
six miles, see the show, and come back 
with far less trouble and expense than you 
could do it from almost any point on the 
island of Manhattan. The last time we 
were in New York, it took us twenty-five 
minutes in a motor-car to get from our 
dinner on Forty-fourth Street to a theatre 
on Forty-seventh!” 

“But the trouble is that you people 
up here in the country get a wrong idea 
of life in New York. When you see us, we 
are entertaining you people from out of 
town, and naturally we are hitting it up 
a little. But you mustn’t think hae we 
do that kind of thing day in and day out. 
Nobody could. When we're alone, we 
lead very normal lives—we have our own 
little groups of friends. We go to their 
apartments and they. come to ours, and 
we read, talk, play cards, and do just 
ordinary things.” 

“In other words,” I end benignly, 
“you do in New York exactly what we do 
up here in the country. You-work, read, 
eat, sleep, and see your acquaintances. 
Now have I answered your question as to 
what we do with ourselves in the coun- 
try?” 

. “Ye-e-s,” admits my friend, but in just 
the same doubtful, reluctant tones used 
by the reporter of whom I first spoke. 

What with the motor-car, the telephone, 
long-distance jitneys, electric light and 
power, parcel post and early newspapers, 
there is, to-day, no vast difference be- 
tween the sheer mechanics of life in the 
country and in the city. 


EVERTHELESS, the reporter with 

whom I talked in New York did open 
one genuine question on which I myself 
have pondered more frequently and deeply 
than Í should ever care to let him believe: 
Is there some mental stimulus, some 
actual inspiration, which can be gathered 
by simply living in daily contact with 
three or four hundred thousand people, 
and which one can never gain from living 
in quiet surroundings, no matter how 
pleasant? 

I cannot really believe that there is. 
If my young newspaper friend has stuck 
to his ambitions, and has begun to write 
fiction on his own hook, he will have found 
out by this time that a writer’s knowledge 
of human nature, like anyone else’s, does 
not really come from studying humanity 
in the mass, but from studying individual 
specimens. 

A scientist does not learn much by 
putting a million-odd germs in a test tube 
and watching them swarm all over one 
another; he discovers important truths by 
isolating some particular germ, and learn- 
ing all that he can of its daily life. Instead 
of quickening one’s interest in human 
beings, the constant presence of crowds 
tends rather to deaden it. 

For four seasons, some years ago, I 
worked at a state fair which “handled” 
as many as seventy-five thousand persons 
a day, and I found afterward that my 
vivid memories of types and incidents 
were all accumulated during the first 
year. After that, I gradually tended to 
treat the crowds merely as routine. I 
can get far more mental “kick” out of 
two short visits to New York at an inter- 
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You will find that in this 
new Hupmobile Six the 
finest possible six perform- 
ance has come down from 
the realm of much higher 
cost. At this amazingly 
moderate figure, you will 
enjoy road mastery, ease 
and flexibility of handling 
and riding, coupled with 
outstanding ruggedness, 
stamina and value such 
as this price has never 
bought before—simply and 
solely because this car is a 
Hupmobile and running 


mate to the wonderful 
Hupmobile Eight. 


——————— ge 


| 


val of three months than from a longer 
visit made all at one time. 
Thus, up in the country, while we may 


| not see as many persons in a given day, 
| we have a vastly better chance to know 


intimately those whom we do see. Odd 
as it sounds, I believe that we also have 
an insight into a far greater range of ages, 
occupations, and types, for if, in the city, 
it is delightfully easy to fall into a little 


| circle of persons who are completely con- 


genial to you, yet it is also fatally easy to 
avoid those who are not. After a certain 
point, you gain very little from persons 
whose viewpoints, likes, and dislikes are 
the same as your own. On the other 
hand, in a group of, say, twenty intimate 


| friends in the country, the ages will prob- 
| ably vary as much as thirty years, and 


there will probably not be any two per- 
sons whose occupations, habits, and ideas 
about life are exactly the same. 
Personally, I do not believe that it is a 
good thing for a writer to associate chiefly 
with writers, any more than it is a good 
thing for a merchant to associate chiefly 
with merchants. My best friends, both 


in the city and in the country, have 


always been business men. And, while 
my own views of life may be more or less 
liberal, living in the country has given 
me an immense respect for the stanch old 
Puritan spirit. 

The first year we were married, my 
wife, who is English, was inexpressibly 
shocked because the caddies on the golf 
links persisted in calling me ‘‘ Phil.” 
Last fall—seven years after—while we 
were having repairs made in the house, 
my little daughter came into my room. 

“Daddy,” she said, “what is the name 
of that new carpenter who is working out 
in the kitchen?” 

“Which carpenter?” I asked. 

“I don’t know,” said the infant; “but 
Mother calls him ‘Ed.’” 

Yes, even Mother had fallen into the 
habit, as everyone does, for in the coun- 
try all business is done on a first-name 
basis. And who in the world would wish 
it done on any other? Whenever we have 
painters or masons around the place, my 
wife knows that it is an ideal day to clean 
my study, because, as she wisely remarks, 
“You know you won’t do a stroke of 
work to-day. All you will do will be to 
hang around and smoke and talk up there 
on the scaffolding.” 


JRM incidents such as these, mv 

friend the New York reporter might 
have found an answer to the seeming 
paradox of a writer who lives on a farm. 
and yet, in some measure, devotes him- 
self to “metropolitan types.” Under the 
shirt and collar, there is fundamentally no 
such thing as a “metropolitan type,” any 
more than there is such a thing as a 
pure “country type.” There are limitless 
types of humanity; but they know no 
law of geographical location. ` 

One of the simplest, kindliest men of 
the pure “small-town type” that I ever 
met was an old attendant in the busiest 
spot in the world, the parcel-room of the 
Grand Central Station. I got to know 
him because I happened to open a pack- 
age of unmounted photographs at the 
counter and found that he was an en- 
thusiastic amateur photographer. On 
the other hand, any small mill town in 
Vermont or Minnesota could furnish 
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MAKE THIS CHART 
YOUR GUIDE 


HE correct grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil for 
engine lubrication of prominent passenger 
cars are specified below. 
The grades of Gargoyle Mobiloil are indicated 
by the letters shown below. “Arc” means 
Gargoyle Mobiloil Arctic. 
Follow winter recommendations when temper- 
atures from 32° F (freezing) to 0° F (zero) prevail. 
Below zero use Gargoyle Mobiloil Arctic (except 
Ford Cars, use Gargoyle Mobiloil “ E”). 


If your car is not listed here, see the complete 
Chart at your dealer's, 


NAMES OF 
PASSENGER 
CARS 


Summer 


Winter 


Arc 
\re 
Are 


Buick 
Cadillac 
Chandler ae 
Chevrolet FB... 
(other mod's.) Arc. Are 

Chrysier... AIA 
Donge Brothers...) A [Arc 
A |Arc. 
EE 
Franklin. ... BB | BB BB BB 
Hudson Super 6.. Arc.| A |Are 
Hupmobile... . Arc] A lAre 
Maxwell. . Arc | A JArc 
Nash o 2533 su Arc.JAre. Arc 
Oaklands skini Arc Arc 
Oldsmobile 4.... | 
Oldsmobile 6... 
Overland... 
Packard 8. 

> (other mod's ) 
Reo 
Rickenbacker 6 
Rickenbacker 8 
Star.. ‘ 
Studebaker... .. 
Willys-Knight 4. . 
Willys-Knight 6. 


s >>>] Summer 


Serer 


Arc.] A jAre 
‘Are | A Are 
\rc Arc 
\rc A 
\rc 

J Are 

A JArc 
Are Arc 
A Are 
B Arc 


>>>: 


Winter 


ALL the annoyances that cause you 
to store your car during the cold months 
— hard starting, sluggish circulation, 
excessive wear and tear— can be reduced 
to a minimum very easily. 


Make sure you have the right grade 
of Mobiloil for winter conditions. 


Some motors, but not all (see Chart at 
the left), require a different oil in winter 
than they do in summer. It depends 
upon the design of the lubricating sys- 
tem. Such details as type of pump, its 

capacity and location; screen size, mesh, 

design and installation; delivery duct 
size and position are always of vital 
importance. 


These and other purely mechanical fea- 
tures must be considered together with 
the influence of reduced temperature to 
insure winter lubrication satisfaction. 


Failure to weigh these lubrication 
facts carefully—inex- 
pertness or inexperi- 
ence in interpreting 
their significance—re- 
sults in “guess work 
lubrication.” Then 
when you start your 
engine your lubrica- 


Make on chart your 


wae 


on’t let Winter 
jail your car! 


tion may be tardy and incomplete. Your 
oil pump may be overtaxed and the 
pump-shaft broken. Your oil screen or 
oil gauge may be ruined by pressures not 
contemplated i in the design of the engine. 
Your battery and starter may be unduly 
taxed. Constant, continuous, rapid wear 
is certain due to unprotected rubbing 
surfaces. 


You may trust Mobiloil absolutely 
to meet your winter needs 


Your engine was the subject of pains- 
taking study. Its design, its operating 
conditions, its running temperatures— 
every phase of its performance i in cold 
weather was thoroughly gone into before 
any grade of Mobiloil was selected. 


The grade of Mobiloil recommended 
for your engine in winter was determined 
by our Board of Automotive Engineers 
and represents our 
professional advice. 

Vacuum Oil Com- 
pany, branches in 
principal cities. Ad- 
dress: New York, 
Chicago, or Kansas 
City. 


When you see this sign you will 
find exactly the right winter oil 
for your car. 


VACUUM OIL COMPANY 
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MCKAY TIRE CHAINS 


have satisfied motorists everywhere. 


McKAYS will stand the gaff. They 


cost no more at the start—less in the 
end—because they last. 


McKAY RED BEAD BUMPERS 
Add “Good Looks” —Protect “Good Looks” 


UNITED STATES CHAIN & FORGING COMPANY 


Makers of Complete Lines of Chains for All 
Commercial and Industrial Purposes. 


UNION TRUST BUILDING, PITTSBURGH, PA. 


types of the youthful “tough guy” who 
could move into the old-time Bowery, and 
find themselves completely at home. 

The truth is that all distinctive locali- 
ties, like all distinctive professions, love 
to surround themselves with a peculiar 
patter, a peculiar dialect, which encour- 
ages within themselves and among out- 
siders the fond belief that they have 
secrets entirely unknown to the rest of 
humanity. It 1s the same among farmers, 
or horsemen, or brokers. It is as true of. 
cowboys and woodsmen as it is of artists 
and writers. After you have caught the 
swing of the Manhattan patter, after 
you have learned to use the subway with- 
out hesitation, and have lost your fear of 
head waiters and ushers, you find that the 
“mystery” of New York City has largely 
disappeared. $ 

Thus, when I start to write a story of 
metropolitan life, I do try to throw my- 
self into a visual background of New 
York as I have seen it. But the people 
I originate, and the antics through which 
they evolve, are very much the same as 
if a story were one of life in any other 
spot on earth. Some years ago I wrote a 
novel in which the heroine was a cabaret 
singer and the hero was the proverbial 
‘New York clubman.” One newspaper 
reviewer did not like the story. He (or 
she) said that it was entirely too sordid; 
but grudgingly added this little word of 
praise, “At any rate, the novel would 
serve as a guidebook for the night life of 
New York, which is apparently the only 
atmosphere that the author knows or 
cares for.” 

As a matter of fact, the main incident 
on which the story was founded had 
happened in San Francisco. Of the three 
restaurants used as originals for the 
“local color” of the tale, one was also in 
San Francisco, one was in New York, and 
the other in Hartford. 

In a later novel, I almost got into 
trouble because two dramatic critics, 
and a number of actors, stated that one 
of my characters was a lifelike picture 
of a certain very well-known New York 
theatrical producer. I had never seen 
this famous individual. I have never 
seen him to this day. In reality, the 
character was taken partly from a pub- 
lisher whom I had known ın the country, 
and partly from an automobile-race pro- 
moter whom I once met in New Haven! 


HERE is an old Yankee saying which 

has always amused me: “The still pig 
gets the swill.” This applies to location 
as well as to conduct, for it is my belief 
that bustle and change purely for their 
own sakes do not increase the breadth of 
one’s life. If you will stick in one spot— 
any spot—with an open mind, a hos- 
pitable spirit, and a ready imagination, a 
perfectly incredible stream of human 
experience will sooner or later flow up to 
your door. Without this willingness to 
meet life half way, any place in the world 
will soon be intolerable. 

It takes some time for outsiders to get 
the hang of social life in the country. 
During the last three or four years, how- 
ever, I have noticed a very marked tide 
of city people of all ages and occupations 
who have begun to come back to villages 
and farms, either to live permanently, or 
to make frequent stops at all times of the 
year. In my own locality are two young 
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Can you drive your car 


all winter without giving 
its cooling system the 
slightest care, or even a 


single thought? 


SPECIAL DEMONSTRATION WEEK, NOV. 19-28 


To remind people that beneath the advanced style and 
beauty of the New Franklin lie advantages obtainable in 
no other car, Franklin dealers today initiate a special period 
for demonstration of the world’s greatest cooling system. 
Franklin’s new copper-radiation air-cooling not only re- 
moves all cooling care and bother, but makes possible a 
substantial increase in high power. How far it influences 
Franklin’s easy-riding and ability to cover ground will 
surprise most owners of other cars. You are invited to 
take advantage of a demonstration in the New Sedan. 


FRANKLIN AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, SYRACUSE, N. Y. 


At the new lower prices Franklin Series 11 in- 
cludes complete equipment, even spare tire, 
tube and cover. Only tax and freight are extra. 
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A gift as 


lasting as a rare friendship 


Tuere is no better gift for the 
man you care most about than 
something made by true crafts- 
men from true leather. One that 
will stand the test of time and 
mellow with age. One that he will 
use and be proud of—not for a 
day or a month, but for years. 
Amity products are made care- 
fully from only the finest leathers 
brought from the tanneries of the 


if stamped 
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ô] 


The Blackstone— 
made of black pin 
seal, lined with silk. 
Packed like a jewel, 
in an attractive 
gift box. Price only 
$5.00. 


world. Each bears the stamp, 
“Amity.” Let this mark guide 
you in choosing a gift for him. 

At your favorite store you will 
find a complete assortment of Amity 
products, packed in an attractive 
Christmas box. Among them you 
will find the style to please him, 
at a price that is surprisingly low. 
Amity Leather Products Company, 
West Bend, Wis. 


M ITY its leather 


A beautiful laced-edge pocketbook, a gold mounted 
Key Kaddy or a rich looking leather cigarette case. 
. . . Each one an ideal gift and reasonably priced. 


You can buy these Amity gifts en- 
cased in handsome silk-lined gift boxes. 


bond salesmen, who are pursuing here 
exactly the same occupation that they did 
in the city. The only difference is that 
whereas in New York they covered a few 
blocks on foot, up here they cover two-or 
three counties in motor-cars. 

Behind this new turn in the tide, I can 
trace four distinct causes: the first is, of 
course, the motor-car, which, except for a 
few months in some localities, gives you a 
neighborhood in the country as large and 
as varied as you choose to make it. 

The second reason is the cost of living. 
Until recent years, we Americans knew 
only one principle of domestic economy. 
If our incomes did not cover our expenses 
or our desires, we simply set to work and 
increased our incomes. 

The abnormal prices of the past few 
years, however, have made Americans, 
hie Europeans, begin to look at the 
spending side of the Tedees. When a very 
humble city apartment costs seventy or 
eighty dollars a month, when a single egg 
costs ten cents and two bottles of milk a 
day cost from one hundred and twenty- 
five to one hundred and fifty dollars a 
year, a great many city dwellers have 
beeen to wonder whether there is not 
some other way to live in more ease, and 
still strike a balance. 

In a neighboring township I recently 
ran across a former city man, a “‘white- 
collar worker,” who has bought a small 
place, on which he keeps up one cow, 
about two hundred chickens, and a 
modest garden. From the first, he has 
kept very accurate accounts. He tells me 
that here in the country, by making his 
own butter, by trading ın his chickens to 
the butcher, and selling high-quality 
eggs by parcel post, he can get his actual 
living expenses down to about thirty 
dollars in cash a month, and maintain a 
scale of luxury that in New York would 
cost him at least two hundred and fifty. 
His whole place of fifteen acres, including 
house, barn, cow, and some tools, cost 
him what his rent in New York would 
have been for exactly twenty-nine months. 
This man had had no experience of coun- 
try life until four years ago. 


R one thing in the country, the item 
of money for clothes will almost en- 
tirely disappear. From October to May, | 
wear corduroy suits at a cost of sixteen 
dollars apiece. My wife burns them up be- 
fore I can wear them out. One good suit 
for special occasions will last almost for- 
ever. For another thing, small change no 
longer melts miraculously away. 

If a man with a family of four owns a 
small place, and has the ability to earn a 
hundred and fifty dollars a month, he 
finds himself: in comparative affluence in 
the country, without attempting to do 
any farming at all, except possibly keep- 
ing a garden. His hundred and fifty will 
cover the operation of a motor-car in the 
summer and coal for a furnace in tht 
winter. These are the two biggest item: 
in the annual budget. With stoves anc 
without a motor, the bills could be cu: 
almost half. But no one in the country 
to-day is without a motor, and very few 
are without at least pipeless furnaces. 

The third reason for the turn in the tide 
is the great growth of sport. A large 
number of sports which, up to a few years 
ago, were considered rich men’s sports are 
now almost universal. 


The American Magazine 85 


Radiola 28, 
eight-cube uni-control Super-Hetero- 
dyne, extremely selective. It gives. 
gteat volume on dry batteries, or if 
used with the Model 104 Loudspeak- 
er, all batteries can be replaced by 
110 volt, 60 cycle A.C. lighting cir- 
cuit. With 8 Radiotrons . . $260 


(centre illustration) 


Radiola Loudspeaker, Model 100, 

tcentre illustration) RCA Cone type, 
_ achieving new clarity and far wider 
\, tone range. Can be used with any 

radia receiver PAKS ) 


Radiola 25, a six-tube uni-con- 
trol Super-Heterodyne, that uses 
the new power tube. It has 
space in the cabinet for dry bat- 
teries, but can be used with 
Loudspeaker Model 104 without 
batteries. With 6 Radiotrons. 

$165 


Radiola Loudspeaker, Model 
104, has volume, range, and 
amazing acoustical fidelity. Built 
on an entirely new principle. 
With Radiolas 25 or 28, it can 
replace ali batteries, operating 
from 110 volt, 60 cycle A. C. 
lighting circuit. With all tubes. 

$245 


HIS year you can tune inwith racy. So carefully synchronized— 
a single control, witha single tubes, receiving sets, loudspeak- 
finger’s touch—on an RCA Ra- ers, all made by RCA and all 
diola—and hear the Christmas balanced to each other—that 
music of the greatest Churches. music and speech come through 
-, with clear, full-volumed reality. 


This Christmas—and next and 
next. The new RCA Radiolas are Whether you buy an inexpensive 
so satisfying to the critical musi-  five-tube set—or an eight-tube 
cal ear that new discoveries will Super-Heterodyne that has its ; 
not replace them. So safely own power loudspeaker and uses | 
sealed-in against air and dust and no batteries—it is the most that | 
moisture that time cannot alter the money can buy in radio, if it is 
their delicately adjusted accu- an RCA Radiola. 


RCA- Radiola gg 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF RADIOTRONS 


RADIO CORPORATION OF AMERICA : NEW YORK G CHICAGO . SAN FRANCISCO 
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= 
: ersonal charm 
|7 a- ís within reach 
ae of every woman~ 
Do You possess it ? 


HERE is nothing which contributes so much to personal 

charm as perfect grooming. You may possess wit, style, and 
even beautiful features but real charm will not be yours if a coarse, 
unattractive skin makes you ill at ease and self-conscious. 


Begin today to give your complexion the constant and 
proper care it needs to offset the ravaging effect of harsh, 
dry winds, dust and soot, and the general conditions of 
modern life. A skin unprotected against these elements or 
subjected to indiscriminate treatment sooner or later gives 
evidence of the fact—blackheads, oiliness, sallowness and 
a coarsening of the texture results. 


Join the thousands of women who have adopted the daily 
use of Resinol Soap because they know it combines all the 
necessary requisites for combating conditions that work 
against the complexion. 


Many soaps clean the surface of the skin but they fail to reach the depths 
of the tiny pores. Other soaps root out the impurities but remove with 
them the natural oil so necessary to keep the skin soft and smooth. 
Resinol Soap gives perfect cleansing because its refreshing lather sinks 
deep, soothing the skin while cleansing it, and quickening the circulation 
in the thousands of tiny blood vessels that nourish the skin. Its rich color 
and distinctive fragrance come naturally from the Resinol properties 
it contains. 


Resinol Ointment is a ready aid to Resinol Soap. In addition to being 
widely used for eczema, rashes, chafing, etc., many women find it indis- 
pensable for clearing away blackheads, blotches and similar blemishes. 
All druggists sell these products. 


Resinol 


MA FERON 
AA Bom 


Let us send you free samples. Write today to 
ept. T, Resinol, Baltimore, Md. 


In our town everybody plays golf—the 
carpenters, the plumbers, the blacksmith, 
the ministers, the cashier of the savings 
bank, the younger farmers, and of course 
all the schoolboys. I myself was a late 
convert to the game. Horses were always 
my tonic; but F was finally inveigled into 
golf by our grocer. All season long we 
play a hot three-cornered match of which 
the third corner is the parish priest. 
Incidentally, he is by far the best of the 
trio. In the past five years the use of 
toboggans, skis, and snowshoes in the 
winter time has made much the same 
progress. The champion ski jumper of 
our village is a young house painter; he 
is also one of the experts on the golf links. 

One concrete question I have reserved 
for the last because, ossibly, it is the 
most common of all: “ Doesn’t the loneli- 
ness of the country ever drive you mad?” 

At present it doesn’t, for my wife and 
I have not only our own family but a great 
many friends within easy distance— 
meaning twenty miles. Before we were 
married, I lived in the country for lon 
periods absolutely alone. That was, f 
think, a very fair test. 


BEGIN with, the need of outside 
amusement is very largely a matter of 
habit, one that a person with any spunk 
or intelligence can form or unform almost 
at will. if I go out six nights in a given 
week, I find myself very restless on the 
seventh. Anything seems better than 
staying at home. On the other hand, if I 
have spent four or five nights at home, 
I actually resent an engagement which 
tears me away from my old clothes, my 
fireplace, and my book. 

It is also true that when outside amuse- 
ment is within reach it is almost impossible 
to keep away from it. But when it is a 
long distance away, you don’t give it a 
second thought. 

great cure for loneliness or dis- 
satisfaction is to stop and ask yourself 
honestly what you would be doing at a 
iven moment if you were anywhere else. 
ie is easy to conjure up visions of ideal 
amusements. But if you consider the 
matter coldly, you will have to admit that 
all ideal amusements—anywhere—come 
only on rare, fortunate occasion, or with 
the expenditure of both trouble and 
money on someone’s part. There is no 
place on earth where amusement will 
constantly come along and hit you in 
the face of its own accord. 

If I find myself sitting in lazy comfort 
in front of my fireplace in the country, I 
know that, in similar mood, it is probably 
what I would be doing in the city. The 
loneliest nights I ever spent in my life 
were in Paris, and some of the jolliest were 
in a small town in Arizona. 

Luckily, both my wife and I are om- 
nivorous readers. I do not see how a per- 
son with books can be lonely anywhere. 

Over seventy years ago, there lived a 
nice old lady here in our village who was 
once asked the very question that my 
friends still ask me: “What do you do 
with yourselves up here?” 

To which the old lady replied rather 
proudly, “We who live in the country are 
ned. to have some resources in our own 
minds.” 

And I offer no amendment to that state- 
ment. The old lady said it all! 
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So Simple It’s 
Hard to Believe 


Yet this fresh, new food works surely, naturally. 


Here is the whole secret of its power 


OT a “cure-all,” not a medi- 
cine in any sense—Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast is simply a remark- 


able fresh food. 


The millions of tiny active yeast 
plants in every cake invigorate the 
whole system. They aid digestion 
—clear the skin—banish the poi- 
sons of constipation. Where cathar- 
tics give only temporary relief, yeast 
strengthens the intestinal muscles 
and makes them healthy and ac- 
tive. And day by day it releases 
new stores of energy. 


Eat two or three cakes regularly 


every day before meals: on crackers 
—in fruit juices or milk—or just 
plain. For constipation especially, 
dissolve one cake in hot water (not 
scalding) before breakfast and at bed- 
time. Buy several cakes at a time— 
they will keep fresh in a cool dry 
place for two or three days. All 
grocers have Fleischmann’s Yeast. 
Start eating it today! 


And let us send you a free copy of 
our latest booklet on Yeast for 
Health. Health Research Dept. 
J-23, The Fleischmann Company, 
701 Washington Street, New York. 


RIGHT 


“ABouT A YEAR AGO my face, neck and arms were covered with pimples. I 
was a bundle of nerves. I tried everything in the way of medicine but I re- 
ceived no relief from any of them. One day my mother told me to try Fleisch- 
mann’s Yeast. I took two cakes of Yeast a day for two months. At the end 
of the second month the miracles started to happen. My pimples vanished. 
I no longer jumped at every little noise. Today, thanks to Fleischmann’s 


Yeast, I am a new girl.” 


i 


“Tam An orFicer in the Merchant Marine. Day and night, in fair weather and in 
foul, duty confines me to the bridge. Unceasing vigilance calls for sustained alert- 
ness of faculties. This means keeping clean inside and out. Two years ago I dis- 
covered Fleischmann’s Yeast. To its daily use from that time do I ascribe my present 
condition of physical well-being. I have proved it to be an efficacious intestinal 
cleanser— wonderfully invigorating. This food keeps fresh for days in the refrigerator. 
I restock at all ports of call. I enjoy a clear skin, fine appetite, an orderly stomach 
and improved eyesight— further benefits directly traceable to the proper use of 


Frepericx A. Mack, New York City. 


Fleischmann’s Yeast.” 


Miss Anne M. Cremin, New Haven, Conn. 
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“Tuis SPRING, desperate from years of constipation and un- 
availing attempts to cure its resultant evils, I began taking 
Yeast. My looks a month later demonstrated a release from 
cathartics. I gained in two months ten pounds, after being 
that amount below normal. Continuing the treatment, I gained 
not in weight but in vigor, feeling daily more rejuvenated. 
Years of intestinal poisoning take their toll of youth, so I shall 
continue with my Yeast.” 
Mrs. Carrie M. Crema, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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Tuis FAMOUS FOOD tones up the 
entire system—banishes constipa- 
tion, skin troubles, stomach dis- 
orders. Eat two or three cakes 
regularly every day before meals. All 
grocers have Fleischmann’s Yeast. 
Start eating it today! 
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‘add to Christmas joy—a 
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Here is a package that will 


treasure chest containing a 
Waterman’s Ideal Fountain 
Penand Pencil. NoChristmas 
sift could bemoreacceptable. 


When you see the Treasure Chest 
display and Santa Claus window 
card shown below you will know 
you havearrived whereWaterman’s 
seasonable packets may be secured. 


Watermanis(dealFountainPen 


`y AA 


Always an ideal Christmas gift. $7 


b, 


The Treasure Chest and pencil add. *“* 
to its charm and acceptability. >£ 


Pen shown may be had with black, 
cardinal and mottled holders. Different 
holders for different sized hands; differ- 


Experiences of 
a Department Store 
Santa Claus 


Continued from page 45) 


kids had to see them work. “So this 
dealer scattered a few about different 
parts of his neighborhood. In two days 
he was sold out, and in a week the fad 
had spread all over town! 

“Little girls still love dolls, just as little 
girls have in all ages. Dolls used to be one 
third of the Christmas trade; but to-day 
they are nearer ten per cent, because girls 
have learned to like other things—roller 
skates and indoor baseball and tennis out- 
fits, for instance. Girls, too, are. strong 
for jewelry—wrist watches, rings, an 
necklaces. a 

“ But the very small girl still clings to 
her dolly. The old-fashioned doll-faced 
dolly is going out. Instead of a doll with 
staring eyes and a frozen smile, the little 
girl of to-day, showing the same appreci- 
ation for exactness in detail as her brother, 
wants it to be what a doll should be—a 
baby!” x i 

“Which do girls prefer, blond or brunet 
dolls?” : 

“Neither! When they don’t ask for a 
‘mama-doll’ or a ‘baby-doll,’ they invari- 
ably want.a ‘dark-haired dolly with blue 
eyes.’ Nine out of ten girls ask for that 
kind. ; 

“Negro dolls don’t seem to be very 
popular. Even negro children seem to 
prefer ‘white’ dolls.” -` 
~ “Ts there any one gift both..boys and 
girls like more than any other?” 

“Roller skates!” 


“WHAT is the most interesting of all 
the things you’ve learned about 
children and their toys?” I asked; 

“The fact that children do not ap- 
preciate humor in their playthings. A 
toy made simply to be funny may amuse 
older persons—and they are usually the 
ones who buy such toys; but toys are 
serious propositions to children. . 

“A rag doli made to look like a comic- 
paper character, for instance, doesn’t go 
so very big with the children, unless the 
character is a child. 

“Toy animals are popular with little 
children, with teddy bears in the lead, and 


, TES, EXACT le : 2 
ent pen points for different characters SIZE OF elephants and dogs next on the list. How 
pte: Pencils iò Math - ever, I’m told that the sale of stuffed toy 
of writing. Fencils to match. ER $400 animals is dropping off. 

` p > even “M ic 7 rori zi il- 
Waterman's pens vary in price accord- Pm MODEL Musical toys are favorites with chil 
5 hea hice aud decree Th \7 dren whose parents are of foreign blood. 

ing to size and decoration. e more \ I believe toy phonographs are outselling 

popular models cost from $4.00 to$7.50. i toy pianos. Probably this is because the 
toy phonographs actually sound like what 

= Waterman’s pens are sold by 50,000 reliable ) they represent, while a toy piano has a 

merchants and are guaranteed without time limit. YR | very limited range. 
Mo | “The growing tendency~ to outdoor 
Ro activities is influencing the sale of outdoor 
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191 Broadway, New York 
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A toys all over the country. 


Coasters, 
| scooters, roller skates, and wheel toys are 
selling in greater quantities every year. 

“The prize request—and it comes to me 
every Christmas—is for a real baby 
brother or sister! 


i] “IfI live to be a hundred years old, and 


z ELAS Eas bh ee STS = es ke A we | Im half that now,-I never expect to. get 
- SSs> TO S Po a SPSS caught up with the curiosity of children. 
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a. Goodrich 
Silvertown Balloc 


THE B. F. GOODRICH RUBBER COMPANY ESTABLISHED 1870 AKRON, OHIO : 


In Canada: The B. F. Goodrich Rubber Company, Ltd., Kitchener, Ontario 
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Give Arvin Heal 


for Christmas 


way the new Arvin Special gets down to 

business gives anyone a thrill. It begins to heat 

as soon as the car is in motion. And when the en- 
gine gets warm—boy, how Arvin heats! 


Arvin heat does more than warm your feet. It 
rushes out of the register in the floor-board and 
circulates throughout your car. Chill and damp 
don’t linger long with Arvin on the job. 


The Arvin Special is available for Ford, Cheve 
tolet and Dodge cars—the Arvin Regular for Ford 
and Overland. All accessory dealers sell Arvin. 
Anyone can install it quickly, by following the 
simple directions packed with each heater. Make 
Arvin your Christmas gift for him—and for 
yourself. - 


Every Arvin is sold under a direct from factory to user 
guarantee of complete satisfaction. Get your Arvin NOW 


a 
THE LOW COST OF ARVIN HEAT 
Special Type for 
FORD - + + «+ + $600 
CHEVROLET - =- - 6.50 
DODGE- - » e «+ 9.00 
Also—Regular Type for 
FORD - -*- «+ o $1.75 
OVERLAND. - - - 3.00 


Prices Slightly Higher in Canada and Far West 


-+ 


Indianapolis Pump & Tube Company 
General and Sales Ofices—INDIANAPOLIS 


Pump and Tube Div. Arvin Heater Div, 
Greenwood, Ind. Columbus, Ind. 


Dan Patch Coaster Wagon Div. 
Connersville, Ind. 


Your Car/// 


iTS ; 
‘She. Does / 


They will start out by asking what your 
name is and, going from one question to 
another with breath-taking swiftness, end 
up by asking you why a dog can’t spit! 

“Answering questions is the hardest 
part of my job. Sometimes as many as 
two hundred an hour are asked me. 

“A child who sees me for the first time 
is usually spellbound. Many are fright- 
ened. I never make overtures to a child; 
I leave it to him as to whether we'll get 
acquainted or not. Usually he keep 
edging up until finally he can touch me. 

‘First, he’ll touch my arm. Then he’ll 
touch my knee. It’s really very funny to 
watch the children touching me. I always 
sit as still as a statue. Some of them 
strike me to see if I’m made out of stone 
or metal. 

“After I’ve been thoroughly inspected 
in this manner, the curious youngster 
suddenly rears back on his heels and 
shoots a question up at me. Usually, it’s, 
‘Santa Claus, have you got a mouth?’ I 
pull back my whiskers, stick out my 
tongue, and say, ‘Sure!’ 

“This convinces him I’m friendly. He 
changes from rifle to cannon and the real 
shooting begins! 

“*Where’s Mrs. Santa Claus? Have 
you any children? Where are your rein- 
deer? What do they eat? How fast can 
they go? What do you do in the summer 
time? What kind of house do you live in? 
Is it made of snow and ice? Were you 
ever a little boy like I am? Did you have 
to go to school? What did your papa do? 
Where do you go to church? Do you ever 
get a shave or a hair-cut? Why don’t you 
pet your hair bobbed? Did you take my 
ittle chair away to be painted up for 
Christmas? Mama said you did... . 
Say, I saw another Santa Claus at Holz- 
wasser’s. Is he the real Santa Claus, or 
are you?” 

“To this last question I always say, 
‘Oh, I guess it must be my brother you’re 
speaking about.’ One little boy wanted to 
know who was Santa Claus before I was 
born. 


“AN INTERESTING type I have to 

deal with is the boy who ‘has been 
told about Santa Claus.” One came up tu 
me last Christmas and said, rather scorn- 
fully, ‘Aw, you’re just a man. My daddy 
told me you’re just a man.’ 

“I said, ‘Why, certainly! What did 
you think I was—a horse?. Isn’t your 
father a man?’ 

Veh,’ 

“Tsn’t youre mother a woman?’ 

“Yeh? 

““*Doesn’t everybody in the world have 
to be one or the other?’ 

6 Veh,’ 

“Well, doesn’t Santa Claus have to be 
a man?’ 

“Tve never seen a child yet who could 
get around that. 

“Once in a while a child will spring 
something that is both amusing and 
embarrassing. Many children want to 
kiss me, and many insist that I kiss them. 
One day a curly-headed little miss climbed 
up on my knee. ‘Tiss me,’ she demanded. 
Her voice was loud and piercing. I gave 
her a kiss on top of the hed 

‘Now tiss Mother!’ she piped. 

“About the meanest trick ever played 
on me was sprung two years ago by a 
woman who had a little girl. "She whis- 
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pered something to the child and sent her 
over to me. I supposed she had told the 
young one to come over and get a piece of 
candy, and I handed out the candy. As I 
did so I noticed a mighty mischievous 
twinkle in her eye. 
“‘Lemme up on your knee,’ she said, 
and I lifted her up. 
“She sat there a few seconds eying me— 
then grabbed my whiskers and yanked! 
“The mother nearly went into hysterics 
over it. I barely saved my reputation 
with the other children in the crowd by 
grabbing the little one’s hands before she 
pulled the whiskers loose. Since then I’ve 
always been particular to grasp a child’s 
‘hands the first thing when I pick one up. 
“People often observe me stroking my 
long white beard, and get the notion that 
I’m just acting the part of a Santa Claus 
that likes to sit and ponder. But that 
isn’t what I’m doing; I’m feeling for wads 
of gum and pieces of candy that the little 
ones sometimes leave behind them. 


“JE YOU are ever called on to dress up 
and play. Santa Claus at some chil- 
dren’s Christmas party, let me give you a 
tip: Beware of the dog! A red costume and 
long whiskers are an invitation to trouble 
if a good sporty dog gets a look at you. 
I’ve never had one actually get away with 
an attack on me, but I’ve had them get a 
firm grip on my coat tail before the family 
arrived to rescue me. 

“I am often hired to take part in 
children’s parties at Christmas time, and 
every year I have to turn down requests 
to crawl into windows and actually deliver 
toys to children. i 

“Last year a San Diego man went to 
elaborate lengths to put over a real 
dramatic Christmas morning for his three 
little daughters.. It was arranged that I 
should go to a certain road at the edge of 
town in my car. But first, he called me up 
Christmas morning and, with the little 
girls listening, asked me how it was that I 
hadn’t delivered any presents at his house. 
The little girls had been terribly dis- 
appointed when they woke up and found 
no presents. You see, I had them—a bi 
pack—in my car. Their father and 
carried on quite a conversation. He told 
the girls my automobile had broken down. 

“hey came out to the place where I 
was supposed to be stranded. When I 

saw them coming, I lifted the hood of my 
car and pretended to be working on the 
engine. It certainly made an impression 
on the children, and they were overjoyed 
when I finally dragged out the pack of 
toys and handed them over. 

“Lots of mothers bring their children 
to me and want my help in getting the 
children to overcome annoying habits. 

“There was a mother who had a little 
boy, seven years old, who was always 
cheating. He cheated at games and he 
‘cheated in school work. She pointed him 
out to me one day, without the lad’s 
knowing it. I waited my chance, and 
when she managed to get him into the 
store again, I got up and walked right 
down the counters to him. He seemed 
flattered that Santa Claus should make 
him a personal call and willingly followed 
me to a corner of the store. 

“‘Say, do you know what I’ve heard 
about you,’ I said. I looked down at him 
Not of the corner of my eyes, as if I wasn’t 
sure whether to believe what I had heard 


She receives more letters 
movie star / 
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MAGINE a food demonstrator 
getting more letters than a 
leading lady of the films! Yet this 
is the experience of Mrs. Carrie 
Blanchard of Battle Creek, Mich., 
whose work has made her the 
health adviser of millions. 


These letters are intimate pic- 
tures of everyday health prob- 
lems—and of how these problems 
are being solved, time after time, 
through the thirty-day test of 
Postum. 


It has a very real appeal, this 
thirty-day test, in these “‘ner- 
vous” days. During the test, 
people banish caffein from their 
diet. In its place they enjoy the 
wholesomeness and fine flavor of 
Postum—a drink made of 


roasted wheat and bran. 


At the end of thirty days, 
they compare their feelings 
with the way they felt before 


©1925, P. C. Co, 


Postum is one of the Post Health Prod- 
ucts, which include also Grape Nuts, 
Post Toasties (Double-thick Corn 
Flakes), and Post’s Bran Flakes. Your 
grocer sells Postum in two forms. 

nstant Postum, made in the cup by 
adding boiling water, is one of the 
easiest drinks in the world to prepare. 
Postum Cereal is also easy to make, 
but should be boiled 20 minutes, 


“I am proud of the work I am 


others appreciate it too.” 


is through these 
know how much 


—and the vast majority decides 
never to go back to caffein. 


Perhaps you, too, would like 
to make the test which has meant 
so much to others. Carrie Blan- 
chard’s offer is to you! 


Carrie Blanchard’s Offer 


“T want you to make a thirty-day test 
of Postum. I will send you one week’s 
supply, free, and my personal directions 
for preparing it and how to make Pos- 
tum with hot milk for children. 


“Tf you would rather begin the test to- 
day, get Postum at your grocer’s. It costs 
much less—only one-half cent a cup. 


“For one week’s free supply, send me 
your name and address. Please indicate 
whether you want Instant Postum, made 
instantly in the cup, or Postum Cereal, 
the kind you boil.” 


FREE—MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 


A. 12-25 
Postum Cereat Co., Inc., Battle Creek, Mich. 


1 want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. Please send 
me, without cost or obligation, one week's supply of 
Check 
which you 
prefer 


Instant Postum 
Postum CEREAL 


Name.._......... 


Stoat cnt, 


Stites sess 


In Canada, address 
Canapian Postum CereaL Co., Ltd. 
45 Front Street East, Toronto 2, Ont. 
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Send the Coupon 


Maybe your teeth are gloriously clear, simply clouded with a film 
coat. Thousands have gleaming wonderful teeth without knowing 


it... you may be one. 


clear teeth in a few 
days if you do this 


Make this remarkable test and find out. 


Rt 


This simple, NEW method removes the stubborn 
film that hides the natural beauty of your teeth 


TEN years ago dull and dingy teeth 
were seen on every side. Today 
they are becoming a rarity.” Note the 
gleaming smiles you see now wher- 
ever your eyes turn. 


Don’t think your teeth are “‘differ- 
ent;” that they are naturally off-color 
and dull. You can correct 
that condition remarkably 
in even a few days. 


Modern science has dis- 
covered new methods of 
tooth protection and tooth 
beauty. Millions now em- 
ploy them. Leading den- 
tists advise them. In 
fairness to yourself, make 
the test offered here. 


Do this—Remove that 
dingy film; it invites tooth 
troubles and ugliness 


Run your tongue across 

your teeth and you will feel a film. 
That film is an enemy to your teeth. 
You must remove it, 

It clings. to--teeth;- gets into crevices 
and stays: * It. absorbs discolorations 
and gives your teeth that cloudy look. 
Germs. by the millions breed in it, and 
they, with tartar, arè a chief cause of 
pyorrhea.. are 

Most tooth troubles and decay now 
are traced to this film. 


„In Pepsodent dental. science has 
discovered two effective film combat- 


Send the coupon. Mail it now before you forget 
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F R E Mail Coupon for 
10-Day Tube 
THE PEPSODENT COMPANY 
Dept. 989, 1104 S. Wabash Ave. 
Chicago, Ill., U. S. A. 


Papsadéat 


REG. U. 
The New-Day Quality Dentifrice 
Endorsed by World’s Dental Authorities 


ants. Their action is sto curdle the 
film, then remove it. 


Now what you see when that film 
is removed—the clearness and white- 
ness of your teeth—will amaze you. 


Old methods of cleansing fail in these 
results. 


Harsh gritty substances 
are judged dangerous to 
enamel. 


Thus the world has 
turned, largely on dental 
advice,to this new method. 
It marks the latest find- 
ings in modern scientific 
research. 


It will give you the 
lustrous teeth you wonder 
how other people get. It 
will give you better pro- 
tection against tooth trou- 
bles. And, too, against gum troubles, 
for it firms the gums. 


A few days’ use will prove its power 
beyond all doubt. Mail the coupon. 
A 10-day tube will be sent you free. 


Canadian Office and Laboratories: 
191 George St., Toronto, Canada 


FIAM the worst 


enemy -to teeth 


,. You can feel`it with your tongue » 


PAT OFF 


or not. His face turned red. I guess he 
felt guilty, all right. ‘I have heard,’ I 
said, ‘that you cheat!’ 

“But; Santa Claus,’ he says, ‘I have to 
cheat. All the other kids get ‘‘E’s”’ (for 
excellent) on their report cards; and I 
can’t play marbles, or nothin’. I get beat 
all the time. I’ve gottocheat, Santa Claus” 

“What a viewpoint for a seven-year-old 
child to have toward lifel You can see 
that chs jah brings me responsibilities too. 


““Well,’ I said to him, ‘I don’t like 
little boys who cheat. It makes your 
mother feel bad, and other little boys 


know you cheat, and they don’t like you. 
Now, Pi tell you what to do: You study 
hard until you know your lessons better- 
than anyone else, and you practice and 
practice until you can play games as good 
as any other kid. Then you'll win because 
pu are the best, not because you cheated. 

hen you cheat, you don’t really win— 
you just steal the winning from the others; 
and they really win even if they don’t get 
the biggest score, because they worked- for 
what they got.’ 

“That little talk had more to do with 
the shaping of that boy’s character than 
any other he’d ever had, so his mother 
told me. 

“Children crave recognition and praise. 
They want credit for their good qualities 
and good habits. There is something 
touching about it. They seldom fail to 
tell me, at Christmas time, how they have 
helped their mothers with the chores, or 
how well they have taken care of the toys 
I brought them last year. 


“TTHERE’S a common belief that chil- 
dren are selfish; but I’ve found that 
they aren’t any more so than grown- 
ups. Indeed, I’ve been impressed by the 
generosity and the willingness of many 
children to sacrifice their own Christmas 
pleasures in order that some other member 
of the family might have a better present. 
“Hundreds of children have confided to 
me that money was scarce at home, and 
have told me to bring them just whatever 
I could spare, but please to bring a 
brother or a sister something specially 
nice. Many children insist on giving me 
money to send to some less fortunate 
child; and they make the gifts entirely 
without suggestions from their parents. 
I usually hand the money back to the 
mother secretly, unless she indicates she 
wants me to keep it and use it as the child 
desires. 

“This work, which is so full of smiles, 
often has its heart-breaking moments. 
Sometimes I am asked to go up to the 
street level outside, and I know what that 
means—some child, so crippled it cannot 
be brought down-stairs, wants to see 
Santa Claus. 

“Last Christmas a little girl was brought 
to me strapped to a board. Paralysis had 
robbed her of her vitality, but she was a 
cheerful little thing. I should judge she 
was about five or six years old. She 
couldn’t even move her hands, but she 
could smile, and she seemed so happy- 

“I didn’t know until afterward what a 
tragic event that was. The doctors had 
told the little girl’s parents that she had 
only a few more days to live, and in some 
way the little one heard about it. She 
asked to be taken to see Santa Claus. It 
was her dying request. The day before 
Christmas she passed away. à 
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This is “HUNCH” 


—one of the most famous charac- 
ters in advertising history. Recog- 
nized all over the world as the 
- Prince Albert man. You can find 
his prototype in any town. Hes 
up on politics, baseball and horses, 
and has the real low-down on pipe 
tobacco. Name’s “HUNCH.” 


Play this Í 
hunch 


and you 


GET out that little old jimmy- 
pipe. Fill the bowl to the brim 
with Prince Albert and light up! 
Will you like it? Man, man! 
Does a kid like ice cream? Can 
a bullfrog dive? You bet you 
will like it, like you never liked 
anything before. 

Because, what a man’s smoke- 
appetite hankers for, Prince 
Albert’s got nothing else 
except! Yes, sir, you can bet 
your life on that. Yov’ll fire-up 
right after breakfast and stay 
with it till the little blue stars 
wig-wag ‘Good night.” 

Never was a pipe tobacco 


PRINCE ALBERT 


Wa 
Ps, 


like good old P. A. Cool and 
sweet and soothing, the smoke 


zooms up the stem, bowling © 


over pet peeves and filling your 
system with a new kind of joy. 
And how kind it is to your 
tongue and throat. That’s 
because the Prince Albert 
process cuts out bite and parch 
ab-so-lute-ly! 

So, slip into top-speed and 
head for the nearest store where 
they hand out jimmy-pipe joy 
in tidy red tins. If you haven’t 
a jimmy-pipe, get one. Borrow 
a match and you’re all set for a 
smoke experience! 


—no other tobacco is like it! 


© 1925, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C. 


P. A. is sold ev here in 
tidy red tins, pound and half- 
pound tin humidors, and 


pound crystal-glass humidors 
with sponge-moistener top. 
And always with every bit of 
bite and parch removed by 
the Prince Albert process. 


Look at the U. S. revenue 
stamp—there are TWO full 
ounces in every tin. 
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REAM STUCCO. Scarlet hibiscus. 
above, the whispering fronds of a coconut palm. A great red jar 
in the corner. A table set for luncheon on the cool, tiled floor. A 
brilliant splotch of sun on the wall. 
not? ... You can have a home in Coral Gables in the pictur- 
esque manner of old Seville, decorated in perfect taste, with a 

sarda that takes you back to the days of Spanish domain. 


Black iron grilles. 


High 


Your Spanish garden? Why 


It will cost you no 


more than an ordinary home on a dingy city street—and its value must increase 
as the city plan matures, and as the new developments approach completion. 


Corat Gases is being built accord- 
ing to a plan designed by famous ar- 
chitects, not by politicians. Every 
home, club, hotel or business build- 
ing must conform in architecture and 
planting to this plan that carries on 
the Spanish traditions of this old 
Spanish colony. While the city plan 
progresses, while the University of 
Miami is building, while the private 
schools and country clubs are break- 
ing ground for their new buildings— 
property values advance. And so 
many substantial projects are under 
way that such an advance should 
reasonably continue for many years. 


Will You Share in This 
Prosperity? 
Home-builders from every state in the 
Union are erecting hundreds of houses 
that stabilize present values, and form 
a solid base for even greater affluence. 
You may buy but a single plot, or you 
may build an estate adjoining the new 
Miami-Biltmore Hotel in Coral Gables. 
But you cannot escape your share in the 


: CoraL GABLES CORPORATION 
H Administration Building 


: Gables. 
? obligation. 


: Name. 


Street 


; Coral Gables, Miami, Florida 
: Please send me Rex Beach’s story on the miracle of Coral į 
l understand that this places me under no i 


general prosperity that must attend the 
steady growth of Miami and its environs. 
Thousands of people have attained finan- 
cial independence. It is your turn now. 
For the tide of prosperity has only 
begun to rise. 


The Coupon Brings You 
Rex Beach s Story—Free 


Rex Beacu has written a book about 
the miracle of Coral Gables. Send for 
it. Better still, come and see for yourself. 
Let us tell you about the special trains 
and steamships that we run at frequent 
intervals to Coral Gables. If you should 
take one of these trips, and buy property 
at Coral Gables, the cost of your trans- 
portation will be refunded upon your 
return. Sign and mail the coupon—Now! 


Your Opportunity 


Coral Gables property has been steadily 
rising in value. Some of it has shown a 
100 per cent increase every year. Roger 
Babson says that Florida offers the great- 
est opportunity for money-making of all 
the states. Yet building plots in Coral 
Gables may now be secured by a moderate 
initial payment. These 
plots are offered in a 
wide range of prices, 
which include all im- 
provements such as 
streets, electricity and 
water. Twenty-five per 
cent is required in cash, 
the balance will be dis- 
tributed in convenient 
payments over a period 
of three years. 


The Facts About Coral Gables 


Coral Gables is a city, adjoining the city 
of Miami itself. It is incorporated, with 
a commission form of government. It is 
highly restricted. It occupies about 
10,000 acres of high, well-drained land. 
It is four years old. It has 100 miles of 
wide paved streets and boulevards. It 
has seven hotels completed or under con- 
struction. It has 45 miles of white-way 
lighting and 50 miles of intersectional 
street lighting. It has 614 miles of beach 
frontage. Two golf courses are now com- 
pleted, two more are building. Two 
country clubs are now in actual use. 
More than one thousand homes have 
already been erected, another thousand 
now under construction. Thirty million 
dollars have been spent in development 
work—future plans call for twice that 
amount. Seventy-five million dollars 
worthof property hasalready been bought. 


Mr. John McEntee Bowman is now 
building the ten-million-dollar hotel, 
country club and bathing casino in 
Coral Gables to be known as the Miami- 
Biltmore Group. The Miami-Biltmore 
Hotel will be ready about January 1, 
1926. Coral Gables will also contain 
these buildings, all of which will be com- 
pleted within a few years: 


The $15,000,000 University of Miami, 
the $500,000 Mahi Temple of the Mystic 
Shrine, a $1,000,000 University High 
School, a $150,000 Railway Station, a 
Military Academy, a Theatre, the Col- 
lege for Young Women of the Sisters of 
Saint Joseph, a Conservatory of Music, 
and other remarkable projects. 
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„Miami Riviera2 
40 Miles of Water Front KA% 
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Be on your guard 
for signs of Pyorrhea 


Just as the stability of a building is depend- 
ent upon its foundations, so healthy teeth 


depend upon healthy gums. 


The American Magazine 


\ike 
oo long 


Thousands 


her wait © 


4 out of 5 
e e 

are victims 
The fight against Pyorrhea is 
a fight against overwhelming 
odds. Statistics prove that 
four out of every five over 
40—and thousands younger, 
too—have Pyorrhea. rill 
you? 


Bleeding gums are the first sign of Pyor- 


thea’s approach. Then they begin to recede 
and the healthy pink color gives place to a 
pale, whitish tint. Soon the teeth are 
loosened and the entire system is affected, 
often causing many of the diseases of 


mid-life. 


Forhan’s For the Gums is a most effective 
agent in the fight against this disease. 


contains just the right proportion 


Forhan's Astringent (as used by the dental 
profession) to neutralize oral poisons, and 
keep the gums in a firm, strong, healthy 
condition. Also, it cleans and whitens the 
teeth and keeps the mouth sweet, clean and 
wholesome. Even if you don’t care to 
discontinue your favorite dentifrice, at least 


start using Forhan’s once a day. 


Forhan's is more than a tooth paste; it checks 
Pyorrhea. Thousands have found it beneficial 
for. years. For your own sake ask for Forhan’s 
For the Gums. All druggists,3 scand 6oc in tubes. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


Forharys 


FOR THE GUMS 


More than a tooth paste— 
it checks Pyorrhea 


Just as the stability of a 
building is dependent upon 
a firm foundation, so are 
healthy teeth dependent 
upon healthy gums 


It 
of 


l work?” I asked Mr. 


“One day a mother and two little sons 
came into che toy department and bought 
a huge stack of toys. Why, if those 
youngsters even so much as looked at 
anything, into the stack it went. 
‘Before she left, the mother brought 
the children over to me. She shook her 
finger at me and said, ‘Now, Santa Claus, 
you be sure to bring our things out early 
to-morrow morning.’ Of course I promised. 
“In less than an hour and a half that 
woman came rushing into the department 
sobbing and crying as if her heart would 
break. We never did get all the details of 
what had happened, but the principal 


. thing was that, even while she had been 


shopping, financial disaster had overtaken 
her hieband and he had lost every cent 
he had! 

“Evidently he had known for some 
time that he was near his financial limit, 
but he had kept it a secret from her until 
he found out she had obligated him to pay 
for a lot of toys. He sent her back to 
cancel the order. 

“She had bought enough to fill the back 
seat of a big automobile; but when she 
left the store a second time, all she had 
was two little cheap things. 

“I didn’t envy that woman the job of 
breaking the news to those two dis- 
appointed little ones. 


“THE children who suffer the greatest 
heartaches at Christmas are not the 
poverty-stricken children any more, as 
used to be the case. Charity organiza- 
tions are so efficient these days that no 
really poor children are overlooked. 

“The children who really suffer are 
those in homes where there has been some 
bad luck, such as sickness or death or loss 
of the father’s job, something that has cut 
deep into the family funds. The family is 
too proud to let its real plight be known, 
and so the children suffer at Christmas 
time. Temporary poverty of this kind is 
ten times harder on a child than down- 
right poverty that has been fastened on a 
family for years. 

“Until I can get a cue from the father 
or mother as to just what the family’s 
condition is, I must be very careful in 
answering a child’s questions about pres- 
ents. I never promise anything, unless 
the parent indicates it’s all right to make 
the promise. If I’m not certain, I call 
attention to the millions of other children 
in the world, and simply promise to do 
the best I can.” 

“How did you happen to take up this 
artman. 

“The store wanted somebody with the 
proper build and the proper features (did 
you know Santa Claus’s racial history 
requires him to have blue eyes?) and they 
simply wished the job on me. ; 

“I have no children of my own, and the 
thought of trying to entertain thousands 
of children nearly floored me; but times 
were hard then, and the pay was seventy- 
five cents an hour, half what I get now, so 
I undertook the job. 

“My greatest fear was that I wouldn't 
know what to do, but inside of half an 
hour I knew my greatest job was going t 
be to think up swift, convincing answers 
for swifter questions. And the joke of it 
is, I soon found that I got as much fun 
out of answering questions as the voung- 
sters got out of asking them.” i 
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The Most Embarrass- 
ing Thing That Ever 
Happened to Me 


FIRST PRIZE 


My Coat Tails Got Caught in 
a Rising Curtain 


WAS manager of our college glee club, 
and we were opening our Christmas 
vacation tour. While putting on my 
full-dress suit for the concert, I discovered 
that a buckle was missing in the back 
of my white vest. My accommodating 
hostess sought in vain for a small safety 
in to take the place of the buckle. 
Finally, she brought me instead a huge 
one that resembled a blanket pin. 

The concert was about to begin. The 
club members were arranged behind the 
curtain, ready for the first number. While 
they waited, I was to go before the curtain 
to announce a change in our program. 
In the anteroom a freshman stood ready 
to raise the curtain as soon as he heard 
me conclude my announcement. 

I made my announcement, slipped be- 
hind the curtain, and started for my place 
in the club. My way led between the 
curtain and the grand piano, which stood 
upon the stage just about a foot from the 
curtain. I had to slide through that small 
space sideways. Unfortunately, I faced 
the piano and turned my back to the 
curtain. At that critical moment the 
freshman began to turn the windlass, the 
curtain began to rise, its roller swung 
against my legs, and I was pinned against 
the piano. 

The side of the stage obstructed the 
freshman’s view of the curtain, and he 
tugged serenely at his windlass, unaware 
that he was rolling the tails of my dress 
coat into the curtain! Up he rolled it, 
until he had exposed me to the armpits 
(blanket-pin and all!) to the view of an 
audience frantic with astonishment and 
mirth. The club members stood as if 
paralyzed. I had to call, “ Down! down!” 

The enthusiasm of our audience knew 
no bounds. We could have sung anything 
and been vigorously applauded. The 
boys in the club ae that I do the 
stunt regularly, in order to win the favor 
of our audiences. But such enthusiasm 
is too expensive. I refused to pay the 
price. A. N. S. 


SECOND PRIZE 


I Nearly Robbed the Other 
Kids of a Good Time 


THEN I was a child, we had as a 

neighbor a dear old man whom we 

all called “Uncle Lewis.” We despoiled 

his strawberry bed, climbed his apple 

trees, and robbed his grape arbor, while 
he sat by and smiled. 

One Saturday morning in October I 
slipped through our garden fence into 
Uncle Lewis’s lot and over to a great 
hickory tree, which bore the finest nuts 
I have ever seen. 


Vondrous Giji 


— and one 
that all may have 


N° WONDER that every woman dreams of a Brambach 
as the gift of gifts—its tone is so beautiful, so reso- 
nant and so rich; it is so obviously suited to well- 


bred homes. 


Few people realize that a Brambach requires no more 
space than an upright—and costs but little more. Yet, 
that is true. It is literally within everyone’s reach. 


During 102 years of Brambach quality, this beautiful 
baby grand has come to mean everything that a fine 
piano can bring to your home. 


Every home deserves the beauty of a baby 
grand; this is your opportunity to own one. 
Payments may be arranged on terms surpris- 
ingly small. Just send the coupon for com- 
plete details as well as a free paper pattern 
showing how little space a Brambach re- 
quires. Mail coupon today. 


BRAMBACH 


BABY GRAND. ù 


BRAMBACH PIANO CO. 
Mark P. Campbell, Pres. 
S 6 and up 609 W. 51st St., New York City 
Please send me paper pattern 
Sob.NY own size of the Brambach 
Baby Grand. 


ect gay” Mame 
Address 
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Inspires Gratitude 


jor¥Father or Mother 
forSon or Daughter 
jorTeacher or or 
jr Dearest Friend 


HIS Christmas 

Portable may be 
had in our handsome 
Christmas package 
without extra charge. 
For sale by over 5,000 
dealers and Reming- 
ton branches every- 
where. Easy payment 
terms, if desired. Write 
for illustrated booklet, 


: _ “For You—For Every- 


body”. Address De- 


partment 59. 
REMINGTON 
TYPEWRITER COMPANY 
374 Broadway, New York 


Branches Everywhere 


ae 


Suddenly, some demon of selfishness 
overcame me. I knew that we children 
would get the nuts as we always had 
done. But I wanted them all. I ran back 
for a basket and worked joyously as a lark 
for three or four hours, picking up nuts 
and carrying them to our attic. 

After dinner, Uncle Lewis came slowly 
over to our house. Catching sight of me 
he called, ‘‘Nuts are falling, girlie. Run 
and call the other children and we'll have 
a nutting party.” 

My heart stood still. I felt utterly 
crushed as I realized the enormity of my 
crime. I had not only taken the nuts, I 
had also stolen the pleasure of a lovely 
October afternoon from Uncle Lewis and 
my half-dozen playmates. I stammered 
my thanks, and as soon as Uncle Lewis 
had turned away, I rushed to my mother, 
sobbing as if my heart would break. 

Quickly I poured out the whole miser- 
able story and as quickly she found the 
answer. We fairly made those nuts fly 
into the big clothes basket, slipped back 
through the fence and scattered them 
beneath the tree. Then I ran to do Uncle 
Lewis’s bidding. 

When the shadows grew long we chil- 
dren kissed Uncle Lewis good-by. As I 
trotted home with the little basket of nuts 
which was my rightful share, I was one of 
the happiest little girls alive. 

MRS. F. H. L. 


THIRD PRIZE 


I Had a Three-Alarm Fire 
in My Hip Pocket 


HEN I have a little spurt of pros- 

penty I smoke cigars; when F feel 
young and frisky I hake cigarettes; but 
when things are just so-so, I smoke a 
cheap pipe. 

One day not long ago I started down- 
town with that pipe in my mouth. When 
I left my street and turned into a busier 
one, I stuffed the pipe down in a hip 
pocket. 

As I walked, the pipe seemed to get 
warmer instead of cooler; but I thought 
nothing of it, until I smelled cotton burn- 
ing. Then I knew that some of my gar- 
ments which did not show were on fire. 

It was like one of these fires that break 
out between the ceiling and the roof— 
the firemen know it is there, but it is hard 
to get at. 

f I had only been in the privacy of my 
room, the thing would have been easy. 
But I was on a busy street, with cars 

assing every minute, and with people 
ooking at me as if they thought I had 
lost my mind. My first thought was to 
turn in an alarm, but I knew I could not 
wait until the fire department got there, 
so I about-faced, and started for home. 

Things were getting serious. Little 

uffs of smoke issued from my clothing as 
Emors and in spots the heat was intense. 
I tried not to run, as I was afraid the draft 
would fan the smoldering fire into a blaze. 

Once I got in to my room, the fire was 
soon under control. In checking up the 
damage, I found that my underwear was 
a total loss; trousers would have to be 
half-soled, and a number of minor burns 
treated. And there was not a dollar in- 
surance! GAs Di 
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SALESMAN when he faced 
the buyer; a sales manager 
when he returned to the home 
office with the biggest order his 
firm had ever received, this man 
gives LaSalle credit for both 
order and promotion, yet he had 
been enrolled for LaSalle train» 
ing only a month. 


| 


\\ 
Cleveland Y 


i ï 
AFET 4. 
NG 
N 
_— 


“The Most Profitable Investment 
I Ever Made” 
(—so writes O. M. Abel, the employee,) 


“The practical ideas which I got from the 
very first assignment of your course in Modern 
Salesmanship enabled me to land the biggest 
order our company has ever received. Natu- 
rally I am enthusiastic—not merely because of 
this initial advancement, but because of the 
future which your training has opened up to 
me. It’s by far the most profitable investment 
I ever made or ever expect to make.” 


(Signed) O. M. ABEL, Cleveland, Ohio. 


“Your Training is 100% Practical’ 
(—so writes D. W. Reinohl, the employer.) 


“What you have accomplished for Mr. Abel, 
in a very few weeks, has been a revelation, and 
my only explanation is that, unlike other 
courses which I have examined, your training 
is 100 per cent practical. 1 can only wish that I 
had had this same opportunity for training 
earlier in my career—it would have added 
many thousands of dollars to my income. In 
bringing its value so forcefully to my atten- 
tion you have performed for this company a 
very real service. I appreciate it.” 


(Signed) D. W. REINOHL, Cleveland, Ohio. 


Made 


O. M. Abel was a salesman for the Lind- 
say Disc Sharpener Company, Cleveland, 
Ohio. He was selling an excellent product— 
a unique device for sharpening the discs of 
harrows while in operation. 

Mr. Abel possessed both ability and am- 
bition; his immediate problem, therefore, as 
he saw it, was to plus his ability with scien- 
tific salesmanship. 

He did not dream, however, that the first re- 
ward of LaSalle training would come to him so 
soon! 

One month after he had enrolled with LaSalle, 
he was sent to Chicago. A big order was at 
stake. The prospect was one of the largest 
mail order houses in the world. 

He made the sale. And how? 

Simply because the training he had got 
from his very first assignment enabled him 
to recognize the type of sales presentation he 
should make. 

Eight others he might have chosen. 

O. M. Abel picked the winner! 

‘Because of the gratifying increase in bus- 
iness Mr. Abel has brought about,’’ writes 
D. W. Reinohl, president of the Lindsay 
Disc Sharpener Company, ‘‘we have made 
him sales manager of our company. And— 
after 25 years in the selling field, I may add 


Could You Have 


This Sale? 


It won O. M. Abel big advancement, and he credits it to LaSalle training 


that I, too, have enrolled for LaSalle training 
in Modern Salesmanship. Already I have 
found it an amazing source of sales-buildin 
ideas and methods. No president, genera 
manager, sales manager, or salesman in the 
field should be without it.” 


Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 


Not alone in selling is LaSalle training a 
tremendous help, but in management, ac- 
counting, law—indeed, in every important 
field of business. The salary-doubling plan 
evolved and perfected by LaSalle has added 
millions and millions of dollars to the earning 
power of its members; has strengthened the 
organizations in which those men were factors 
beyond all estimation. Within only six months’ 
time, for example, as many as 1,248 LaSalle 
members reported definite salary-increases 
totalling $1,399,507—an average increase per 
man of 89 per cent. 

The details of the LaSalle salary-doubling 
plan will be sent you for the asking. Whether 
you adopt the plan or not, the basic informa- 
tion it will place in your hands is of very real 
and definite value. And it’s free. 

Balance the two minutes it takes to fill out 
the coupon against the rewards of a successful 
career—then clip and mail the coupon NOW. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 


=m 
Industrial Management: Training Modern Busi» 


- — — CLIP AND MALL OOOO lia ii i ee Á 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


I shall be glad to have details of your salary-doubling plan, together with complete information regarding the opportunities 
in the business field I have checked below. 


Business Management: Training for 

Official, Managerial, Sales and Departmental 

Executive positions. 

Modern Salesmanship: Training for i- 

tion as Sales Ẹxecutive, Salesman, Sales 

Coach or Trainer, Sales Promotion Manager, 
Manufacturer's Agent “Solicitor. and all posi- 
tions in retail, wholesale, or specialty selling. 


Higher A 

tion as Aaditor, 
Publie Accountant, 
Expert Bookk 
tion as Head Book 


C. P. A. Coaching for Advanced Account- 
ants. 


: Training for posi- 
Comptroller, Certified 
t Accountant, etc. 


ing: Training for posi- 
eeper. 


Name.................-----+ 


m) 


Law: Training for Bar; LL.B. Degree. E) 


Commercial Law: Reading, Refer- 
ence and Consultation Service for Busi- 
ness Men 


Traffic Management — Foreign and 
Domestic: arang for position as Rail- 
road or Industrial Traffic Manager, Rate 
Expert, Freight Solicitor, ete. 


Railway Station Management: Train- 
ing for position of Station Accountant, 
Cashier and Agent, Division Agent, ete. 


Banking and Finance: Training for 
executive positions in Banks and 
Financial Institutions. 


for positions in 


neering, etc. 


Management, suc! 
tendent, General 
Sub-Foreman, ete. 


go Personnel and 
agement: 


tions Manager, 


ce. 


Dept. 1233-R 


Also a copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation. 


Production Control, Industri 


ModernForemanshipand Production 
Methods: Training for 
ae 


Em loymen 
Training n the position of 
Personnel Manager, Industrial Rela- 


and positions relating to Employee 
Servi . s 


Chicago 


> 


l 


orks Management, ness Corre- 


Engi- spondence — 
and Practice: Training for position 
as Sales or Collection rrespondent, 


Sales Promotion Manager, Mail Sales 
Manager, Secretary, ete. 
Business English: Training for Busie 
ness Correspondents and Copy Writers. 
Commercial $ h: Training for 
ition as Foreign Correspondent with 
panish -speaking countries. 


postoni in Shop 
at of Superin- 
‘oreman, Foreman, 


O 


t Man- 


Effective Speaking: Training in the 
mployment Manager, art of forceful, 'ective speech, for 
Ministers, Salesmen, Fraternal Leaders, 


Politicians, Clubmen, etc. 
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Gold-filled combination set, Wahl Pen and 
Eversharp Pencil in handsome Gift Box 


$13 
URELY, the finest thing about any Christmas 
gift is the sentiment of Friendship. Nothing, 
however costly, takes its place. But the best 
gift is better, when it is the gift your friend 
would like to receive. To find such gifts, you have only 
to visit any counter where the new Eversharps and 
Wahl Pens are shown. Either singly or in combination, 
these fine articles of personal use and adornment meet 
every gift requirement. They are offered in a wide vari- 
ety of beautiful designs. They are priced to suit your 
purse. They are known the world over for their value. 


An exquisite gold- 
fi Wahl Pen 
in Dart design 


$6 


THE WAHL COMPANY, 1800 Roscoe St., Chicago, Illinois 
Made in Canada by THE WAHL CO., Ltd., Toronto 


Now! A Fountain Pen Desk Set 


Here is something entirely new and universally needed. A 
most attractive and modern writing set for every home 
and office desk. It puts an end to desk clutter and sup- 
plies the last word in neatness and utility. A Wahl foun- 
tain pen gold-mounted on a beveled base of crystal or 
jet glass—$12. With gold-filled Wahl pen, $15. Origi- 
nated and manufactured only by Wahl for Wahl Pens. 


Eversharp model 
much preferred 
by women; 


gold-filled 


$5 


po 


WEVERSHARP mi WAHL PEN 
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When Debt Comes in at the Door—, by MARGARET CULKIN BANNING 


When Debt Comes 


in at the Door— 


(Continued from page 33) 


Mah Jong. He could see the red spots 
glowing in her cheeks—eagerness as well as 
rouge. Funny about Fanny. Everything 
was funny, but funny without humor. 

Mildred Winton passed, and rallied 
him. 

“Carl! What an awful score!” 

Mildred gave everybody a good time. 
She fought with her husband; she co- 
quetted with the man nearest to her; she 
provided all kinds of food and drink, and 
did it lavishly. There was no limit to her 
hospitality, as Fanny Marbury remarked 
on the way home. 

“Such a party, Carl! What do you 
suppose it cost them? That dinner alone 
was marvelous. I wish I could do things 
like that. Mildred has such a lot of pep!” 

Carl was silent. 

“Don’t you think she’s fun?” 

“I think she’s ghastly!” said Carl. 

“What on earth is the matter?” asked 
Fanny, genuinely startled at last. 

“Nothing. I just hate that kind of 
women. Noisy, drinking, fighting women. 
Women that torture their husbands.” 

“My dear, look what she’s married to!” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Fred Winton wasn’t 
so bad when she married him. I know he 
wasn’t a heavyweight, but he was a pretty 
decent sort.” 

Fanny changed the subject. 

“You needn’t run the car in the ditch 
just because you didn’t have a good time,” 
she said coldly. 

Carl said something angry, to the effect 
that Fanny should hold her tongue. He 
said it in the tone which he had thought 
he would never use again to Fanny. 

Fanny didn’t answer back. She never 
got shrewish. She slid over to the extreme 
edge of the car, and sat there in icy silence 
until they reached home. 


fl eee did not speak to each other again 
that night. Under her shaded reading 
lamp, Fanny curled up in bed and con- 
centrated on a magazine story. She had 
read the story while Carl was away, and 
now she only looked at the page, and 
thought of what a mess things were. 

She heard Carl moving about down- 
stairs. WhenCarlwascheerful, hewhistled. 
When he was like this, he didn’t. He 
trudged about the house now as if he hated 
the place. 

Funny, thought Fanny drearily. Last 
night, lying here alone, it had seemed so 
easy to manage everything. She had been 
sure that she wouldn't let this sort of 
situation occur again. She had thought, 
as she lay awake in the still house, of what 
a dear Carl was, and always had been, and 
of how she had seemed to get out of the 
way of telling him so in this last year. He 
had seemed so close and so generous and 
so loving as she thought of him, and she 
had intended to be so good to him. 

Then he had tramped in this morning, 
all unshaven and prickly, thinking more 
of the ducks than he did of her, trailing 
the horrible, bloody things around so that 
she couldn’t even kiss him. He certainly 
didn’t want to be alone with her, so she 
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To correct 4 common 


hair troubles: 


{4 simple treatments } 


Four common conditions tend 
to rob the hair of its youthful 
Yet, as a 
general rule, these conditions 
will yield to thoughtful intel- 


lustre and vitality. 


ligent care. 


But what is intelligent care 


of the hair? 


We outline below 4 simple 
and common-sense Packer treat- 
ments— based on the bestmodern 
thought in the care of the hair. 


Packer’s Tar Soap, the basis of 
these treatments, is as safe, mild 
and yet efficient a shampoo soap 
as can be made. Forabouta half 
century it has been recommend- 
ed by foremost physicians spe- 
cializing in the care of the hair 


and scalp. 


for DANDRUFF 


Authorities find that dandruff is responsible 
for at least 75 % of the cases of falling hair. 
But dandruff need not result in serious conse- 
quences if carefully and properly treated. The 
Packer Method of treatment, based on modern 
thought, will be found in the booklet which 
comes with each cake of Packer's Tar Soap. 


for DRY hair 


Successful shampooing removes the accumula- 
tions of surface oil from the scalp. This 
makes the hair seem dry at first but this dry- 
ness is temporary and only noticeable for a 
day or two. If dryness persists it is probably 
due to inactivity of the oil glands—a condition 
requiring special care and treatment. You will 
find an authoritative treatment for dry hair 
in the booklet packed with each cake of 
Packer's Tar Soap. 


Outlined below are 4 simple ways to 
correct the 4 most common hair troubles. 


for OILY hair 


Too oily hair is produced by an over activity 
of the oil glands. A special treatment for 
oily hair, including hints on the correct way 
to massage, is given in the booklet packed 
with each cake of Packer’s Tar Soap. 


for FALLING hair 


For falling hair, we recommend the Packer 
treatment for dandruff, the most common 
cause of premature baldness or loss of hair 
(you will find this treatment in the booklet 
which comes with each cake of Packer’s 
Tar Soap). If, however, the regular use of 
this Packer treatment does not stop the loss 
of your hair, consult your family physician. 
He may find some underlying cause due to 
your general health or he may suggest that 
you see a scalp specialist. 


Sample and Book 10c 


For 10c we will send a generous sample of Packer's Tar Soap and our Book, “ How to 
Care for the Hair and Scalp,” containing scores of reliable facts and hints helpful in 


keeping your hair healthy an 
Dept. 86-L, Box 85, 
insure correct mailing.) 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP 


Now 


Each cake 
in a metal 
soap box 


d good looking. Address The Packer Mfg. Co., Inc., 
G. P. O., New York, N. Y. (PRinT your name and address, to 


TREATMENTS 


with each cake 


What to do for dry hair. 
How to treat oily hair. 
Modern dandruff 
treatment. 
How to massage. 
What to do for falling 
hair. 
These and many other 
important questions an- 
swered in the informative 
booklet packed with cach 
cake, 


had decided not to throw over the Winton 
dinner, as she had half planned to do last 
night. 

Carl was tired, and fell asleep quickly. 
Fanny remarked his silhouette, lying 
sternly in his own bed, and then she heard 
that irritating slow breath which meant 
that Carl, full of air and hunter’s weari- 
ness, had gone to sleep. He could rest, 
she thought bitterly, while she lay miser- 
ably awake. Her mind twirled on between 
the thought of the duck dinner, and the 


| dress she had bought for the Assembly. 


Things did cost so much, and she felt so 
tired, and unable to handle everything. 


AT LAST she sighed and pulled out her 
í ` light; but even in the darkness: her 


| mind kept running on. What'ajobthisdin- 


ner would be! Well, she was in for it now. 
You had to pay your debts, didn’t you? 
Carl would say one shouldn’t have debts, 
she supposed. But Carl had come to the 


| point where he was absolutely unsocial. 


Did he think she enjoyed seeing those 
people all the time? All the women were 
richer and better dressed than she was. 
Anyway, they were tiresome. 

The morning brought them both that 
slight feeling of soreness which is left from 
an overnight quarrel. Gallantly, and with 
a sense of deep-rooted virtue, each of them 
made overtures for peace, which only ag- 
gravated their self-righteousness. They 
talked on those cold and impersonal sub- 
jects which indicate armed neutrality. 
Then Carl intimated that he was going 
hunting again. He had not intended to, 
but somehow the memory of those few 
clear, happy days lured him back. 

“T think maybe TIl go up to old Leecher’s 
lodge for Saturday and Sunday, if you 
don’t mind, Fanny. I’ve a standing invi- 
tation there, and it may be good shooting.” 

Fanny did mind. She hated being left 
alone on week-ends. So she said, stiffly: 

“Of course, go along. The dinner is on 
Thursday, day after to-morrow. Why 
don’t you go Friday?” 

“Maybe I will, if I can get away. What 
can I do for your dinner?” 

“Its not my dinner,” said Fanny icily; 
‘it’s our dinner—an absolutely necessary 
affair, if we aren’t to be in debt to every- 
one in town.” 

“We seem to manage that without 
giving a party,” retorted Carl, and so 
they were off again. 

anny retreated into her fortress of 
silence and chill. She worked vigorously 
after Carl had left for town, and things 
moved—for Fanny was competent as well 
as handsome. 

It was almost noon, when, being out of 
a definite occupation and full of the fierce 
energy that accompanied her mental dis- 
turbance, she discovered the confusion in 
the closet that held Carl’s hunting things. 
Also, that it smelled of bacon and woods, 
and oil and guns, and musty leather. One 
by one she carried the things out to the 
clothes roll to sun and air—sweaters, camp 
clothes, mackinaws—turning the pockets 
inside out, and dislodging threads of to- 
bacco and forgotten handkerchiefs. 

There was Carl’s old green jersey 
sweater, the one he had worn when they 
had taken the camping trip just after they 
were married and which he still clung to. 
It was dirty and frayed, but it reminded 
Fanny of the fun they had had on that 
trip. Such quiet, such agreement—such 
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To the man who is 35 


and DISSATISFIED 


E DELIBERATELY 

pass over a large propor- 
tion of the readers of the Ameri- 
can Magazine in ordertoaddress 
this page directly to men in their 
thirties. 


There is a powerful reason for 
this. 


Thedissatisfied manoftwenty- 
five is not usually in a dificult 
position. He has few responsi- 
bilities; he can move easily; he 
can take a chance. 


But from thirty-five to forty 
is the age of crisis. In these years 
a man either marks out the 
course which leads to definite 
advancement or settles into per- 
manent unhappiness. There are 
thousands who see the years 
passing with a feeling close to 
desperation. 


They say 


“I must make more money,” 
but they have no plan for 
making more. 

“There is no future for me,” but 
they see no other opening. 

“Iam managing to scrapealong 
now, but how in the world 
will I ever educate my chil- 
dren?” 


To men whose minds are con- 
stantly—and often almost 
hopelessly —at work on such 
thoughts, this page is addressed. 
It is devoid of rhetoric. It is 
plain, blunt common sense. 


Let us get one thing straight 

at the very start — 
We do not want you unless 
you want us 

There is the dissatisfied man who 
will do something, and the one 
who won’t. We feel sorry for the 
latter, but wecannotafford toen- 
rol him. We have a reputation 
for training men who—asa result 


of our training—earn large sala- 
ries and hold responsible posi- 
tions. That reputation must be 
maintained. We can do much, 
but we cannot make a man suc- 
ceed who will not help himself. 
So rest assured you will not be 
unduly urged into anything. 


Now what can happen to 
A dissatisfied man who acts? 


We wish we could answer that question 
by letting you read the letters that 
come to us in every mail. Here is one, 
for example—from Victor F. Stine of 
Hagerstown, Md. “I was floundering 
around without a definite goal,” he says, 
“and was seriously considering a Civil 
Serviceappointment.” (Youcantell from 
that how hopeless he was. A Civil Serv- 
ice appointment means a few thousand 
dollars a year for life.) 


“The study of the Course and Service 
wasnotahardship,” hecontinues, “rather 
it was a real pleasure because it is so 
practical and inspiring thruout.” (The 
method of the Course makes it practical 
and inspiring. We teach business not 
alone thru study but thru practice. You 
learn executive thinking by meeting 
executive problems and making executive 
decisions.) ‘ Added self-confidence and 
increased vision gained from the Course,’ 
says Mr. Stine, “enabled me to accept 
and discharge added responsibilities 
successfully.” 

He is Secretary now of the organization 
in which he was then a dissatisfied cog. 


Forging Ahead in Business 


For a man like Mr. Stine we can achieve 
really great results. By learning, thru 
the Modern Business Course and Serv- 
ice, the necessary fundamental facis 
of all departments of business, he insures 
his success. His judgment, his value, 
increase. The closed roads open. The 
worries disappear. 


We attach a coupon to this advertise- 
ment. It is alittle thing, but our experi- 
ence proves that it separates out of every 
hundred readers the few who can act. 
If vou are one of these let us mail you 
that wonderful little book, “ Forging 
Ahead in Business.” For thousands it 
has turned dissatisfaction into immedi- 
ate progress. 


(pos ag Sa AAG IE ce ae a 


Send me at once the booklet, “ 
Business,” which I may keep without obligation. 


Signature ................ 


ALEXANDER HAMILTON INSTITUTE | 
420 Astor Place 


New York City 


Forging Ahead in 


Please write plainly 


Alexander Hamilton Institute 


Executive Training for Business Men 


In Australia: 11¢ Castlereagh St., Sydney In Canada: C.P. R. Building, Toronto 
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Photo of National Cash Register Plant and Employees, Taken 
June 2, 1925, Showing Four of the Twenty-six Factory Buildings 


people and plant 


behind every National 


THOUSANDS of men and women workers! 
Enormous modern factories, covering 46 acres 
of floor space! Millions spent in research! 41 
years devoted solely to making National Cash 
Registers! All with one great purpose. .. . 

_To build cash registers for you. Cash reg- 
isters that protect your profits, stop losses, 
reduce expenses, help business grow. 

Cash registers that fit your business exactly, 
no matter what it is. No matter how large or 
small. ‘ 

National Cash Registers do it. They do it for 
every kind of business in the civilized world 
where money and records are handled. 

How we have made National Cash Registers 
do this is a remarkable story. 


A story of progress. The first National Cash 
Registers met the needs of forty years ago. The 
present National Cash Registers meet the com- 
plex needs of our day. There are more than 
500 different types and sizes. When business 
requires more—and it will—we will build more. 

It’s a story of service. Making cash registers 
save money and earn money for their owners. 
Nationals quickly repay their cost. 

And another kind of service. Putting National 
Cash Registers within reach of all with low 
prices, easy payments, liberal allowances on 
used machines. 

These thousands you see have the National 
Cash Register ideal of progress and service. 
From the president to the office boy, each is 


=- National 
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*These prices 
apply in U. S. 
only, 


that stand 
Cash Register 


working to make the best cash registers in the 
world, to be sold at the lowest prices. 

The giant factories behind them are a monu- 
ment to their success—a guarantee of the per- 
manence of their work. 

While, in every quarter of the earth, repre- 
sentatives of The National Cash Register Com- 
pany are daily meeting the business world, 
studying business problems with business men, 
blazing the way for ever greater achievement. 


THE NATIONAL CASH REGISTER 
COMPANY 


Dayton, Ohio, U. S. A. 


National Cash Registers—$75, 
$100, $125, $150 and up. 


Cash Registers 
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102 stores 
in 75 cities 


Style 8281D 
an Scotch Grain 
Oxford—$5 
Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


Style 237 
Light Shade 
Russia Calfskin 
Lace Shoe—$5 

Wingfoot 
rubber heels 


‘THE 


Hanover 


Shoe 


FIVE DOLLARS 


Step into a Hanover Store 
and try on a pair of the sea- 
son’s finest offerings in shoes. 
You'll be amazed that shoes 
of such elegance, style and 
quality can be bought for so 
little as Five Dollars. If 
there’s no Hanover Shoe Store 
near you, write for catalog. 


The Hanover Shoe 


Hanover, Pa. 


Style LM201 
Little Men's Light 
Shade Russia 
Lace Shoe—$3 
Hanover Shoes for Boys and Little 

en are strong, good-looking and 
comfortable. $2.50, $3 and $3.50. 
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understanding. Well, Carl had changed. 
He had taken to going off alone on his 
trips when she had been unable to go, that 
year when they had lost the first baby, 
and she had had to be so quiet for a long 
while. She had never gone with him again, 
and that was six years ago now. 

Fanny didn’t sentimentalize much. She 
had quite lost the mood of those early 
days. Sheonly knew that the green sweater 
disturbed her, and so she handled it roughly 
and turned its pockets inside out. 

There fell out a piece of paper which 


‘she noticed, but did not pick up until she 


had pinned everything on the line. Then, 
as she went back into the house through 
her little walled garden, she saw the paper 
lying on the ground and picked it up to 
throw away, glancing at it casually. 

She read—and flushed, and smiled a 
strange, unused, embarrassed smile. Then, 
folding it in her hand, she carried it inside 
the house and read it again, sitting on the 
divan in front of the empty fireplace, and 
looking at the paper as tie told her many 
things. 

It was covered with Carl’s handwriting, 
and the first four lines were irregularly 
written in pencil, some pressed down as 1f 
the lead had been dug into the paper while 
he thought of his next word. Mere were 
four lines of verse which Carl, in the mood 
of Keats disturbed by his Fanny but ador- 
ing her, had written. It was not very good 
poetry. Fanny recognized the labored 
style, and the unconsciously stolen phrases. 
It was clumsy, emotional verse of the sort 
he had written once or twice before they 
were married, and once afterward. But 
it was devoted. It was dedicated im- 
plicitly to a love. 


AFTER the four lines the verse stopped, 
and the writing went on as if the 
thought of Fanny had suggested other 
things. The very handwriting changed 
from the sprawl of composition to the neat 
script of an accountant. 


It read: 
By 10th....House bills ............- $300.00 
By 15th....Fanny’s personal bills.... 150.00 
By 20th....Fur coat payment....... 150.00 
Balance Pepper bill ..... 300.00 
$900.00 


Estimated Receipts, $700 


And then he had tried it again. This 
time he had decided to pay half of the 
balance on the Pepper bill, and $75 on 
Fanny’s fur coat. eh 

The crumpled page of writing paper 
lay in Fanny’s lap; and she gazed at it 
with her little rouged under lip drawn in 
until her teeth closed down on it, and her 
small inscrutable face deep in concen- 
tration. That page meant things to Fanny 
—she was no bol, 

It meant that Carl had broken off the 
poem to her, because she no longer was 
first his wife or sweetheart—but primarily 
an expense account; that every thought of 
her trailed back to bills, to costs. She 
straightened out the edges of the paper, 
and meditated. Even since he had made 
out that account in the camp there was 
the new red flannel, and the new evening 
dress, and the dinner at the club. wag 

Shethoughtagain, defensively, “You've 
got to pay your debts.” But the little 
lines of hgures reminded her that they were 
devts too, while at the top of the page, in 
the distorted verse, was the biggest debt 


of all—the debt to love that Carl had been 
trying to pay that night in the cabin when 
he wrote the lines, possibly beside some 
fireplace while the ie a men were playing 
cards. 

Carl was like that. There was, and 
Fanny knew it, a great vein of trouble- 
some sentiment in him, the sentiment that 
had never had much of an outlet except 
during the first year or so of their mar- 
rage. 

“So I mean just bills now,” thought 
Fanny. 


WARS. J. F. PEPPER’S butler opened 
4"2 the door of carved oak which gave 
entrance to the Pepper mansion coscnirant 
a young woman in a short fur coat, and a 
small smart hat, and with a manner which 
even the butler recognized as good in its 
mixture of informality and authority. 

“Im sorry Mrs. Pepper isn’t in,” said 
the young woman; “but will you please 
tell her that Mrs. Marbury left these 
ducks? And that Mr. and Mrs. Marbury 
have been called out of the city, and are 
obliged to cancel their dinner to-morrow 
night. We are so sorry.” 

The butler took the message, and the 
tribute of game. They were handsome 
mallards, held by the feet and with a gay 
red ribbon at their throats. He Sawer. 

Mildred Winton saw Fanny coming, 
and went to the door herself. 

“Hello, darling,” she said; “what have 
you got there, for heaven’s sake?” 

“Ducks,” announced Fanny “And, by 
the way, our dinner’s off. Carls been 
called out of town. But I thought you’d 
like a duck anyway. Terribly sorry.” 

“Fred won't mind. He ices to eat 
ducks at home, so he can take them up in 
his hands and pick the bones greasily. 
He'll bless you forever for not cramping 
his style with a large dinner. What’s the 
matter? Anybody dead?” 

“No—business,” Fanny told her 
blithely. “Carl just couldn’t postpone it.” 

And so on. It wasn’t easy, and Fanny 
had known that it wouldn’t be, from the 
moment she tried to get her ducks from 
the club, over the ill-humor of the steward. 
He had not liked this disarrangement of 
plans, and Fanny knew that he would be 
irritable to deal with for some time. Still, 
she didn’t expect to have much to do with 
the club in the immediate future. 

She had planned the distribution of the 
ducks carefully, giving two apiece to the 
fifteen couples who mattered most to 
Fanny. Her other guests she had dealt 
with apologetically over the telephone. 
They were all very pleasant about it; but 
as she made her last explanation, Fanny 
was melancholy at the thought of that 
unborn dinner which should have been 
such a masterpiece. 

It was four o'clock. Seven of the nine 
remaining birds lay on the floor of the car. 
The two others had been given to the 
maid to prepare. Fanny turned her car 
and drove out of the wealthy district, 
across the river into one of the old suburbs. 
‘There, in front of the house where Carl's 
parents lived, she took out the rest of her 
plunder. 

“How nice of you to come way out 
here, Fanny. How are you, anyway? And 
look at the ducks!” said Mrs. Marbury 
warmly. “But Fanny, you're robbing 

ourself. You should keep these, and 
kae a party!” 
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Section of Firestone 


Gum-Dipping Units 


“I Would Like to Have You See How 
We Gum-Dip Our Cords” 


I wonder how many car owners actually 
know that the greatest enemy to tire life is 
heat, created by internal friction, which not 
only weakens the fabric, but softens the 
rubber and causes blowouts and tire failures. 

The earlier type of tire—the fabric—was 
of a tightly-woven construction that was ex- 
tremely difficult to insulate with rubber. 
The cord tire—a later development—per- 
mitted much greater insulation. of the cords 
because of its more open construction. This 
materially reduced friction and internal heat 
and doubled the tire mileage. 

Firestone chemists and engineers felt that 
if they could find a way to insulate and 
impregnate every fiber of oe cord with 


estone 


rubber, they could further increase tire life 
and such a method was found which we 
have called “Gum-Dipping.” 

I wish every car owner could see how we 
carry out this extra process in our special 
Gum-Dipping plants, and see the Gum- 
Dipped cords before they are sent to the 
tire factories for the usual process of cal- 
endering. You would then understand why 
Gum-Dipped Cords are the choice of the 
largest users of tires. 

Firestone dealers — familiar with Gum- 
Dipping and its advantages—will gladly ex- 
plain to you how thousands of extra miles 
are built into Firestone tires jara our exclu- 
sive method. 


President 


AMERICANS SHOULD PRODUCE THEIR OWN RUBBER 
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A Christmas gift 
for pipe-smoking 
bank presidents 
—and others 


What better example of the true Christ- 
mas spirit than this letter of Mr. Johnson, | 
a Nebraska bank president: 


Larus & Bro. Co. 
Richmond, Virginia 
Gentlemen: 

One of my customers oresented me, at 
Christmas time, with a half-pound tin of 
Edgeworth, out of apprec iation for services 
rendered in probating his father's estate. 

In thanking him for the gift I told him 
that it appealed to me for two reasons—the 
spirit in which it was given, and the fact 
that he remembered the kind of smoking 
tobacco I have used for the past ten years. 
He made use ofan expression which will 
interest you and which appealed to me. 


The expression used was, “Us fellows 
who smoke Edgeworth never forget one 
another.” 


Very truly yours, J. V. Johnson 
Of course in this case, Edgeworth hap- 


pened to be the recipient’s ten-year favor- 
ite tobacco. But in other cases the gift 


serves as a happy introduction to Edge- 
worth. 


To make it 
still easier for 
‘us fellows 
who smoke 
Edgeworth 
never to forget 
one another,” 
the 16 - ounce 

lass humidor 

jar and the 8- 
ounce tin are 
provided at 
Christmas 
time with ap- 
‘propriate 
wrappings. 
_ Each size con- 
tains Edge- 
worth Ready- 
Rubbed and is 
packed in a decorated gift carton printed in 
colors. 

Please ask your tobacco dealer for the 
Edgeworth Christmas package If he 
will not supply you, we eladly offer the 
following service to you: 

Send us $1.65 for each 16-ounce jar, 
and 75c for each 8-ounce tin to be shipped, 
also a list of the names and addresses oi 
those you wish to remember, with your 
personal greeting card for each friend. 

We will gladly attend to sending the 
Christmas Edgeworth to your friends, all 
delivery charges prepaid. 

Personal: If you are not personally 
acquainted with Edgeworth send your 
name and address to Larus & Brother 
Company, 3L South 21st Street, Rich- 
mond, Va. We will send you free samples — 
generous helpings both of Edgeworth Plug 
Slice and Edgeworth Ready-Rubbed. 

Edgeworth is sold in various sizes. Both 
Edgeworth Plug Slice and Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed are packed in small, pock- 
et-size packages, in handsome humidors, 
holding a pound, and also in several 
handy in-between sizes. 

To Retail Tobacco Merchants: If your 
jobber cannot supply you with Edge- 
worth, Larus & Brother Company will 
gladly send you prepaid by parcel post 
a one- or two-dozen carton of any size 
of Ed Plug Slice or Edgeworth 
R r the same price you 

er. 
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Fanny looked at the ducks ruefully. 

“No—these are for you. Carl specially 
wants you to have them.” 

Mrs. Marbury looked her daughter-in- 
law over. 

“T haven’t seen you in ages, Fanny. 
How are you? You look a little thin. Sure 
you're not overdoing?” 


JANNY felt shaky at the kindliness. In 

fahe groups in which she moved usually, 
no one cared whether or not she was over- 
doing. Everyone she knew complained 
about being “half-dead” all the time, but 
no one seemed to have any real concern 
for the fatigue of anyone else. Even Carl 
never worried about her. He took her 
gayety for natural spirit, and the spirit for 
granted. 

“Oh, Pm splendid,” she said; “ 
better.” 

“Why don’t you stay for dinner? Let 
me telephone Carl.” 

Fanny would not. She was impatient 
even of all this kindness. But it left her 
somewhat tremulous as she proceeded 
down-town again. The ducks were dis- 
posed of. Now, before she met Carl, there 
was another errand. 

She glanced regretfully at the long box 
on the seat beside her. It was such a love 
of a dress, and such a bargain. 

The manager of Marie’s 
volubly. 

“Pm sorry,” said Fanny; “but the 
dress wasn’t altered for me, and it hasn’t 
been out of the shop three days. So, ac- 
cording to your own rules, you can take i it 
back. You can credit my account with tt.’ 

“But such a lovely dress! A model— 
and at that price—’ 

Fanny cut him off temperamentally. 

“T know. But if I don’t like it, I don’t 
want it. I should never be happy in that 
dress.” 

On the way out of the shop she met 
Eleanor Peasley, sitting discontentedly 
Lefore a mirror, while a girl displayed 
endless dresses to please her fidgety 
taste. : 

“Hello, Fanny. Tell me what you 
think of this? Would it be becoming?” 

“Itvs good,” said Fanny; “but you ask 
them to show you the orchid dress I just 
returned. It’s exactly right for you.” 

That was the biggest sacrifice, for she 
knew that the orchid gown was made in 
heaven for herself, and that Eleanor 
Peasley would uselessly wear it to dis- 
play a fattening neck. As Fanny stepped 
again into her car, she felt more tired than 
ever. It was late enough now to get Carl 
and go home. When he heard what she 
had done, he would be sorry for her. He’d 
comfort her and praise her, and they would 
go away for a few days and think it all 
over - talk things out. 


never 


protested 


LL that was in her mind, yet as she 

came nearer to Carl’s office building, 

her growing emotion was checked by em- 

barrassment. She couldn’t show him that 

paper. She couldn’t tell him that she had 
read his verse. 

Carl seemed strained as he came out of 
theofhiceto join her, city-tired and harassed. 
He knew, as he looked at Fanny, that she 
was smart, and that all the men who 
passed by admired her—but he was not at 
all sure that he could afford a wife for 
other people to admire. He was afraid 
of Fanny and she of him, so they started 


home in silence, Fanny yielding the wheel 
to him. 

They had reached that tragic married 
impasse when neither man nor woman 
dares to speak for fear of starting trouble. 

Fanny began at last, and started it. 
They were nearing home, and she wanted 
to break her news. 

“You know that new dress I told you 
about, Carl?” 

“I suppose I will know about it when 
the bill comes in,” said Carl, rather dis- 
agreeably. 

It was hard to conciliate such a manner. 
Fanny’s own took on some asperity. 

“I don’t see why you take that tone,” 
she said. “You don’t know what I’m going 
to say.” 

“T can guess. I’ve no doubt the dress 
is charming, Fanny. But I wish you 
wouldn’t remind me of that bill until I’ve 
caught up a little on the old ones.” 

“Well,” began Fanny, and stopped. 
How could she tell him what she had been 
trying to do? It wasn’t in Fanny to fling 
her sweetness at aman hunched so gloomily 
over his automobile wheel. A mess, like 
everything else, she thought dully. 

“When are you going to the country?” 
she began again. 

“I don’t think I'll go. I’ve got to stick 
on the job this week.” 

“But,” said Fanny desperately, 
said that you were going. 

“T’ve changed my mind,” he told her 
shortly. “Besides, if I Bot a deer you 
might want to have a barbecue, and it 
would be too expensive!” ’ 

There was a horrid raw feeling of tears 
in Fanny’s throat, but she was angry, too, 
at the injustice. It was-the anger that 


“you 


showed. 
“Youdon’tappreciateanything. What’s 
the use®’ she said. 


“I appreciate a whole lot of things, like 
bank accounts and bills, that are quite out 
of your line, Fanny.” 


T WAS dreadful, going home like that, 

entering their common house in that 
stiff silence which they both so hated. 
Carl left the car in front. 

“May need it later,” he remarked, and 
Fanny knew that she might look forward 


„to one of the lonesome, isolated evenings 


that. followed a disagreement like this. 

Then they sat down to dinner, and the 
maid brought in the ducks. 

“Ducks!” said Carl, brightening a little. 
“You did save out some then, didn’t you? 
That was nice.’ 

Fanny did not answer. She wasn’t go- 
ing to tell him, she thought bitterly. 

‘He served her half a duck, and it lay on 
her plate untasted. She found, in all 
honesty, that she couldn’t touch it. She 
never wanted to see a duck again. 

It was obvious that she wasn’t eating. 
Carl looked sidewise at her, to see her 
playing with a lettuce salad, and knew 
that she was sulky. It spoiled his dinner 
as well as hers. To-morrow night, at the 
club, she'd be gay enough, when there 
were a lot of men around jollying her up 
about the clothes he had to pay for. Then 
she could eat her dinner. 

“Saving your appetite for to-morrow 
night, evidently,” he commented, looking 
in her direction. 

She met his glance with a queer look. If 
he had been decent, she could have told 
him, she knew. But there was no way to 
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(advice to young men) 


cA ppropriateness 
means everything. Costs noth- 
ing. Remember, too, the test is 
not your pleasure in buying, 
but her delight in receiving the 
gift. Only flowers will give her 
that breathless joy. They carry 
a message. They are always 
appropriate, 
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Ordering flowers delivered by 
telegraph is very simple. You 
leave the order and the address. 
You pay for the flowers, plus the 
cost of the wire. Thatis all. Your 
florist does everything for you. 
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tell him that the dinner plans were aban- 
doned, without hinting at those rushes of 
feeling that had made her give it up. And 
that she could not do. 

He thought, after he left the house that 
night, that he had been unnecessarily 
harsh. It was strange that he could always 
feel that way as soon as he left Fanny. 
But her presence seemed to aggravate his 
worries—or was it his fear that Fanny 
was slipping away from him and that he 
couldn’t hold her, at least not with his 
present income. 

There was nothing much to do, only 
an evening to spend away from home. 
Carl had never taught himself to be cleverly 
riotous, nor did he know how to be sod- 
denly amused. He went to see a boxing 
match and crowded up to the ring with 
all the others. In the middle of it, he 
found himself thinking of what Fanny had 
said about prize fights. Impatiently he 
shook off the thought of her, as well as he 
could, and stayed through the match. 


T WAS half past ten. He could go home 

now and straight to bed, without having 
to meet more of Fanny’s cold silence. She 
would be in bed, resting for to-morrow, 
no doubt. He turned the car for home 
and then, remembering that he had no 
cigarettes, stopped at the Majestic Hotel, 

In the lobby of the Majestic a group of 
Fanny’s friends were going into the grill 
to dance, and they saw him before he had 
a chance to retreat. 

“Come on and dance,” called Mildred 
Winton; “you don’t want to go home yet. 
We need extra men.” 

He shook his head, smiling, as the four 
or five couples pressed him. 

“Where's Fanny?” 

“She’s home.” 

“Resting up for her trip, I suppose.” 

“Too bad you cheated us out of that 
dinner,” said Matthew Peasley, with his 
fat, cordial smile; ‘‘ but business is business, 
I suppose.” 5 

zaw tell you the truth, I’d sooner have 
had the ducks at home,” Winton said 
loudly. “That’s my idea of a duck dinner. 
They were great little birds, Carl. You 
sure can hunt.” 

“What ducks?” asked Carl. 

Fred Winton began to laugh. 

“Didn’t Fanny tell you she gave the 
ducks away when you called off the din- 
ner? My lord, he thinks they’ re in storage 
waiting for him, I guess, when he gets back 
from his trip. Say, you better get a line 
on Fanny!” 

Itoccurred to Carl that things were hap- 
pening about which he knew nothing, and 
that it was a good time to pretend that 
he did. 

“Well—glad you liked them,” he said, 
with an effort at getting in the game; “‘I’ve 
hardly had a glimpse of Fanny all day— 
that’s the trouble. She’s been busy.” 

“Tell her, when you see her, that I got 
that dress she took back,” said Mrs. 
Peasley. “Im crazy about it. It must 
have looked a lọt better on her than it did 
on me, though. I think she was a fool to 


give it up, don’t you, Carl? Why didn’t 
you make her keep it?” 

“Didn’t know about it,? said Carl. 
“What dress?” 

“Oh, you’ve probably never seen it. It 
was a new one. Just tell her that I bought 
it. 

Mrs. Peasley’s light, inconsequent voice 

seemed to pursue Carl down the steps of 
the hotel after he had got rid of them all. 
He didn’t get it. Fanny had been up to 
something. She'd given away the ducks 
and called off her party—and returned her 
dress—Lord, she’d started to say some- 
thing about a dress to-night and hadn't 
gone on with it. A vague memory of why 
she hadn’t gone on came back to him. 
What an amazing series of stunts! There 
could be only one reason for it. Why, 
poor little Fanny! He’d hounded her into 
it. No wonder she was cross to-night. 
He’d go home and tell her what a brick 
she was— 

But when he came within sight of his 
house there was the old familiar let-down, 
the old embarrassment creeping back. 
Carl felt it come, as consciously as if it 
had been an enemy, and consciously he 
girded himself against it. No matter what 
she said, no matter how cross she was— 
he must somehow get past this impasse 
to what lay behind it, if anything did. 

Only the lantern porch light was glim- 
mering for him. He went up-stairs softly, 
and the crack of light under her shut door 
showed that Fanny was still up. Carl 
hesitated, wondering, fearing that in the 
morning the mood would be gone. Then 
he went in. 


Franny was asleep, though the lamp on 
the table by her bed still burned under 
its yellow Chinese shade. She looked very 
still and mysterious, her small face more 
shut into itself than ever. He stood be- 
side her, lifting her hand, and a paper fell 
from it, the paper that poor Fanny had 
hung on to after she went to sleep. It 
might have been a designed way of telling 
him, or an accident. Carl did not know. 

He looked at the paper—first at the 
verse, and then at the accounting which 
was its unfortunate companion—and all 
his embarrassments and grudges seemed 
to burn away. 

“Fanny,” he called softly, ‘dear little 
Fanny—” 

She woke easily, but because she had 
gone to sleep unhappily there were sudden 
tears in her eyes as she saw him and tried 
to speak. 

“I know all 
“Everything!” 

“Don’t think of me that way,” she 
begged, “just as an obligation, a kind of 
over-due bill. I can be something more. 
if you only give me half a chance. I'll 
help you with the debts!” 

Carl’s vein of sentiment ran very deep. 
although his verse was bad, and he bent 
close to her, grateful for her softness. 

“There’s just one debt I can never pay 
now, Fanny. That’s my debt of love to 
you!” 


about it,” said Carl. 


“THE Sunset Derby” is a fiction story that you should not miss. It is packed 
with emotion and action; it will make you sit up very straight and perhaps 
will bring a little moisture to your eyes. For this is the story of a discarded and 
mistreated old race horse who, in an hour of crisis, came grandly to the rescue 
of a young girl and a young boy who had befriended him. And it is the story, 
too, of the courage put into that nerve-shattered boy by the gallant old horse. 
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UBLIC property is ours. “We, the people,” | paint and varnish. He preserves the public 
own it all. The government is the caretaker. | property far better than the public preserves its 
We hold the government responsible for the | private property. The annual property loss from 
largest amount of property under single owner- | rust, rot, wear and tear exceeds $1,500,000,000. 
ship in the world. Uncle Uncle Sam’s example 


e SAVE THE SURFACE CAMPAIGN, 507 The Bourse, Philadelphia, Pa. ° 66 
Sam sets an example in A co-operative movement by Paint, Varnish and Allied Interests whose products meansthis: Savethesur- 


7 and services conserve, protect and beautify practically every kind of property. 
the systematic use of face and you save all.” 
Ask your painteror dealer for a copy of Save the Surface Magazine 7O 
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The Most Remarkable Man I Have 


Ever Known 


(Continued from page 15) 


I saw Doctor Kellogg trying to ride his 
bicycle around this narrow; winding path, 
a stunt permissible only for a trained trick 
cyclist. The doctor fell many times and 
was in imminent danger of a serious acci- 
dent; but he persisted in trying to ride 
around the fountain. When I protested 
against any further attempts at such a 
circus feat, he said, ‘I make myself do 
hard things. It is good discipline, and 
we need it.” 

“When I was twelve, I got a chance to 
go to school all winter,” continued Doc- 
tor Kellogg. “This chance came because 
the pastor of the local church said that if 
the bord was going to come soon and end 
the world, he would be more pleased if 
he found the children in school.’ 

“When school was out in the spring,” 
the doctor went on, “the pastor visited 
my father’s store one day. While there, 
he picked me up and swung me around 
like a ball bat, and then said to my father: 

“<I hear that little Johnny is a smart 
boy. Pd like for him to come into my 
shop and learn printing.’ He owned the 
local paper too. 

“I jumped at the chance. It meant 
an unlimited opportunity to read and 
learn something new. And, as I told you, 
I had become possessed with the thought 
of those children I had seen coming by the 
schoolhouse. 

“*T must prepare to help the children— 
help the boys and girls who haven’t a 
chance,’ kept ringing in my ears day and 
night. I thought learning the printer’s 
trade would help me to help them. 


“M* FATHER consented to this plan. 
I had not been there long before I 
saw many mistakes in the paper. So I used 
to slip in and get the first form sheet they 
had run off the press, and mark all the 
errors. Pretty soon they made me proof 
reader. Then the printers began to com- 
plain that they had so many corrections 
to make, even when they followed copy, 
that I was put into the editorial depart- 
ment to get the copy correct to begin with. 
So at fifteen I was almost editing the 
entire paper. 

“I left this the next year, however, and 
went to teaching school. Part of the time 
I attended a normal school. It was here 
that I got hold of my guiding rule of life: 
Find Nature’s way, and follow her. 

“I had been reading some lectures by 
Sylvester Graham—the man who in- 
vented Graham flour. Graham’s theories, 
of course, were crude; but what impressed 
me was that he always appealed to 
nature. It became a ruling passion with 
me—the belief that there was in every- 
thing one best way, nature’s way. 

“When I came to teach, I got hold of 
a book by Margaret Fuller. She was the 
first apostle in America of Froebel’s 
kindergarten methods. It was the natural 
method. That attracted me. In the 
summer my father asked me to begin 
teaching my younger brothers and sisters. 
So I got them and several other children, 
and set up a kindergarten in our house— 


I hardly realized it was a kindergarten. 
I just aimed to teach them the way they 
naturally wanted to learn. For instance, 
I made maps of the world in the garden, 
so they could walk over the whole world. 
Their progress was astonishing. 

“At the end of that summer, I went 
back to normal school, and while there I 
got a telegram from my father. He 
wanted me to come home. An elder 
brother of mine had studied medicine, and 
had persuaded my father that I ought to 
become a doctor. I fought against the 
idea until I happened to think, ‘That will 
help me prepare to help boys and girls 
who haven’t a chance.’ 

“ But even after I got into the medical 
school, I had no definite idea of ever 
practicing. 


“WHILE I was studying medicine at 
Bellevue Hospital, New York, and 
at Ann Arbor, Michigan, I was called on 
to edit, as a side line, a journal called 
‘Good Health,’ which was run in connec- 
tion with the old Battle Creek Sani- 
tarium—at that time a sort of water-cure 
institution, with only a few patients. The 
journal was full of fads and whimsies; 

ut I took it with me and edited it, and 
tried to make it a scientific journal. That 
was fifty-three years ago last April. I 
have got out every number since. 

“I have also served on the Michigan 
State Board of Health, under four dif- 
ferent governors, and, speaking of age,” 
Doctor Kellogg smiled, “I am the oldest 
living member of the American Public 
Health Association. Dr. Stephen B. 
Smith, who died a year or two ago at the 
age of ninety-nine, was the oldest member 
then. 

“I wonder what young men and women 
would think nowadays of getting through 
college as cheaply as I did,” Doctor 
Kellogg continued. “When I got to New 
York for my medical course, the first 
thing I did was to buy a barrel of apples 
and a barrel of crackers made with Gra- 
ham flour. For breakfast I allowed myself 
seven crackers and two apples. Once in 
a while I would indulge myself in a potato, 
which I would bake in the fire at night 
while I was working. Occasionally, also, 
I had some oatmef4l gruel Besides that, 
I had one coconut a week. 

“I was -experimenting; and I gained 
seventeen pounds. I was never in better 
health. I was happy, and had a clear 
head. The total cost was, I believe, not 
over sixteen cents a day.” 

“Would you recommend such a diet to 
everybody?” 

“Not at all! I just happened to hit 
upon a good combination. Many people 
injure themselves by taking up special 
diets, without highly skilled advice. 
Diet is a highly scientific matter, and no 
one can manage it without scientific 
knowledge.” 

“Did you invent the first breakfast 
food?” I asked. 

“No; but I invented the first ready- 
cooked flaked cereal food. It was rather 
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comical how I came to think of it. I 
prescribed zwieback for an old lady, and 
she broke her false teeth on it. She 
demanded that I pay her ten dollars for 
her false teeth. I began to think that we 
ought to have a ready-cooked food which 
would not break people’s teeth. I puzzled 
over that a good deal. ; 

“One night about three o’clock I was 
awakened by a ’phone call from a patient, 
and as I went back to bed I remembered 
that I had been having a most important 
dream. Before I went to sleep again I 
gathered up the threads of my dream, 
and found fied been dreaming of a way 
to make flaked foods. 

“The next morning I boiled some 
wheat, and, while it was soft, I ran it 
through a machine Mrs. Kellogg had for 
rolling dough out thin. This made the 
wheat into thin films, and I scraped it off 
with a case knife and baked it in the oven. 

“That was the first of the modern 
breakfast foods. Later, I invented nearly 
sixty other foods to meet purely dietetic 
needs. But if I made any money out of 
a food it went into education. I sold all 
my interest in the original breakfast 
foods in order to get money for educa- 
tional work, especially for our Race 
Betterment Foundation.” 

“Another activity!” I interjected. 

“Well,” continued the doctor, “the 
sale netted approximately a quarter of a 
million dollars, which was placed in the 
hands of an organization, which we named 
the Race Betterment Foundation, of 
which I am president. This fund enabled 
us to start the Battle Creek College, and 
it is also used for other race-betterment 
projects. i 

“But to come back to the story I was 
telling you! I graduated from Bellevue 
as a doctor in 1875. I was then nearly 
twenty-four years old. But I had no 
definite plan to practice medicine. I 
wanted to help people who had no chance 
—but I hadn’t made up my mind about 
the best way to do it. i 

“The following summer, while I was 
editing the health journal, I wrote a book 
on health called ‘Plain Facts.’ It was the 
first book I know of which approached 
the subject of sex-education from the 
new and natural method; that is, by pre- 
senting the sex life of plants. Over half a 
million copies of the book were sold. I 
published it myself. It gave me enough 
money to support myself. 


“TN THE summer of 1876 I organized a 
health exhibit at the Philadelphia Cen- 
tennial. That summer the trustees of 
the sanitarium came to me and asked me 
to take charge of it. It was then a little 
run-down two-story wooden building, 
with fifteen patients. Some of its methods 
were very unscientific. I told the trustees 
that I would take charge if they would 
let me reorganize the institution and put 
it on a scientific basis. They agreed. 
“On the first day of October, 1877, I 
took charge. That was forty-eight years 
ago. I have been here ever since. 
“The trustees asked me what I would 
call the institution. I said I would call it 
a ‘Sanitarium.’ They replied that there 
was no such word in the dictionary. I 
said I would put it in the dictionary— 
and I did! I wanted it to mean an in- 
stitution to educate people how to keep 
well, not merely a place for curing the 


sick. And it has always been just that. 

“My idea was to organize all known 
scientific methods of medicine, and to 
institute teamwork among a large corps 
of physicians. I got students and devel- 
oped them in all branches of medicine. 
Our students went to various schools, and 
perfected themselves in every branch. 
Thus, they could all coéperate and do 
everything known to science for the 
patient.” 

“Did you ever get any fees?” 

“I? I have never had either fees or 
salary for myself.” 

“Well, you surely had some income 
from the institution,” I said. 

“For years I had a nominal salary of 
$1,000 a year, then $1,500 and later 
$15,000; but I have never kept a cent of it. 
All I ever made from my salary or my 
food factory, or my royalties from books— 
everything—goes into educational work, 
except what is necessary for my living 
expenses. My life work is not doctoring, 
not surgery, but education. 

“T own this home and that little food 
factory over there, which manufactures 
foods only for dietetic purposes. I have 
never invented a food except to meet a 
dietetic need. „I haven’t a penny invested 
in real estate or other money-making 
enterprises. I have had abundant op- 
portunity, but I did not feel I- had a 
right to do it. I was working for a prin- 
ciple, for truth, for an ideal, and every- 
thing I have developed in a financial way 
has come out of those ideals. 

“So, don’t you see, all the money, 
except for my living expenses, that I 
make must go to promote those ideals. 


“TRE money from my little food fac- 
tory helps support our college. My 
books have brought me some money, but 
thatgoesforthesame purposes. Ialsohave 
invented many N la and many de- 
vices for physical therapy. I invented the 
electric light bath. When Edison brought 
out his incandescent light I had here some 
of the first ones. I happened to put my 
hand on a bulb and I could see the light 
through my fingers. ‘Here is a great 
therapeutic agent,’ I said, and I invented 
ways of using it at once. Numerous 
experiments were made, demonstrating 
the helpfulness of this new agent, and it 
has proved of great benefit in certain 
cases.” 

I must mention here the fact that one 
evening Doctor Kellogg took me up into 
his dressing-room, sich is rigged up 
with all sorts of apparatus for keeping a 
man fit, and which is near his sleeping 
porch, where the doctor sleeps out of 
doors the year round. There he showed 
me some phonograph records on which 
he had set daily exercises to music. I 
learned from other sources that Doctor Kel- 
logg was the first to do this. 

“Those records must pay you a hand- 
some royalty,” I said. 

“Oh, yes,” he replied; “they pay me 
fifteen hundred dollars a year. hat 
money will keep two girls in college.” 

I threw up my hands. “No use for 
anyone to give you money for yourself, 
is it?” 

“Oh, no,” he replied; “I have no use 
for it. I could have accumulated a for- 
tune; but what is money for except to 
make the whole world better, to help 
people have a better life?” 
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new ding comntort 


The Tudor Sedan 
Runabout . - $260 
Touring . . . . 290 
Coupe... . . 520 
Fordor Sedan. . . 660 

f. 0. b. Detroit 


The Ford Weekly Purchase Plan 
is an easy, convenient way for any- 
one to buy 


Be the judge, yourself, of the 
beauty, comfort and conven- 
ience of the Ford cars dis- 
played by all Authorized Ford 
Dealers. 


Note the low, graceful lines, 
the increased roominess in- 
side, the comfortable deep- 
cushioned seats, the closed car 
bodies in color and the many 
new features. 


Now, as always, economy and 
reliability are features of Ford 
performance which recom- 
mend these cars to everyone. 
Yet Ford ownership today 


FORD MOTOR COMPANY, Detroit, 


carries with it the pride that 
you naturally take in a highly 
attractive car. 


Never before has any car en- 
joyed such instantaneous and 
overwhelming popularity. 
Ford production is being taxed 
to meet the steadily mount- 
ing demand. 


See these latest Ford cars your- 
self—ride in them—and place 
your order now. Remember, 
that despite the many im- 
provements, the new features 
and increased beauty, prices 
remain the lowest ever offered. 


Michigan 


THE UNIVERSAL CAR 
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No grist to grind 
No roughage =’. 
to chew 


—one great reason why 
gums give trouble 


i Gale modern diet is killing our gums 
with kindness. Our food is soft. Its 
sauces are creamy. We eat it far too 
quickly. 

And in the process of mastication, 
our gums are cheated—cheated of that 
life-giving, blood-stirring stimulation, 
by which nature planned to keep the 
gums in health. 

Andtothislack of stimulation dentists 
trace many of the gum troubles which 
are so prevalent today! 


How to combat troubles 
of the gums 


What is lacking is stimulation and 
stimulation is what you must restore. 
Dentists recommend massage. And 
thousands of them recommend that in 
the massage you employ Ipana Tooth 
Paste. After the usual cleaning of your 
teeth with Ipana and the brush, go over 
your gums lightly with a little Ipana, on 
your finger or on the brush. 

The massage in itself is good; the 
massage with Ipana is better. For Ipana 
Tooth Paste contains ziratol, a hemo- 
static and antiseptic widely used by 
dentists in their professional practice. 


Switch to Ipana for one 
month now! 


Keep your gums in health. Keep your 
teeth white and clean. Make the test by 
going to your nearest drug store and 
getting a large tube of Ipana. It will last 
for one hundred brushings and it will 
enable you to test, as no trial tube can, 
the power of Ipana to clean your teeth 
and to render your gums firm and 


healthy. 
TOOTH 


I PAN PASTE 


— made by the makers of Sal Hepatica 


BRISTOL-MYERS CO. 
Dept. J125, 42 Rector St., New York, N.Y. 


Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA 
TOOTH PASTE without charge or oblig- 
ation on my part. 


© Bristol-Myers Co., 1926 


“I am wondering how you went into 
surgery,” I said, after a pause. 

“Oh, a man never knows what he can 
do, or what hidden powers he has in him, 
until he tries. People are simply full of 
unused, undiscovered, unsuspected capa- 
bilities. I had no more idea of ever doin 
surgery than I had of flying. But sehen t 
took charge of the sanitarium, forty- 
eight years ago, I found that we had great 
need for surgery. I had to get surgeons 
from the outside; but I saw various ways 
in which their methods could be improved 
if we had surgeons who lived in the insti- 
tution. One day I had to help one of them. 
I found I could do this particular work as 
well as he could. So I decided then and 
| there to take up surgery myself. I went 
at once to Hanks, a fine surgeon in New 
York, and in the summer of 1883 I went 
to Adolph Bilroth, in Vienna. He was a 
wonderful fgure—the greatest surgeon of 
the nineteenth century. 

“When I was first studying surgery, 
I used to pass an artist’s shop each day, 
and one day I went in and told the artist 
I wanted him to teach me to draw, so 
that I could do better surgery. I wanted 
to train my hand to follow my eye. If an 
artist makes a mistake he can erase it 
and do it over. But when a surgeon draws 
a line with his knife he can’t do it over 
again. 

“IJ told this artist to draw for me a 
number of faces. He did. I then practiced 
trying to draw a complete face at one 
stroke—without stopping. I soon got so 
I could draw an entire face at one sweep. 
I kept up this practice for years. It has 
been a great aid in acquiring deftness and 
accuracy in my operations. 

“Six years after I studied in Vienna, 
Dr. Lawson Tait, of Birmingham, Eng- 
land, was making a World-wide sensation 
with his fine new methods. He revolution- 
ized abdominal surgery. So I worked 
under him for several months as his first 
assistant. I made up my mind that by 
combining his deftness of operation with 
our hygienic methods I might even surpass 
his record.” 

On this point I asked a number of his 
colleagues to give me Doctor Kellogg’s 
exact record, which they did; namely, 
| that when he arrived home he did fifty- 
two abdominal operations without a 
death. Later he performed one hundred 
and sixty-hve without a death. They 
expressed the belief that this record was 
the best ever made in surgery up to that 
time. Such records are now regarded as 
the expectation, from the modern surgical 
methods. 


“ {QUR staff soon grew to quite a corps, 

many of them being specialists,” the 
doctor went on. “Think of it, there isn’t 
a doctor here that was here when I came! 
I wish I could mention all of them, both 
past and present. For they have been the 
biggest factor in everything. Some of 
them, by the way, graduated from our 
medical missionary college.” 

“I didn’t realize you had a medical 
college,” I said in surprise. 

“Oh, we needed doctors who were 
better trained for our special institutional 
work, so we organized our own college. 
We have always done the thing we had to 
do. It ran for fifteen years, and was then 
merged into the University of Illinois. 
| “We took no student who would not 


agree to devote five years to altruistic or 
missionary work after graduation. Sev- 
eral of our graduates went into various 
parts of the world as medical missiona- 
ries, and did splendid service. Quite a 
number of our students went straight 
from our school to Edinburgh, Dublin, 
and London, and got their degrees from 
the Royal College of Surgeons. Doctor 
Osler, who was then Regis Professor of 
Medicine at Oxford, was most kind to our 
men in inviting them to his home and 
counseling them and advising them with 
reference to their medical work. Our 
college was in Chicago, and our faculty 
was made up of members of the various 
medical faculties there. Our students, 
incidentally, helped we with our mission 
work in Chicago.” 

“Your mission work in Chicago?” I 
asked. ‘‘What were you doing with a 
mission in Chicago?” 

“Didn’t I tell you about that? We 
had a mission there for ‘down-and-outs’ 
for twenty years. Every Sunday for 
seven years following the World’s Fair, in 
1893, I spent in Chicago working with 
them. The way I fell into this service 
was curious. When I visited the World’s 
Fair I found thousands of men out of 
work, and Chicago doing nothing about it. 
I couldn’t eat or sleep for thinking about 
them. So I went to the chief of police, 
and said to him, ‘I want you to show me 
the worst and dirtiest spot in all Chicago.” 


“T WAS taken around to Canal Street. 

They surely had told the truth. Some- 
body was beaten up there every few 
hours. I got an old room and a couple of 
big kettles. A fellow I had put on his feet 
would get up at three o’clock in the morn- 
ing and begin making ‘bean soup. The 
bakers gave us their stale bread, and we 
charged a penny for a big bowl of soup 
and all the bread a man could eat. The 
penny paid for the beans. We fed thou- 
sands. Also, shortly afterward we in- 
stalled what were perhaps the first free 
baths in America and the first free laun- 
dry, where these poor fellows could come 
and bathe and wash their clothes. 

“We gave away over seventy-five 
thousand garments to men, women, and 
children during the winter. They would 
stand in line for hours to get them. Con- 
ditions were frightful. We advertised, 
and people sent us garments from all over 
the country. One merchant sent us the 
whole stock of a bankrupt shoe store. 

“Tt was that work that gave me op- 
portunities to help children. Mrs. Kellogg 
and I have helped forty-two children here 
in our home. They just came to us. 
Thirteen of them we legally adopted, as 
we had no children of our own. We made 
our house into a school. You see, we have 
forty rooms in this big old house. And 
we have never had a spare room. I don’t 
see how people can have ‘spare rooms,’ 
as they call them, in their homes, when 
so many children need them and need a 
home education. We made our house for 
many years into a school, and had regular 
classes and teachers. Our children went 
straight from our home into the universi- 
ties. Not one has ever made a failure. If 
you believe hard enough and long enough 
in people they won’t make failures. 

“And right here I want to state my 
belief that no man can ever discover what 
is in himself—his own powers and possi- 
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Arouse the House Christmas 
With Music on the Gulbransen 


HE biggest surprise you 
cangive your family Christ- 
mas is the Gulbransen Regis- 
tering Piano—a Gift they’ll all 
share andenjoyforalifetime.A 
Gift that will hold the home 
together—for family life cen- 
ters around this beautiful in- 
strument. No sooner is supper 
over than friends drop in and 
social gaiety starts. 
Moreover, the money now 


The Only Piano Played 


Equally Well by Roll 
or by Hand 
—by Untrained Persons 
or by Musicians 
~ 
More than 125,000 now 
in American Homes 


introduction, first lively, then 
slowly as you near the words 
—how to pause for the singer, 
how to play the accompaniment 
notes alone, usually in the bass 
or lower register, subduing the 
melody notes so the voice that 
sings them can prevail. 

How to play dance music in 
perfect time and rhythm. 

How to sustain harmony 
notes. Indeed, how to play 


spent on outside amusements 

would soon pay for this remarkable creation. For any Gul- 
bransen dealer will deliver any model—Grand or Upright— 
on suitable terms, with proper allowance for your old piano, 
if you have one. 

No one who has ever played the Gulbransen Registering 
Piano will ever confuse it with a player piano. For you play 
—not “mechanical” music—but human music, just like play- 
ing by hand but far more easily. 

It is Personal Touch that makes hand playing human. The 
absence of Personal Touch makes music sound mechanical. 
And the Gulbransen Registering Piano is the only instru- 
ment inthe world that youcan play by roll with the Personal 
Touch, the Personal Time, and the Personal Tone Volume 
that you yourself impart to it. 

Strange as it seems, this requires no musical training. You 
learn how to do it by playing four demonstration rolls, 

You learn how to play a piano solo, accenting the melody. 

How to play accompaniments as pianists play them—the 


The 
New Gulbransen 
GRAND 


Price the Same the Nation Over 
Pay as Convenient 


without touching the keys, so 
expressively, so inspiringly, so humanly, it defies the ears of 
experts to tell your music from music played by hand. 

And this on a piano which, says Florence Macbeth, 
the lovely coloratura of the Chicago Civic Opera Company, 
“is one of the most beautifully toned instruments that I have 
ever heard played.” 


“Your Unsuspected Talent” 
Get this Free Book that Reveals It 


Now—while yet there’s time before Christmas—esend your 
address on the coupon below for a copy of our latest book, 
“Your Unsuspected Talent—Its Discovery and Enjoyment.” 

Read the surprising things you can do with the Gulbransen 
—see the home programs we’ve arranged for every occasion. 
It’s abook you'll want to keep. And with it comes the address 
of a nearby Gulbransen showroom where you may see and 
try all Gulbransen models—Grand or Upright. Send now— 
Christmas is near at hand. 

© 1925 G. Co. 


SEND THIS COUPON 


to Gulbransen Company, 


Playable by hand 
only, $785 

As a Registering 

Piano, playable by 

hand or roll, $1275 


The Nat'l Association of 
Piano Tuners recommends 
that all pianos be tuned 
twicea year. Your Gul- 

nsen deserves this care. 


Gulbransen pianos are sold at the same cash price, 
freight prepaid, throughout the United States. 
For your protection, we stamp this price on the 
back, where you can read it. And Gulbransen 
dealers are prepared to deliver any model, Grand 
or Upright, for a small cash payment—balance to 
suit the purchaser. A reasonable allowance will 
made for your present piano, if you own one. 
Four Upright Models—Community, $450; Sub- 
urban, $530; Country Seat, $615; White House, $700. 
Gulbransen Grand, $785; Gulbransen Registering 
Grand, $1275. 


CGULBRANSEN 


The Registering Piano 


3240 Chicago Ave., Chicago 
for Color- Illustrated Book De Luxe 


“Your Unsuspected Talent—Its 
Discovery and Enjoyment” 


“Easy to 
Play” 


Name. 
Address. 


Cija Strate 


El] Check here if you own a piano 
and we will send you form en- 
abling us to estimate value, 
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| feet your baggage 
whenever and wherever 
you travel. 

North America Tourist 
Baggage Insurance pro- 
tects you against theft, 
fire and other hazards en 
route or in hotels. 

Ask any Insurance 
Agent or mail the at- 
tached coupon for further 
information. 


Insurance Company of 


North America 


PHILADELPHIA 
“The Oldest American Fire and Marine 
Insurance Company” 


AA 
Insurance Company of North America 
Third and Walnut Streets 
Philadelphia, Pa., Dept. AA-12 


Clearwater 
FloridaWest Coast-On the Gulf 


Where “It’s Springtime All the Time’’ 
Revel all winter in the great out- 
doors in an always delightful cli- 


mate, Countless diversions and won- 
derful investment opportunities 
Sporty golf on 18-hole courses—grass 
greens, Finest Beach on West Coast 
Fishing, Motoring, Lawn Bowling, Ten- 


nis, Roque. Big League Ball. Daily Band 
Concerts. Attractive accommodations 
Highest Elevation on Either Coast 


Handsome, illustrated book- 
let or any desired information 
sent free on request. Address 


CLEARWATER CHAMBER OF COMMERCE 
Dept. 11, Clearwater, Florida 


You'll have a picnic 
summering this winter at 
DAYTONA BEACH 

FLORIDA 


Here winter is softened intoa northern 
spring. The world’s finest beach — 23 
miles long, 500 feet wide — awaits you. 
y x Magnificent auto drives. Boating on the 

famous Halifax and Tomoka rivers. 
Widely varied fishing. Golf, tennis, 
So rode. lawn bowling. Daily Concert». 
Cultural amusements. Best accommo- 
dations. For booklet, address: 
205 Chamber of Commerce Bldg., 
Daytona, Florida 


bilities—save by giving all those powers 
to aid humanity. There is no other work 
worth while. It calls for every capacity 
we have. You discover yourself by dis- 
covering other people. 

“Tt 1s what they demand of you that 
leads you to find what you can do. I 
have had to do everything in such a 
hurry, though, I have never done any- 
thing that satisfied me. It could have 
been done so much better. My lectures, 
books, articles are all thrown together 
while I am on trains or rushing to do 
other things!” 

“But you have done your surgery and 
medical work amazingly well,” I said. 

“Well, I have hed: to do my best. 
But it has never satisfied me. A satisfied 
man, however, is a useless man. He 
never progresses. It is this hunger, this 
longing to beat your own record, to do 
bigger and better things to-day than you 
did esterday, that leads a man to do 
anything worth-while. 

‘That is what still keeps me at work 
just as hard at seventy-three as at twenty- 
three. I think I work harder now and get 
more done. I know better how to live. 

“I practice to-day even more rigidl 
than ever the principles of natural, 
righteous, biologic living, and here I am, 
better than I ever was in my life. My 
skin never was more clear and flexible. 
I sleep about an hour more than I did. 
For many years I slept only five or six 
hours. I nowsleep nearly seven out of the 
twenty-four—when I get a chance. And I 
sleep like a baby. And in our college here 
I am trying to educate young folks into 
the same right ways of living.” 


“I DIDN’T know you had a college too, 
until you mentioned it a moment 
ago,” I said. “I guess I will never get 
to the end of your string.” 

“Oh, I have done so little,” replied the 
doctor. ‘“‘But we have built up a college 
here by joining several of our sanitarium 
schools, with nearly six hundred girls in 
attendance. For many years our schools 
gave only a two-year or three-year course, 
either in physical culture, or in dietetics, 
or a nurses’ training course. The Govern- 
ment came here during the war to get 
some of its leading dietitians for its 
hospitals. But now we give a full four- 
zear course, and our girls go out with a 
bachelor degree, in addition to a pro- 
fessional training. 

“I want you to see our girls,” Doctor 
Kellogg continued, ‘I think you will find 
something that you will see in no other 
college in the world.” 

I attended a college reception one 
evening with the doctor. As hundreds of 
his students passed by, he said enthu- 
siastically, “‘ Don’t you see the difference? 
Don’t you see that the seniors are far 
more beautiful, more healthful-looking, 
finer in poise and posture and grace than 
the freshmen? ‘The seniors have had 
three and four years of right living. Our 


students have to live scientifically from the 
day they enter. Physical health and 
physical improvement are as much a part 
of the curriculum as Latin, English, or 
chemistry. They must improve right 
along in health, physique, and beauty, or 
they can’t graduate.” 


“NZOUR whole institution is certainly 
a far cry from the one that burnt 
down in 1902,” I remarked. 

“Yes; it was even beyond my dream 
at that time. Incidentally, it surely did 
look for a time as if even that dream would 
never be realized. With the buildings all 
ashes we had a hard fight to rebuild. 
You see, after the fire we were eighteen 
thousand dollars worse off than nothing. 
But the bankers trusted us for over a 
million dollars in loans. Of course my 
colleagues were the chief factor in putting 
it over. No body of men ever worked 
more loyally together. They signed notes 
to the limit, and mortgaged their private 
property and worked for months without 
salary. It has been their loyalty and 
devotion to our great ideals that has 
made everything here possible. 

“The bankers recognized this, and went 
beyond their usual limits in aiding us. 

“So, finally, here we are to-day with a 
safe balance in the bank, with a staff of 
forty-five physicians, several of them 
men of national distinction in their 
special fields; with fifteen hundred em- 
ployee’ nurses and all, with extensive 
aboratories, and with every proven 
valuable means to benefit suffering 
humanity. We often have under treat- 
ment as many as twelve hundred patients 
at one time. And our institution never 
has paid, and never will pay, a dollar in 
dividends. The charter forbids it. If we 
make any profit it goes into improving 
the institution, or in education, or in 
charity work. Last year we expended a 
half-million dollars in education and 
charity. Many people who can’t pay 
come here, and we don’t charge them. We 
can’t take everybody free. But we take 
all we can. We comb the earth for every 
medical discovery and device, and if it 
proves worth-while we bring it here 
regardless of its cost, and that takes large 
sums of money. 

“To-day I am carrying out my boy- 
hood dreams. No man is ever happy 
unless in some way, to some extent, he 
finds, as old age approaches, that the 
dreams of his boyhood are being fulfilled. 
And the Battle Creek Sanitarium, and 
the Battle Creek College, and the Race 
Betterment Foundation, and our forty- 
two children which Mrs. Kellogg and I 
educated—these are just my boyhood 
dreams come true. 

“And now I’m dreaming bigger dreams 
than ever. Osler said we ought to be 
chloroformed at sixty. No, I disagree 
with him. A man ought to be chloro- 
formed the day he quits dreaming of big 
things yet to do.” 


“WE'RE Both Dead Broke, So Let’s Be Partners!” This unique 
proposition, made by a railway mail clerk to a rural postmaster, was 
the beginning of an important telephone system in the Southwest; 
and it was the beginning, too, of the remarkable business career of 
Harvey C. Couch, now the head of many great power enterprises. In 
an interview next month, Mr. Couch tells you the extraordinary 
way in which he raised one hundred dollars to string his first few 
miles of telephone line, and how, step by step, his venture grew. 
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First in yield and quality of 
evheat—and many other crops. 


This isthe 
better Home- 
land—a finer 
place to lice 
and bring up 


The cities are clean, up- ri? 
children 


to-date, and beautiful 


They came and grew 


with the 


Nine tenths of the adult population out here 
came to the Pacific Northwest from other 
states. 

They came in search of larger opportunity 
and better, happier ways of living. 

They stayed because they found them. 


They make a better living 


These people have proved that this great, 
rich, swiftly growing country offers a better 
chance to get ahead. They found that here, 
as elsewhere, hard work is the price of 
success. But they found, too, that here, if 
anywhere, the rewards of working, planning 
and saving are rich and sure and lasting. 
Their incomes are higher than the average 
for the country. Their bank savings have 
trebled in 10 years. More of them own 
automobiles. More than the average own 
their homes. They have resources that pro- 
vide 50 per cent more than the national 
average for the education of their children. 


They enjoy life more 
The Pacific Northwest is one of the most 
beautiful of homelands. 
The mountains, seaside, woods, lakes and 
streams are the daily playgrounds 
of the people. 


The American Magazine 


“The Pacific Northwest í 


Where people play hard, as well as 
work hard, and enjoy life more 


country! 


The climate is pleasant and invigorating. 
In some sections roses bloom almost the 
year round. The health rate is highest in the 
United States. 

And all the advantages of modern Ameri- 
can life at its best are found here. The cities 
are clean, up-to-date and beautiful. Schools 
and colleges are unexcelled. The things that 
make life finer and better are not lacking. 


There is a place for you 


The Pacific Northwest is growing swiftly. 
In the past twenty years population has 
doubled. Ocean commerce has increased 500 
per cent, the number of farms 118 per cent, 
the value of industrial products 800 per cent. 

The Pacific Northwest offers you the op- 
portunity to grow with it—to share its 
prosperity and success. 


Send for this free book 


What other families like yours have found 
in the Pacific Northwest is described in the 
free booklet, “The Land of -Opportunity 
Now.” It tells the things you want to know 
about the states of Washington, Oregon, 
Idaho, Montana and Wyoming. It is free. 
Sign and mail the coupon for it now. 


‘The Chicago Burlington & Quincy RR. 
<The Northern Pacific Ry. 
‘The Great Northern Ry. 
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MONTANA WYOMING 
IDAHO 
OREGON WASHINGION 


To lice next door toiea ty lite this! 


Almost ideal conditions have made the Pacific 
Northwest famous for its fine dairy cows 


FREE 
Descriptive Booklet 
and Photo-Travelog 


m ak 
OF OPFORTUMUFY 
now 


aaa et 
í 


this coupon + 
for both 


Booklet contains 32 pages of interest- 
ing, authoritative information — fully 
illustrated. Photo-Travelog consists of 
scores of beautiful photographs —an 
absorbing pictorial tour of the Pacific 
Northwest. Mail the coupon to 
DEVELOPMENT BUREAU 
DEPT. 37-K 

BURLINGTON RAILROAD BLDG. 
CHICAGO, ILL. 
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| Cruises to | 
the Caribbean 


gae 


WHITE FLEET 


RUISING is the only kind of 
travel that means absolute 
rest. Think it over! Long, 
luxurious days at sea and then: 

new people who are content with 
little, strange lands that blaze with 
exotic color, and where stately palms 
mark the line between dazzling white 
coral and amethyst sea. 


Perpetual June awaits you ın Havana, 
Cuba; Port Antonio and Kingston, 
Jamaica; the Panama Canal Zone; 
Port Limon, Costa Rica; Cartagena, 
Puerto Colombia and Santa Marta, 
Colombia; Puerto Barrios, Guate- 
mala—it all depends on which cruise 
you select. 


Not overlooking the fact that to enjoy 
Nature’s beauty to the utmost you 
must have comfortable beds, excellent 
food and the kind ‘of service that is 
never obtrusive, but always effective. 


That’s what the Great White Fleet has to offer 
you when you plan your winter vacation, for 
it carries only first-class passengers and its 
service, food and accommodations are ranked 
with the best hotels ashore. “Every Passenger 
a Guest” means all that it says. 

Twice every week — on: Wednesdays and 
Saturdays — Great White Fleet ships sail from 
New York and New Orleans on cruises that 
last from 11 to 24 days—and the time to make 
your reservations for the winter cruise you 
have been planning is now — for south-bound 
travel is going to be unusually heavy. 

— and remember that all shore trips, motor 
cars, launch excursions, railroad and hotel 
accommodations — everything done for your 
pleasure and amusement — is included in the 
price you pay for your ticket. 


SAILINGS FROM NEW YORK AND NEW 
ORLEANS EVERY WEEK IN THE YEAR 


Address Passenger Department 


UNITED FRUIT COMPANY 
Room 1645, 17 Battery Place 
New York, N. Y. 
Write for our illustrated booklet ‘‘Carib- 


bean Cruises” telling about the wonder- 
ful service on Great White Fleet Ships. 


The Sporting Chance 


(Continued from page 57 


country any longer than she had to. So 
you see what she amounts to. She’s fooled 
you—thrown you over, as she does every- 
body. When you come to your senses, and 
promise to do as you're told, you can go 
down to New York and enjoy yourself, 
with friends I approve of. Until then, 
you'll stay here.’ 

“You can’t lock me up long—not after 
I’m of age,” she faltered. 

“What’s the reason I can’t? If you 
make trouble after you’re of age, I'll have 
you declared mentally incompetent and 
put into a sanitarium under guard.” 

“Oh, no—no, you couldn’t!” she gasped. 

“You'll see whether I can or not. No 


| girl in her right mind acts as you have. I 


think you’re just a fool, but you may be 
crazy. If you’re not, prove it. It’s up to 
you. Think it over!” 

With that he turned abruptly and 
entered the house, from which a woman 
immediately emerged to keep an eye on 
the culprit. A few minutes later Celia 
also went in, drooping. 


LOR some time Roberta and Piggy kept 
the glass focused upon the house, but 
could discover no indications of unusual 
activity, no bustle of preparation for a 
hurried flitting. They discussed various 
suggestions for Celia’s rescue, but in the 
end Piggy dismissed them all with a 
shrug. 

“Te’s no good planning,” he said. “‘Noth- 
ing ever happens as you think it’s going 
to. The best way is to be ready for any- 
thing, and jump when you see a chance. 
If there’s no sign of their skipping out 
we'll go straight to Greenfield and buy the 
stuff we need before Janet comes. You’d 
better make a list.” 

He gave her an envelope from his 
pocket and a pencil, but Roberta sat look- 
ing off over the tapestried autumnal hills 
with a troubled frown. 

“It isn’t fair,” she said, “for you to 
spend a lot more money. I don’t know 
what I should have done, if it hadn’t 


| been for you.” 


She lifted clear, glowing eyes to his, and 
Piggy was shaken by a new sensation— 
an anomalous compound of warmth and 
shivery chill, creeping skin, tingling nerves, 
and racing pulses. He had felt something 
remotely akin to it before—when he stood 
poised to dive off Brooklyn Bridge, for 
example. But this was different. 

“Rats!” he said grufly. ‘It’s bully 


good sport. I offered to loan you all you 


need, didn’t I? That goes. It’s cheap at 
the price.” Recovering himself on fa- 
miliar ground, he gave her his wide, boyish 
smile. “I haven’t had so much fun since 
Towser was a pup! But it’s a fool thing 
to let yourself get so short, especially 
traveling. How’d you come to do it?” 

“J didn’t have very much saved, you 
see, and I spent most of it for—for my 
trousseau. Then, that last morning on the 
train, my purse disappeared. I found a 
quarter in my coat pocket—”’ 

“And gave it to the red-cap!” he ex- 
claimed, his eyes shining. “By golly, 
you're a sport!” 
~ “Te wouldn’t done much 


have me 


good,” she said, laughing, and coloring a 
little too. “But I can’t let you do it all. 
I’m going to write to Clif and ask him to 
send me some money.” 

“Who’s Clif?” 

“Clifford Nixon, my fiancé.” 

“Are you going to marry that fellow, 
after the way he threw you down?” he de- 
manded, forgetting that the conjugal 
transference to Nixon of the not incon- 
siderable cost of this expedition had been 
his own suggestion. 

“Why, of course! He didn’t throw me 
down—exactly.” 

“Huh!” 

“You see, Clif’s a business man. He 
makes the Nixon engine, and something 
must have happened—something impor- 
tant—so he kad to go somewhere right 
away. Anyway, I think I ought to let 
him know I’m not lost.” 

“Allright. Let him know.” Piggy was 
as near being sullen as one of his cheerful 
nature could become. “Go and spoil it 
all, if you want to. Just like a girl!” 

“Oh, Za, la! What on earth’s the matter 


with you? 


IGGY was quite sure that he knew what 

was the matter. She was going to mess 
up a perfectly corking sporting proposition 
with sentiment. She wanted to bring into 
the game again a fellow who had already 
backed down once and left her in a hole. 
Nixon was a quitter. Therefore he hated 
him. To his mind, this reasoning was 
axiomatic in its clarity, but he did not 
voice it. 

Instead, he sat dumbly poking into the 
pine needles with a twig, flushed and 
indignant, and after regarding him a 
moment in dismay, Roberta said softly: 

“I never dreamed you'd feel that way 
about it. Why, Peter, I can’t do this 
without you! You’ve been perfectly 
wonderful, and if anybody can get Celia 
away, you can. I thought I ought to let 
Clif know I hadn’t been murdered, or kid- 
napped, or pushed down a crack some- 
where and stepped on. But I won’t if you 
don’t want me to—if you think it would 
spoil anything.” 

“Sure it would. Spoil everything! In 
the first place, he doesn’t want you to do 
this, and he’d stop it if he could. In the 
second place, the fewer people who know 
where we are, the better. In the third 
place, he’d come chasing up here after 
you, and queer the whole works by show- 
ing himself. Besides, I’m not going to 
take any more chances than I have to of 
being identified with this business. If you 
want to get him into it, I'll get out.” 

“I don't want to. But so far you’ve 
done everything, and I—” 

“Your turn will come. Don’t fret!” 

“All right. I won’t any more. We’re 
partners, Peter.” She held out her hand 
and Piggy took it in a close grip, man- 
wise. Tiny, like the rest of her, it was a 
firm little hand, yet curiously soft. He 
liked the feeling of it, but it gave him 
again that queer, warm shiver, and he 
dropped it precipitately. 

Peace established between them, they 
settled down to their vigil. Presently, 
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$6.65 
Floor Polishing Outfit 
Sor $5.00 


This Hand Outfit consists of ; 
1 Prof ohnson 
iquid Wax........ $1.40 
1 Johnson Lamb's-wool 
War MÓD > < čec esas 1.50 
1 Johnson Weighted 
Floor Polishing Brush . 3.50 
1 Johnson Book on 
Home Beautifying ... .25 
$6.65 
On sale at dept., drug, furniture, 
grocery, hdwe. and paint stores. 
Sells inCanada forthe same price 


This New Easy Way to have Beautiful Floors 


VERY woman wants beautiful floors — 
gleaming and spotless, reflecting and 
accentuating the charm of rugs and furni- 
ture. What could be more appreciated than 
a gift which will make the home more beau- 
tiful and at the same time lighten the house- 
wife's work? 
The easy way to have perfect floors is the 
Johnson Liquid Wax Way. Use a Johnson 
Floor Polishing Outfit—then there will be 


no stooping, no mussiness, no soiling of the 
hands. 


All you do is pour a little Johnson's 
Liquid Wax on the Lamb’s-wool Mop, and 
apply a thin, even coat. Then a few easy 
strokes of the Weighted Brush or Electric 
Floor Polisher will quickly bring up a beau- 
tiful, artistic, durable polish. And afterwards 
these floors will require but little care and 
practically no expense. 

Get either a Johnson Hand or Electric 
Floor Polishing Outfit. Both outfits include 
a supply of Johnson's Liquid Wax and a 
Lamb’s-wool Mop for applying the wax. 
With the Hand Outfit there is also a Johnson 


Weighted Floor Polishing Brush. This Outfit 
is pictured in the holly wreath at right above. 


The Electric Outfit includes the Johnson’s 
Wax Electric Floor Polisher shown in the 
large illustration. This Electric Johnson Floor 
Polishing Outfit costs only $42.50 complete 
with a Lamb’s-wool Mop and a supply of 
Liquid Wax —attractively put up ina gift box. 


Johnson’s Wax 
Electric Floor Polisher 


This is a wonderful, new, labor-saving ap- 
pliance which polishes floors instantaneously 
and without effort. It is simple—there is 
nothing to get out of order. Easy to operate. 
Light in weight. Runs from any light socket 
at a cost of 114c per hour. Polishes under 
davenports, buffets, beds, etc., without 
moving the furniture. 


The Johnson’s Electric Floor Polisher is 
sturdily built to last a lifetime and guaran- 
teed absolutely. For sale at department, 
electrical, furniture, hardware and paint 
stores. Write for illustrated folder FREE. 


S. C. JOHNSON & SON “The Wood Finishing Authorities” RACINE, WISCONSIN. 


- JOHNSON’S LIQUID 


‘You can rent a 
Johnson’s Wax 
Electric Floor Pol- 
isher by the day 
from any store 
maintaining a 
Jo’ ason Service 
Department 


GA TE) 


SERVICE 
DEPARTMENT 
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and travel- 
luxury reason 
for going Santa Fe 
all the way ’— 
The shortest route 


Chicago t California 

Fred Harvey dining service 
and Grand Canyon National 
Park are other exclusive 
Santa Fe features — 


Sdaily Santa Fe trains 
NIR: mig 


Vw. J. Black, Passenger Traffic Manager 
Santa Fe System Lines 
1250 Railway Exchange, Chicago, Illinois 


Send me Santa Fe picture-folders of winter trip to 
California. 


down at Birchwood, the chauffeur was 
seen going toward the garage. Three dogs, 
who had been asleep behind their kennels, 
made a dash for him and were jerked to a 
stop at the end of their chains. 

“Aha!” said Piggy. “There’s the rest 
of the garrison. Turned loose at night, I 
suppose. Well—I like dogs; but there are 
times when they’re superfluous. What’s 
that fellow up to?” 

The chauffeur had opened the wide door 
of the garage, and a moment later he 
backed out Scott’s heavy black auto- 
mobile, turned, and drove down the 
private road toward the highway. 

“Going for gas, I guess,” Piggy said. 
“Come on!” 

“Where?” 

“Wherever he’s going. They can’t get 
away while he’s gone.” 

“But I don’t see—” 

“Aw, wake up! PII cultivate him while 
you shop. Us shofers stand together, 
lady. Maybe IIl find out something. 
Come on, hustle!” 

Piggy took the road to Keene at a 
lively clip. Entering the town at a more 
discreet speed, Mrs. Smith’s car drew up 
before the most promising-looking dry- 
goods emporium, and Peter Brown sprang 
out to open the door of the tonneau. As 
she stepped to the curb, he saluted re- 
spectfully and remarked in an undertone: 

“ Now, wrap the draperies of your grief 
about you and sit down for a pleasant 
time! It may take me half an hour or so 
to get around this guy.” 

He then reconnoitered until he discov- 
ered Scott’s car standing before a garage. 
A few minutes later, armed with a couple 
of packets of cheap cigarettes, he swag- 
gered into the garage, saying: 

“Gimme some gas. Fill ’er up.” 

He pulled one of the cigarettes from the 
paper packet and was heroically preparing 
to light it when the garage man called: 

“Hey, you! Git aout o’ here ef you’re 
a-goin’ to smoke!” 

“What’s eatin’ you?” Piggy haughtil 
inquired, match in hand. Scott’s Sail: 
feur grinned at him and winked. 

Piggy offered thecigarettes to his brother 
chauffeur, who promptly accepted. Piggy 
scratched his match. 

The garage man advanced threaten- 
ingly. “Here, you git aout!” 

“Oh, all right, all right. Keep your 
hair on. Maybe it ain’t safe to light it 
around where you are. You might blow 
up!” 


HIS display of wit brought a guffaw 

from the other chauffeur, and together 
they strolled outside, Scott’s employee al- 
ready prepossessed in Piggy’s favor. 

“Saw you on the road this morning, 
didn’t I?” he asked. 

“Ye-ah. You live around here?” 

“Nope. New York. But the old man 
comes up once in a while. Stranger here?” 

“Ye-ah. Weve just come and were 
looking around a little this morning. The 
lady I work for, Mrs. Smith, has rented a 
furnished house at Fitzwilliam.” 

“Fitzwilliam? That’s a hot one!” 

“Ain’t it? Looks like I’m in for joy. 
We might stay all winter.” 

“All winter! What for?” 

“Well, it’s this way: Old Smith died 
out West about a month ago. An’ she’s 
lookin’ for a quiet place where she can 
mourn all she feels like.” 


“She’s found it, all right. There ain’t 
another thing to do up here but mourn. 
All winter! Gee!” 

‘How long you goin’ to stay?” 

“Dunno. The old man never tells me 
nothin’, but I hope he takes time to sleep. 
We drove all night.” 

“You did? What’s eatin’ him?” 

“e ’ 

Search me. I guess sump’n happened. 
I see him out on the terrace this mornin’ 
jawin? Celia. She’s his daughter, an’ 
sump’n’s wrong with her head.” 

“Gee!” said Piggy sympathetically. 
“That’s tough luck. Good people to work 
for? Been with ’em long?” 

“Five years. They’re all right—some 
ways. Pay well. But the old man’s a 
tartar. They call him G. A. down home— 
Gawd Almighty. He wants to run the 
earth, an’ he comes darn near doin’ it. 
I'll say that for him. Well, I guess he’s 
fixed to stay here a while now. Hope he 
does; I want some sleep.” 

“T hope he does, too,” said Piggy. 
“Then maybe PIl see you again. It’s 
awful lonesome up here. My name’s 
Pete Brown.” 

“Mine’s Jim Cody.” 

“I ain’t goin’ to have much to do. 
S’pose I drop in to see you sometime?” 

“Nix on that! The old man don’t want 
strangers ‘round. But I could meet you 
here sometimes.” 

“All right, you’re on. I see you got that 
new speedometer. How’s she work?” 


HEY strolled over to their cars, linger- 

ing a while in technical converse. With 
an eye on the New York license plates, 
Scott’s man remarked: 

“Thought you said you come from out 
West?” 

“We did—Seattle,” Piggy returned 
evenly. “But we didn’t bring our car. 
Bought this one in New York the other 
day. Mrs. Smith was in a hurry to get 
here, so the feller said we could use his 
license number till we got one of our own. 
I gotta see about that too, right away. 
Well, Pd better be showin’ up in the 
square. She might want me. So long.” 

“See you later.” 

During his report of this interview to 
Roberta, as they drove toward Green- 
field, she cried indignantly: 

“Crazy! Celia? What an awful thing 
to say! But I wonder she isn’t—it’s 
enough to drive anyone insane.” 

“Never mind. We’ll get her out.” 

“But how, Peter? How?” 

“Gosh, how the deuce do I know how? 
Same way I got next to Cody, maybe. 
Luck. There’s always a way if you watch 
for it.” 

At Greenfield he bought a wire-cutter 
and some heavy brown overalls, which 
would make him practically invisible in 
the woods. Leaving Roberta in the car at 
the station, he disappeared, and came 
back trundling a second-hand bicycle. 

“What’s that for?” she asked. 

“Sleuthing stealthily by night,” he re- 
plied, grinning as he prepared to secure 
it to the running board. “Makes less 
noise than a car. Besides, I might get 
fired if I joy-ride too much. She’s awful 
economical, Mrs. Smith is, and gas costs 
money.” 

“Idiot!” said Roberta; but she mar- 
veled at his forethought, not fully ap- 
preciating all the values of a college career. 

The train came in, and a tall, angular 
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| ia HorLYwoon, Florida's year-round city, peo- 
ple are making their living—and living while 
they make it! It is a playground and a work- 
ground—one or both, as you please. 


In this thriving, growing, seaside city, situated 
directly on the broad Atlantic, about twenty 
miles north of Miami, Florida, is a fascinating op- 
portunity for every form of sport, recreation and 
pleasure—amid surroundings of tropical beauty 
—sunny days and starry nights—and delightful 
breezes from the Gulf Stream, all the year ‘round. 


The Golf and Country Club attracts visitors and 
guests from near as well as distant places. Its 
cighteen-hole golf course is a joy, even to pro- 
fessional sportsmen. The facilities and appoint- 
ments of the club are complete. One of its 
remarkable features is its ball room —a patio open 
to the skies—with a glass floor through which 
colored lights dance upward through the night. 


Dancing, golf, boating, cruising, fishing, music, 
surf-bathing, wonderful roads! Choose! 


Hollywood is truly a city of dreams linked with deeds 
—a city of splendid achievements—and other big proj- 
ects like the deep-water harbor, already under way. 
Comfortable homes, busy streets, splendid hotels—in- 
cluding the new $3,000,000 Hollywood Hotel on the 
beach. The Hollywood Hotel is of concrete, fire-proof 
construction. Most of its rooms overlook the sea. Every 
convenience. High-speed elevators. Excellent cuisine. 
Reservations now being made. Visit Hollywood 
By- the-Sea, when you are in Florida. 


HOLLYWOOD RESORT AND INDUSTRIAL BOARD 
J. W. Young, President, Hollywood in Florida 


On the Florida East Coast Railroad + On the Dixie Highway 


Hollywood Golf and Country Club 


New $3,000,000 
Hollywood 
Hotel on the 
beach. 
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here. 
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await you. 
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beach for surf- 
bathing. 
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Egypt—Palestine 
Madeira, Spain, Gibraltar, Algiers, Tunis, 
Constantinople, Greece, Italy, Sicily, 
Riviera, Monte Carlo, France, England 
by Specially Chartered Magnificent New 

‘ 


Cunar 


S. S. “SCYTHIA” 
Sailing from N. Y. Jan. 26—67 days 
Limited to 400—(Less than Half Capacity) 
In erery respect the Cruise of the “Scythia” to 
the Mediterranean is unsurpassed. Pre-arranged 
shore excursions at ecery port included in 
the rate. Finest hotels and the best of every- 
thing. Unusually long stay, at the height 
of the season, in Egypt and Palestine. 
Free Stop-over Privilege in Europe 
Full information on request. Prompt reservation advisable. 


FRANK TOURIST COMPANY 


542 Fifth Ave., New York 
1529 Locust Street, Philadelphia 
582 Market Street, San Francisco 
At Bank of America, Los Angeles 
(Est. 1875.) Paris Catro London 


Clark’s Famous Cruises 


By Cunard line, new oll-burners 
Jan. 20, Around the World Cruise 
westward. 128 days, $1250 to $3000. 
Jan. 30, Mediterranean Cruise 
62 days, $600 to $1700. 
June 30, 1926, Norway 

and Western Mediterranean; 53 days, $550 to 
$1250. 
Rates include hotels, drives, guides, fees. 
Longest experienced cruise management. 
Established 30 years. 
South America. Small group parties. 
F. C. CLARK, Times Bldg., New York 


Write for our Guide Books & 

“RECORD OF INVENTION BLANK” 

® before disclosing inventions. 

Send model or sketch and description of your invention 
for Inspection and Instructions FREE. Terms reasonable, 


Victor J. Evans & Co., 757 Ninth, Washington, D. C. 
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This year St. Petersburg antici- 
pates the greatest season in her 
history. Every possible prepara- 
tion has been made forthe accom- 
modation of her winter visitors. 
New hotels, new apartments, new 
homes, new entertainment, with 
the same old hospitality and the 
old dependable sunshine. Write 
for booklet today. Address: 
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figure carrying an old-fashioned port- 
manteau stepped down to the platform. 

“There she is,’ he said, chuckling. 
“That’s Janet. Now watch.” 

He strode briskly to meet her; and when 
she descried him, everything about Janet 
McDougall stiffened—her grip on the 
handle of the bag, her spine and shoulders, 
the muscles of her face, her lips. 

“ Bully for you, Janet! There’s the car. 
Come along.” He tried to relieve her of 
her burden, but she clung to it, her glance 
sternly taking note of his dyed hair, 
darkened eyebrows and chauffeur’s livery. 

“Lat be. I’ll no be bidin’ here,” she 
announced, in the broad Scots into which 
strong emotion always threw her. “What 
arre ye at noo, ye gomeral?” 

“Sh! Don’t give me away. There’s a 
lady over here who’s in trouble, and I 
want you to help her.” 

“PIl no bide tae blink at yer amours, ye 
deil’s buckie.” 

“Oh, yes, you will. Dinna be cam- 
steary, noo!” Twinkling, he urged her 
with a phrase she had used for years in his 
own obstinate moments. ‘‘There are no 
amours about it. She’s an awfully nice 
girl and nobody but you can help us out. 
Come on!” He pried her fingers loose 
from the portmanteau and ran off with it, 
laughing, and as Janet was a true Scot, 
she followed her property—with dignity. 

He reached the car first and whispered: 
“Help! 4 moi! She’s balky.” Turning to 
janet, he added, “In with you, now! 

Ve’ve a long drive before us.” 

“Tl no be gaein’ wi’ ye. Yell be 
giein’ me ma pockmanty—”’ 

“Please, Janet?” Roberta swept aside 
her veil, disclosing her delicate, anxious 
face, and eyes softly pleading. “We’ll be 
in worse trouble than we are now, if you 
don’t. It’s my trouble—about my little 
sister—and Mr. Brazenose is trying to 
help me. Come with us, and if you want 
to go home in the morning, you may. I 
promise. Please?” 

“ Aweel—gin ye promise—” 

Piggy gave her a boost from behind, 
tossed the portmanteau into the tonneau 
after her, and they shot out of town at a 
speed that made the old Scotswoman gasp. 


BEFORE they reached Fitzwilliam, Ro- 
berta had confided to her the whole 
story, and nothing more was heard about 
Janet’s returning to New York. She said 
that both Piggy and the bit lass were 
loopy limmers—but she stayed. 

Undertaking to serve both their moral 
| and physical beings, she swept and dusted, 

sctabbed and cooked, exhorting them the 

while to have a care for the salvation of 
their immortal souls. Anon she sallied 
forth into the local marts of trade to 
match wits with the astute Yankee vil- 
lagers, who found in her a foeman worthy 
of their steel, and respected her accord- 
ingly. 

Directly questioned as to her term of 
service with the widow, she vouchsafed 
the information that she had worked for 
the master ever since he was a wee lad. 
On a later occasion she grudgingly ad- 
mitted that Brown, the chauffeur, might 
have been correct in his statement that 
the decease of the lamented Smith had 
been recent, leaving his relict crushed and 
heartbroken. As austerely taciturn as 
New England itself concerning the affairs 


, | and motives of her household, New Eng- 


land recognized and esteemed a kindred 
spirit, though this by no means assuaged 
its curiosity. Within a day or two, how- 
ever, the Smith ménage was fully ac- 
cepted. Janet’s dour facade was a guar- 
antee of respectability. 

In the meantime, Piggy had decided to 
sleep at the house instead of at the tavern, 
as originally planned; but he insisted upon 
Roberta’s dining alone in state in the 
dining-room, while he took his meals from 
the kitchen table. He said you never 
could tell, in a small community, who 
might snoop up to a window, or what 
excuse might serve for a sudden call. 

After dinner that first night, he joined 
Roberta in the living-room, where she sat 
beside a bright wood frre. 

“Ts there any way we can let Celia 
know we’re around?” he asked. ‘‘Hadn’t 
you some signal as kids that we could use?” 

“No. Not a thing.” 

“Darn! That means we can’t wait long, 
then. Where’s her room?” 

“She used to have the one over the door 
to the terrace. Why?” 

“All right. I’m off. Don’t wait up for 
me. 

“Where are you going?” 

“Out for a ride on my new bike.” 

“Peter! Yov're not going to try any- 
thing to-night?” A 

“Not likely; but you never can tell. 
Anyhow, Pll have a look-see. °Night.” 


VV ARING his new brown overalls and 
a heavy canvas hunting coat, with 
sandwiches, anelectrictorch,andarevolver 
in his pockets, Piggy set out for Birchwood. 

Laboriously pedaling through the dark- 
ness of the woods, Piggy could have 
wished that they had established their 
base somewhat nearer the scene of action. 
Persevering, however, he at last arrived at 
the fork leading to Birchwood. A little 
farther on he dismounted, extinguished 
the oil lamp serving as a headlight, and 
concealed the bicycle in a thicket. By the 
light of his electric torch, he made his way 
to the summit from which he could look 
down upon Scott’s demesne. 

He waited twenty minutes after the last 
light in the house had gone out; then. 
assuming that the weary lord of the 
manor would have sunk into slumber and 
hoping that Celia had not, he pierced the 
quiet air with whistled strains of a college 
song, the refrain of which he thoughtought 
to carry comfort to the imprisoned one: 


Poco, Poco, keep thine eye 

On the fair-haired girl, for she is sly: 
You'll be sorry by and by-y-y ve 
You ever had a daugh-ter. ` 


For several minutes he broadcasted his 
cryptic assurance, diminishing its volume 
at the end as if he were strolling away. 
Then, carefully, he crept down the hil! 
toward the fence, intending to make a 
reconnaissance and determine where, in 
case a dashing raid became necessary, it 
would be desirable to cut the barbed wire. 
But, quiet though he was, the dogs heard 
him, or eae scented him, and forth- 
with set up a fortissimo chorus. 

Beating a hasty retreat, he descende? 
the hill on the other side; but even after be 
had retrieved his wheel and was trundlizz 
back toward Fitzwilliam, he heard ar 
occasional indignant woof from Birchwood 

Roberta met him at the door 

“I told you to go to bed,” he said. 
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“I know—but I couldn’t. What hap- ! 

ened?” 

“Nothing. Except that those blamed 
dogs raised the deuce of a row before I got 
anywhere near the fence. But I started 
something to-night. Listen.” Twinkling, 
he whistled the hopeful refrain, and Ro- 
berta smiled with her memory of the words. 
Then she sighed and shook hee head. 

“Clever, Peter; but I’m afraid she won’t 
understand.” 

“She will, if I do it every night. She’s 
bound to catch the idea in time. The only 
trouble is that somebody else might catch 
it too! You haven’t thought of anything 
she’d recognize you by, have you?” 

“Nothing that vaala do any good. We 
did have a secret alphabet when she was 
about twelve. We used to read it like 
print, but I’m not sure I could remember 
it. Besides, we can’t get a note to her.” 

“We might. You never can tell. Let’s 
write one or two, anyhow, so we'll be 
ready if the chance comes.” 


Nor having provided themselves with 
stationery, he brought wrapping paper 
from the kitchen and bade her write down 
her alphabet, forgetting in the zest of the 
game his adjurations regarding her rest. 
At first she could remember only that 
she had originally evolved the code from 
algebraic characters, supplemented by 
similar arbitrary signs culled from the 
back pages of a dictionary, and that the 
symbol of equality had been used to 
separate the words. But she struggled 
patiently until she had recalled most of 
it, then impelled by his urgency, finally 
filled in the remaining letters. Looking 
over her shoulder, this is what he saw: 


ABCDEFGHIJKLM 
Bey Eb ese BOO? 3 
PQRSTUVWXYZ 
ALCXYVANLODO JA OX 

“Three cheers!” He reached into his 
pocket for a notebook. 

“What good will that do you?” she 
asked, as he began copying the characters. 

“Dunno. Might come in handy. Now, 
let’s write her some notes. Better use torn 
bits of this brown paper, so if anybody 
else finds ’em_ they’ll look like scraps 
of something. You write, ‘Here waiting 
chance. Listen for whistle. Show light.’ 
Pll write, ‘Night whistle signal. Answer 
with light.’ Sign ’em both R.” After 
experimenting a little he added, ‘That 
sign between the words is a give-away. 
Shows it’s a code. Better split em up into 
several lines. Pll show you.” 

Having written his message, he looked 
at it, grinning. “It will take some think- 
ing to decode that. Golly, this cipher’s 
a pippin! It’s so darn arbitrary. Look.” 
He handed her a scrap of paper bearing the 
following legend: 
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“That'll keep even G. A. guessing a 
while.” 
| Roberta laughed. ‘It does look cryp- 
| tic. If only she remembers it—and if we 
| can get it to her!” 

“Sure we’ll get it to her!” 
| He placed the notes carefully in his 
| billfold, and considerably after midnight, 
cheered by his confidence, Roberta went 
to bed and to sleep. 

The next morning Piggy visited the 
village store to make inquiries about ob- 
taining an automobile license. When he 
returned to the house for the car, he said 
to Roberta, with a chuckle: 

“Weve got to watch our step. They 
asked me at the store who was sick over 
here. Some woman looked out last night 
and saw a light in this house as late as 
twelve o’clock, and it’s all over the village. 
They thought somebody must be dying. 
I told ’’em you suffered from insomnia, and 
sometimes sat up all night reading; but 
it’s a good tip. I may drive over to Keene 
after I see about this license, and scout 
around a little. I’ll be back when I get 
here.” 

Left alone with Janet, Roberta, re- 
freshed by sound sleep and again buoyant, 
encouraged the old woman to talk. Al- 
ready won by the girl’s frank, friendly 
manner, though far from admitting this in 
words, and sympathizing with her anxiety 
for her sister, Janet vouchsafed a series of 
tales about the lad and his parents. At 
length, when the barriers seemed down, 
Roberta inquired, with a careless air: 

“By the way, what’s Mr. Brazenose’s 
name? I’ve always heard him called 
Pigg , which is rather awful for a man.” 

Ak him,” quoth Janet. Except for a 
strong burr and an occasional Scottish 
locution, she spoke uncolored English, 
save in moments when excitement brought 
the dialect of her childhood to her tongue. 
“His mother gave him his name, and I 
take it ill of him that he doesn’t like it for 
her sake. Maybe he'll tell ye, but ye’ll nos 
get it from me.” 

“Check!” said Roberta to herself, her 
lids veiling twinkling eyes. Aloud, she 
returned, “Oh, well, it doesn’t matter. I 
just wondered.” 

But the virus of curiosity was working 
in her blood, and undeterred by the sad 
fate that once upon a time had overtaken 
several ladies of similar purpose, she re- 
solved to gain admittance to the secret 
closet. 


EANWHILE, Percival Galahad, inthe 

guise of Peter Brown, having learned 
from the sheriff that he might expect his 
New Hampshire license plates within a few 
days, drove to Keene. Here he lounged 
about town, making acquaintances among 
the tradesmen, ant spreading the tidings 
that Mrs. Smith had settled in Fitzwilliam 
for the winter. When he was told that 
Wednesday afternoon was a half-holiday 
and that all the shops would close, he 
abandoned his plan to remain through the 
day in the hope that Cody would appear, 
and was about to return to his base when 
he caught sight of Scott’s man guiding a 
small high, box-like car through the main 
street. 

“Hey, Jim!” he yelled. 

Cody waved a hand and turned the nose 
of his vehicle toward the curb. Piggy 
surveyed the conveyance with a humor- 
, ously saturnine eye. 


“Come to that, have you?” 

“We keep it up here for marketin’. 
What you doin’ here on a day like this?” 

“Tryin’ to forget Fitz. What brought 
you in?” 

“Errands for the women. O’ course 
they remembered at the last minute that 
they was all out o’ yarn and embroidery 
cotton an’ stuff. Mis’ Scott knits her 


-head off, an’ Celia embroiders things. 


It’s a gay life!” 

Piggy’s eyes lighted with a triumphant 
gleam and he resolved to stick tighter 
than a brother to Cody while he made his 
purchases. Concealing his elation under a 
sardonic grin, he drawled: 

“Say, you oughter try livin’ with a 
weepin’ widow for a while. Talk about a 
gay life! But it’s an ill wind that blows 
nobody good. I never thought I’d run 
acrost you to-day. Know yet how long 
you’re goin’ to stay?” 

“All this week, I guess. I hear the old 
man ’phonin’ to the office this mornin’, 
an he said he wouldn’t be back till Mon- 

ay. 

“Fine! Say, s’pose I chase around with 
you while you do your errands, an’ then 
we have lunch at the hotel?” 

“Well—I guess that'll be all right.” 


AFTER Cody made his purchases they 
went to the hotel, where Piggy oblig- 
ingly offered to take charge of the numer- 
ous parcels while his friend did some 
telephoning. 

nfortunately, Celia’s embroidery cot- 
ton and her mother’s wools had been 
wrapped together, and the conspirator 
could think of no plausible excuse for 
opening the large parcel in the hotel 
office. He contrived, however, to slip the 
twine off at one end and loosen the folds 
of paper enough to smuggle in one of the 
cipher notes. He also surreptitiously con- 
sulted his notebook, and on the outside of 
the same parcel he penciled: “‘x+>+=>” 
If by any chance Celia saw this and re- 
membered the cipher, “Here. R.” would 
give her courage, while to others the 
symbols would convey no meaning. 

Arising with a grin as Cody approached, 
he slipped notebook and pencil into a side 
pocket, and they went to the dining- 
room. Thereafter the conversation was 
all of automobiles and adventures in which 
these had played a part. 

It was a radiant smile Piggy gave 
Roberta upon his return that afternoon, 
announcing, ‘‘Luck’s with us, Bob!” 

“Oh, la, la!” she cried, after he had told 
his story. “Do you suppose she'll see it? 
And remember?” 

“Sure she will. I tell you, luck’s with 
us. 

He was less certain of this, however, 
when he stood on the hill that night ina 
pang rain, and whistled his signal to the 

lack and unresponsive void. The second 
night and the third were like unto the 
first, except that by Friday the sky began 
to clear. 

Saturday morning he and Roberta, 
somewhat depressed in spirit, watching 
from their hilltop for signs of Scott’s de 
parture, saw the station cab drive up © 
the door. A man sprang from it and ran 
up the steps. 

“That’s Clif!” Roberta gasped. “Peter, 
he must be hunting for me!” 

““The—gee—whiz!”’ said Piggy. 

(To be continued) ` 
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a new 
influence 


in Radto 


In many ways the Atwater Kent 
Model 20 Compact is a new influence 
in the progress of radio. 


It is unobtrusive. It takes its place 
gracefully on a small table, a book 
rack or any other small piece of fur- 
niture, for it is a fine, simple elec- 
trical instrument only 614 inches high 
and 1934 inches long—no larger than 
a row of a dozen books. 


So now Radio needn’t disturb any 


room. You can fit it agreeably into 
your present arrangement of furni- 
ture and decorations, without buying 
anything new. 


Already the Model 20 Compact 
has won its place in the fine homes 
of many famous people. It is the 
radio of today —and of tomorrow. 


Write for illustrated booklet telling the 
complete story of Atwater Kent Radio. 


ATWATER KENT MANUFACTURING CO. 
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Prices slightly higher frem the 
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time) through stations — 


WEAF. . . . New York 
WJAR. . . . Providence 
WEEE oo S 5 -* xc, Boton 
wFI . . . Philadelphia 
WCCO. Alinneapolis-St. Paul 
WCAE. . . . Pittsburgh 
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Beauty by Chance 


(Continued from page 25) 


tell you, it’ll never happen twice—to the 
same boy!” 

And Gloria: in the dark of the pantry, 
keeping Mr. Alexander waiting a minute, 
as they did in books, heard it. ‘“‘But he 
might again,” she thought. “If he did 
once, he could again—” 

Yet something of the doubt and the age 
that Clarice and Joe made her feel so 
keenly, showed itself in her as she greeted 
Mr. Alexander, and he noted it approv- 
ingly. 

“By the way,” he said, as they went 
down, “I should, perhaps, have men- 
tioned it before, but—I didat think to. 
My aunt from Vermont is in town, and 
will be dining with us.” 

“I’m sure that will be very nice,” said 
Gloria primly; but her heart froze and fell. 

They dined at a small hotel, and in the 
main dining-room, which was stuffy and 
prim and had in it the same synthetic 
palms that had been there all the long 
winter. “Auntie” feared drafts. They 
had consommé, steak, and French fried 
potatoes, and finished with vanilla ice 
cream and large cups of coffee. 

Gloria knew, from many tales, that this 
was not the sort of meal “that the real 
swell people ordered,” yet for a little time 
—at first—she was so happy that it 
shone from her as does the iridescence on 
“the better pearls.” “Life”? she thought, 
looking around at the jaded men and 
their wilted wives. 

The strum of the poor music caught in 
her heart-beat and played with it. She 
raised her head to a proud angle and 
looked around her fearlessly. Probably 
this feeling was what the woman in the 
Drucet model had meant by “inner 
beauty.” It was beauty all right! It was 
grand! And it was inner. 


JOHN ALEXANDER, watching Gloria, 
swallowed fearfully. He was afraid she 
was going to spoil it all, and he could have 
sworn she was built for the rôle. Funny 
he’d never noticed before that she was— 
really—in her plain way, attractive. And 
then, at that critical moment, Auntie 
changed her sex and form, and careened 
around the china shop in the proverbial 
manner; Gloria dropped from rosy clouds, 
became her working self again, and the 
night was saved—for him. 

“John told me he only had old-maid 
friends,” said Auntie. (And Gloria’s 
light went out.) “Time and again I’ve 
said to him, ‘These flappers will do 
nothing but bleed a man for what they 
can get, and waste his time.’ Time and 
again, I said it. And John, he always 
said, ‘Auntie, I have nothing to do with 
7em! Nothing!’ And I thought, you 
know, there was a little too much protest- 
ing in it. But now I’m beginning to be- 
lieve that he didn’t lie—like most men 
do—when he said, ‘Auntie, my friends 
are plain, sensible girls— My goodness, 
this bread is stale!’ 

John looked at Gloria, and away; he 
drank too quickly from his ice-bulging 
tumbler, and almost choked. It was— 
kind of awful! 


For a moment Gloria’s eyes smarted, 
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—4 and 5-tube instruments. 
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and then her color concentrated in an 
enormous blush, held for a moment, and 
died. After that, Auntie did the talking 
for the three of them. 

“Tm sure it was most kind of you to go 
out with me,” said John Alexander at the 
close of the miserable evening. 

Gloria answered with truth. “I was 
glad to go—” she said, but in a stifled 
voice. 

She was glad that Clarice’s gentleman 
friend had had to work, for that meant 
that Clarice was in bed and well settled 
in sleep. Gloria crept in by her cautiously. 
And there, after lying rigid for two long 
hours, tears came to her. 


rolled down her cheeks and bit at her lips 
... to have thought that anyone like 
Mr. Alexander would have asked her for 
pleasure, “when so many real pretty 
irls was ready to jump at the snap of his 
Engers” And her, getting on, and some 
mornings ‘‘looking a sight!” Especially 
after her feet hadn’t “rested up on her 
during the night,” and the backs of her 
legs still ached, 


[YING there, crying, she computed how 
much more of life she would have to 
putin at the store. She doled from her 
allowance in the bank a certain sum for 
each year of old age. She thought of the 
few “honest to goodness good times” she 
had had—and cried the harder—and 
hated her new black dress that she knew 
made her prettier than she had ever 
hoped to be. 

“Some old fool!” she decided from the 
depths of misery. “Some poor old fool, 
and an old maid, like they says—” 

She told Laura of it in the morning. 
She told her bluntly, terribly, and with a 
rare and beautiful bravery. 

Laura gasped. Pity sprang to her eyes, 
and she said, “The dirty cheat!” 

Mr. Alexander kept away from “The 
Fans,” was snappish with the clerks, and 
even once and again sarcastic, through 
a masking suavity, to the everlasting 
fools who asked of him the everlastingly 
foolish questions. He had never been “‘so 
darned ashamed.” He wouldn’t have 
cared so much, he decided, if all the 
happiness she had had at first hadn’t gone 
out as quickly as a burnt-out electric 
globe. 

It hurt his throat to think of it, and he 
could think of nothing else. And it wasn’t 
as if she were a real homely girl, either, 
he decided. In some lights and moods she 
was as pretty as could be. He wondered, 
viciously, why some sensible man hadn’t 
discovered her, and settled down with 
her to happiness. She would do a good 
sight better for any man, he reflected, 
than the silly sort he took out with him 
when he wanted a good time. 

At noon—and after a morning of acute 
misery—he decided he would “try to 
make it up by blowing her to a real good 
time.” But he found that voicing the 
second invitation took more courage than 
it had to voice the first. And when, at 
Miss Peesey’s counter, he saw that her 
eyelids were suspiciously puffy and pink, 
his throat cramped again. 

“Well, Miss Peesey,” he said, and he 
tried to make it “snappy,” “how does 
it go to-day after the big night?” 

She said, her voice low, “ Pretty good, 
I guess.” 


She was a, 
funny old thing, she decided, as the salt ~ 


“Awful warm again,” he said. 
“Ain’t it?” j 

“Yes, and it isn’t the warmth alone; 
it’s the humidity,” he asserted solemnly. 

Conversation languished. Mr. Alex- 
ander twisted his watch chain. 

“By the way—” he said at length— 
“by the way, Miss Peesey, what do you 
say to another little supper—on some 
roof?” 

She hesitated. She knew what emo- 
tion prompted his invitation. But Joe— 
saying once would be enough for anyone, 
and—Mr. Alexander feeling bad about it, 
too. She guessed, thinking there quickly, 
that it wouldn’t hurt her so much to 
make him comfortable about it, as it 
would to know he was uncomfortable 
about it. That, as she guessed further, 
was the way it was with—real love. 

“T thank you kindly,” she answered 
him, as she had two days before, “and 
Pd be—real pleased, Mr. Alexander.” 
But she couldn’t keep the tears from 
brimming in her eyes, and although she 
looked down quickly she feared that he 
had seen them. And he had seen them, 
and he walked away, trying to clear the 
knot from his throat by a little cough. 

Miss Miggs came down from the farther 
end of the counter. 

“Well, what did he want?” she asked, 
her tone made brittle by her indignation. 

“Me to go out with him,’ Gloria 
answered dlls 

“Well, I hope you told him you wasn’t 
nobody’s doormat?” 

Gloria shook her head. 

“You ain’t going?” asked Laura. 

Gloria entreated silence, with a sibilant 
“Shhh!” and then she explained. “It’s 
like they say to kids,” she said, flushing. 
“Tf he was hare it would hurt me worse 
than it hurt him.” 

“My gosh, you poor kid! Ain’t that 
fierce? Tks in books—a hopeless pas- 
sion.” 

“*Something—” 

Laura retreated to her end of the 
counter. When she came back she car- 
ried a supine and clinging chocolate-and- 
almond bar. “ Take it, girl,” she ordered 
largely. “I ain’t hungry anyways, and, 
my lord, if it ain’t touching! You poor 
kid, and him using you for his aunt!” 

‘They went to the roof, and true, as the 
girls had said, the head waiter not only 
spoke to Mr. Alexander, but called him by 
name. Then they threaded their way 
through a tangle of little round tables 
until they found. the one Mr. Alexander 
wanted, from which they could see the 
Bay, and there they settled. 


THIS night Mr. Alexander ordered, and 
he did it with a gallant appeal for ap- 
preys and an unerring feeling for a 
ady’s want. They had iced things, 
liquid and solid. There were paper cases 
and frills, long-handled spoons and frost 
on glass; and all the while, the pur of a 
soft-singing hidden orchestra, and the 
gentle light. And off, outside, stars, and 
the twinkle that was made by the ships 
that slept on the Bay. 

Mr. Alexander talked enchantingly. 
And he talked enchantingly because he 
had never before known this quality of 
breathless listening. “My lord!’ he 
thought once in the middle of a story, 
“what if I’ve put her off of me for life!” 

“Like it?” he asked. She only nodded; 
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DE FOREST AUDION 
is the world standard in tubes. De Forest 
created the first successful radio tube, and 
his invention made broadcasting possible. 
The De Forest policy ofa specific type tube 
for each socket insures finer reception and 
greater distance. . $3. 


DE FOREST F-5 AW 
A compact, powerful set in polished walnut 
that will bring joy to many a household. 
Gives rich volume, and has the capacity to 
separate stations positively so that you can 
pick the broadcast gems without interfer- 
ence. Extremely easy to operate. Price 
gainu tubes, loud speaker and batteries) 
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A superfine 5-tube set in two color mahog- 
any cabinet with built-in loud speaker and 
concealed compartments for “A* and “B® 
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ties. Extremely simp y 


De Forest Radio Sets can be bought 


De Forest Genius now Human 


ARVELOUS new circuit, just 
perfected, reproduces flawlessly 
the mellow, soft modulations of 


the human voice and captures the - 


hitherto elusive overtones of the 
musical register... . tuning sim- 
plified ....a new ease in opera- 
tion ..., all embodied in the new 
and beautiful De Forest W5 or W6 
Radiophones. 

A A A 


The voice of radio is no longer flinty and me- 
tallic, but mellow, human and musical— 
thanks to the development by Roy A. Wea- 
gant, Vice-President and Chief Engineer of 
the De Forest Radio Company, of a new and 
marvelous circuit. 

This ingenious circuit, and all the joy it 
means to radio lovers, makes its first public 
appearance in the De Forest W5 and W6 Radio- 
phones, masterpieces of cabinet art worthy 
only ofa scientific development so outstanding. 

So wonderful is the reproduction of tone in 
the De Forest W5 or W6 that only the presence 
of the lovely instrument dispels the illusion 
that the living artist is in the rooms. 

Piano chords come to you with their full 
tich resonance—true piano tone. High notes 


DE FOREST 


COMMUNITIES 


DEALERS 


‘dance, ripple and sparkle . . . clearly, dis- 
tinctly. .. musically! Those brooding low notes, 
never caught in average reception, are heard 
distinctly—as though from the next room. 

In the reproduction of orchestral music the 
full importance of the De Forest achievement 
stands out. For the first time you get the over- 
tones as well as the middle tones . . . the ma- 
jestic roll of the kettle drums, the crooning 
of the bass viols, the strident crash of the 
brasses and the piping heraldry of the cornets 
and trombones. A symphony orchestra heard 
over the De Forest W5 or W6 stirs the soul. 
No incoherence, no oscillating jumble of 
noise—every instrument, every octave, in its 
true value. A magic achievement! 

To the lover of dance music the De Forest 
Ws or W6 brings more sprightliness, more 
beauties of syncopation . . . you should hear 
Vincent Lopez, Joseph Knecht, The Night 
Hawks, ọr any others over either of these in- 
struments! 

All the tenderness of song, every shading of 
the soprano’'s voice, all the pathos of the folk 
song—exquisite but elusive elements so much 
desired but lost in practically all present-day 
reception, are captured by these De Forest 
masterpieces. 

To everything that is broadcast, the De 
Forest Radiophone gives animation, life and 
humanness. 
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at prices ranging from $85 to $450. 


izes Radio! 


But Tonal Supremacy is Not All— 


Elbert McGran Jackson, renowned sculptor, 
architect and painter, put into this hand- 
wrought, hand-carved cabinet the spirit of 
radio, in design, in motif—it is not an adap- 
tation of a phonograph. An image of charm- 
ing individuality, it harmonizes with the set- 
ting of any home. 

One unit, everything self-contained—not a 
wire in sight, nothing to connect . . . and 

ortable; move it any place! Only charm and 
auty for the eye. 

The artistic conical reproducer is an insepa- 
rable part of the cabinet and its tonal mecha- 
nism peerlessly attuned to that of the Weagant 
circuit. There are just two controls for runing, 
and these operate on one dial, which makes 
the normally perplexing task of “tuning in’” 
extremely simple. There are special power 
tubes in the fifth and sixth sockets which can 
give you volume to flood an auditorium, if 
you desire it. And, at your fingers’ tips, the 
means to tune in a far-distant station you 
want no matter how powerful nearby stations 
may be. 

See the incomparable De Forest W5 and W6 
at your De Forest dealer’s or write for an in- 
teresting booklet describing these master- 
pieces in detail. 
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HY buy fire, life, theft or automobile 
insurance? Or why lock your doors? 


Simply to guarantee that in emergencies 
you will receive definite assistance and protection 
in one form or another which will overcome the 
immediate danger and possible loss. 


Burgess Flashlights have for many years been 
a convenient and positive guarantee that will 
guard, guide and aid you against the dangers and 
inconvenience of darkness. 

Don’t buy just a flashlight. Ask for Burgess. Look 
for the distinctive package. The success of Burgess 
Radio Batteries has proved conclusively the quality 
of all products of the Burgess Battery Company. 


cA Laboratory Product 
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but in the dusk he saw her flush, and saw 
the light that came to her eves. Yet he 
couldn’t put his hand across the table as 
he asdail could—so easily. This time 
it was different. 

They lingered until it was late. Gloria 
didn’t want to go anywhere else. “‘It’ll 
please him to know,” she thought; and 
that made her say, “I’ve never been to a 
place like this before, and Pd like to-stay 
a while—unless you’re tired?” 

He said he wasn’t tired. Suddenly, the 
strain he usually felt slipped from him. 
Here was a girl who wasn’t comparing 
him to her last night’s beau, and who 
didn’t prefer another, higher-priced roof. 
Here was a girl who was frankly and un- 
ashamedly having a good time, and telling 
him so. He sagged back, rested and 
touched. He watched her, smiling a little. 

“I guess you think I’m awful funny and 
old-maidish and slow,” she questioned 
timidly, ‘‘never having been to any place 
y speak of like this, and liking it like 

o? 

“No, Miss Peesey,” he answered; “I 
think—I think it’s awful nice.” 

“He is having a good time!” she de- 
cided with wonder. The wonder showed 
in her eyes, as her pleasure had. It 


turned them back to happy childhood. 
SUALLY, Mr. Alexander went to bed 


wondering, after he had “taken a little 
girl out for a time,” wondering whether 
he had carried it off all right, and whether 
she had been bored, and whether his man- 
ner with the waiter had been correct. But 
this night it was different. Gloria’s 
hushed awe instilled confidence; it wasn’t 
verbal; it wasn’t, “Say, Boy, ain’t you 
one nice little party-giver?” 

But it came to him through her rapt 
and admiring gaze. He recalled the 
henna-blonde’s answer to his, ‘‘Shall I 
order?” She had said, “Go to it, Baby; 
I can see with one look that you’re a 
mean boy with the menu!” Gloria, in 
response to the same question, had swal- 
lowed hard and said a faint, “Please!” 

And she had looked at him, instead of 
into the mirror-filled lid of one of those 
everlasting vanity cases. He liked that 
too, did Sohn. or he knew perfectly 
well that “tone” didn’t use ’em. The 
“‘plain-dressed people with the right 
accent” never stalled traffic in the main 


| entrance while they gummed up their 


lashes or smeared powder. No, sir! He 
had ‘‘took particular notice of it—” 
And she hadn’t laughed too loud, either. 
She was his style all right, he admitted, 
his style. What had she said as they 


| parted? He brought it back and held it 


close to him, comforted and soothed by 
the warmth that it radiated. She had 
said, after a gasp, “I thank you with all 
my heart, Mr. Alexander! Really I do! 
I never had such a good time before; and 
I don’t believe I ever could have again!” 

It had made him want to kiss her; but 
something different in the quality of their 
relation prompted him to stifle the im- 
pulse, and only give it a little outlet 
through the tightening of his hand. 
“Well,” he had said, “this isn’t the last! 
Don’t you think it!” 
_ And she asked, wonderingly, “Isn’t 
it?” 

She was a nice girl, about the nicest he 
had ever met, and he considered it pretty 
queer that some up-and-coming young 
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EW things are as personal as letter- 

paper. And as a holiday gift it 
carries the subtle compliment that you 
would like to be written to. 

The exquisite gift box illustrated 
below is one of many from a wide 
assortment for your selection. It con- 
tains ninety-six sheets and envelopes. 
Plain or deckle edges; gold or tinted 
borders; large, novelty lined enve- 
lopes, in a variety of styles and shapes— 
are yours to choose from; priced 50c 
to $4.00. 

You can happily settle many a gift 
for this Christmas by remembering to 
ask for Hammermill Social Stationery 
at stationers, druggists, or department 
stores. 
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man hadn’t seen it and carried her off. 
But then, come to think of it, he’d never 
noticed her in particular—until he’d 
needed her help. 

His cheeks stung, thinking of it. And 
she’d seen through it too, he knew that 
all right; but nice about it as could be. He 
planned a trip to Coney for her before he - 
slept. And in the city he would show her 
the best places, and with a new and en- 
tire confidence in himself, the confidence 
which she had given him. 


HE next day it began for the store. At 
about ten Mr. Alexander wandered over 


to “The Fans” to wait until Miss Peesey .- 
was through with her customer. Waiting, 


he heard, “This is the shade our Paris 
house 1 is selling most, Madam. Quite new, 
it is, and not made in the cheaper goods, 
which keeps it exclusive; oat as you 
must realize, it will go with anything!” 

“Smart as a whip!” he decided. 

“T admired the way you handled your 
customer, Miss Peesey,” he said, after the 
fan had been wrapped and ‘ “charged.” 

She flushed, as he had hoped she would, 
thanked him, and dropped her eyes. 

“All „right this morning after the big 
party?” he questioned, as he leaned far 
over the case that held the “ostrich with 
the real shell sticks.’ 

“Oh, fine—Mr. Alexander!” 


“Well, that’s good. , Pretty hot to 
sleep, last night, | it was.’ 
es, it was.” She smiled. Then she 


spoke. “I didn’t want to sleep,” she con- 
fessed; “I was too busy thinking of it all. 
It was swell! I never had a better time.” 

“Well, I didn’t hate it, myself,” he 
admitted. 

Silence. 

“ Do you ever wear pink, Miss Peesey ?” 

“Well, no, I haven’t, Mr. Alexander.” 

“Well, I wonder why you don’t.’ 

“Well, maybe I my ate 

The store saw him linger a few more 
minutes, and then go off with his experi- 
mental fingers on a tie he hoped had been 
at its best jaunty set. 

“My lord, what next?” asked “The 
Hair Goods” ensemble. But they were 
more surprised when Miss Peesey ap- 
peared in a pink linen frock, which, to 
quote the henna-blonde, “Honest, didn’t 
look so bad as you woulda supposed it 
would!” 

And Mr. Alexander, making stealthy 
return to the seat of activities, heard from 
the toilet counter, an indiscreetly loud, 
“Well, all Z can say is, I’m not glad or 
anything to be let out of going out with 
that old thing, or hafta lose my job!’ Then 
a warning, ‘Hush!’ But the words did 
not sting much, or long. He had known 
it, or felt it, for some time..Once, even, at 
Coney, a fresh guy had said to his girl 
(who had been recruited from the “Ready 
to Wears”), ‘ “Say, Babe, is your job airing 


gramp-paw?” 


(THE summer wore through quickly and 
ecstatically for Gloria Peesey and John 
Alexander. Roofs and ‘‘shows” and then, 
after her timid wish for simpler good 
times—she knew the others ‘‘cost some- 
thing fearful”—walks and talks and 
sitting in the park. They thought the 
same way about so many things; about 
everything that counted, John asserted. 
And one night at Coney, it came. 


The aunt had died—he spoke of it with 
dutiful heaviness—and she had left him 
her farm in Vermont and eight thousand 
dollars, which he was going to invest 
“safe.” 

“That’s fine!” said Gloria. 

“Enough for old age, from it and the 
-rest I got rolled up,” he said. He put his 
hand on her arm and piloted her away 
from the crowd, down the beach and into 
the shadọws, and here they settled. 

“Įm awful glad for you,” she said 
after a moment; said because she felt 
maybe she had not seemed enough glad. 

“I’m glad, too,” he answered. He 
sifted sand between his fingers, tossed 
“aside his hat nervously, started to speak, 

epeen and, finished with an inane, 

ice night.” 

“Oh, lovely!” she whispered softly. 

“The stars is awful bright!” 

“Just swell!” she murmured. 

He said then, “I’ve always wanted to 
kiss you, and I never shave. That ought 
to tell you something.” But it didn’t, for 
she was new to men and love. “You 
knew,” he went on, in a lower tone, 
“why I took you out that first time?” 

In the haze he made out her nod. 

“Forgive me?” 

She nodded again, and harder. 

“A man’s awful dumb sometimes,” he 
said. Then he groped for her hand and, 
finding it, held it hard. “Well?” he 
managed after a moment. 

“Well, what?” she answered, a little 
loudly because it was difficult for her to 
speak. 

“Tm asking you to marry me. . . 

Later, she sat, her head against o 
shoulder. Now and again he stooped to 
kiss her. He said, at length, “ “If you're 
half as happy as I am—” And she let him 
know that abe was. “Auntie liked you 
so,” he said again. “And now—us fixed 
like this!’—he drew a deep, unsteady 
breath. “If she had only knew before ske 
went!” he ended. 


LORIA, packing, was not at all 

bothered be Clarice’s disorderliness. 
Looking back, ıt seemed as if she must 
have been foolish to have let it bother 
her so much. ‘But then,” she mused, 
“there wasn’t anything else.” 

She said to Clarice, who came in to 
watch her packing, with envious, veiled 
eyes, “I’m sorry I was picky so much.” 

Clarice answered with, “ You wasn't 
so much. And we ragged you too. But— 
can a leopard change her spots? Pll say 
she can!” 

“The Floor” gave them a tortured. 
bead-drip ing, red-shaded floor lamp 
and an “elegant easy chair” for a wedding 
resent. Laura, although happy, wept 2 
ittle. “Pll miss her,” te confided to the 
“Stationery” guardians. “Ill miss her 
fierce! But who would wish her back! 
Him—a tony, polished gent with who it 


- is a pleasure to pass even the time of da 


or business about a sales check, and het 
with a heart of gold!” 

And the Alexanders? John will sl 
you on the back—if you are of the ma- 
species—and tell you, loudly, that = 
riage is the thing! And Gloria, if s 
could, would tell you, if not so loud : 
quite as surely, that “Life has lovelinc» 
to sell!’ and that she has found t 
market place. 
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Dependability 


In every great race during 
the past two years, both in 
this country and Europe,and 
in hundreds of minor races, 
every car to finish has been 
Champion equipped —with 
a single exception. 


In literally hundreds ofthou- 
sands of miles at today’s tre- 
mendous racing speeds, 
Champion Spark Plugs have 
proved their dependability. 


The experience of the lead- 
ing racing drivers of the 
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that Champion two-piece 
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(Continued from page 47) 


republic? Do you know what fundamental 
differences there are between the British 
and American constitutions? Do you 
know what powers Congress can and can- 
not exercise? Can you name the members 
of the President’s Cabinet? Your repre- 
sentative in Congress? Your two sena- 
tors? Do you know what authority the 
Interstate Commerce Commission has? 
The Federal Trade Commission? Can you 
tell how the Constitution of the United 
States may be amended? Do you know 
the difference between the Roman Law 
and the Common Law? And the relation 
of each to the laws of your State? 


If you are correct on these questions, 
you score IO. 


(h) Business and Economics? 

What is meant by the Law of Supply 
and Demand? What is the difference 
between a bond and a stock? What is 
meant by “Overhead”? ‘‘Turnover”? 
Why are wages higher in the United 
States than in China? What are the 
pace arguments for Protection? For 

ree Trade? What is your position, and 
why? How are payments made for 
imports? What is the history of trade 
unionism? How does a bank make profits? 


For correct answers to these questions, 
give yourself 10. 


(1) Invention? 

What is meant by the Industrial Revo- 
lution? What was the effect of the inven- 
tion of the cotton gin on American 
history? Who invented the steam engine? 
The telegraph? Telephone? Sewing 
machine? Phonograph? What did the 
Wright brothers do? Who is responsible 
for the lightning rod? 


For correct knowledge on these points 
give yourself 10. 


(j) General? 

Can you give a reasonable answer to the 
following questions: 

Why is gold adopted as a monetary 
standard? Pewi is sugar made from beets? 
What route would you travel from Denver, 
Colorado, to Constantinople? What is 
meant by “Ltd.” after a firm name? Why 
is rubber so called? What university was 
founded by Thomas Jeferson? What are 
the planets i in the solar system? Why do 
men raise their hats as a sign of courtesy? 
What is the Taj Mahal? Where is it? 
What was the origin of the metric system, 
and on what is it based? Who created 

“Sherlock Holmes”? What is the “Ameri- 
can Cup”? Who was Henry George? 
What was his big idea? For what was 
Jenny Lind famous? 

Can you name and distinguish the 
common trees? What causes the blood to 
circulate? What is the Vatican? How 
do reptiles differ from mammals? What 
is the meaning of amour propre, pro bono 
publico, summum bonum, sine die, 
hors de combat? Where were the Ten 
Commandments given and to whom? 


Credit yourself one-half for each satis- 
factory answer. 


“This test,” explained Dean Lord, 
‘merely dips into the principal depart- 
ments of knowledge, as á chemist might 
dip into the vials in a laboratory. But any 
man, applying it to himself, can get a 
pretty good preliminary idea of the 
departments in which he needs to 
strengthen himself most; and he can lay 
out his studies to that end. 

“When it comes to selecting studies, 
however, remember this: Nothing is more 
fatal for business men than the error of 
over-specialization. You may read so- 
called ‘business literature’ from mornin 
to night for twenty years, and at the en 
be only a well-intentioned bore. For 
business success is more than business 
facts. It is personality—the power to 
meet other people interestingly, to be an 
acceptable and agreeable human being in 
a wide variety of relationships. One who 
is sure of himself, and interesting to others, 
whatever the subject, will almost always 
outdistance the dull specialist who is 
struck dumb whenever the conversation 
strays beyond the little area of his familiar 
ground.” 


II. Tue Seconp Test: What are your 
ideals? 


“Put that question to any twenty 
folks,” said Dean Lord, “and you would 
get some very interesting answers. ‘I 
have no ideals,’ one might say. That is 
untrue, no matter who says it. For an 
‘ideal’ is simply the purpose of a man’s 
life, the goal toward which he is moving. 
If he has no conscious purpose, if he is al- 
lowing circumstances to shift him here 
and there, his very neglect in determining 
a goal begins to establish an ideal. It is 
the ideal of Drift, one of the worst in the 
world—remorseless in its steady progress 
toward defeat. 

“Suppose to-morrow, at your lunch 
hour, when the streets are well filled, you 
make this simple trial of the effect of an 
evident purpose. Saunter along a busy 
street, winding in and out, stopping to 
glance i into windows, hesitating at corners. 
See how often you are blocked and bumped 
against, how your fellow travelers seem 
leagued against you, how the whole force 
of the traffic tends to hold you back. 

“Then change your attitude: Select a 
definite spot at a distance, determine to 
get there as fast as your feet will carry 
you, and strike out “with a quick, firm 
gait. Your purpose will show in your 
manner. Those who saunter will get out 
of your way. Other travelers with a pur- 
pose equal to your own will recognize your 
right to a place, and respect it. As if by 
magic, traffic will seem to reverse itself, 
carrying you forward instead of pushing 
you back. The world stands aside for 
those who know where they are going. 

“In nothing else do we fool ourselves 
so easily as in this matter of ideals. The 
real test is Conduct, for we always do what 
we want to do most. Thus, a man may say, 
‘My purpose is to win promotion in 
business,’ yet an analysis of his conduct 
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Inspection- 
Inspection- 
Inspection! 


-makes good soldiers 
and good telephones 


Telephones lined 
up for inspection. 


At West Point and Western Electric, 
the order of the day is the same—inspec- 
tion, inspection, inspection. 
A vast army of small parts must pass 
muster before they can assemble in tele- 
phone formation. And any part found 
unfit for duty is rejected. 
One part must measure up to standards 
within a thousandth of an inch. Another Roll Call. Checking 
must be ready to obey the command of a up on tone quality. 
tiny electrical current. 
Constant watchfulness is kept over all 
the apparatus which Western Electric 
makes. It starts with the careful selection 
of raw material. It goes through every 
step of the manufacture. It gives you, 
finally, a telephone that, like a good 
soldier, can serve on any front. 


estern Electric 


SIN CE 13:69 MAKERS OF ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT 


THE MOST HONORED w 


real purpose has been to get an office in 
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Site o 


Washington, D. C. 


Oficial Government 
Observatory Awards 


At U. S. Naval Obsercatory— 
Washington: Longines have been 
first in order of merit in all Inter- 
national Trials. Since 1916 more 
Longines Watches passed six 
months’ Accuracy Trial and were 
accepted than all others combined. 


At Geneva Observatory—Switzer- 
land: This year Longines again 
Obtained first prize of grouped 
watches, duplicating results of 
1923 and 1924, : 


At Neuchatel Observatory — 
Switzerland: 365 awards in Ac- 
curacy Contests since 1905, During 
1924 Longines received 17 first 
prizes. ' 


trial with mention 
good.” 


Grand Prizes Awarded 
Longines at International 

Exhibitions 

AntuTp—1885 Paris—1889 

Brussels —1 807 Paris—1900 

Milan —1 006 Genoa—1914 
Berne—1914 

Since’ 1578 highest awards at all 

exhibitions, 


‘With this inscription ! 


Give a Longines Watch this Christmas. Have this 
message inscribed in it: “Go tell pou more than the time”. 
%W For with the “observatory accuracy” that is 
Longines’ own, there is a beauty that enhances its 
life-long usefulness and makes it the Supreme gift. 
W The world’s greatest honors have been given to 
Longines, officially in observatory tests, by the 
world’s leading jewelers and by the men and women 
who own Longines Watches. «Y Then give a Lon- 
gines — and know that no gift could express more 
gtacefully your thought or sentiment through all 
the years to come. 


From $35 to $1000. At your jeweler’s, 


A. WITTNAUER CO. 
Established 1866 


New York 
Montreal 


poco Odoo 


The 
GIFT 
Supreme 


ATCH IN THE WORLD 


U. S. Naval Observatory 


the lodge. ‘I want to increase my business 
knowledge; I am willing to make any 
sacrifice to that end,’ he says. ‘Is that so? 
asks Conduct. ‘My records show that for 
the past twelve months you have read 
just one new book. You have spent more 
than a hundred evenings in useless con- 
versation, and another hundred in envy, 
which is worse than useless.’ 

“Conduct tells the story,” Dean Lord 
repeated. “So I say that the second step 
in self-improvement is to review frankly 
the things you have done, and the things 
you have left undone. After making this 
record, and comparing it with your 
presumed purpose, you are ready to fill 
out some such specification slip as this: 


Judged by what I have done, my ideal might 
appetat CODE sis 5. ese de he ues aee coke 
As I now see it, myrealidealis......... 
Toward attaining this ideal, I will... 
The first step is toi i nao ganu n a 


“Here is one bit of advice: When you 
have fixed upon your goal, and know you 
are headed toward it, keep it as a personal 
secret. Do not parade your purpese for 


| the admiration or amusement of others. 


There is a sound psychological law that a 
purpose disclosed is thereby weakened.” 


III. Tup Test: 


nation? 


“T have spoken of knowledge and ideals. 
A third great power is imagination, and 
that word, too, is frequently misunder- 
stood. Imagination is not idle day- 
dreaming. It is the faculty by which 
Napoleon was able to think in advance 
what the enemy would probably do, and 
then act ahead of him. Imagination is 
what a salesman uses when, before he 
enters the office of his Prospect, he says to 
himself, ‘If he says so and so, my answer 
will be so and so.’ Imagination is the 
capacity for crossing bridges before you 
come to them—and so saving yourself 
many a bad spill in the river. 

“Some of us are blessed at birth with 
more imagination than others; but it is 
capable of cultivation. Study real prob- 
lems. Put yourself mentally into the 
position which you hope some day to 
occupy, and see how successfully you can 
cope with the obstacles that will then 
confront you. As an example of the 
profitable practice of imagination, I some- 
times give my classes exercises like the 


Have you imagi- 


following. one each day, limitin 

g- Try one each day g 
yourself to five minutes concentrated 
thought.” 


(a) You find yourself in a strange city 
without funds. How can you provide for 
your needs? 


“T once knew ten men in various busi- 
nesses and professions who determined to 
meet this problem, not mentally, but 
actually. They were all good friends, all 
in their early thirties, and successful in 
their chosen lines. They met at the rail- 
road station in Chicago and purchased 
round-trip tickets for Milwaukee. All 
their money, jewelry, and other negoti- 
ables were confided to an eleventh man, 
who stayed behind; the ten arrived penni- 
less in Milwaukee, and separated, 

“Tt was agreed that they should meet at 
a certain hotel in Chicago two days later 
for dinner, and tell their stories. The man 
who had earned the least money during 
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Jo the man whose watch has seen 
some thirty years of service 


TILL IN active service after thirty 
S years, and still keeping reason- 
ably good time—quite a record 

for that old watch of yours! 

But is your natural pride in this 
record causing you to overlook some 
otherwise obvious facts? 

In thirty years, fashions in watches, 
like fashions in everything else, have 
greatly changed. 

By your own present standards of 
taste, the watch of today is a much 
more beautiful and convenient thing 
to carry about with you. 

Lighter, more compact and grace- 
ful in design, it adds a finishing touch 
of distinction to the clothes you wear, 
instead of being old-fashioned and out of 
place. And its timekeeping mechanism 
has been greatly improved ascompared 
with the watch of thirty years ago. 


Why not, therefore, enjoy the satis- 
faction which comes from owning 
a thoroughly reliable, modern watch 
—one for which you need never feel 
apologetic ? 

You can be certain of having such 
a watch if the name Wadsworth is 
stamped in the case. This mark assures 
you not only of correct design, but of 
that exactness of fit so essential to the 
protection of the watch movement. 
Indeed, for thirty-five years the lead- 
ing movement makers have consist- 
ently selected Wadsworth Cases. 


Thus when your jeweler recom- 
mends a reliable watch movement, it 
will probably be dressed in a Wads- 
worth Case. But for your better 
assurance, ask to see the mark of 
Wadsworth, stamped inside, before 
you make your purchase. 


THe WapsworTH WatcH Case Company, DAYTON, Ky. 


Suburb of Cincinnati, Ohio 


Case makers for the leading watch movements 


Wadsworth Cases 


MAKE WATCHES BEAUTIFUL 
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rd 
sail! GOLD FILLED 


WATCH CASE 


WATCH CASE 


Every “Wadsworth Gold Filled” 
case is made by welding together 
two surfaces of solid gold with a 
layer of stronger metal between. 
The only other type of Wadsworth 
Case is one made entirely of gold 
or silver 


Every Wadsworth Case 
meets government standards 


Among watch cases not made en- 
tirely of precious metal, only those 
marked “Gold Filled” are ap- 
proved by the Federal Trade Com- 
mission as capable of giving satis- 
factory service. 

Every Wadsworth Case con- 
forms strictly to government 
standards of quality, whether that 
case be gold filled, solid gold or 
sterling silver. 

When you buy a watch, there- 
fore, be sure that the name Wads- 
worth together with one of these 
three government approved marks 
is stamped in the case: 


Gold Filled Solid Gold 


Sterling 
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In the leaf at the 
left the links are 
twice enlarged. 


Here’s a manly piece 
of jewelry 
appreciated by all men 


A Simmons CHAIN is one of the few articles of jewelry any man 
will gladly accept as a gift whether he has a chain or not. 

And it is easy to see why. A man appreciates the opportunity 
to wear a different chain in the same way he likes to vary his 
neckties or hats. 

So think of this as you buy Christmas gifts for those on your 
list. And when you make your selections from the wide assort- 
ment of Simmons styles and designs, you will see how ideal they 
are for special occasions and different ages of men. 

Simmons quality is famous the country over. Simmons ex- 
quisite delicacy of design, perfection of workmanship and good 
taste will instantly appeal to you. By a special process, gold, 
green gold or Platinumgold is drawn over stout base metal in 
the making of every Simmons Chain. No chain made can equal 
Simmons for wear. 

Drop into your jeweler’s today and ask him to show you 
Simmons Chains. The swivel says it’s a Simmons. Prices 
range from $+ to $15. R. F. Simmons Company, Attleboro, 
Massachusetts; 35 King Street East, Toronto, Ontario. 


SIMMONS 


TRADE MARK i 


CHAINS 
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This substantial shell of gold 
is drawn over a core of base metal in The 
the making of every Simmons Chain. swivel 
From the original ingot (illustrated half Hoan 
actual size) until the smallest link has Simmons 


been wrought out, the ratio of gold to 
base metal is constant. With this spe- 
cial Simmons process durability and 
clean-cut design follow naturally. 
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the two days was to pay for the dinner. 
That the tales they told were interesting 
goes without saying; but the most inter- 
esting fact was the revelation of the 
average man’s total dependence upon his 
accustomed environment and tools. Only 
three of the ten had imagination enough 
to proceed effectively.” 

(b) You find yourself, without knowl- 
edge of the language, in a foreign country. 
You must attend to business, get some 
information. How? >: 

(c) You are the proprietor of a large 
store where much business is done in the 
evenings. The electric-lighting system 
breaks down. What can you do? 

(d) An unknown relative unexpectedly 
leaves you a small fortune. Just what will 
you do with it? 

(e) You find a burglar in your home. 
Determine your course of action. 

(f) Fire destroys your place of business. 
What steps will you take, and in what 
order? 

(g) Changing styles or new inventions 
reduce the demand for your company’s 
product. How can you retrieve the busi- 
ness? 

(h) War forces you to enter military 
service. What arrangements must you 
make? 

(i) You are made president of your 
company. What will be your policy? 


IV. Fourra Test: Can you concen- 
trate? 


“Closely related to imagination is con- 
centration,” said Dean Lord. “Few people 
have it. Watch the average worker at his 
desk. See him pick up a paper, glance at 
it, drop it, and pick up another, light a 
cigarette, get up from his chair and walk 
across the office to speak to someone, re- 
turn, pick up the second paper, drop it, 
and pick up the first again—what a pitiful 
waste it is of the man’s only real wealth, 
which is time! 


“Said Emerson: 


The one prudence of my life is concentration: 
the one evil is dissipation; and it makes no 
difference whether our dissipations are coarse o 
fine; property and its cares, friends and a social 
habit, or politics, or music, or feasting. Ever- 
thing is good which takes away one playthinz 
and delusion more, and drives us home to add 
one stroke of faithful work. You must selez 
your work; you must take what your brain can. 
and drop all the rest. Only by so doing can 
that amount of vital force accumulate which 
can take the step from knowing to doing. 


“You can vastly increase your capacity 
to concentrate—and with surprisingl: 
rapid results. Experiment in this direc 
tion. Reduce by ten or twenty or even 
thirty Re cent the time allowed for some 
one of your rerata occupations, and 
attempt to complete the work within the 
shortened time. Often you will find th:t 
the result is not only more quickly but 
actually better attained. i 

“Decide, as a useful exercise, that fer 
ten minutes each day you will think of 
just one problem: How to erect = 
aérial on your house top; how to prove r 
your employer that you are worth mor 
money; how to find a suitable rhyme $- 
Coolidge—it matters little what tè 
problem is. If you succeed, however, 7 
giving it your undivided attention —wit™ 
out a single instant of straying away—v-t 


‘will have added to your concentrate: 


power. 
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The Gift of Gifts ~A WATCH 
zA faithful servitor, an exquisite 


For this beautiful model. 


Engraved case of 14-K gold in green 
or white. Other models $60 to $685. 


Ladies’ Wrist Watch 


Engraved case of green or white filled gold. 
In 14-K gold case at $60. Can also be 
had in several other smart case designs. 


am 
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‘The Watch of Railroad 


adornment 


HRISTMAS— the day for the 

gift exceptional. What token 
worthy enough? What token ap- 
propriate? What token perma- 
nent, useful enough, to serve as 
a perpetual earnest of love or 
esteem? 

The ideal gift is a Hamilton 
Watch. A graceful, exquisite 
adornment. A faithful servitor of 
time. A gift for son—daughter— 
father—mother. A gift for cher- 
ished friends. 

The Hamilton name on the 
dial of ladies’ wrist watch, men’s 
strap watch or pocket watch in- 
sures enthusiastic reception. For 
the Hamilton is the watch of ac- 
curacy fame. The men who run 
the nation’s trains choose it for 
its accuracy. But in a Hamilton 
there is a distinctive beauty as well. 

A Hamilton Watchto suit your 
individual preference may be 
selected from a number of beauti- 
ful cases and dials. Someare grace- 
ful, simple and chaste. Others 
are beautifully engraved and 
ornamented. All havean intrinsic 
beauty that will keep them 
fashionable after years of service. 
Prices range from $48 to $685. 

Ask your jeweler to show you 
his assortment of Hamilton 
Watches. He can show you a 
wide variety of Hamilton pocket 
and strap watches for men, and 
charming wrist watches for 
women. 

We have prepared a very use- 
ful little booklet, “The Care of 
Your Watch.” We will send it 
on request. Write also for a copy 
of our new illustrated booklet, 
“TheTimekeeper.” AddressDept. 
4-A1, Hamilton Watch Com- 
pany, on the Lincoln Highway, 
Lancaster, Pa., U. S. A. : 
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Accuracy 


Engraved case o, 
gold. Other m 
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For this attractive model. 


green or white filled 
ls at $48, $50 and $53. 


$55 
Men’s Strap Watch 


Square model case, if 
old, In 14-K gol 
bad in Cushion model at $50 and $75. 
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ant to please him, 
— especially? 
Then make him a present. of 


Krementz jewelry ! There are 
many distinctive designs from 


which to choose. Superior 
quality is assured in the Kre- 
mentz guarantee which covers 
a lifetime of wear or replace- 
ment free. , 
Krementz jewelry enables you 
to give widely and wisely. For 
instance, a gift box holding 
two Krementz collar buttons 
in 14 kt. solid gold costs but 
$3.75; in 10 kt. solid gold 
$2.75; in 14 kt. rolled gold 
plate $.75. Beautiful links, 
attractively cased, may be had 
from $3.00 to $6.00 a pair. 
Correct Evening Jewelry sets 
up to $25.00. Each piece has 
thename ‘‘Krementz”’ stamped 
on the back. i 
At the better stores. Write 


us at Newark, N. J. for 
folders of new designs. 
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Full Dress Set, White Metal 


Rims, Black Mother of 
_ Pearl Center 3 
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“There is an intimate relationship, of 
course, between physical and mental 
action; hence, physical exercises in con- 
centration like the following are helpful: 

“(1) In a room where a clock is ticking 
put your watch on a table at some dis- 
tance from you; listen first to the clock, 
then to the watch, in each case attempting 
to hear only one. 

“(2) Repeat the alphabet backward 
from Z to A. Repeat every other letter 
a, c, e, etc., trying to see mentally the 
intervening letters without naming them. 

“Classmates of Theodore Roosevelt at 
Harvard were fond of telling how he could 
settle himself in a room filled with noisy 
undergraduates, open a book and master 


_ the next day’s lesson, utterly oblivious of 


the tumult around. That power enabled 
him, in later life, to gather the whole 
import of a memorandum almost at a 
glance, and to deal with a tremendous 
mass of business easily.” 


V. Fırru Test: Have you Courage? 


“Knowledge, ideals, imagination, con- 


' centration—these are four great areas of 
‘improvement; but there is a fifth which 
| is even more important,” continued Dean 


Lord. “Without it the others can never be 
wholly effective. Its name is Courage. 

“Hove you ever stopped to realize how 
many men go through all their days in 
slavery to fear? Often their friends do not 
know it, even their wives may not suspect 
it—but they know. Fear of the loss of a 
job, fear of making mistakes, fear that the 
thing which was done yesterday was not 
properly done, fear of the future, fear of a 
dependent old age. These fears travel 
shoulder to shoulder with them through 
the business day,! haunt the firesidel in 
the evening, and make the night hours 
miserable. What is the cure? . 

“It cannot come from without. It can- 
not come by any set formula, or group of 
exercises, such as I have suggested in the 
case of the other good assets. It must be 
an internal victory, based on a calm under- 
standing of the conditions of human life, 
and a frank facing of the inevitable end. 
Regret, which is one form of fear, ought 
to be conquered first of all. Said Emerson, 
in another great passage: 


Finish each day and be done with it. You 
have done what you could. Some blunders and 
absurdities no doubt crept in; forget them as 
soon as you can. To-morrow is a new day; 
begin it serenely, and with too high a spirit to 
be cumbered with your old nonsense. 


“That is the only attitude toward the 
past which will enable a man to make 
effective use of the present. With it 
should go some definite effort to develop 


i a philosophy out of which courage can 


grow. 

* “A friend of mine told me once how he 
walked out into the country in a mood of 
great despondency and came unexpectedly 
upon a burying ground. He stopped and 
leaned over the wall, regarding the silent 
stones. Suddenly the thought came to 


| him: ‘These people had their little hour 


upon the earth, as I am having mine. 
They too worried, and feared, and trem- 
bled. How foolish are now the causes of 
their fear! When existence is so short, 
what a folly to waste any of it in worry. I 
am here. I have as much right to be here 
as any king or millionaire. For a few 
weeks, a few years, I am one of the 
owners of the universe. I will exercise my 
rights, do my best, and cast fear behind.’ 

“By thinking ourselves better, abler, 
stronger, we do actually become so; by 
surrendering mentally to our fears, we 
level our walls and open our gates to 
defeat. Set your spiritual house in order. 
Live the kind of life that must be right, in 
any land, on any planet, in any corner of 
the universe where a moral order reigns. 
Then say to your soul, ‘I have put myself 
in tune with the Power that rules. I 
deserve success. With God’s help I will 
get it, for the stars in their courses are on 
my side.’ 


“rMHESE are the five good steps in 

self-analysis,”” Dean Lord repeated. 
“When a man has taken them, he is pre- 
pared to map out his studies and make in- 
telligent use of the educational advantages 
at hand. There are lectures, museums, sec- 
ond-hand book stores, and college-exten- 
sion courses. But the fact that only a hand- 
ful of people, out of the thousands, make 
any use of these opportunities speaks for 
itself. 

“‘ Progress is my ideal,’ say the thou- 
sands; but Conduct betrays the super- 
ficiality of their desire. They have never 
budgeted their spiritual assets in the ways 
suggested; they lack a real knowledge of 
their intellectual needs, their true ideals, 
their imagination, their power of concen- 
tration, and their courage. Let a man 
devote himself frankly and fearlessly to 
these essentials, and the hours he spends 
will be worth not ten dollars but hundreds 
of dollars. I have seen that proved over 
and over again in my own students, not 
only during their years with us but in the 
after years of active life. 

“I said in the beginning that the roots 
of self-improvement run down deep into a 
man’s spiritual nature. That is the thought 
I try to impress upon our students. 
want to repeat it again, and add to it in 
one final truth. It is this, that, somehow 
or other, the man who thinks entirely 
about his own progress never makes 2s 
much progress as one who has some help- 
ful time and thought for those who are 
traveling the same path. 

“The hours we invest in ourselves are 
worth a minimum of ten dollars apiece, 
whether they be in college or out of college. 
There is no doubt on that point; hard, 
unsentimental statistics prove it. But the 
hours or minutes we invest in other people 
have a worth beyond calculation. They 
reach out into unseen lives, through ever- 
widening circles of influence, touching the 
borders of eternity. And we ourselves are 
stronger, conscious of a larger impot- 
tance, more self-confident, because of the 
achievements which we, through these 
others, have helped to bring to pass.” 


“WHEN People Ask for Criticism, What They Want is Praise,” says 


| Reinald Werrenrath, famous concert singer. When he first began his pro- 


fessional career, he would sometimes criticize an amateur’s voice; but now 


his motto is ‘‘Never Again!” 


In an interview next month he tells you of the 


experience that cured him of acting as a judge of other people’s talents. 
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| King’s Faith Built 
the Shovel That 


Moves Mountains 
(Continued from page 41) 


man, furnished a large part of the capi- 
tal, and my brother was also one of the 
founders. It was my idea to step into the 
engineering department of this business. 

“But my brother had a mortal fear of 
seeming to show favoritism to a relative. 
He had plenty of authority and could have 

iven me a job. But he refused to do so. 
He merely told me he would ask the fore- 
men if any of them could use me. On this 
basis he got me a place at seven cents an 
hour. 

“Don’t expect me to do anything more 
for you,’ he said. ‘Any progress you make 
from now on is up to you. If you get 
fired, it’s your lookout. 

“Tt was quite a come-down to work in 
the shop instead of the engineering de- 

artment,where I thought I belonged, yet 

set to work with a will. But as for 
winning me any notice from my brother, 
it was useless. He used to walk through 
the plant, stopping to speak to men here 
and there, but he never paid me the 
slightest attention. 

‘It was the same about my pay, my 
miserable seven cents an hour. Others got 
more, a good deal more; and as time went 
on I knew I too was worth more. I used 
to tear open my envelope every Saturday 
night and think, ‘Maybe the raise will be 
here this time.’ 

“ But it wasn’t. I had to grit my teeth, 
swallow my disappointment, and say to 
myself, ‘Well, I’ll buckle to a little harder 
next week. It’s got to come some time!’ 

“Of course it finally did, but it was a 
long wait. 

“Perhaps you think I hold all this 
against my brother. Not at all; not now. 
I thank him for it from the bottom of my 
heart. It put me on my mettle. It taught 
me not to expect things handed to me on 
asilver platter. It taught me how to work. 
It taught me patience. 


i IX THOSE days,” Mr. King continued, 

“we shipped our shovels knocked- 
down, and sent competent men from the 
factory to set them up and get them in 
good running order for customers. The 
older and more experienced hands usually 
got these field jobs. But as soon as I came 
to know the work in the shop pretty well, 
and long before my brother or any of the 
others would have thought of paying m 
expenses, let alone wages, for doing suc 
work, I was determined in my own mind 
to get a trial at an assembly job. I wanted 
the experience so badly that I was willing 
to pay for it, and on this basis my brother 
let me go as helper on a certain job. 

“The shovel was going to a gold minin 
company located way out in Idaho. i 
went with one of our experienced men, 
and we arrived at Boise City in the spring. 
We had to lay over several weeks waiting 
for the snow to melt. 

“When we did reach the mine, we 
found it had been worked over once b: 
Chinamen. They had done a thorough jo 
and left mighty little gold for anyone else! 
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back arch of the 
teeth. No crevice 
is immune to its 
pointed, clean pick- 
ing bristles. No 
poking or tedious 
searching. Just a 
natural, easy up or 
down sweep that 
removes the cause 
of tooth decay. 


Words mean noth- 


It fi ts 


Brushing doesn’t mean cleaning — 
unless the brush fits into the places 
that need cleaning. Dr. West’s is 
theone brush that is shaped to that 


peed 


I? ELIS 


ing—unless you can see just why 
and how Dr. West’s fits the teeth. 
The picture above—without one 
other word of reason — proves 


conclusively why 
Dr. West’s cleans 
the teeth— inside, 
between and out- 


side. 


There's a Dr.West’s 
Tooth Brush for every 
member of the family! 
Prices: Adult's, 50c; 
Youth's, 35c; Child's, 
25c; Gum Massage, 
75c. Canadian prices 
same as U.S. A. 


Built to the pattern of the human mouth, Dr. West's Tooth Brush contacts 


every curve and angle and crevice. 


While almost any tooth brush will clean 


outside surfaces, Dr. West's cleans INSIDE, OUTSIDE, AND BETWEEN 


“However, one corner of the location 
hadn’t been touched. This lay in a bit of 
rough country, cut through with deep 
gullies and covered by boulders, and no 
doubt that was why the Chinese had 
neglected it. Here we were told to set u 
the shovel and start to work. The man [ 
was assisting left as soon as the shovel was 
working properly; but I stayed on, hop- 
ing to‘earn my expenses that way. 

“At the start, we took a lot of gold out 
of that untouched section. The early re- 
ports must have made fine reading for the 
stockholders. But as soon as we had 
cleaned out that one section and moved 
into the part where the Chinese had 
worked, there was so little dust left that 
it didn’t pay to wash out the gravel. 
News of this brought on a crisis; and the 
company went broke. 

“ Meanwhile, on one excuse or another, 
they had been holding back my wages! 
The crash left me no chance to collect 
anything. There I was, almost strapped, 
and a long ways from home! As a matter 
of fact, I had borrowed the money to go 
to Idaho in the first place; and now had to 
borrow again in order to get back. 

“However, such misfortunes are all in a 
lifetime. The important point was that I 
had a lot of experience operating one of 
our shovels and learning what it would 
and would not do in a gold mine; and 
nobody could hold that back or take it 
away from me. 

“After that, I used to go out pretty 
regularly on different kinds of assembling 
jobs, and not only helped to set up the 
shovels but usually operated them for a 
while, particularly if the shovel was work- 
ing in some kind of material new to me. 
Often my entire income for considerable 
periods was my wages for running a 
shovel for the owner. 


‘AS TIME went on I couldn’t help seeing 
that some jobs were too difficult for 
the machine we were building. In those 
days all steam shovels were small and 
used only on simple jobs, such as digging 
gravel or sand, and constructing roadbeds 
for railroads in fairly level country. 

“T remember attempting a heavy job 
of rock handling. I was operating the 
shovel, and managed to keep it going by 
favoring it constantly, starting it easily 
to prevent any unnecessary strain, and 
seeing that the bucket was never over- 
loaded. But after a day’s work the outfit 
usually needed repairs, and a rough or 
careless operator would have ruined 
things in short order. 

“T used to write to the foreman in the 
shop about the troubles I had, parts that 
didn’t fit, pieces that were too weak, and 
so on, and suggested remedies. Probably 
I wasn’t very diplomatic, and, being just a 
kid, no doubt my suggestions aroused 
hostility. 

“Anyhow, there was not much im- 
provement. But gradually there began to 
grow up in my mind the picture of a steam 
shovel along new lines, an ideal steam 
shovel that I was certain would overewme 
the troubles I knew so well. I then started 
making detailed written reports to the 
executives on the faults of their present 
machines, and finally got under their hides. 

“‘If you know so much,’ they told me. 
‘why don’t you go ahead and design a 
shovel of your own?’ 

“That was soup for me! 
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“T did it in my spare time, and the 
board of directors went over my sugges- 
tions withcare. You ought to bear in mind 
that we were a pretty small concern in 
those days, and where we now employ 
two thousand men we had about a tenth as 
many then. No doubt such a radical 
change looked like a pretty big undertak- 
ing to the men running the business. At 

. any rate, they turned me-down. 

“Being persistent about it, however, I 
got them to reconsider. I argued my case 
in meeting. But it was all to no purpose. 
They turned me down again. 

“By this time I began to get mad. As 
I saw it, I was doing my best to give them 
something very valuable, something they 
couldn’t buy anywhere for thousands of 
dollars; and they wouldn’t take it! 

“I got my brother’s ear after this 
second directors’ meeting and poured out 
my mind to him. When the office closed 
for the day I was still talking. We left 
the plant together, walked up the street 
to his house, and I talked all the way. We 
stood on the sidewalk in front of his house 
for an hour or so more, and I kept right on 
talking. 

“T felt I must convince him. Every- 
thing depended on it. At last I was ex- 
hausted and had not another word left. 


“*N7OU know the result of the direc- 
tors’ meeting,’ he said; ‘I can’t give 
you any other answer now!’ 

“The following morning I was back at 
work in the shop, feeling certain nothing 
would be done, and thoroughly disgusted. 
But my brother camearound presently and 
stopped at my side. 

““Charley,’ he said, ‘I’ve been thinking 
everything over. You seem so much in 
earnest that I’m going to let you go ahead 
and build one of your shovels. 

“‘ But, he added, ‘the cost of it comes 
out of my own pocket; and the company 
won’t lose a penny if it turns out to be a 
failure. Now, you had better take off 
your overalls, get a table in the drafting- 
room and lay out your plans in detail.’ 

“I could have hugged him!” 

It took young King only a few weeks to 
draft out his new design in detail, and the 
shovel was duly built. It was all he had 
predicted it would be, and more. Literally, 
in some industries, it proved to be the 
„start of a new era. And his company in 
the next two years sold more of the new 
shovels than they had sold of all models 
in the whole of their history. 

Not long after this the responsibility for 
the management of the business was 
suddenly and unceremoniously thrown on 
Mr. King’s shoulders. 

“ My brother’s health,” he said, “broke 
down suddenly. He could come to the 
plant very seldom. There was nobody 
else with authority, and things just ran 
along as best they could. Most of the 
department heads knew their jobs per- 
fectly well, but had always been in the 
habit of talking decisions over with my 
brother, and had usually let him say the 
important ‘Yes’ and ‘No.’ Now, in a 
crisis, it was hard for them to forget that 
habit. I was in touch with nearly every 
phase of the work; but I had no right to 
give orders. However, with my brother 
away, they began coming around to me of 

their own accord. Maybe it was the pur- 
chasing agent wondering whether he ought 
to place a big order for steel. 


Like a slap 


HE had failed to land the job. 
He had wanted it as he had 
never wanted anything before—and 
the President had seemed to like 
him at first, too. Then—what was it 
he had said?—“‘Young man, per- 
sonal appearance is of primary im- 
portance in a successful business 
career.” What had he meant? 


* * * 


A great many young men are in- 
clined to have a grimy-looking skin, 
spotted with blackheads and dull in 
appearance. Few realize that this 
hinders their success in life. Pom- 
peian Massage Cream helps you 
overcome this handicap by giving 
you a clear, ruddy complexion. 
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pores. It helps clear up blackheads 
and pimples by stimulating healthy 
circulation, and by keeping the skin 
clean and the pores open. 


Easy to Use: After shaving or wash- 
ing, rub it in gently. Continue rub- 
bing and it rolls out, bringing with 
it all the dirt and skin impurities. 
Result —a clean, healthy skin with 
clear, glowing color. 
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Works While 
You Play! 


' | ‘HE Lorain Oven Heat Regula- 
tor stands watch over the stove 
while you enjoy yourself elsewhere. 


Just place the baking in the oven. 
‘Set” the Lorain Red Wheel at the 
correct temperature. Then leave 
the kitchen until your alarm clock 
tells you the food is perfectly baked. 


Set the Lorain Red Wheel at a low 
temperature and you can cook a 
Whole Meal in the oven at one 
time while you are away for hours. 


Even fruit-canning is easier when 


done by the Lorain Oven Method. 


Ask your dealer for a demonstration 
and remember that unless the Reg- 
ulator has a RED WHEEL, it is 
NOT a LORAIN. 


AMERICAN STOVE COMPANY 
Largest Makers of Gas Ranges in the World 
1124 Chouteau Ave. St. Louis, Mo. 
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“‘Whatdo you think about it, Charley? 
he would ask. 

“T would talk it over with him; that was 
mainly what he wanted. 

“After a few questions about our im- 
mediate needs and the trend of prices 
generally, and of steel in particular, it 
would be pretty clear whether the order 
should be placed at once or later. So I 
would say: 

Well, I don’t know, John. It’s up to 
you. It kind of looks to me, though, as if 
it might be a pretty good idea to buy 
now.’ 

“And usually he would agree. 

“From every department questions be- 
gan coming to me like that. It taught me, 
‘incidentally, that the best method of 

handling men is to let them do {their 

own thinking and reach their own deci- 
sions. 


EVENTUALLY, Mr. King was given 
charge in name as well as in fact. And 
under him the company has built the larg- 
est steam shovels in the world. Some of 
, these monster machines weigh as much as 
nine hundred and forty thousand pounds, 
| are equipped to handle ten cubic yards of 
! material in one mass, and can take it out 
of the ground, lift it, dump it, and be 
ready to repeat the process, in forty-five 
seconds. 

Ten cubic yards is a lot of material, 
when you consider that it is enough to fill 
heaping full ten ordinary dump wagons. 
One dipperful weighs about twenty-seven 
thousand pounds. It would take ten men 
one hour to handle what is taken with one 
dip of the machine. 

“One day in 1910,” Mr. King recalled, 
“two men were in my office, talking about 
the coal deposits of this country. When 

eople think of a coal mine, they usually 
hie a mental picture of a hole running 
down deep in the ground. But the fact is 
that some of the very rich bituminous coal 
deposits lie only a matter of twenty or 
thirty feet underneath the surface of 
perfectly level ground. There are tens of 
thousands of acres of such coal land, and 
until recently most of it was virtually 
untouched, because it was actually easier, 


maybe ten times as deep. 
“The twenty or thirty feet of earth 
lying on top of the bituminous coal—the 


overburden, as it is called—was soft, and 
likely to cave in as soon as the coal was 
taken out by means of tunnels. Conse- 
quently, a comparatively large part of the 
coal never reached the surface. And no- 
body knew of any economical way to re- 
move that overburden. 

“The two men I mentioned were talk- 
ing about the immense quantities of this 
kind of coal—one of them owned a lot of 
it near Danville, Illinois. 

“*Why couldn’t you build a steam 
shovel big enough to strip off that over- 
burden?’ he asked. 

“*T think we could make a shovel that 
would do that,’ I said. No shovel 
anywhere near big enough for the purpose 
had ever been built; but I was positive 
one could be built. 

“They wanted to know how much it 
would cost. I could not give a definite 
figure, but I estimated the cost per pound, 
not knowing whether the shovel would 
have to weigh three hundred thousand or 
half a million pounds. I named the unit 
figure; and without any more ceremony, 
without waiting for working drawings, or 
getting any accurate idea what the shovel 
would look like, the coal man gave me a 
contract to go ahead and build it! 


“THIS shovel, as it turned out, called 
for some important new inventions 
before it was finished; but it worked 
beautifully. 

“The n AN is quite simple. A very large 
shovel goes over the ground and removes 
the overburden right down to the coal, 
making a wide trench. A smaller shovel 
follows behind and digs the coal itself. 
At the end of the field the big shovel 
starts working back, digging another 
trench, but this time throwing the earth 
over into the old trench, from which the 
coal has been removed. And so it goes, 
like a huge job of plowing, backward and 
forward, until all the coal is taken out. 
Since that first job, we have built shovels 
that can strip an overburden thirty feet 
deep. These big shovels are now used in 
many kinds of mining. 

“Of course steam shovels work under- 
ground too. But,” continued Mr. King 
with a smile, “if I tried to enumerate ali 
the great jobs, I would never get through. 
Besides, I don’t know about them all 
myself.” 


Strangers Under One Roof 


| 
= and less expensive to mine coal 
| 
I 
| 


| heart was beating fast. And her thoughts 
; hovered around the future, a future no 
| longer gray and depressing, but flooded 
| with light; a future in which Roger 
figured, in which she was no longer the 
| head of the house, bearing the burden; 
and Tony— A man could do so much with 
| a boy. Tony liked Roger too, though he 
' had hardly spoken more than a few words 
| with him. And Roger was interested in 
! Tony, genuinely interested. 

“Be firm,” was his advice. “You spoil 
him too much, Emily. Be firm!” 

“Tl try to be,” she said. 

And the next time that Tony asked 
for money, she gave it to him, but 
added weg emphatically, “This is the 

o 


last time, Tony. Iwarnyou. After this, 


(Continued from page 44) 


> 


you'll have to make your allowance do.” 

“Last time?” he grinned at her. “Oh, 
come now, Em, you don’t mean that!” 

“Yes, I do mean it.” 

“Oh, an ultimatum?” 

“An ultimatum!” 

Tony laughed. “Well, we’ll see. 
you won’t enforce it!” 

“Yes, we will see,” retorted Emily. 

He threw her a quick glance. “‘Humph! 
Didn’t think you'd be so mean!” And 
he went out whistling. 

Mean! That word hurt her, and so did 
his glance—it was so hostile—and that 
gay, scornful, defiant whistle. But she 
comforted herself with the thought of 
Roger, and Roger’s praise, and his under- 
standing—and the future. 


Bet 
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Then came one evening shortly before 
Christmas, when Tony came dashing into 
the house after school. 

“Oh, Em! Em!” he called out eagerly. 

Emily was in the dining-room. She 
heard the sound of his books dropped on 
the hall table; then he hurried into the 
room. His cheeks were flushed and his 
eyes excited. 

“Say, Em, let me have five dollars, will 
you? It’s Nance’s birthday. I’ve been 
saving up for her Christmas present; but I 
didn’t know about this. She didn’t tell 
me, but I happened to run into Alec Win- 
ton—he’s home for his vacation—and he 
showed me— Say, let me have five dollars! 
I got to get down-town before the stores 
close.” 


FOR a minute Emily did not answer. 
She straightened a fork on the table, 
set down a plate. She could take the 
money from the household expenses, or 
let her dentist’s bill run a little longer. 
But Roger’s voice echoed in her ear, “ Be 
firm!” 

“But, Tony,” she said, “I told you last 
time that I wouldn’t give you any more, 
that your allowance—” 

“Oh, well,”—he brushed aside that 
objection—‘‘I won’t ask you again. This 
is something extra special. I didn’t know 
it was Nance’s birthday.” 

The name “Nance” strengthened her 
faltering decision. 

“But, Tony, I haven’t five dollars lying 
around loose. I don’t know whether I can 
spare it.” 

“Oh, yes, you can, Em. You always 
manage and, anyway, it’s just a loan. I 
got to buy Nance a birthday present.” 

“Oh, yes!” Her tone was cold. “ Nance 
has to have a birthday present, even if I 
go without a new hat, and the butcher has 
to wait for his bill. I told you, Tony, that 
it was the last time. You have enough 
money. Why don’t you save it and plan 
ahead? That’s what I have to do.” 

“But I couldn’t this time. I didn’t 
know—” 

She shrugged her shoulders. ‘Well, 
I’m sorry, that’s all. Better prepare for 
emergencies.” 

“You mean you won’t?” He seized 
her arm. “Em! You don’t understand!” 

“You don’t understand, either!” Again 
that old retort. “I work hard to keep this 
home together, and I’m doing my best 
to save some money, so you'll have some- 
thing when you go away to college. But | 
I tell you, I’m tired of working so you can 
fling money around. It isn’t fair.” 

“Well, it isn’t fair, either, for you to sit 
up there and say what I should spend and 
what I shouldn’t! I’ve got to have that 
birthday present!” He was angry now, 
very angry. “I’ve got to!” 

“Well, if Nance were any kind of a 
person, she’d realize the situation! She 
wouldn’t expect expensive presents from 

ou! She’s a silly, apaia selfish girl! 
ing to get everything out of you—” 

ASe here! You stop elkar about 
Nance! I tell you, she’s a better friend 
to me than you are! You’re a fine sister, 

ou are! I’m going to run away and get a 
job!” He grabbed his cap and coat and 
made for the front door. 

Blindly she followed him. “Tony! 
Tony! where are you going? Supper’s 
almost ready.” 

“I don’t want any supper! Do you | 


Ship from the Center~ 
not the Rim 


HE needs of modern business have caused a 

well-defined movement of industries toward 
the center of the country. It brings manufac- 
turers closer to their customers and nearer their 
raw material supply. Eastern manufacturers 
whose markets have moved away from them feel 
the effect of this westward trend of industry. 


This is one of the reasons why 156 new indus- 
tries have located in St. Louis in the last five 
years. St. Louis has approximately 3,500 fac- 
tories in 211 different lines of business. It is a 
city of diversified industry, which makes it strong 
in time of business depressions. It is near the 
great raw material districts, and has facilities for 
economical distribution to all markets. 


A factory in St. Louis reaches two-thirds of 
the United States with a shorter freight haul and 
at lower cost than those of any other great indus- 
trial city. St. Louis manufacturers Ship From 
the Center—Not the Rim. 
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Our booklet, “The New St. Louis,” tells 
the story more completely. It gives facts, 
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Your Balloon 


Tires 


need ALL THE AIR 
their makers recommend 


OU’LL get longer trouble- 

free service from your bal- 
loonsiftheyarealways properly 
inflated. Check them once 
or twice a week with a Schrader 
Balloon Tire Gauge. 

Sturdy, dependable, easy to 
carry, this gauge has the quali- 
ties that have made Schrader 
Gauges the standard for years. 
Sold by more than 100,000 
dealers throughout.the world. 


A. Schrader’s Son, Inc., Brooklyn 
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think I’d sit down and eat with you? Not 
on your life!” 
he door banged behind him. 

Emily stood stunned, then slowly she 
walked back into the dining-room. The 
little maid was standing in the kitchen 
door gaping. At sight of Emily she turned 
and A hack to her work. 

“It will be all over town to-morrow,” 
sighed Emily, but she did not care. All 
she cared about was Tony. What was 
Tony going to do? Would he carry out 
his threat, would he give up skoot and 
college and go to work? And how, kow 
could they go on together after this? 

“TPI tell Roger. He'll help me.” She 
clutched at the thought. “He’ll know 
what to do.” 

She sat down to her lonely supper, and 
tried to eat. But she could not. So she 
helped wash the dishes, then went into the 
living-room and sat down to wait for 
Roger. 

e came, smiling as ever. 


“Oh, Roger!” she cried. “I’ve got 
something to tell you.” 

“Have yout” his smile grew more 
radiant. “Well, I’ve something to tell 


you, too.” 

She gasped. “Oh, what is it?” 

“I’m leaving,” he announced. 

“Leaving?” 

“Yes. My job’s about through here. 
I’ve got another one to tackle. I’ve got 
to go to-morrow. So I can’t stay but a 
minute. I’ve lots of things to do. But I 
just wanted to see you. I—” he stood smil- 
ing, his blue eyes fixed on her—“ I wanted 
to thank you for all you’ve done for me. 
I don’t see how I could have stood this 
town, if it hadn’t been for you.” 

Emily had gone white; her eyes were 
fixed on his face, questioning, puzzled, 
hopeful. 

“You see,” he went on, “I’m engaged 
to a girl back home. I would have been 
awfully lonely here—but you, you’ve 
been so kind. I guess I’ve bored you, 
talking about my work; but I’ve been 
used to having Sally to talk to, and I 
missed her. Letters aren’t the same. I 
wanted to tell you about her before, but it 
isn’t announced yet, and Sally—” He 
wrung her hand. “Thank you again! I 
hope you come out all right with the boy. 
I’ll be interested to hear.” 

Emily found her voice. “I wish you all 
kinds of happiness and success!” she said, 
and as she shook hands with him she made 
herself smile. 


R WAS only after his footsteps had 

died away down the path that she 
realized he had not even asked what she 
had to tell Aim. 

“He didn’t care!” she said. “I was just 
a substitute, that’s all. He wasn’t really 
interested in me—or Tony—” 

And it was on Roger’s advice that she 
had stood up against Tony, had antago- 
nized him, made him her enemy! What 
did the future hold now? No Roger, no 
Tony. She had failed, failed dismally, in 
her job of bringing up the family. She 
could not even win a man’s love. . . . 

She sank limply into a chair in the liv- 
ing-room and burst into tears. 

t was quite a while later that she heard 
the front door open. She sprang to her 
feet. It closed very slowly; then there 
were footsteps in the hall, dragging foot- 

| steps, Tony’s footsteps. Yet Tony always 


a 


came dashing in, Tony always banged the 
door behind him. Silence fell over the 
house. 

She hurried into the hall. Tony was 
sitting in the one chair, all hunched up, 
his head bent. 

The dejection in that lank, huddled 
figure pierced Emily’s heart. 

“Tony!” she cried, running forward 
and seizing his arm. “What’s the matter? 
Are you sick?” 

He raised his head. There was mise 
in his eyes; his face was streaked with 
dirt—and—could it be tears? 

“She threw me over,” he said dully. 
“She went off with Alec, broke her en- 
gagement with me—just because—” re- 
sentment, anger crept into his voice— 
“just because I haven’t a car—because I 
didn’t bring her a grand present. She 
told me she’d go to the movies with me 
to-night, and then, the minute that fellow 
gets back from college—with his car—”’ 

“Don’t you care!” cried Emily, clutch- 
ing his shoulders tight. “A girl like that 
isn’t worth thinking about—turning you 
down for Alec Winton. Why, you’re worth 
ten of Alec Winton! Anyone with half 
an eye could see that! Just you wait, 
and we'll see if we can manage that car 
in the spring— perhaps the house can go 
another year without painting—and then 
next year you'll be going away to college, 
too. Now, don’t you care! There are 
lots of other girls in town, girls who know 
a real man when they see one!” 

“But Nance—Nance,” he stammered, 
“Nance was different! I wouldn’t have 
believed it of her—I wouldn’t—” his 
voice was weary, disillusioned. “You 


were right, Em; you were right.” 
“Vy ELL, gau aren’t the only one 

who’s been thrown over,” put in 
Emily quickly. “I sort of got turned 
down myself to-night!” 

“Turned down? What do you mean?’ 
he raised his head to look at her. “Why, 
Em, you’ve been crying! What’s hap- 
pened?” A spark of interest crept into his 
voice. ‘Something about that—man?” 

She nodded. “‘Um-hum. He—he’s been 
engaged all the time, just using me as a 
safety valve to let off steam about his 
work. He didn’t really care a bit, he 
wasn’t really interested; and I thought he 
was—I liked him so....” She broke 
off quickly, a sob choking her throat. 

“Well, I’ll be darned!” Tony stared at 
her. “And he never told you till now? 
Well, that was pretty rotten, I’ll say!” 
His voice grew indignant. “Coming here 
all the time, and the whole town talking! 
Well, don’t you care, Em! A man like 
that isn’t worth bothering your head 
about! Just you wait—” he sprang to his 
feet—‘‘just you wait till I’m through 
college and making money, and then I’ll 
take you away from this old town, and 
we'll go to the city, and [’ll introduce you 
to some real men. The men in this town— 
they haven’t any sense—they don’t know 
a fine girl when they see one! Why, when 
it comes to real stuff, you’ve got most of 
these girls all beaten. Why, Em, there’s 
nobody can do accounts like you, or cook 
like you.” 

Tong! Tony!” she laughed. Then she 
burst into tears. 

For a few minutes she clung to him, 
while he thumped her on the back and 
murmured hoarsely, “There, there, Em, 


> 


———— 
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turn off the water-works! It’s all right.” 

And ‘suddenly Emily knew—knew the 
way to Tony’s heart. Before her lay the 
solution of the problem. It wasn’t to be 
firm, as Roger had said, or to sit in judg- 
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ment, or to hold the purse strings, but, 
instead, to throw the responsibility on 
him, to appeal to him as the man of the 
family. Not to be always reminding, 
“Tony, did you lock the front door?” 
But to leave it to him, as the head of the 
house, to keep out encroaching rob- 
bers... . 

She gulped down her sobs, raised her 
head—and smiled. 

He smiled back. “All over?” 

“Ye-es.” Then, as a terrible thought 
struck her, “Tony, did you have any 
supper?” 

“ Not much,” he confessed. 

She grabbed his arm, and piloted him 
toward the kitchen. ‘‘There’s some cold 
chicken and some apple pie, and it won’t 
take a minute to fry some potatoes and 
heat up some beans.” 


HE next morning, as usual, Emily 
had to rout Tony out of bed. 

“Tony, get up, get up!” 

As usual, she had to pull the bedclothes 
from him, and he protested angrily, 
“What do you think you’re doing? Want 
me to catch my death of cold?” 

He came down late for breakfast, as 
usual, and bolted his food, a book propped 
up on the table in front of him. And 
when she remonstrated, “Tony, I wish 
you wouldn’t leave your lessons till the 
ast minute,” he retorted, “They’re my 
lessons!” 

But, even though they were doing the 


same things they had done the day before, | 
saying the same things, somehow It wasn’t | 
the same. And in a flash, Emily realized | 
that it never could be the same between | 


her and Tony as it had been in the past. 
They might argue and quarrel on the sur- 
face, but underneath neither one could 
ever forget that moment in the hall, when 
they had faced each other, and each had 
seen the other, not as an obstacle to his 
desires, not as an enemy to be overcome, 
but as a living, breathing person who had 
desires too, who suffered too. They had 
met at last on common ground. They 
were strangers no longer. 

And before that feeling, Roger and the 
pain of his desertion seemed to dwindle. 
Anyway, she had Tony. .. . 

“Em!” Tony’s voice rang out from the 
front hall. “Have you seen my cap? 
Who’s taken my cap?” 

Smiling, Emily rose from the table, 
went into the hall, and retrieved the cap 
from the closet floor where he had thrown 
it the night before. 

“Humph! J didn’t see it there.” He 
grinned at her; then, jamming it on his 
head, “Well, think I may stay home with 
the books to-night.” 

She took the remark as casually as it 
was uttered. 

“All right. I was wondering—would 
you like some pancakes for supper? It 
seems I never do get time to make them 
in the morning.” 

“Sure. Fine. No pancakes like yours.” 
He opened the front door. “So long, 

m. 


Their eyes met, and she smiled at him. 
“So long, Tony!” 
+e bb E 
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The Phantom of the Forest 


(Continued from page 28) 


have said. I think the fox had done this 
thing before. At full speed he took his 
leap; in mid-air he turned his body grace- 
fully, so that his extended feet and legs 
were horizontal with the ground, nicely 
entered the aperture between the top of 
the woven wire and the taut barbed 
strand, sidled through in this flying 
fashion, righted himself in air, and came 
down with deft precision in the road. 
Gazing about craftily for a moment, he 
i off into a glistening bay thicket. 
He looked satisfied. A fox always feels 
better after he has put a fence between 
himself and his pursuer. Somehow, I 
admired his little high-jumping stunt so 
much that I did not molest the handsome 
rascal. 

On another occasion I saw a fox do a 
thing which perhaps called for a good 
deal more sagacity. I was driving up 
cattle in the E P having with me a 
half-dozen dogs of nondescript breed. 
Pariah dogs I think they are called in 
India; we just call them “‘yaller” dogs. 
In a particularly wild stretch of lonely 
broomsedge country, dotted here and 
there with pines, and with certain melan- 
choly wrecks of trees that a storm had 
anid to earth, the dogs got after a 
semi-wild boar. The creature ran like a 
deer, a tall gray brute, masterful and 
hideous. He headed my way; and I was 
just trying to decide whether the adage 
about discretion’s being the better part 
of valor was a true thing when a move- 
ment in front of the onrushing boar 
caught my attention. 


[E WAS a fox, stealing swiftly and craft- 
ily out ahead of the charging circus. 
The mêlée had evidently aroused him 
from his bed in the broomsedge. I caught 
a glimpse of his face, and finding it 
thoughtful I knew he didn’t intend to be 
hustled on in front of that oncoming rout. 
Reaching a fallen log, he paused beside it, 
his front paws on it. Thus elevated, he 
looked over the situation with the swift 
appraisal of an artist in vital stratagems. 

ear us was another fallen log; this one, 
wrenched off splinteringly some four feet 
from the ground, was still clinging to its 
stump. The fox saw this, darted toward 
it, ran up its easy incline, and then sat 
calmly down on top of the stump to 
permit the silly hurricane of boar-and- 
dogs to go madly by him. I, who had 
been swiftly wondering what I had better 
do myself, had just cause to admire Sir 
Reynard’s superior intellect. 

With a spirit of superb, haughty in- 
difference the fox sat on the stump and 
watched the boar and dogs go by; he 
watched me, too, make a few sudden, 
awkward dodges. At sight of me he 
crouched, but made no wild break for 
liberty. A master in the delicate art of 
effacing himself, he merely made it 
appear that he did not exist. 

oward dogs, I think, a fox often has 
a certain scornful condescension. He 
may belong to the dog family, but de- 
cidedly he has the subtle orientalism of 
the cat. To my mind, the fox moves in a 
mental orbit outside the dog; he has a 


power deftly to insinuate himself through 
the world. It would hardly be possible 
for a fox to do anything awkward or 
clumsy. He may get caught; but even in 
an extremity he will be graceful. People 
say that a fox steals, and he does; but his 
whole life is one long purloining. He 
thieves for a living. And he steals his 
way through life. Denied, perhaps, the 
downright deliberate virtues, he has 
elegance, diplomacy, delicacy of per- 
ception, finesse of behavior. 


| hae saw and interpreted the thing cor- 
rectly, one of the most remarkable 
maneuvers I ever saw a fox perform 
“came off’? one day in early March, 
when I had gone out into the woods to 
see how many fox squirrels I could count 
on the red-bud maple trees. At that time 
of year these fine squirrels (most of them 
are gray, but I have seen not a few jet- 
black ones) will throng to these budded 
maples and feed on the delicate bloom. I 
remember one day going for a mile or 
so up a woodland watercourse, counting 
fourteen red-bud trees, and seeing one or 
more fox squirrels in every one—and not 
a single squirrel anywhere else. 

In the sunshine on an old bank I sat 
down to watch a black squirrel among the 
red blossoms; steeped there in sunshine, 
with .parula warblers singing in the high 
pines, with bluebirds caroling on the 
wing under the calm azure sky, I won- 
dered if anyone could be more happy and 
contented than I. 

Then the joyous song-filled air was 
broken by the voice of a trailing hound. 
He was coming my way. I expected to 
see a deer dodging artfully before him; 
but after a few minutes I saw a fox, his 
beautiful brush bobbing airily, coming 
through the woods. He was running in 
characteristic fashion: now pausing to 
look and to listen; now stealing through 
low bushes; now running the full length 
of a prostrate pine log; now changing 
his direction with wise willfulness, then 
thoughtfully coming back to his course. 
This business of getting away from a dog 
was evidently, with this fox, a very 
common and boresome necessity. . From 
his direction, he was going to pass quite 
close to me. 

Near me was the deep watercourse that 
I had been following to find the squirrels. 
Its edges were swampy; and the stream’s 
channel at this point was some twelve 
feet wide. The black water did not look 
inviting; and I wondered idly just how the 
fox was going to cross. A giant pine had 
been hurled over the stream by a hurri- 
cane; and the log lay some six feet above 
the stream, caught in that position by 
the slope of the banks. It was a pretty 
natural bridge; and I was not surprised 
to see the fox make for it and run out 
nimbly on it. 

But I was by no means prepared for the 
bit of strategy that followed: Midway 
across the stream was a tiny island, 
around which the black swamp-water 
glimmeringly flowed in ebon beauty. The 
giant tree crossed the stream just above 
this island. 
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When the fox reached the middle of | 
the log, he paused, looked back, his face 
seeming to express grim amusement over 
the plight into which he knew he was now 
going to put the hound, and then quite 
evidently got ready for a leap. | Lithely 
he jumped down to the green island; and 
then another leap took him, not to the 
farther side of the stream, but back to the 
bank which he had just left. Yet he 
landed at a point far off the trail that the 
hound would follow down to the tree? 
and with that silent evasiveness that is a 
part of his personality, Sir Reynard van- 
ished down the edge of the lonely water- 
course. 

After a few moments the hound came 
up. He took the trail to the log, down 
its length, paused in the middle, looked 
about, then went on to the farther side. 
But he ceased to give tongue. He ranged 
about sagaciously and faithfully; Bue 
there was no scent to follow. I cannot 
be assured of what was in his heart, but 
surely he must have felt himself swin- 
dled. 

Dogs are not unaccustomed to losing a 
trail unaccountably, as when they come 
to a point in a wild turkey’s trail at which 
the bud has suddenly taken flight. At 
such a time, as in this case, a hound has a 
certain resignation that it is salutary for 
a man to watch and to imitate; it appears 
to indicate that the dog realizes that 
even the best nose must sometimes fail, 
and that, after all is said and done, there 
is something in this life which, call it 
what you will, you might as well admit 
to be mystery. 

Several times I kept foxes as pets, 
rearing them from kittens; but I never 
found that they became wholly tame. 
They retained a certain vivid, wild mis- 
trust that I triéd in vain to eradicate. 
The feline in the fox’s nature prevents it 
from becoming as trustfully affectionate 
as a dog or even a raccoon. 

I remember one little fellow of which I 
was very fond. But he never got over 
wanting to get away. And who can 
blame him? I had him on a chain with a 
tiny collar; but his favorite maneuver 
was rolling over, pawing at the collar, 
and fighting the chain. When at last I 
turned fat lous (to prey on my chickens 
and turkeys), he left me without the 
formalities of a good-by. But I was re- 
paid by being freed from the wistfulness 
of his gaze as he used to look with cease- 
less and pathetic longing at the deep 
forest that was his home. A wild thing in 
captivity in sight of its home is a far 
more appealing and poignant figure than 
one which is hi away from its true en- 
vironment. 


T° BE abroad at night in lonely woods 
is surely to be in the presence of mys- 
tery—faintly divulged now and then, but 
for the most part silent and sealed. I 
recall one walk I took down the majestic 
avenue of a deserted plantation, with no 
object in view save to listen and to learn. 
Starlight shot wan lances down through 
the hollies and the myrtles. A lost sea 
wind made the lordly crests of the huge 
yellow pines murmur and wave. I 
paused by the massive bole of a mighty 
oak, and there stood listening. Almost 
indistinguishable from the rustlings of the 
wind in the trees there came sounds of 
wild life movements—stealthy steps, 
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shadowy subterfuges, now and then a 
broken twig, now and then a petulent 
stamp of a foot. -The woods were alive 
with the creatures of the night, the 
stalked and the pursued, the hunters and 
the hunted. 

Down the avenue I saw a shape coming. 
Its big, fluffy brush told me that it was a 
fox. fe has always seemed to me that the 
fox travels like the cat rather than like 
the dog. There’s something feline about 
his brand of craftiness. He usually ap- 
pears quite intent upon his journey; but 
now and then he has a way of stopping 
at a log, his forefeet upon it, eying the 
country beyond. Indeed, this particular 
stance is quite typical of the fox. Yet 
practically all wild things are likely to 
pause at an obstruction, however slight, 
if they are not in full flight. I have often 
noticed deer stop before stepping over a 
log; a raccoon will do the same thing; a 
wild turkey is given to such a pause; and 
I have even known a huge diamond-back 
rattlesnake to idle away about ten 
minutes before he could make up his 
mind to thrust his massive head into the 
vast unknown beyond a fallen pine. These 
pauses are, naturally, for the purpose of 
reconnoitering; and as a_reconnoiterer, 
the fox is an expert. 

This fox coming down the moonlit 
avenue did not see me; he passed within 
twenty feet of me. I watched him dis- 
appear down the shadowy vista of the 
oaks. A few moments later came his 
raucous bark—sardonic, canine, mor- 
dant. Anyone hearing a fox bark will 
know at once that the voice is that of a 
wild thing. There is that about it which 
will immediately distinguish it from the 
bark of the dog. This fox was answered, 
afar off, by an acquaintance. They then 

roceeded to have a conversation, a 
ong-distance dialogue that was tinged 
with emotion. 

“‘Rau-rau-raa-raa!” says the first fox, 
in approved collegiate style. 

From the lonely edges of a negro 
graveyard comes the answering cry: 

“*Rack-rack-rau-rau!” 

All these ‘‘a’s” are very broad and 
deep-throated; and the cries themselves 
are given with studied deliberateness. 

“Yeii-raa-raa!’””’ calls the first—the 
shrill initial cry having a joyous abandon 
about it, as if crying, “With you, old 
scout!” 

“Rau-rau-rau-rau-rau!”” barks his fel- 
low, with understanding and reassurance. 


APHIS kind of dialogue, especially on a 
moonlit night of spring, may be con- 
tinued almost indefinitely. Many a time 
at home on the plantation I have gone to 
sleep dubiously lulled by this unearthly 
chorus from the woodlands. My own 
belief is that moonlight has as powerful 
an emotional effect upon a fox as upon a 


| dog. I have not observed that foxes bark 


more in the mating season than at other 
times, mature providing for subtler 
methods of communication between the 
sexes. There usually seems to be about 
the barking of a fox a certain challenge. 
But in justice let it be said that in an 


actual fight, a fox can often stand his own 
against the best of dogs. He has a cat- 
like agility and a certain wild swiftness 
that make him formidable against a 
single antagonist. Against a pack, of 
course, he is helpless—as would anything 
else be. 

Not long ago I was walking down a 


‘ pine-trashed road with a negro trapper 


who is an expert woodsman; his name, 
Gabriel, should have a special significance 
ih the fur-bearing world, for many is the 
wildcat, the otter, the mink, and the rac- 
coon that, as a trapper, he has summoned 
to final judgment. But his luck with 
foxes has been small; indeed, for a man of 
his prowess, ignominious. I asked him 
why it was so. 

“Come,” he said, as laconically as an 
Iroquois chieftain, “and I will show you.” 

We left the old road and turned into a 
narrow pathway. A few yards down this 
we came to a halt before a bare space of 
white sand in the pathway itself. There 
was a strange little shallow pit there, and 
buried therein, yet in plain view, were 
three steel traps. Near them I saw a 
few tiny feathers, a black, hard substance, 
and fragments of fur. In the soft sands 
were fresh fox tracks. 

“I set here two days ago,” Gabriel told 
me. “I had one trap baited with a 
sparrow, one with a mouse, and one with 
a burned sweet potato—which is the best 
fox-bait of all. Every trap was covered 
with sand and pine straw. You see how 
they are now. Phat fox uncovered every 
one; he stole every bait; and he went 
on his way without springing a trap. 
Now you see why I find a fox hard to 
catch.” 


SOME people think of foxes as the slyest 
\ of thieves; some think of them as crea- 
tures to be pursued for fifteen or twenty 
miles with a fashionable pack of hounds; 
some regard them with a certain supersti- 
tious suspicion and fascination, for it is a 
fact that foxes, in remote country districts, 
love to live in old graveyards. But I have 
come to feel for the fox a definite affection. 
He is a rascal only if we declare that 
earning a living 1s rascality. If the 
Creator made the “young lions to roar 
after their prey, seeking their meat from 
God,” then he likewise made the fox to be 
a stalker, a silent plunderer. He is of the 
night; and to me he embodies, represents, 
all that is wildest in the wilderness, all 
that the deep swamp suggests of mystery, 
all that the shimmering, enigmatic wild 
wood means of sorcery and of wonder. 

If darkness, and the streaming splendor 
of the stars, and the haunting silences of 
the “huge and thoughtful night” have a 
secret, it seems to me to be divulged in 
this most appealing, most silent, most 
beautiful and graceful of wild creatures. 
My mind is filled with a certain serene 
joy of happy remembrance when I recall 
what I have seen foxes doing: making 
puzzles in the moonlight for ailing, faith- 
ful hounds; darting over difficult fences; 
climbing stumps until trouble has passed 
by; having gay pillow-fights right in the 
front parlor! 
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while I was a cash girl, I managed to learn 
a good deal about the stock, and gradually 
I edged into a position as saleswoman. 

“Rs time went on, however, I decided 
that there wasn’t much of a future in that, 
so I began to work toward something else. 
A girl behind a counter hears a lot of 
news, either directly or indirectly. One 
day I wrote down some items which 
seemed interesting, and laid the slip of 

aper on Mr. Sherman’s desk. He prompt- 
y sent for me. 

““*Ts this true?’ he demanded, pointing 
to one of my paragraphs. 

“<Yes,’ I said. 

“‘How do you know? he asked. 

“<Well,’ I replied, ‘Mrs. Blank told it. 
Isn’t that enough?’ 

“Tt is!’ he agreed, Mrs. Blank bein 
then ‘top dog’ in Port Huron’s best socia 
circles. He printed my items in his news- 
paper; and after that T ccoer buted them 
regularly. 

“ All this time I kept on with my read- 
ing. The store was open until six o’clock 
every day, and until ten-thirty Saturday 
night. But I always kept a book or a 
paper under the counter, in case I had a 
few spare moments. 


“ONE day, when trade was slack, I was 
sitting there, absorbed in ‘Camille,’ 
when Mr. Sherman happened to come 
along. He asked what I was reading, 
and I showed him the book. 

“‘Why do you waste time on things 
like that?’ he demanded. ‘Spend it on 
something that will be a practical help. 
If you want books, I’ll give you one, if 
you'll promise to study it.’ 

“The book,” Miss Sears went on, 
“proved to be Pitman’s course in short- 
hand. I plunged into it so enthusiastically 
that I could hardly stop making pothooks 
long enough to eat or sleep. Finally, Mr. 
Sherman said I must learn typewriting; 
and he arranged for me to have an hour's 
practice every day on a machine in his 
office. 

“Altogether, I was about as busy a 
sixteen-year-old girl as ever lived. I was 
selling in the store, learning stenography 
and typewriting, doing a daily batch of 
news for the paper, and incidentally 
keeping the accounts for the telephone 
exchange. 

“Finally, I decided that the time had 
come for me to step out into what seemed 
a more promising field than the one behind 
a counter; so I informed Mr. Sherman that 
I wanted to become a regular reporter. 
He hired me, at eight dollars a week. 

“For several months, I covered every 
conceivable kind of news. One of my 
most vivid recollections is of waking up in 
the middle of the night and discovering 
that a lynching party was passing the 
house. I threw on a few clothes, hurried 
after the crowd, and got the story for the 
next day’s paper. 
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This is nature’s warning that a 
cold is on the way. 

But why wait for a sneeze to tell 
you to get busy? Start working on 
a cold even before you get one. 
Thousands of people have learned 
what a blessing it is to go through 
the winter without a cold. It is 
just as easy for you to enjoy the 
same glorious immunity. 

Glyco-Thymoline, used morning 
and evening in an atomizer, nasal 
douche, or as a gargle, strengthens 
the delicate lining of your nose, 
mouth and throat. It washes the 
membrane clear of dust and irri- 
tants that form weak spots in the 
tissue. It is chiefly at these irri- 
tated places that the germs of cold 
and sore throat make their attack. 


Cleanses, soothes and heals 


Used regularly, Glyco-Thymo- 
line prevents these weak spots from 
forming. The moment you begin 
using it, the dry, irritated surfaces 
commence to disappear. 
Glyco-Thymolineisan alkaline an- 
tiseptic, the ideal kind for counter- 
acting acid irritations of the mucous 
membrane. Any doctor will tell you 
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health and comfort by regular use 
of this pleasant preventative. 


that the most effective healing 
agents for infections of the mucous 
membrane are alkaline. The reason 
is that alkaline solutions are espe- 
cially cleansing and counteract acid 
conditions. l 

Glyco-Thymoline cleanses the 
irritated or congested membrane 
thoroughly. It removes excess 
mucus. It washes away the germs 
and objectionable matter that the 
mucus contains. 


Doctors prescribe it 


The combined cleansing and an- 
tiseptic qualities help to clear up a 
cold that- actually has you in its 
grip. They help to clear up a sore 
throat. For years doctors have 
recommended and prescribed 
Glyco-Thymoline both for the re- 
lief of colds and as a preventative. 

Enjoy greater freedom from 
colds. ce a bottle of Glyco-Thy- 
moline. Use it according to the in- 
structions in the package. It has 
an agreeable taste. It refreshes. It 
soothes. It keeps the membrane of 
nose, mouth and throat in sound, 
vigorous condition. 
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“Newspaper work was interesting. I 
liked it. But newspaper work in Por 
Huron didn’t promise any great future, so 
I decided to go to a bigger town. I picked 
out Detroit, because it was only sixty 
miles away. 

“I wish that you could see me as l 
looked when I walked into those Detroit 
newspaper offices. I wore a mahogany-red 
sateen dress, which I had made myself! I 
remember it had a basque. Imagine that, 
ona seventesicyeaiald girl! My hair was 
straight and stringy, and I wore glasses. 
No wonder the editors, after one horrified 
glance, declined my services. 


“per instead of going back to Port 
Huron, I told myself that the only mis- 
take I had made was in not picking out a 
bigger town than Detroit. The place for 
me was Chicago! I counted my money, 
and found that I would have seven dollars 
left after paying my railroad fare. Only 
seven dollars with which to invade and 
conquer Chicago! Never mind, it would 
have to do. So I packed my bag and 
took the first train. 

“But when I got out of the station in 
Chicago, and walked down Michigan 
Avenue, where the street lights were just 
coming on, a chill of terror crept over me. 
There was no doubt about this town being 
big enough! 

“But A wouldn’t admit that I was 
frightened. Anyway, I could take refuge 
4 in the Y. W. rs A. house, a few blocks 

í from the station. I had gone to the Y. W. 

A r è in Detroit, and they had told me where to 

1se planning —certain progress stay in Chicago. I have had a tender 
feeling for that organization ever since. 

“Of course I couldn’t afford a room to 
myself. I was put in with three other 
girls—two beds for the four of us. The 
price was four dollars a week apiece; and 
this paid for lodging, breakfast, dinner, 
and a lunch to be taken out for noon 
consumption if we wished. 

“I reached Chicago Saturday night. 
The next day I looked over the Sunday 
papers, copied some advertisements for 
“Help Wanted, Female,’ and Monday 
morning started out to hunt a job. 

“My first stop was at a factory where 
they wanted someone to paint decorations 
on celluloid boxes. I had a certain clever- 
ness in that line. It runs in our family. So 
when the factory boss askcd whether I 
could do the work, I told him to give mea 
palette and a brush and I would show him. 

“I can remember to this day the picture 
I painted. A little landscape, framed in 
ornamental lines, and with a spray of 
flowers coming from behind it. A good 
example,” said Miss Sears, laughing, “of 
the celluloid school of art. But it landed 
the job for me—at seven dollars a week. 

“You see, my Detroit experience had 
made me change my tactics. Getting on a 
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So I had decided to find work which 
would keep me alive during what might be 
the protracted business of edging my way 
into journalism. 

“I didn’t even go near a newspaper 
office; which probably was a lucky thing 
for me, since I still was wearing the 
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incidents that happened in the factory or 
at the Y. W. C. A.; things I saw on the 
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street; experiences I’d had in the store at 
Port Huron; ideas I got out of the daily 
papers themselves. 

‘For instance, some foreigner had been 
interviewed concerning his First Impres- 
sions on Seeing Niagara.’ This was the 
era of the bicycle craze, so I wrote a piece 
on ‘My First Impressions on Falling Off a 
Bicycle.’ I never had been on a bicycle; 
but when I sent my piece to the ‘Herald’ 
they accepted it—and paid me almost 
three dollars for it. 

“That was the entering wedge. I went 
on writing, and my things began to appear 
pretty regularly. Burl wanted to play 
safe, so I still kept my job at the factory. 

“This went on for several months. 
Meanwhile I was making more and more 
from my newspaper work. I was sent for 
by one of the ‘Herald's’ managers, Mr. 
Scott, who encouraged me to keep on 
writing. Finally I was making enough to 
quit the faery, although I continued to 
live at the Y. W. C. A.—four in a room. 

“Then something happened which gave 
me a new ambition. Sarak Bernhardt 
came to Chicago; and one day, when I was 
at the ‘Herald’ office, I heard them be- 
moaning the fact that they couldn’t get an 
interview with her. I impulsively declared 
that I was sure I could get one. 

“*You!’ they said scornfully. ‘You 
couldn’t get within speaking distance of 
her!” 

“That was enough! All I ever needed 
to make me attempt a thing was to be 
told that it was beyond me. From the 
office, I went straight to the theatre. There 
I found that ‘extras’ were being hired for 
Bernhardt’s engagement. I immediately 
joined the line of applicants, and inside of 

alf an hour I had been taken on. 

“That, in itself, gave me a chance to 
pick up some material for an article. Even 
with my limited knowledge of French, I 
could talk with the members of the 
company. I watched Bernhardt, as she 
came and went from the dressing-room. 
Her son, Maurice, had come to Chicago 
with her, and I managed to talk a little 
with him. But several days went by, and 
still there had been no chance to speak to 
Bernhardt herself. 


“THEN came a night when she was to 
play Cleopatra. In one scene she was to 
arrive on a barge; slaves were to spread a 
carpet from the deck to a platform at the 
top of some steps, and she was to walk 
‘ashore’ on this carpet. 

“From where I stood that night, I 
could see that, when the barge stopped, it 
was not close against the platform. There 
was a space aFont a foot wide between 
them. When the slaves spread the carpet 
it covered this gap—and Bernharde didn’t 
know it was there! She got up and moved 
forward regally. But I knew that when 
she stepped on that spot she would have 
an awkward fall. 

“In a low voice I said, speaking in 
French, ‘Take care, Madame! Look at the 
carpet! Watch where you step!’ 

“She gave one swift glance downward. 
Then, still moving like a queen, she 
stepped safely over the danger spot and 
went on with the scene. 

“When it was over, she gave her stage 
manager the worst slanging I’ve ever 
heard. She berated the whole company 
for standing by and not warning her of the 
danger. After she had relieved her feelings 
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by this outburst, she calmed down several 
degrees. 

“Then she sent for me! She gave me 
presents, which I prized, and, best of all, 
she gave me the interview which I had 
sworn to get. 

“But that’s not the end of the story. 
In fact, it is just the beginning of a much 
more important story. Up to that time, 
I had known almost nothing about the 
stage. I’d had neither time nor money to 
go to theatres. That week as an ‘extra’ 
revealed a new world to me, fascinating 
beyond anything I ever had known. Be- 
fore the week ended I had determined 
that it was going to be my world. 

“T kept on with my newspaper work 
for a while, saved a little money, then 
started for New York with a letter from 
Louis De Foe, the dramatic critic, to Mr. 
A. H. Erlanger, the theatrical producer. I 
remember that I sat up all mght on the 
train to save the price of a berth. 

“Thanks to Mr. De Foe’s letter—pro- 
ducers like to please dramatic critics—Mr. 
Erlanger consented to give me a chance. 
I was young, could sing a little, dance 
pretty well, and had a good figure; so he 
made me a chorus girl. 

“J stayed in the chorus a year. Then I 
began to ask myself what it promised me 
in the way of a future. I was willing to 
begin at the bottom in anything I under- 
took. But I certainly didn’t want to stay 
at the bottom. 


SPHE drama seemed a more promising 
field to me, so I boldly went to Charles 
Frohman’s office, where i managed to see 
Mr. Hayman. By some lucky chance, I 
mentioned that Mr. Erlanger had engaged 
me because I had a letter from Louis De 
Foe; and again the magic name of a 
dramatic critic had its influence. Mr. 
Hayman gave me a microscopic part in 
a road company playing ‘Sowing the 
Wind.’ 

“Well, I helped to sow it—on the stage 
—for some time. I remember that we 
played one-night stands through the 
South; and one peculiarity of that section 
was the railway schedules. Apparently no 
train ever left anywhere later than four 
o’clock in the morning. 

“However, that wasn’t what made me 
finally quit the company: I was still 
thinking about my future. If I went on 
that way, playing one small part for a 
whole season, I would never get the 
experience I needed. So I went to Chicago 
and joined John Stapleton’s repertoire 
company—a ‘reptile’ company, as they 
are called by stage-folk. 

“That was a little better, but still I 
wasn’t getting as much variety of experi- 
ence sel wanted. So, after a few months, 
I joined a stock company in Chicago. 
That gave me variety enough, for we gave 
forty plays in a season of forty weeks! I 
had one hundred and four parts in the 
two and one-half seasons I was with that 
company! 

“At first they were only small ones. I 
had a sort of general utility job, like 
general housework. Then, one afternoon, 
the leading lady’s face began to swell 
ominously! To the dismay of everybody 
—except me—the doctor pronounced ıt 
mumps. She had no understudy, and the 


| manager said someone would have to read 
| her part on the stage, or else the theatre 


must close. 


“<Not if you'll let me play it!’ I declared. 

“Do you know it? he demanded. 

«< No; but I can learn it before the eve- 
ning performance,’ I assured him. 

“Tt was five o’clock then. In the three 
hours before the curtain went up, I had 
learned the part well enough to go through 
it by ‘winging it,’ as we say in he theatre. 
That is, someone stood in the wings, with 
a copy of my lines. After each scene, I 
hurriedly ran over those for the next 
scene. ee what is known as a hair- 
trigger study, anyway, and I got through 
all right. 

“When the ex-leading lady recovered 
from the mumps, she decided not to return 


‘to the company. So I continued to have 


her place—until I felt that I was ready for 
another step forward. 


“THEN, once more, I came to New 

York. This time I had no letters. I 
didn’t think I needed them! Hadn’t I been 
a leading lady for almost two years? To 
prove it I had my press book, full of 
notices, many of them quite flattering 
ones. 

“With this book under my arm, I went 
first to Mrs. Fernandez, who was then a 
well-known theatrical agent. I was so 
ae that the office had just opened. 

o one was ahead of me. was the 
traditional early bird. And,” she added, 
laughing, “I proved that the early bird 
catches the worm. 

“Mrs. Fernandez’s reception of me was 
not exactly encouraging, but she consented 
to look at my press notices. She was still 
turning the leaves when a very excited 
gentlemen popped into the room. I found 
later that fe was Harry Parker, general 
manager for William A. Brady, who was 
producing a Drury Lane melodrama at the 
old Manhattan Theatre. 

“*Where can I get a woman who is a 
quick study?’ he breathlessly demanded. 
‘One of the company is sick, and I’ve got 
to have a substitute right away!’ 

“Mrs. Fernandez began naming over 
the possibilities. Then 1 heard him ask, 
‘Who’s that girl over there?’ 

**T don’t know,’ she said. ‘She just 
blew in from some stock company out in 
Chicago. Here are her press notices. 
They’re pretty good; but of course—’ 

“He didn’t wait for the rest. He came 
over to me and wanted to know how much 
of a part I could learn ina day. Instead of 
being impressed and excited, I was quite 
calm. I didn’t realize that lightning was 
striking me. It was the sort of thing that 
doesn’t happen once in a million times; 
but I was too inexperienced to know this. 

“What I did know was that I could 
learn almost any part in a day. I said so; 
and Mr. Parker, in his desperation, took 
me at my word. I went on in the play 
that night, with a good part, barely 
twenty-four hours after I had landed in 
New York! 

“Tt was amazing luck. 

“One evening, after the play had been 
running a few weeks, Clyde Fitch came 
to see it, and asked to meet me. He had 
just finished a new play called ‘Lovers’ 
Lane,’ and thought I would fit one of the 
parts in it. : 

“Will you come,’ he said, ‘if Mr. Brady 
will transfer you?” 

“Will I come!’ I exclaimed. ‘I’d come 
to one of your plays, if I couldn’t be any- 
thing but a part of the scenery!’ j 
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“That was the beginning of ten years of 
association with him. You remember that 


| I learned stenography in the store at Port 


Huron? Well, one day when Mr. Fitch 
was making some changes during a 
rehearsal, I took shorthand notes of what 
he said. When he found I could do this, he 
began to depend on me for it. Gradually 
he made more and more use of me; dic- 
tating stage directions to me, changes 
in the script, and even letters. 

“It’s funny how I seem always to have 
edged my way into some new line of work. 
The association with Mr. Fitch gave me 
an insight into the writing of the plays. I 
learned how he worked. Trade myself so 
useful to him that I was very seldom sent 
out on the road. When one of his plays 
was to leave New York, he would anit: 
me to another one which was to open there. 
He wrote so many that there always was 
another one. 

“Incidentally, I went into business 
during this period! I opened a type- 
writing office, and did so well that, at one 
time, I had twelve girls working there. I 
managed the office, went on with my 
stage work, and assisted Mr. Fitch—all at 
the same time. 

“Meanwhile, the process of ‘edging 
into’ playwriting continued. During re- 
hearsals, the stage manager would ask me 
for suggestions. 

““*What would be a good line for the 
curtain in that act, Zelda? . . . How can 
we get a laugh there? . . . I say, Zelda! 
Can’t you think of some way to speed up 
that action?’ And so on. 

“After a while, they began summoning 
me to the office, to see if I could improve 
scenes, or acts, in other plays. At first, I 
wasn’t paid a cent for all this extra work. 
It came about so gradually that I didn’t 
realize what was happening. It began 
more or less in my own interest; I suggested 
lines and business to improve my own 
parts! But if I had stopped at that it 
would have been an expensive selfishness 
for me, for I got much more than I gave. 
I learned playwriting, on other people’s 
plays. In helping them I was helping my- 
self still more. 


“THAT is something which a great many 
workers don’t realize. They resent 
being asked to do extra work; something 
outside their own special job; something for 
which they don’t get much credit, and for 
which they are not paid. 

“They don’t see that the chance to do 
this additional and different work is a big 
opportunity; an opportunity to learn, and 
also to show what they can do. Anyone 
who is afraid of giving more than he gets 
will never get more than he gives. 

“That, I can say mihal was one 
thing I never was afraid of. I was willing 
and eager to work and to worry over the 
problems of the office. The result was 
that I finally became a ‘play doctor, 
earning a good deal of money by revamp- 
ing other people’s work. 

“ But, curiously enough, I had no desire 
to write a play of my own. Those great 
thick manuscripts appalled me. It didn’t 
seem to me I had enough staying power 
for such a task. So I went on acting and 
doing play-doctoring for other people. 

“My first play was written to accom- 
modate my husband, Mr. Wiswell. The 
producing office with which he was con- 
nected had contracted to stage a dramati- 
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Safeguarding the lanes of speech 


The New York-Chicago telephone cable has been completed 
and is now in service. A triumph of American telephone engineer- 
ing, the new cable is the result of years of research and cost 
$25,000,000 to construct. Its first reach extended along the 
Atlantic seaboard, then steadily westward until this last long 
section to Chicago was put into service. 
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To the public, this cable means dependable service irrespective 
of weather conditions. It is now not likely that sleet storms, which 
at times interfere with the open wire type of construction with 40 
to 50 wires on a pole, will again cut off the rest of the nation from 
New York or from the nation’s capital as did the heavy sleet 
storm on the day of President Taft’s inauguration. 

The : = > cable means speedier service, as it provides numerous 
additional telephone circuits and will carry a multitude of telephone 
and telegraph messages. It would take ten lines of poles, each 
heavily loaded with wires, to carry the circuits contained in this 
most modern artery of speech. 

This cable, important as it is, is only one of the Bell System 
projects that make up its national program for better telephone 
service to the subscriber. It is another illustration of the System’s 
intention to provide the public with speedier and even more 
dependable service. 
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zation of Frank Danby’s story, “The 
Heart of a Child.’ Sémeone had written 
this dramatization, but it wouldn’t do. 
They had to have another in order to 
carry out their contract. I wrote one 
which they did produce. 

“Tt wasn’t very good. But it proved to 
me that I had at least the staying power 
necessary for the job. Secretly I began to 
hope that I could be a real playwright 
after all. 

“Tt wasn’t long before I had the 
chance to find out: My husband, who is 
associated with Mr. Henry W. Savage, 
told me that they were trying to find a 

lay for Mitzi, the musical comedy star. 
Without saying a word to him, or to any- 
one else, about my intentions, I wrote out 
a scenario and sent it, under an assumed 
name, to the Savage office. I wanted to 
get an absolutely impartial verdict. It 
was accepted; and not until then did I let 
anyone know I had written it. 

“That play, which was ‘Lady Billy,’ 
ran for two years. I wrote another for 
Mitzi, ‘The Magi Ring,’ with Dodson 
Mitchell. I wrote ‘Cornered’ for Madge 
Kennedy; then came ‘The Clinging Vine,’ 
for Peggy Wood. Each of these ran two 

ears. [hen came ‘Lollypop,’ with Ada 
May as the star. And last spring a new 

lay, called ‘Broke,’ was produced. 

hat, I think, finishes the story to date,” 
said Miss Sears. ‘‘You pew told the 
truth when I said I never have stopped 
working since I became a cash girl in Loren 
Sherman’s store.” 


“WES,” I agreed, “you certainly have 
been a persistent worker. However, 
ersistent workers are not atalluncommon. 
What else has been a factor in this career 
of yours?” 
he considered the question for a 
moment. 

“It seems to me,” she said thought- 
fully, “that one important factor was my 
habit of looking for a future. When I was 
a cash girl, I wanted to be a saleswoman. 
When Toan a saleswoman, I didn’t see 
any future in that, so I decided to be a 
reporter. Then I couldn’t see a future in 
Port Huron journalism, so I went to a big 


> 


city. z 

X There I changed my ambition—but I 
still kept an eye on that all-important 
future. I quit being a chorus girl because 
I didn’t think I would ever go far in mu- 
sical comedy. I quit a regular dramatic 
company, because it wasn’t giving me 
the experience I needed. For the same 
reason, I left John Stapleton’s ‘reptile’ 
company, and went into stock. When I 
thought I’d got enough out of that I came 
back to New York, and went into a 
regular company again. I was always 
looking ahead—and looking for some 
thin fater 

“Of course I didn’t just sit still and 
look! If I saw something that seemed to 
promise progress for me, fried to reach it. 
And, as I said before, I not only wasn’t 
afraid of work, I wasn’t afraid of extra 
work. I always wanted to see what | 
could do. Extra work, a different kind of 
work, gave me the chance to find out. It 
helped others to find out. That opened 
the doors of opportunity, one after an- 
other. If it hadn’t been for that, I might 
still be standing behind a counter in 2 
Port Huron department store.” 
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He Went to Church 
to Laugh but He 
Came Away to Live 


(Continued from page 34) 


not a scrap of woolen nor a button must 
go through, or it would ruin the paper. I 
couldn’t depend on my sight, so Ptrained 
myself to work by touch. The penalty for 
a slip was a kicking, and I learned ac- 
curacy. I also learned to take punishment 
without whimpering, to expect a daily 
round of hard knocks, and to work. 

“ After three years, I was moved up to 
the job of machine operator and raised to 
thirty cents a day. But let me make this 
clear to you: the promotion, such as it 
was, came purely as a matter of course. I 
had no ambition, no regrets because of my 
lot. I had no vision, nor any desire to be 
more than I was—a mill hand, following 
in the steps of my father. Understand, 
there was nothing, nobody, to arouse any 
ambition in me. My mother had her 
hands full rearing the family; she was glad 
just to sit down and rest. Father was ina 
rut, discouraged. Things hadn’t gone well 
with him, and he had stopped looking 
ahead. In consequence, I was left to shift 
as I would in an environment that 
deadened ambition. I was unable to read, 
so I had neither the inspiration of books 
nor the inspiration a good teacher might 
have given. My life was but a day-to- 
day, hand-to-mouth existence—eat, sleep, 
work—above which I couldn’t see. 


“TYE often been asked,” Mr. Kindle- 
berger said suddenly, “‘what effect an 
environment of poverty and ignorance 
has on one born in it. Two boys of equal 
ability are born in a slum. Cs lives to 
rot and die there; the other to leave, and 
rise. Why the difference? You might 
say, offhand, that the answer depends up- 
on the man himself, upon his push and 
character. It does, in a measure, but not 
entirely. There first must be something 
to awaken, to arouse, to open the eyes 
to better things. You can’t wanta thing 
of which you know nothing! 

“My awakening came one autumn 
evening in the West Carrollton Methodist 
church. The minister was conducting a 
week of revival meetings, and they were 
causing some joking in town. 

“‘Let’s go and have a good laugh,’ 
one of the boys at the mill suggested. 

“So that eht we went to ‘have a good 
laugh’ at the preacher. But he didn’t 
talk as we had expected. He didn’t damn 
all sinners to fire and perdition. Instead, 
he talked quietly and sanely on the future. 
It was a new word to me. I hardly knew 
its meaning. I listened. 

“Te seemed to me that the future, the 
to-morrows, which we were to enjoy or to 
suffer, depended on us, and on what we 
did with the present. The minister’s eyes 
actually seemed to meet mine. 

“What are you doing?’ he asked, ‘to- 
ward your future? Are you living each 
day like every other, like a squirrel in a 
wheel, or are you trying to get out of the 
wheel? A year from now, are you going to 
be better off than you are at this moment? 
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What about ten, twenty years from now? 
Will you be any happier, or any bigger, or 
will the world. be any better for your 
having lived in it? No person can answer 
that but yourself, and your answer lies in 
what you do with your to-days!’ 

“They sang something. For the first 
time in my life I was thinking. I was 
beginning to realize a vague discontent 
with my lot; and the feeling grew. The 
minister invited those to come forward 
who wished to have the church help them, 
and I went. 

“And almost from that night, a new and 
better world began to open for me. I saw 
above my environment!” 

ust how?” I asked. 
h met new people. They professed an 
boven tay hie menter blocks ae 4 interest in me, in my welfare, in my 
ibe ARa are (D) is prened award A a ee future! Nobody had had the slightest 
and the trigger intentionally pulled oa interest before. The owner of the mill 
R where I worked at thirty cents a day was 


ae +z a member of the church. I had regarded 
th CO ET m, him as a god who lived in another world. 
a e Even he shook my hand, called me by 
name, inquired about my plans. 
Automaticall SAFE “‘Are you really serious in this?’ he 
asked. 


“T assured him that I was. 
d ; ee “‘Then tie up with this church,’ he 
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Pacific Coast Representative read the words in the hymnal!” 
Phil. B. Bekeart Co., 717 Market St., San Francisco, California 

[™ putting this down for you in con- 
r nected narrative. Asamatter of fact, Mr. 
The, Arm of Law and Order Kindleberger told it to me in snatches, as 


he showed me through the mill, break'n 
in with descriptions of machinery nl 
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moe Sos Pebtsnne | all crippled up with rheumatism who saw 


he was about to be struck by a locomotive. 
He couldn’t afford to tarry with thoughts 
of why he couldn’t leap, so he did the 
impossible, and leaped. 

“True enough, I couldn’t see as well as 
ou do; but why waste time groaning 
ecause I couldn’ t see better? To tell the 

truth, I can’t think of a single so-called 
handicap which eventually didn’t turn 
out to be a blessing. For example, 
defective eyesight forced me to use as 
much vision as I had all the time. 
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“My lack of early education was a 

blessing in disguise, because the fight to 
gain an education was such a tough one 
that my other battles seemed easy when 
they did come. I doubt very much that I 
would have had the stamina to stick to the 
task of founding this mill if I hadn’t 
won an even kardes fight as a boy, trying 
to cram eight years of school into four. 
- “Suppose you had a really tough job 
to be done, a job that would demand the 
last ounce of energy of the man who 
tackled it, and one that required indiffer- 
ence to hardship, and involved consider- 
able sacrifice. What kind of man would 
you pick? My guess is, a man who had 
been through the mill? Well, take it 
from me, that Power which shapes the 
lives of men is just as discriminating. 
Have you ever noticed that opportunity 
usually comes to those who are equipped 
to handle it? Nine times out of ten, these 
‘handicaps’ we hear so much about gave 
them the equipment.” 

He stooped, and to my wonder picked 
up a handful of dust, and let it sift through 
his fingers. 

“It wasn’t so very long ago,” he said, 
“that this dust was looked upon as a 
nuisance in a paper mill. It comes from 
the rags from which paper is made; as you 
see, it is ordinary dust. To-day we sell 
that dust. It is a source of profit. Why? 
Because some man sought and found a 
use for this dust. It is now used in making 
roofing paper. Everything, even what we 
style a ‘handicap,’ has its use!” 


RESENTLY I led him back to that 
first big fight of his—the fight to gain 
an education. 

“I had no books,” he admitted, “‘no- 
body to teach me, not even a primary 

ade schooling. I couldn’t start school 
kecmis my earnings were needed at home; 
and, besides, I was sensitive. It hurt to 
be laughed at—it does until you become 
used to it; and perhaps I don’t need to tell 
rn that I was laughed at. First, I had 

een ‘bit by religion,’ as they said, which 
was somewhat of a joke in the paper mill; 
second, I was a big gawk of a boy, near- 
sighted, uncouth, yet with the fool notion 
in my head that some day I might amount 
to something more than I was. Small 
wonder some folks laughed. 

/ “However, they didn’t all laugh. The 
folks at church didn’t. A boy a little older 
than I offered to help me. He still had his 
old primary grade books, which he loaned 
me. He outlined lessons for me, explained 
what I couldn’t understand, heard my 
recitations, and with no end of patience 
aided me to get started. 

“My Sunday-school teacher helped. 
She told me how some of the old Bible 
heroes had suffered for an ideal, undergone 
persecution and even death for their 
convictions. One Sunday she gave me a 
Bible of my own, and I began to puzzle 
over its stories. In it, I found inspiration 
to goon. I saved what I could and bought 
other books. If my awakening needed any 
final touch the story of Lincoln supplied it.” 

For six years Kindleberger studied, 
almost unaided. The one heated room in 
the house was the kitchen, and there 
nightly the whole family gathered. A 
kerosene lamp furnished the light. The 
younger children scampered and played 
noisily; the mother patched and darned; 
the father smoked and dozed by the stove; 
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and “‘ Jake” struggled on with his lessons. 
After ten o’clock, he had the kitchen to 
himself—that is, until his mother thumped 
on the floor above and insisted that he 
“ put those books away and come to bed.” 
Usually this was well past midnight, and 
even later when, at nineteen, he got his 
first pair of glasses. 

“I had no idea what I had been missing 
until I got those glasses,” said Mr. Kin- 
dleberger. ‘‘They literally changed earth 
into heaven! I hadn’t dreamed that the 
earth could be so beautiful. For days I 
went about in a daze of wonder, just look- 
ing and discovering new beauties. Then 
it was, I think, there came upon me m 
first concrete ambition—to preach, to tell 
others how good and fine God had made 
the world. I wanted to be a minister. 

“You see, the church and God had 
come to mean a lot to me,” Mr. Kindle- 
berger explained with earnestness. “‘My 
best friends, those who had encouraged 
me when I most needed it, were believers 
and members of the church. From them 
had come the inspiration which had lifted 
me—well, almost from the gutter. I had 
contracted a big debt to the church and 
to God, which I wanted in some small 
measure to pay. . 

“A chance came to become janitor at 
the local school at twenty dollars a month 
—less than I was earning at the mill. I 
seized it eagerly when they told me I 
might attend classes when not at work. 
They also appointed me truant officer, and 
I qualified for the fourth grade. I was 
twenty-one years old then. My class- 
mates were little more than half of that. 
It wasn’t easy to sit down among them; 
but the teachers all helped—there hasn’t 
been a time since I got going when I 
haven’t had the help of somebody. They 
coached me after hours and let me go 
ahead as rapidly as I could. In four years 
I was able to enter Ohio Wesleyan Univer- 
sity. 

“I had to pay my own way, of course. 
Also, matters weren’t going well at home. 
It fell upon me to support my mother and 
little brother. I had no knowledge of 
salesmanship, but a friend advised me to 
try my hand at it. Paper was something 
I knew, so I began by selling that. Then 
I added to my line books, hat racks, steam 
cookers, and other household articles. I 
worked after classes, on Saturdays, and 
during vacations. Soon I was making 
more money than I had ever before made 
in my life. 


“I TOLD you a little while ago that my 
eye weakness turned out in the end to 
be a blessing. It has. In college I trained 
myself to use all of the vision I had. 

“In psychology class one day a Pro- 
fessor Duval made the statement that 
most of us don’t see a tenth of what is 
about us; that is, to the extent of remem- 
bering details. He went on to prove his 
statement. Outside the building was a 
flight of stone steps, over which every one 
of us passed a dozen times daily. A very 
common variety of tree stood near by. 
Not a student knew the number of steps 
in the flight nor the name of the tree. The 
professor put a dozen other questions to 
test our observation, and on virtually 
every one the class ‘fell down.’ 

“To most of the students, the talk was 
‘just another lecture.” But to me—vitally 
interested in seeing—it was a revelation. 


In a flash, it came to me that by persist- 
ence I could train my r eyes to see 
better than most folks’ good eyes. 

icked up the first object at hand and 
ooked at it, really looked at it intelli- 
gently—to use the professor’s term—for 
the first time. In ten minutes I had noted 
an outline of facts about it sufficient to 
constitute a lengthy essay. I kept doin 
this, constantly, week after week, until i 
had formed a habit of looking for things 
others didn’t notice. Later, this habit 
became of incalculable value to me in 
business.” 

But I learned that altogether it was a 
trying three years which Mr. Kindle- 
berger put in at Ohio Wesleyan. He had 
entered the university with a most hap- 
hazard sort of preparation. The necessity 
of earning his way took hours which other- 
wise might have been put on his books. 
This meant that studies often had to su 
pat his sleep. For four or five months 

e simply “hung on,” as he put it, afraid 
that he would be dropped and that all of 
his work would be lost. Then, a foothold 
gained and his college work progressing 
nicely, he found that his eyes weren’t 
equal to the constant strain. 

One day, in Kindleberger’s third year, 
the printed page went blank to him. He 
rested his eyes and tried again, but he 
could continue reading only for a brief 
time. He suspected the true state of 
affairs, but he didn’t know certainly until 
he had consulted a doctor. The doctor 
warned him that if he continued in college 
he would go blind! 

“And if I quit college?” Kindleberger 
asked. : 

“Then your eyes will have a chance to 
recover,” said the oculist. 


J INDLEBERGER quit college. That 
meant he had to give up all hope of 
ever entering the ministry! 

He didn’t say much about that period. 
I didn’t press him. We had completed our 
tour of ie mill and now were seated in his 
office. He broke off to tell me of how he 
landed his first job. 

“T had been doing well in my selling,” 
he confided. ‘‘It had seemed to come to 
me naturally, and I had customers in a 
dozen towns about. I was specializing in 
steam cookers at the time, and one after- 
noon a shipment came in. When unloaded 
from the train the cookers took up the 
whole station platform. 

“ My old employer of the West Carroll- 
ton paper mill happened that afternoon 
to be at the station. He eyed first me and 
then the cookers. 

“You mean to tell me that you’ve sold 
all of these?’ he finally asked. 

“‘Every last one is sold,’ I said. 

“See here, young man,’ he exlaimed, 
‘anyone who can sail these things can sell 
paper. I’d like you to come to work for 
me again, this time as a salesman. I'll 
pay you fifteen dollars a week.’ 

“I kept a straight face. My old em- 
ployer didn’t know it, but I was actually 
making one hundred dollars a week selling 
those cookers! But I considered his offer. 
There was a future in the paper industry; 
there was none in the work I was doing. 

““What territory will you give me?’ 
I asked. 

“*The whole of the United States, 
Canada, and Mexico,’ he replied. 

“I took the job without another word.” 
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“Without even telling him,” I inter- 
jected, “what you had been making selling 
cookers?” 

“No, I didn’t tell him,” said Mr. 
Kindleberger. “He had made me a good 
offer for a beginner. It was all I was 
worth to him as an untried man. If I 
were worth more, he would soon see it and 
pay more, I felt, because I had confidence 
in his fairness. I’m a little peculiar in that 
respect. I’ve always believed that anyone 
taking a new job should prove his worth 
in that job, and let performance determine 
his earnings. I knew I could sell steam 
cookers, but I had yet to demonstrate 
that I could sell paper to business houses. 

“ Before coming to Kalamazoo to under- 
take the task of forming this company, I 
was earning more than five hundred 
dollars a month as a paper salesman. The 
new company here offered me a certain 
salary—not as much as I had been makin 
—but still much more than I felt it shoul 
pay. You see, it wasn’t at all certain that 
the new company would be a success, nor 
that I would be a success. I set my own 
salary at one hundred dollars a month, 
and declined to take more until I had 
proved my right to it.” 


Bu that is a little ahead of the story. 
Thirteen years intervened between 
that incident of the cookers on the station 

latform and Kindleberger’s summons to 
Kalanseso. During those years as a 
salesman for the West Carrollton paper 
company he visited every importane city 
in hs nited States and Canada. He 
made friends in the paper industry, and 
became one of its best-known “road men.” 
And he had married a West Carrollton 
girl. 

Many times during those thirteen years 
Kindleberger wondered it he were on the 
right track, if there really was in the paper 
business the future which he had envi- 
sioned. He was progressing; but he de- | 
bated getting! into something different. | 

“There was an old storekeeper in West | 
Carrollton,” he recalled for me, “who was 
a wise, fatherly old chap. We called him 
‘Uncle Jim,’ and when at home I spent a 
good many hours in his store. 

“T would talk things over with him, 
confide in him my douit when this ‘itch’ 
to make a change would come over me. 

“*Tt won’t get you anything, jake, to 

o jumping Seda like a grasshopper,” 
fe always advised. ‘The chaps who’ve 
done things in this world have picked a | 
road and kept traveling. Pretty soon it 
took ’em where they wanted to go.’ 

“So I stuck to paper, and lived to learn 
that old Uncle Jim's advice was sound. 
You don’t gain by jumping around ‘like 
a grasshopper.’ Yau lose ground every 
time you make a fresh start. The road 
you know best is the one you should cling 
to, and keep going. Everyjroad ever built 
leads eventually to a town.” 

“Tell me how you happened to come to 
Kalamazoo?” I urged. 

“One of my sisters had married and 


moved here,” Mr. Kindleberger continued, | } 


“and her husband also was in the paper 
business. He wrote me that he believed 
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there was an opening for a new mill in the 
field. I hadn’t thought of the possibility 
before; in fact, I had a notion that the 
field was already overcrowded. But when 
that letter came, I jumped at the idea. 


“My old employer had left. A new | 
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group was in charge, and this fact speeded 
my decision. My brother-in-law’s letter 
arrived on Saturday. By Monday I was on 
my way to Kalamazoo. However, I had 
very carefully considered the move. I 
knew the paper business and I knew the 
trade. I concluded there was room for a 
new mill, provided it made a brand of 
paper that was not only good but excep- 
tionally good. I was confident that I 
could make such paper. 

“My brother-in-law knew Kalamazoo, 
and together we drew up a list of local 
men to interest, for we needed capital. 
By this time I was enthusiastic. I drew 
up a plan which I believed in, heart and 
soul, and I ‘sold’ that plan to the first man 
I talked to. He pledged $10,000 and a 
site for the mill two wiles outside of town 
on the Kalamazoo River. About two 
dozen other local men then came in, and 
ah a capital of $50,000 we started to 

uild.” 


FE TY thousand dollars may seem like 
a lot of money, when you haven’t got 
it; but it’s a beggarly sum on which tostart 
a modern mill for the manufacture of high- 
grade paper. Paper-making machinery is 
expensive. The little company launched 
by Kindleberger could afford but a single 
machine, and that of the cheapest kind. 
The foundations of an abandoned beet- 
sugar factory were used in the building of 
their mill, and the entire pay roll at the 
start contained less than a dozen names. 

The mill was located in open country. 
Its site was little better than a swamp. 
Neighboring farmers were hostile. Only 
a dirt road—shoe-top deep with mud in 
spring and autumn, dusty in summer, 
snow-bound in winter—connected the mill 
with town. Kindleberger sent back to 
West Carrollton to get some old school- 
mates, now experienced paper workers, to 
help him. I talked with one of these men 
when Mr. Kindleberger himself was out of 
hearing. 

“We had no houses,” this man told me 
simply. ‘‘There were none to be had here 
near the mill and we couldn’t afford any 
in town. So we put up tents, cooked our 
own meals, and lived that way for two 

ears. One winter we had three and a 
half feet of snow. The temperature went 
as low as thirty-five below zero, and it hung 
around zero for days on end. 

“We were offered other jobs at more 
money, but”—he shrugged and looked 
clear through me—‘‘Mr. Kindleberger 
needed us. He wasn’t quitting, though he 
was getting only twenty-five dollars a 
week and had left a job paying five times 
that! He shoveled coal in the boiler-room 
to help out, so we could save the wages of 
an extra man. Far into the night wed 
see his light burning over in that old farm- 
house where he lived, and he’d be the 
first to work in the morning. No, he 
wasn’t quitting, and we weren’t either!” 

One day, when it seemed that the life 
of the company could be prolonged only a 
few days more at the best, another paper 
manufacturer halted Kindleberger on the 
street. 

“What are you fellows trying to do out 
there in the snow?” he inquired. 

“ Build a paper mill,” replied Kindle- 
berger. 

“The other smiled, half pityingly. “Do 
you realize,” he remarked, “that even old, 
tried concerns are fighting tooth and nail 


for business? The field is jammed. A new 
mill hasn’t a chance.” 

“Were making a chance,” Kindleber- 
ger retorted. “‘And we know all about the 
rehe r business; we’re in the middle 
of it. ; 

At the time he hadn’t money enough to 
afford a Pullman ticket on a train. He 
himself comprised the company’s entire 
sales force, and to save money when on 
the road he was stopping at third-rate 
hotels and eating in the cheapest restau- 
rants. 

“Mr. Kindleberger,” I asked him, 
“how did you ever put it across?” 

“I had be through a fight or two in 
my life,” he said, and an odd smile curved 
his lips. “It had been a harder fight than 
this was, that fight of mine to learn. So 
it didn’t bother me in this mill fight to 
have folks smile and say it couldn’t be 
done. I had heard all that years ago. 

“I went ahead, knowing there was a 
way out somewhere—there always is! 
No matter how tight the corner there is 
usually a knothole in it; and I kept look- 
ing for that knothole. Fortunately, I was 
able to find the knothole.” 

“And what was that?” 

Mr. Kindleberger’s smile broadened. 

“A very trivial conversation overheard 
on a trolley car gave me the needed hint. 
It was housecleaning season. Two women 
were talking. 

““T’m going down-town,’ said one, ‘to 
buy me some shelf paper.’ 

“Well, you know,’ said the other, ‘I 
never buy this paper they sell you for 
shelves. It isn’t made for elves: and it’s 
either too narrow or too wide. You end 
up by buying the kind that’s too wide and 
cut it down to size. That means a lot of 
waste. Before I’ll pay for paper I must 
waste I’ll cover my shelves with news- 

apers.’ 

‘‘ Now, wouldn’t you think,’ agreed the 
first woman, ‘that somebody would make 
shelf paper just for that purpose? Every 
cupboard and shelf there is needs paper, 
and yet you can’t buy it anywhere. 

““Madam,’ I said to myself, ‘it won’t 
be very long before you’ll be able to buy 
shelf paper everywhere, for we are going 
to make it for you.” 
ee WAS a brand-new market, un- 
touched. I went back to the mill and we 
started to makeshelf paper. Itsold atonce! 

“From that idea, we got others along 
the line of making paper in forms suitable 
for home use. For instance, we made a 
paper to be used as a cover for ice in 
summer, and another useful in the care of 
babies. We made up a household package 
of various kinds of papers, and enumer- 
ated all the common uses we could think 
of for each. There was almost no com- 
petition and these novelties marketed 
readily. The income they brought in 
tided us over until the main products of 
the mill began to sell in quantity. 

“When success did come, it came 
speedily. We improved our machinery 
and enlarged our capacity. We built 
houses about the mill in which our people 
could live. We obtained a good school for 
out children, and—but you've seen Parch- 
ment for yourself. Its streets are paved; 
it has its church, playgrounds, community 
house, and in all about one thousand five 
hundred inhabitants. We did have a 
policeman; but he had nothing to do, so 
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we let him go. We have no police force, 
and need none!” 

There is one more angle to the story. 
Just what bearing it had on the success of 
the mill, and on the building of Parchment 
town, I won’t venture to say. I'll leave 
that for you to judge for yourself. But 
when Mr. Kindleberger laid the first brick 
of his mill, out there in what was swamp 
and open country, he also founded a 
Sunday-school. The first session was held 
in the parlor of the old farmhouse. A 
scant half-dozen folks attended. Mr. 
Kindleberger himself acted as teacher. 

For fourteen years he “fathered” the 
Sunday-school, and also the church which 
grew out of it. He didn’t preach, he said 
to me; he merely “‘talked”—and he talked 
a great deal about the “future.” The 
church has its own minister now, and two 
hundred and three were present at 
Sunday-school on the Sunday preceding 
my visit. Mr. Kindleberger teaches the 
Bible class. 


‘THE ‘Father of Pictures’ Cap- 
tures the Spell of Alaska” is an- 
other one of those intensely interest- 
ing articles by Barrett Willoughby. 
While she was living in Alaska she 
knew the ‘‘Father of Pictures,” and 
in this article, next month, she tells 
you of his solitary but beautiful life 
far away from civilization. ‘‘In the 
cities,” says this solitary artist, ‘men 
lose their capacity to dream dreams, 
and every year some of them come to 
see me, hoping to get back what they 
have lost.” 
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ass! How I yearn at times to cuff the 
ears of the kid I was! 

Most of my hair and illusions were gone 
before sorrow taught me compassion and 
hard experience taught me tolerance. 

The years had taken away the greater 

art of my yearning to be bad before I 
earned that Christianity does not consist 
in being good, but in doing good. It is a 
much bigger and finer thing than I was 
taught to believe. 

I have a neighbor who never has said 
“darn.” I don’t believe he ever has done 
anything wrong. A temptation searching 
for a good prospect would take one look at 
his rigidly pious countenance and turn 
away in despair. He prays eloquently and 
maintains a rigid discipline in his home, 
and delights to stand up in public and 
warn the wicked to flee from the wrath to 
come. By all the rules he is good—grant- 
ing that goodness consists in not being 
bad. But in some particulars he seems to 
fall a little short of. perfection. 

A few years ago he rented a run-down 
farm to a man who was reputed to be a 
hard worker. In our section a renter isn’t 
expected to do more than make a crop 
with the least possible outlay of energy. 
ant man, however, loved work for its own 
sake. 

After his crop was “laid by,” he worked 
early and late repairing fences and 
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Party landslides have swept plenty 
of feeble candidates into office. Maybe 
some fairly ordinary salesmen get by 
because they’re selling unbeatable prod- 
ucts. 

It’s just barely possible that I’m 
in that class myself. Three times now 
the Mennen chemists have given me 
preparations that even a deaf mute 
could sell eloquently. 
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Mennen Skin Balm. Pretty easy for me! 

This remarkable new product is a de- 
lightful balm. As you rub it into the 
skin it disappears. First you feel a tin- 
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breakfast. 

Mennen Skin Balm not only feels 
good and smells good, but also benefits 
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your shaving outfit. After that, it’ll sell 
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outbuildings, ditching and clearing idle 
fields of brush. 

I believe his labors doubled the market 
value of the place. At any rate, my 
righteous neighbor thought the place 
worth more, and he said to his renter, 

“Jim, you’ve got the farm in mighty good 
shape, and it’s worth more money than it 
was. Pll have to go up on the rent next 
year.” 

His fault is that he doesn’t love his 
fellows. He doesn’t love anything as much 
as he loves a nickel. He thinks that the 
unfortunate have bad luck because they 
are not as good as he is, and he has little 
patience with them. He would pray 
earnestly for a man’s soul, because that 
wouldn’t cost him anything, but I can’ IE 
imagine him doing anything. for a man’s 
stomach. 

Mind you, I am not contending that he 
has no religion. He has worlds of it. It 
sticks out all over him. He couldn’t have 
any more without building an annex. 
But I don’t think it is the same kind of 
religion that came out of Nazareth. 
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than he seems to possess. He was wild in his 
youth, and I suspect there’s a good deal of 
the devil in him yet. He never has been 
able to outgrow ihe habit of swearing and 
at times his breath isn’t orthodox. No- 
body thinks him particularly wicked, for 
his wife gets him out to church occasion- 
ally, and he loafs on Sunday; but he 
doesn’t talk about religion, and he is 
known to entertain very kark opinions of 
some of the elect. Even the most chari- 
table of local critics concedes that he is 
“worldly.” 

I believe he ranks somewhat higher in 
heaven than he does down here. He has a 
knack of discovering people’s troubles. 
He sends some poor man’s child to a 
hospital and pays the bill; he picks up a 
sorry youth who is despised by the com- 
munity, and gives him a job and teaches 
him self-respect; if a family in town is 
hard up, he knows it and keeps the wolf 
from the door; he leaves a ton of coal and 
a sack of flour and a wheel chair where 
these things are needed, and doesn’t leave 
his card. 

His heart is right, and my belief is that 
he generally does the will of his Father. 

I think that, in the mind of the average 
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man, Christianity means morality, and 
little more. That much-abused individual, 
the man in the street, thinks that those 
who talk to him about Christianity are 
trying to persuade him to be good— 
being good, as he understands it, meaning 
to give up the things that now afford him 
pleasure, and lead a sad and tiresome life 
thereafter. 

The growth of this opinion was natural 
and inevitable. All normal men are to 
some extent Good Samaritans. If one 
man who is endangered has found a way 
to save his life, he wishes to communicate 
the good news to his fellows who are 
similarly endangered. It was inevitable 
that the Christian should wish to win 
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And as Christians grew in numbers and 
power and began to espouse certain 
causes and advocate certain measures 
that to them seemed righteous, it was 
inevitable that the world should learn to 
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associate these causes and measures with 
Christianity, and at length to define 
Christianity as an advocacy of these things. 

Christians as a body might advocate 
free trade or whiskers or the abolition of 
hats, but their action would not add to or 
take from the principles of Christianity. 
Christianity was founded and perfected 
by Christ, not by men. And however the 
standards of men may change with the 
passing years, there has been no change in 
his teachings, nor has any man been given 
authority to add new teachings in His 
name. 

I am content with Christianity as He 
taught it—the simple philosophy of un- 
selfishness. To give much and forgive 
much; to be humble and patient and kind; 
to deal gently and fairly, and live cleanly; 
to believe in Him and to follow His ex- 
ample—is there anything more the world 
needs, or anything the world needs more? 


Fa Company of men is cast away on a 
desert island and has but a little while to 


live will not their common fate make them | 


kind to one another? Will one set himself 
up as greater than the others, when he 
knows that in a little while the bones of 
all will lie bleaching on the sand? Will 
there be space in the hearts of any for greed 
and jealousy and unmanly selfishness? 

Men are noblest when they share a 
common sorrow, a common danger. Are 
not all men under sentence of death? Is 
there so much to gain in the little while 
yet to live that any is justified in for- 

- getting his unfortunate fellows? 

He “went about doing good.” There is 
a sufficient religion to save the world. 

I know of no other that can take. its 
place. I know of no other that can appeal 
so strongly to the manliness in man. 
know of no other that can afford so much 
of peace. 

t is religion enough for a common man 
who knows little of theology. 

Did the whale swallow Jonah? Bless 
you, my dear; I do not know. Neither do 

care. 

Was man made of dust in the twinkling 
of an eye, or was he made of that same 
dust in a thousand million years? I donot 
know. I do not care. The fact that man 
was made at all is a sufficient miracle. 
The process does not matter. 

Is this creed or that one right? Is it 
right to do this thing, or wrong? I cannot 
tell you. Each can see so much of the 
truth as he is able to comprehend, and no 
more. 

But this I know: The whole body of 
truth is good, howsoever much or little of it 
man has discovered. And God is love; and 
in the teachings of Him who was crucified 
there is no guile, but only a way of life. 

With that I am content. 


INFLUENCE—no matter howobscure 
you are, you have it, of one kind or 
another, and it goes on forever. This 
is the challenging statement made 
next month by Bruce Barton in a 
remarkable interview with Robert 
Freeman, the distinguished preacher 
and writer of Pasadena, California. 


In this article you will read, among | 


other examples of influence, the in- 
spiring story of a Scotch bookstall 


keeper who saved a life six thousand | 


miles away. 
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“I Never Whipped 
But One Pupil and 
I’m Ashamed of 
That!” 


(Continued from page 53) 


the schoolroom in the afternoons and 
bringing in the wood for the stove. I 
proposed that my little friend help me, 
and let me pay him for his services. He 
accepted eagerly, and many a fine long 
talk we had together when the others had 
gone home. I always saved for this hour 
most of my lunch and any fruit sent me 
by the parents of my pupils. In this way 
I was able to see that the child had ar 
least one square meal each school day. 

“He was a delightful little boy—so ap- 
preciative of the simplest kindness, so 
earnest in his desire to help and learn, that 
it made you want to cry. The poverty of 
the family was caused by the intemper- 
ance of the father. Fortunately, he had 
the manhood to pull himself together and 
give his children a chance in the world. 

“When this regeneration took place, 
my little assistant blossomed into the hap- 
piest child I ever saw. He even learned 
what it was to be proud of his father. And 
not only is that ‘he most satisfying thing 
that any little boy can know, but it is a 
joy that the humblest parent can give his 
children. 


“JN MY schools we devoted a great deal 
of time to the writing of compositions. 
We wrote about everything, the good, 
fine, and beautiful things that we read 
about or saw with our own eyes. Those 
who had a gift for drawing illustrated 
their works. To stimulate to the highest 
degree the interest of my pupils along this 
line, I selected the best of their essays and 
bound them in a book. The winner of a 
Nobel Prize could scarcely be more elated 
than were the small boys and girls whom I 
distinguished in this fashion. 

ei? few days we would have con- 
tests. “Write me a story in fifteen min- 
utes,’ I would command. And they would 
fall to work, absorbedly. 

“One of the trustees of a school where 
I taught for eight years had no sons or 
daughters among my pupils, but he was 
deeply interested in everything that con- 
cerned children. Very frequently he would 
come in at the hour I held these contests. 
Sitting at one of the desks, he would write 
his compositions as earnestly as the chil- 
dren themselves. When I would ask for 
volunteers to read their stories, he was 
always among those who responded. 

“This man had an incalculable influ- 
ence for good on my pupils. All the boys 
took him as their model. Boys and girls 
everywhere need personal contact with 
fine men and women. I have often wished 
that more big-hearted grown people would 
interest themselves in the young of their 
towns. 

“As we grew more proficient in our 
English Ae, we got out a newspaper of 
our own. The privilege of printing it, 
with pen and ink, went to those who 
studied hardest and behaved best. And 
those little journals—the paragraphs inter- 


“I Never Whipped But One Pupil and I’m Ashamed of That!” by Marion T. CoLLEY 173 


larded with the wit and wisdom of the ages 
a ree with our composition books, 
swelled the school library materially. 

“T had no strictly defined grades in my 
rural schools, but ï encouraged the stu- 
dents to advance as rapidly as they could. 
There were two small boys who went 
through their arithmetic in a single year, 
running each other races and hugely en- 
joying the excitement. They live opposite 
me now, and are both prosperous men 
here in Mansfield. 

“But others of my pupils met their 
Waterloo in simple fractions. One of these, 
a little girl, used to state, with the air of a 
fatalist, ‘My mother couldn’t learn frac- 
tions, Miss Farrer, and my grandmother 
couldn’t. It’s no use.’ This child had a 
decided talent for drawing, however, and 
so, when she would grow too despondent 
over mathematics, f would hearten her 
with praise of her compositions and illus- 
trations. 

Children, even more than the rest of the 
world, need praise; without it, lessons be- 
come dull and dreary things. Then, too, 
children try to live up to what you expect 
of them; far-sighted parents and teachers 
will let a child know that they expect fine 
and splendid things of him, and will cheer 
him along his way with all the encourage- 
ment they can. 

“The little girl I was telling you about 
never mastered the science of numbers; 
but after she left me she studied art in 
New York and made excellent progress. 
She did not continue her career very long, 
however, but married a young man who 
had also been one of my pupils. Notwith- 
standing her inability to deal with frac- 
tions, she has been most successful in 
bringing up four sons, and making for 
them the sort of home to which they love 
to return. 

“The good all-round scholar is by no 
means necessarily brighter than the child 
who shines in one or two studies and has 
no liking for the others. I have frequently 
noticed that the latter is likely to go fur- 
ther in the end, for in choosing a profession 
he is more inclined to select one in accord- 
ance with his bent. 

“T remember a high-school boy who was 
a genius in geometry and a dullard in 
Latin. ‘I wish to goodness Brutus had 
killed Cæsar before he ever wrote this 
conceited book all about himself,’ he 
would growl when struggling to cope with 
that unpopular volume. But he became 
quite a distinguished engineer, and was 
able cheerfully to dismiss from his mind 
the small amount of Latin that I had 
succeeded in hammering into it. 


“I ALWAYS had a great many enter- 
tainments at my schools. They were a 
tremendous spur to endeavor on the part 
of the children. And, of course, all parents 
adore to see their children act. Some- 
times these affairs took the form of a con- 
test in spelling, mental arithmetic, his- 
tory, or any other branch of learning. We 
conducted them after the manner of a 
baseball game: The pitcher hurled the 
most difficult words, questions, or prob- 
lems at the batter, who, if he missed three 
in succession, was put out. If he answered 
correctly, however, he went to first base, 
and so on, strictly according to the rules. 

“Once a prize in declamation was of- 
fered to the boys of the county. The most 
fiery speakers from each village met at 
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our schoolhouse to compete. A nervous, 
brilliant little fellow named Dick Harwell 
was chosen to represent my pupils. 

“The night arrived and the schoolroom 
was packed. Rivalry ran high; the atmos- 
phere was feverish. It seemed to me that 
if Dick didn’t win we simply couldn’t 
stand it! One by one the orators were 
called forth. Then Dick’s turn came. 
Dressed up in a new suit, his hair soaped 
smoothly back, his black eyes snappin 
with excitement, Dick had never looke 
more beautiful. He had complimented 
Daniel Webster by selecting one of his 
greatest speeches for his ‘piece.’ And, as 
he began ın a loud, ringing voice, I knew 
in my heart that the great Webster had 
never delivered his own words half so elo- 
quently. 

“Elated, I was on the point of closing 
the prompt book I held, when, to my 
horror, Dick hesitated, stammered, and 
was lost. He began the paragraph over 
again, his white face tightening with grim 
determination. Desperately, Tfiand the 
place and prompted him. He missed al- 
most every word of the next paragraph, 
it seemed to me, as, agonizingly, we stum- 
bled through it. Finally, he got into the 
swing of the thing and went on to the end. 
But of course it was too late to redeem the 
situation. We had lost the prize. 

“‘Dick, said his mother afterward, 
tearfully, ‘why didn’t you sit down, dear, 
when you missed the first time?’ 

“And have those people think I didn’t 
know anything, he feal ‘Well, I guess 
not! 


“OFALL the pupils I ever had, the most 
wonderful was a little boy who made 
his appearance one day in the village and 
set up bachelor quarters. His housekeep- 
ing was terribly light, even for the frail 
little fellow that he was, his menu often 
consisting solely of bread and water. But 
he read ravenously. I never knew a child 
so famished for the beauty to be found in 
great books. He literally lived on poetry. 
And the more he read and dreamed, the 
bigger his eyes seemed to grow, and the 
more shining became the face of that child 
ascetic. 

“He was a mysterious little boy. I 
don’t remember ever having heard where 
he came from, or who his people were. 
Easily he stood first in his class. After he 
left me he went to college, working his 
way, starving his young body and feasting 
his mind. And that marvelous spirit of 
his carried him through those years. But 
when they were finished, the physical part 
of him collapsed. 

“What made you treat yourself so?’ 
stormed the doctor who attended him a 
few weeks before he died. ‘Didn’t you 
know that even a machine of iron needs 
fuel to run?’ 

“Oh, yes—I suppose so,’ said the boy, 
‘But you see, Doctor, I had to choose. 
Wouldn’t any sensible man far rather 
have nourishment for his spirit than for 
that part of himself that is left behind?” 

“For a few years after my marriage I 
gave up teaching; but upon the death of 
my husband I went back to it. I lived in 
Idaho ten years, serving three terms as 
superintendent of education in Owyhee 
County. There I found myself doing 
pioneer work again, but this time among 
real pioneers—new settlers, and adven- 
turers in search of gold. Idaho had a com- 


pulsory school law; but in my.county no 
officers to enforce it. So I had to round up 
the children myself. 

“In doing this, I visited many homes 
in remote sections that were lonely and 
desolate beyond description. In one of 
these, six miles from the nearest school, 
and from any other human habitation, I 
found five children, the oldest eight years 
old, alone in the flimsy shack that was 
their home, surrounded on all sides by the 
endless prairies. The father had ‘been 
compelled to leave home to get work, and 
the mother had gone to the nearest town 
—more than a day’s journey away—to 

et provisions. The children were like 
ittle terrified wild animals. 

“There was no way for them to go back 
and forth to school, as they owned no 
horses. I arranged for the teacher of the 
nearest school to visit them once or twice 
a week, and I supplemented her efforts by 
sending them books—among them fairy 
tales, jungle tales, allthe:enchanted stories 
I could get. It seemed to me that if ever 
children needed magic they were the small 
boys and girls of this household! 

‘In a letter which I received from the 
eldest son acknowledging a package of 
fairy tales, he wrote: “Thank you for the 
books, Miss Farrer. I likes them fine, but 
there is parts in some what I can’t hardly 
bleeve.’ 


= r WAS my business, as a county super- 

intendent, to open a new school in any 
district where there were as many as ten 
pupils. One summer, a woman who lived 
in a distant part of the county wrote me 
that, if we would send a teacher, she would 
donate a one-room stone cottage for a 
school, and board, free, in her home, a 
number of children who lived too far away 
to attend. I engaged a young girl who had 
just finished her normal training in Boise 
City to go to this place. Early that au- 


tumn, I got a young man who owned a 
team to drive me out to see how she was 
farin 


“ 


The stone cottage turned out to be a 
tumbledown hut of stone, with eighteen 
miles of trackless prairie between it and 
the nearest settlement. There were great 
gaps in the walls, which were chinked 
with dreadful old quilts, bags, newspa- 
pers, anything and everything. The new 
teacher proved to be a most charming but 
woebegone girl. It was her first day at 
school. We found her crying her eyes out, 
as she and her twelve little pupils strug- 
gled, with soap and water, to make the 
schoolhouse presentable. 

“<I don’t see how I’m going to stand it,” 
she sobbed; ‘and yet I must get experi- 
ence.’ 

“T sat by the stove and talked the mat- 
ter over with her, promising to fix the 
walls and do anything I could to keep 
things from being so hard for her. And 
while we talked my young driver listened 
with sympathetic interest. The little 
teacher dismissed her pupils early, and 
they climbed up on their steeds and de- 
pared: Three rode off on one horse. 

had often seen as many as four on one 
mount, so this stunt did not strike me as 
remarkable. Frequently the youngsters 
lived ten or twelve miles away. They 
would whip up their horses and go like the 
wind, over pathless lands, unbroken by 
fences. i 

“As we drove off, my young driver was 
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3-in-One keeps reproducing arm and 
\{ other nickeled parts bright. Restores 
original lustre to wooden case. 


Ask any good dealer for 3-in-One in 
1-0z., 3-0z., 44-pint bottles or 3-oz. 
Handy Oil Cans. The -pint bottle 
is the economical Household Size. 
Ii Contains most for the money. 


| FREE—2"!< and illustrated 


Dictionary of Uses, 
| Write for both on a postal, 


\{ THREE-IN-ONE OILCOMPANY | 
130MI. William St., New York, N. Y. jf 
$ 


L Factories: Rahway, N. J. and Montreal j 
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Campbell's Automatic “RAPID” 
ELECTRIC Fireless , 


Cooker Range 
ly what you've been i 
**Rapid’’ — an electric f 


the 
or 


Special 30 Day Trial Offer 
Write for FREE home science cook book. 
ayments. Low price will 
card will do. 


Cash or easy 
amaze you. 
William Campbell Co., 1005 Union Av. 
Alliance, Ohio Georgetown, Ontario 


Learn in Spare Time at Home 
Earn $30-$35 a Week 


Every woman should learn. We train 
Beginners, Practical Nurses, Mothers 
and Religious Workers by our Fascinat 
ing me dy Method, Leading Chi- 
cago System. Endorsed by physicians. 
Established 25 years. 


Earn While Learning 


If you are over 18 and ander 55 years 
82 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 


Dept. 712 
421 South Ashland Boulevard, Chicago 


very thoughtful. After a while, he said, 
‘Mrs. Avery, I think a girl who teaches in 
that school ought to have a beau—a beau 
with a good pair of horses.’ 

“T entirely agreed with him. But she 
was the sort of girl who would have ac- 
quired a beau if she had lived in the wilds 


| of Africa. And in a surprisingly short time 


she had my young friend on the string. 
After that, of course, life there in the 
desert became to her a rainbow-colored 
dream. 


“ON MY return to Pennsylvania, I 
found the little rural schoolhouses 
where I had taught for so many years a 
thing of the past. From the farms and vil- 
lages, children in the new-fashioned cov- 
ered wagons of modern times poured into 
Mansfield to attend the big standardized 
public school conducted in connection 
with the fine normal training school that 
is the pride of this part of the state. 

“ Among the young people being trained 
for teachers, and in the host of little folks 
who filled the school trucks, I discovered 
the children and grandchildren of my first 
pupils. I honestly felt as if they were my 
own descendants. And now on every side 
I began to see the results of my experi- 
ments as a teacher. 

“Standing at my gate, I noticed a tall, 
distinguished-looking man coming down 
the street. To my astonishment, he hailed 
me like a long-lost friend. ‘Why, I don’t 
believe you remember me!’ he bioke off; 
‘but you ought to, for I’m Jack Wyatt, 
and you made me!’ 

“Thename conjured! up an outrageously 
mischievous little boy, who used to play 
truant, and hide in a livery stable, and 
read blood-and-thunder books behind the 
ample screen of his geography. He had 
always assured me that he was going to be 
a ‘wile, wile man.’ Yet here he was, a fine 
and capable surgeon, who had come back, 
after these many years, to try to save the 
life of a child of an old friend. 

“What on earth did I have to do with 
making you?’ I laughed. 

“Why, you used to talk to me by the 
hour,’ he explained, ‘and tell me that 


-either I would land at the top, or I’d go 


to the dogs. Lord, you used to scare me 
half to death; but I’m darned if I don’t 
believe you sized me up right. However, 
you made me believe I had it in me to be 
anything I wanted to. With only the 
other frightful alternative, naturally, any 
boy would have bestirred himself to 
peach the one point of safety permitted 
im. 

“On another occasion, while visiting the 
home of a young woman whom I used to 
teach, a slender, scholarly man came into 
the room. Again I failed to recognize be- 
neath the exterior of this distinguished 
stranger the child whom I had once known. 
Finally, my hostess inquired smilingly, 
‘Aren’t you speaking to Charles, Mrs. 
Avery?’ 

“This time it was a well-known pro- 
fessor of English at Princeton University 
who came forward to greet me. ‘Charles 
Osgood!’ I exclaimed. ‘And now I teach 
your books in my school.’ 

“*Well, I had to write,’ he said, ‘for you 
made me feel that nothing else in the 
world was worth while.’ 

“So it is that teachers at last come into 
their kingdoms!” 
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A Full Week’s Pay 


Each Day! 
Salesmanship Did It 


‘After fourteen years as conductor on a 
railroad,” writes C. A. Thomas, a California 
man, ‘‘I came in on my passenger run and 
never went out again. saw there were 
wonderful chances in the selling field; so I 
startedin selling real estate. The first month 
I did not make a sale. I saw I needed some- 
thing to help me, so I took up LaSalle train- 
ing in Salesmanship. The next month I 
made $700, and last month I averaged bet- 
ter than $67 a day, throughout the month. 
Is there anything more I can say for LaSalle 
training?” 


His Opportunity is Yours 
Are you— like Thomas —pursuing a sys- 
tematic plan to double—triple—quadruple 
your salary? Or are go relying for advance- 
ment upon day-to-day experience? 


LaSalle offers a sound and practical salary- 
doubling plan which has added millions and 
millions of dollars to the earning power of 
its members. During only six months’ time, 
for example, as many as 1,248 LaSalle 
members reported definite salary-increases 
totalling $1,399,507, an average increase 
per man of 89 per cent. 


Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 


The complete story of the LaSalle salary- 
doubling plan is outlined ina fascinating book 
entitled “The Making of an Unusual Sales- 
man."’ This book tells clearly the opportu- 
nities in the selling field—points the way to 
a quick mastery of the very methods where- 
by the big producers top the list year after 

ear, earn big five-figure salaries. The in- 
ormation contained in this book is of price- 
less value to the man seriously ambitious 
to make a real success in the selling field. 
And—the coupon brings it to you, free. 

If a successful career is worth a 2c stamp and two 
minutes of your time, check the field of advance- 
ment that appeals to you, fill in your name and 
address, and place the coupon in the mail TODAY. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 


Dept. 1233-SR Chic 
I should be glad to receive an outline 
your together with 


bling plan, 
acopy of * e Making. of an Unusual Sales- 
man,” also co 
tion in One,” ‘all without obligation. 
C Modern Salesmanship — 


*‘The Making of an Unusual Salesman” 


Other LaSalle Opportunities 
The LaSalle plan opens the way to success in every im- 
t field of Cheek 


business, below the opportunity 

at appeals to you: 
OBusiness Management (Personnel and Employ- 
OHigher Accountancy ment Management 
OTraffic Management OBanking and Finance 
ORailway Station Man- O Modern Business Corre- 

agement spondence and Practice 
OLaw—Degreeof LL.B. OExpert Bookkeeping 
OCommercial Law OC. P. A. Coaching 
Olndustrial Management Business English 


OCommercial Spanish 
OEffective Speaking 


OModern Foremanship 
and Production Methods 
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ERE is an opportunity 

that is better than any 
“success story” you ever 
read. It doesn’t depend on 
lucky accidents, peculiar 
circumstances or personal fa- 
voritism. 


Wanted: 


Men Who Can Grow 
Into a Partnership 


The sort of men who will answer this 
advertisement have gone as far as their 
jobs will let them. They want more 
responsibility, more independence. 
They will be interested in this Nation- 


Wide Institution, which has grown be- ' 


cause its associates have grown. Sales- 
men are trained to become assistant 
managers and then managers. They are 
then admitted into partnership in those 
stores which they help to create (capital 
for which is advanced and can be paid 
back out of earnings). Everybody’s prog- 
ress depends on training the man below 
to take a bigger place. 


Growth of the J. C. Penney Co. 
Reveals Your Opportunity 


Fe~ the original J. C. Penney Co. 
store opened in 1902, the institution 
has grown to 676 stores in 44 states. 
The sales in 1924 were $74,261,343. 
The Company opened 115 stores in 
1920, 59 stores in 1922, 104 stores in 
1923, 96 stores in 1924 and 105 stores 
in 1925. Every new store means a sales- 
man promoted to managership. 


If you are this man 
write! 


The man, in whom we are especially 
interested, has had some experience 
in general or small department stores. 
He has been more than ‘‘just a clerk” 
but has not had the chance to show 
his real ability. He is familiar with 
one or more of the lines we sell—dry 
goods, ready-to-wear, clothing, fur- 
nishings, shoes. No money invest- 
ment required but a real ability in- 
vestment demanded. If you think 
you measure up to this OPPORTUNT- 
TY, write for information. Address 
your letter to our nearest office. 


EMPLOYMENT DEPARTMENT 


A NATION-WIDE 
INSTITUTION” 
enney yo. 
v DEPARTMENT STORES 
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It is Never Too Late to Shrink 


(Continued from page 39) 


all my sins flashed through my mind, and 
I had a kaleidoscopic vision of strangers 
rolling me on a barrel, of policemen hold- 
ing back the curious crowd, and of local 
correspondents asking for the name and 
address. 

My friend made the float without 
trouble, and laughed at me. “What’s the 
matter?” he demanded. “Getting old!” 

I was panting too hard to answer. But 
I realized then and there that my weight 
had become too much for me to handle 
unassisted. 

A few months later, I reached for a strap 
in the subway, and felt intense pain in one 
shoulder. The shoulder grew worse. 
went toa specialist. 

“Neuritis,” he said. 

“What causes that?” I asked. 

“Any number of conditions,” he re- 
plied: ‘‘overeating and lack of exercise, 
among others.” 


THEN I experienced genuine alarm. 
The thought of having to listen to my 
joints stiffening and creaking in my thirties 
was appalling. I saw a future entirely 
surrounded by hot-water bottles, electric 
pads, liniments, afd red flannel under- 
shirts. 

I had known I had begun to look as 
though a little overhauling wouldn’t do 
me any harm, but it was a blow actually 
to realize that repairs were urgent. 

“What do you weigh?” asked the 
doctor. 

“One hundred and ninety-eight, 
dressed,” I replied. 

“You're fully twenty-five pounds over- 
weight,” he declared; “unless you dress 
in sheet iron.” 

“Well, what’s the answer?” 

“Diet and exercise until you get down 
around one hundred and seventy pounds. 
Don’t you do anything to keep yourself 
in physical shape?” 

“Oh, I play a little golf and tennis.” 

“Play regularly?” 

“No. Every few weeks.” 

“Well, you should make it a point to 
exercise daily. Walk a few miles a day; 
join a gymnasium; exert yourself physi- 
cally. Are you a heavy eater?” 

“Guilty in the first degree.” 

“Eat much white bread?” 

There he had me. And I confessed to 
my great failing. 

“Cut it out! It’s very fattening. So 
are potatoes, and butter, pastries, and 
certain soups. Cut ’em all out. And come 
in here about three times a week to have 
that shoulder baked!” 

There is something inevitably asso- 
ciated with old age in getting “baked.” 
In these treatments, a contrivance that 
looked very much like an old-fashioned 
parlor stove was wheeled up to my chair, 
with a large pipe or flue leading to and 
covering my shoulder. Then the doctor 
lit an alcohol lamp in the contraption and 
left me to sizzle. 

Each treatment consisted of about 
a half-hour’s baking. Every ten minutes 


It struck me that on the third peer he 
seemed disappointed. 

As I sat there, being well done on one 
side, I felt aged, helpless, and useless. 
It seemed to me I was hardly worth the 
trouble the doctor was going to in cook- 
ing me. 

After he had come in and pronounced 
me “done,” he would stretch me, face 
down, on a hard couch and knead the 
muscles and ligaments of my back and 
shoulders. This ordeal called additional 
attention to my talent for grunting. Asa 
final touch he would tie one leg to a 
radiator, attach a rope to my right wrist, 
run this rope through a pulley and then 
haul and tug on the loose end, like a man 
hoisting up a bale of hay. The reason for 
this operation was not very clear, unless 
he wanted to stretch me to a length more 
harmonious with my width. 

“Ouch! Ouch! OUCH!” 

“Does it hurt?” he asked. 

I assured him it did. 

“ Just a little more,” he teased, putting 
one foot against the wall and giving 
another tug. 

“Ouch! Hey!” I yelled. 

“Do you feel better?” asked the 
doctor, panting from his exertions. 

“No,” I answered. ‘‘Do you?” 

“You’ve got to get those shoulder 
late loosened up,” he explained. 
“I want you to do a specific shoulder- 
stretching exercise at home,” he con- 
tinued. “Hang by that arm from a 
horizontal bar, and twist your body, 
while suspended.” 

“But I have no horizontal bar at home.” 

“Haven’t you anything you can hang 
from?” he asked disappointedly. 

“Nothing that I can think of,” I had 
to admit. 

“Well,” he finally suggested, “make a 
horizontal bar! Get a piece of iron or a 
heavy oak pole, and nail it in a doorway.” 


OMEHOW, that job of constructing a 
\ horizontal bar across a doorway in my 
little flat bothered me more than the 
prospect of a diet. But I did it. Not, 
however, in a manner that will ever make 
a hit with the landlord. 

“What're you doing?” demanded my 
wife, coming upon me wedging a piece of 
iron pipe in the doorway of our boudoir. 

“I am going to hang from this!” I 
announced. 

To my chagrin the announcement 
didn’t seem to startle her. She registered 
no sign of opposition. Her only word was 
“When?” 

“Every morning,” I explained. 

Evidently this wasn’t her idea of a 
successful hanging. 

“Is that all the doctor prescribed for 
you? A morning swing from a piece of 
gas pipe?” 

“My dear,” I said mildly, “I am to go 
on a diet too, and walk to work and 
everything.” 

“Splendid!” was her verdict. “I’ve 
been urging you for the past three years 


370 SEVENTH AVE.: NEW YORK CITY 
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or so the doctor would peer in, with the 
air of a housekeeper watching to see that 
nothing on the kitchen range burned up. 


to do that. Are you really serious?” 
“Well, this time I am resolved. Fat- 
producing foods are out of my life. Away 
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ADVANTAGE NUMBER THREE 


Better 
Values 
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pee Peck & Hills plan 
of selling home-furnish- 
ings saves for you through 
itseconomies for dealer and 
manufacturer. In addition, 
you get a greatly enlarged 
selection, authentic styles 
and merchandise of utmost 
dependability. 


The Plan includes: (1) large Cat- 
alog from which you may choose 
at your dealer's store, (2) Card of 
Introduction admitting you to any 
of ourexhibits when signed by your 
Naborhood Furniture Dealer. If un- 
able to get Card, write us for name 
of dealer who will give you one. 


Write for Free Booklet A3 


which explains fully this‘money- 
saving way of buying. home-fur- 
nishings and also the correct care 
of them. Address nearest office. 


Furniture and Floor Coverings 
Sold Through Dealers Only 


8 
A Sure Way 
to End Dandruff 


There is one sure way that never fails 
to remove dandruff completely, and that 
is to dissolve it. Then you destroy it 
entirely. To do this, just apply a little 
Liquid Arvon at night before retiring; 
use enough to moisten the scalp and rub 
it in gently with the finger tips. 

By morning, most if not all, of your 
dandruff will be gone, and two or three 
more applications will completely dis- 
solve at entirely destroy every single 
sign and trace of it, no matter how much 
dandruff you may have. 

You will find, too, that all itching of the 
scalp will stop instantly, and your hair 
will be lustrous, glossy, silky and soft, 
and look and feel a hundred times better. 

You can get Liquid Arvon atany drug store and 
a four ounce bottle is all you will need. This 
simple remedy bas never been known to fail. 


ve LIQUID ARVON ... 
FS od 


with bread and cakes! The gate for ham 
and pork! Curtains for soups! Not 
another potato shall cross my threshold! 
I am going to begin unraveling.” 

‘And from ‘that hour I have never 
weakened. What, neyer? Well, hardly 
ever. 

To be frank, there may have been a few 
little lapses. But he who would put out 
of his life the old friends of years—the 
dishes that have been his close associates 
from boyhood, the culinary intimates of a 
lifetime, is not going to have an easy time 
of it. He will meet with a lot of inter- 
ference. There will be plenty of team 
play against him, an abundance of hard 
backing: and plenty of razzing from the 
side lines. Virginia ham, roast loins of 
pork, country sausages with griddle 
cakes, bacon and eggs, French-fried 
potatoes, soups, puddings, sauces, dough- 
nuts, and custard pies a la mode will 
assault him. He will be pursued by 
strawberry shortcakes, ice creams and 
rich frostings. He will ever be up against 
conspirators, people who are determined 
to make him stick 
all restaurants will be lined up with the 
opposition. 

‘And no potatoes!” I always command 
the waiter when I give any order which 
includes them. 

“No potatoes?” he inquires, raising 
his eyebrows. 

“No potatoes,” I insist. 3 ~. 

“Yes, sir,” he says, and returns with 
an order of potatoes cooked the most 
tempting way. à 

“f told you no potatoes, waiter,” I 
say, attempting to be firm. 

“Shall (gos them back?” he asks, 
reaching for them, but still smiling. 

“What?” 

“I say, shall I take them away, sir?” 

“Oh, never mind’. : . now that you’ve 
served them,” I say weakly; “I guess 
they won’t hurt me this once!” ' > 


MY VICTORY over potatoes, when not 

opposed by waiters, was fairly easy. 
At first I yearned for them. After the first 
two months, I lost .my taste for them 
entirely. “A potato no longer has the 
slightest power over me. The greatest 
sacrifice was involved in forgoing bread. 
This came very hard. It took about four 
months before I could get along on less 
than one slice of white, whole wheat, or 
rye bread with each meal. Finally, I 
acquired an appetite for gluten bread, 
ard for some weeks.now I have been sub- 
stituting for.all bread some sort of curi- 
ous-looking product that comes in-strips 
the thickness of a souvenir post. card, 
and tastes like extra dry blotting paper. 

Every time I eat a foot of these things 
I can hear my fatty tissues hiss, “You 
mean old bimbo! Play fair with us! Give 
us a chance!” 

However, I can say now that bread is 
no longer my master. I can walk into any 
bakery in the land, and look-at row upon 
row of bread and stare every loaf down. | 

But sugar still has a slight hold on me. 
I never had used fewer than two heaping 
teaspoonfuls with tea or coffee. Sugar, 
the dietitians say, is a quantity fat 
producer, and so I had to cut it down. 
now use only about half a spoonful. 

I am now holding butter to a draw. 


to his bulges: Nearly | 


Desserts have been overpowered. I 
discovered that all the desserts the | 
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A Practical 


GIFT 
Anyone will 


Appreciate! 


You could not 
choose a more pleas- 
ing, lastingand prac- 
tical gift of modest 
cost than- the IN- 
GERSOLL DOL- 
LAR PEN—thelow- 
cost“ fountain pen 
that. embodies the 
essential features 
that distinguish 
high-priced pens. 

Its 14 Karat GOLD 
writing point with Hard 
IRIDIUM Tip is the 
same as used in every 
high-priced pen. That’s 
what makes it so amaz- 
ingly durable, and so 
smooth a writing instru- 
ment! 

Very HANDSOME, 
too—with its shapely 
metal barrel and attrac- 
tive silvery satin finish, 
Also new ‘‘stem winder” 
self-filler and double the 
average ink capacity. 


Designed, 


Cx manufac - 
i tured and 
GUARANTEED by Chas. H. 


Ingersoll of Dollar Watch 
Fame—for 42 years half-owner, 

N Secretary-Treasurer and Gen- 
eral Manager of Robert H. Ingersoll & Bro., 
Originator, Maker and Distributor of 75 
Million Ingersoll Dollar Watches. 

AT 15,000 DEALERS: If your dealer cannot sup- 
ply you, we will fill your order direct, charges pre- 
paid, upon receipt of ONE DOLLAR. Specify 
model desired. 

NOTICE TO DEALERS: Here isa low-cost foun- 
tain pen which you can safely sell and recommend 
for value and quality. Order a dozen now at trade 
price, guaranteed to meet your approval, or write 
us for details of liberal dealer proposition. 

CHAS. H. INGERSOLL DOLLAR PEN CO. 

312 Astor St. Newark, New Jersey 
830 Market St., San Francisco 31 W. Lake St., Chicago 
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N UNCOMMON amount of hand- 
work builds Bostonians to the 
shape of your foot. More than a 
million young men—and young 
feeling men—wear Bostonians be- 
cause of their in-built style and 
lasting comfort. 


COMMONWEALTH SHOE & LEATHER COMPANY 
BOSTON AND WHITMAN, MASS. 


OSTONIAN S 


Gea! ales FOR MEN 


In every county to for Yourself 

S give all or spare G0 IN Establish and oper. 
A time. Position pays oy i (Te bg System 
R 30) cave u ery- 
$1500 to $3600 yearly. We | fee sg, Money- making p opportunity Snlimited. i sche aan or peona. 

L, train the inexperienced Bis Gan y Booklet Peon a Fori n't put it off | 

KOVELTY CUTLERY CO. 80 Bar St., Canton, 0. W, HILLYER RAOSDALE Droner 35 "EAST RANGE, N. J. 
2 Agents 

A 100% Profit 
hie Big Winner. Just out. C rath te line of water- 


“I Made $21.00 in 


proof aprons for men, women and children. 


Five Hours” Year-round demand. “Show samples- house- 
A ves order on sight. Styles for every usc 
Writes Peter Werner, Ill, Best values in America. Direct from Akron, the 
Sell Madison “Better-Made" rubber city. 100% Profit. Mrs. Martin, W. 
Shirts for Large Manufacturer Va., made $30.00 in one day. Jos. Brand, Ohio, 
Direct to wearer. No cs apits al or made $10.43 in one hour. You oan di, as well 
> e ve —to workers. New plan starts 
f experience needed., Many carn FREE Outhit yo uien aoi Nose 
weekly and bonus. | erience needed. Simply take orders. We de- 
i hi l collect. Commissions paid same 
Write for Free Samples | Sar Oe eect “Scud for eacluelve cereivors 
MADISON SHIRT MFRS., 564 Broadway, New York and Free Outfit Offer, WRITE TODAY 
KRISTEE MFG. CO., 772 Bar St., Akron, O. 


GE ENONEY 


BIG, NEW PLAN | 


Men and Women! Write me today and 
by this time next week I can place you in a posi- 
tion to make $2.00 to $5.00 an hour in your spare 
time up to $15.00 a day full time. 7 ds 
representat 
New plans. i 
famous Worid's ‘Star eatery and Underwear 
old direct from mill to home—a complete line 
tae whole family Pondan nt cust s i re 
peat orders make you steady, big incom 
tal requi . 


LEARN CARTOONING 
At Home-its Easy 


Just think — $50 to over $250 a week paid to good 


It's a chance to make the cartoonists for work that’s fun! And YOU can easily 
Write Quick si "a arpa N Ma nee learn cartooning at home —no matter if you’ ve never 
Ponda Write today and I'll cond all facta touched a drawing pencil. Write for interesting FREE 
tell how to start Free. (Establis shed 30 year Book describing our easy simplified method. Also de- 
tails of special Free Outfit Offer! Send postcard today te 


World's Star Knitting Co. 


Washington School of Cartooning. Room 3512-C, 
cot Bay City, Mich. 1 


113—15th St., N. W., Washington, D 


dietitians allowed tasted unattractive. 
It seemed to me much like telling a boy 
he could go out on the baseball field with 
the other fellows, but he mustn’t do 
anything except study his arithmetic. 
have found summer vacations, week- 
end auto trips, and picnics the greatest 
obstacles in the path of the Perfect 
Dieter. At a summer resort hotel, i 
takes a stronger man than I to follow all 
the rules of the reducing game. On the 
automobile trip, the inevitable ham sand- 
wich and piece of pie are bound to creep in. 
The baseball game has been a barrier 
too. It is very difficult to enjoy a ball 
game and not have at least one “hot dog.” 
And as for peanuts, I had been munching 
them bag by bag for weeks at the ball 
games, before I discovered that at the 
rate I was consuming them they were 
adding about a sixteenth of a pound per 
inning. 


UYING and feverishly studying the 
diet books is the first sign that a fat 
person is really serious about reducing. I 


| must have all the How To Reduce books 


written in the last quarter-century. 
Within the past few weeks, Mrs. Phillips 
has gone in for reducing too. This 
makes it easier for both of us. Nothing is 
so discouraging to a man on a diet as a 
home-coming to a dinner of boiled ham. 
And nothing is more disturbing to a 
woman on a diet than to have a husband 
with a chronic demand for roast pork and 
potatoes au gratin. 

Teamwork in the home puts the fat 
tissues at a great disadvantage. Then 
the game is conducted on a competitive 
basis. It is my ambition to take off more 
weight, passing a given point, than Mrs. 
Phillips, and vice versa. The battle is so 
spirited that we often need an umpire to 
settle disputes. 

Yes, we now have the little white 
bathroom scale and the chart for the 
tabulation of daily weight. If I drop off 
a half-pound every night and Mrs. 
Phillips loses only a quarter, her sus- 
picions are jinmedsavely aroused, and 
there are charges of tampering with the 
scales, resting one hand on a shelf and 
other petty frauds. And if she takes off 
more than I do, I have my suspicions too. 
No two people on a diet trust each other's 
reports of losses. 

Now, about the exercise. That hasn’t 
been going so well, thank you. I shall 
never be an ardent walking enthusiast. 
One of my resolutions was to get u 
every morning and take a brisk hike: í 


carried it out three mornin I see 
nothing irresistible about a walk 
Then I decided on hand ball. I bought 


the heaviest sweater I could find and, in 
the court back of the apartment house, 
played myself a strenuous game every 
morning foe about two weeks, barring 
rainy mornings, mornings I had been up 
late the night before, and mornings when 
I overslept. 

ee now I am a follower of those 
in ymnastics so long proclaimed by 
gel culture experts, and given a 
decided boost by the action of certain 
radio stations in broadcasting the com- 
mands at a certain hour every day, to the 

“millions of unseen contortionists.’ 

I am not over-faithful. Nothing keeps 
me in bed so much as the thought of get- 
ting up to exercise. 
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I can now touch the floor with my finger 
tips, bending forward at the waist, 
without cracking or dislocating any bones, 
muscles, or ligaments. I am happy to 
announce too, that I find it easy to lie 
flat on my back on the floor and raise my 
trunk up to a sitting position twenty- 
five times without calling for help. 

I discovered that the way to do this at 
first is to get the feet under a radiator for 
leverage. The radiator companies do 
not design them high enough to fit a 
foot comfortably, however. This should 
be taken up at their next convention. 

Another exercise for which I have been 
awarded a gold star is the one where, 
lying full length on the floor, I throw my 
feet over my head. It looks terribly sill 
but it seems to bring results. I call this 
exercise my reduction coil. 

Horseback riding is my favorite. Last 
summer on my vacation, I told the ridin 
master that I wanted a horse that woul 
give me a good ride. “No crazy animal 
or bucking Eada, but something with a 
little life,” I explained. 

“Pve that white horse over there; 
you can use him for half rates, just to 
get him exercised,” he said. 

I looked at the critter. He seemed 
docile, even downcast. 

“Ts he all right?” I asked. 

“Just wants to step out all the time, 
that’s all,” assured the man. 


MOUNTED the animal with some of the 

grace of Mr. Pickwick. It insisted up- 
on going out of the driveyard sideways, as 
did the Pickwick animal. Once on the 
road it straightened out; took the bit, 
and started or a mad gallop over the 
country hills. There was no checking it. 
My arms went numb. I decided to let it 
run, feeling it would exhaust itself and 
be reasonable. The trouble was, I got 
exhausted first. To make matters worse 
my hat blew off. This didn’t bother the 
horse. About two miles beyond this 
point it weakened somewhat, and I 
managed to bring it up. 

Then I got off to rest, and the obstinate 
plug wouldn’t let me mount again. There 
seemed something exceedingly asinine in 
following that animal around in circles on 
a dusty road on a hot morning, and so, 
deciding it could play ring-around-a-rosy 
longer than I could, I started back after 
the hat afoot, leading the creature. The 
horse was bleeding from the mouth, and I 
felt certain I was bleeding internally. 
The walk back for that hat still seems 
the longest hike I ever took. 

The horse liked me better with a hat 
on, and allowed me to remount. Then it 
galloped back to the stable again. I 
managed to appear calm and unagitated 
as we drew up to the stable door. 

“Not hard to handle, is he?” asked the 
stableman. 

“Not at all! Just a little peppy, that’s 
all!” I lied. 

I was stiff in every joint for three days 
after that ride, and really believe I must 
have shed more weight per mile than ever 
was shed by human being before or since. 

Now I am more careful about asso- 
ciating with horses to whom I have not 
been introduced. For I am down to a 
weight within reason; to be exact, one 
hundred and seventy-two, and don’t 
care to lose much more. 
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The hair you admire 
can be yours 


SMOOTH and softly lustrous . . . easy 
to comb and to keep in place... 


HIS kind of hair can be yours, 
too. Just brush a little Stacomb 
on your hair every morning. Sta- 
comb also helps prevent dandruff. 


Buy Stacomb today at any drug or 
department store. In jars and tubes or 
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- Christmas in My Home 


(Continued from page 37) 


wondered if Jesus had not been born, 
would Christmas Day and all that it 
means have been lost to mankind. He 
gave us Christmas Day. He taught us 
the meaning of brotherhood and service 
for others; He gave us faith to look beyond 
the grave; but could mankind have 
existed through all the ages without 
glimpsing at some time the beauty of 
Gros hatnees! Should we have had a 
Christmas Day by another name and for 
a less holy purpose? Would men have 
gone on year after year without findin 

some excuse for symbolizing love and 
friendship and good cheer? Before Christ, 
did men never wish their neighbors well 
or pay tribute to a friend? Was the 
human heart so bleak and cold that it 
never warmed to giving? Did no one 
find delight in surprising with some little 
gift a neighbor’s child? 

These questions often come to me at 
Christmas time, especially when I hear 
some weary, surfeited person deplore the 
day. 

“Te is only for children,” says the 

rouch. “It fas lost all its Ai 
t has become a gift-giving contest. It 
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| another. 


You'll say it’s the most delicious mack- | 
Let me send you } 
Don't send a penny— | 


| spreads more sadness than happiness. 

Poverty is magnified and wealth goes to 
| ridiculous extremes. The giver expects 
| to receive, and the receiver is disappointed 
in the gift.” 

It is true that the happiness of one 
sometimes accentuates the misery of 
It is true that men and women 
do at Christmas time things which are 
foolish; but when did cold wisdom ever 
make a person happy? I should not like 
to live in a world inhabited only by very 
wise people. I hope never to see a Christ- 
mas Day come ein it can truly be said 
that no one has spent more than he could 
afford, or given anything that is trivial 
or needless or foolish. A truly sane 
Christmas would be a most miserable one. 


I LIKE Christmas from beginning to 
end. I like the planning for it, and the 
looking forward to it. I like everything 
about it, even the sadness of it. I like the 


| job of “bootlegging” the toys into our 


house, for there are now two pairs of very 
eager, watchful eyes upon me. I like 
the laughter and the shrieking of it. I like 
| the Christmas cards and the Christmas 


> removed), each fish sufficient for three people. | decorations and the Christmas tree. I 


like the Christmas cakes and candies and 
pies and pudding and the Christmas turkey. 
I eat too much on Christmas Day. I 
always have and I always shall, I suppose. 
I would be wiser to eat much less, but I 
| would not be nearly so happy. Let the 
grouch take care of his stomach at Christ- 
mas if he is so proud of always doing the 
right thing. PIl overload mine, and enjoy 
the day, and pay the penalty without 
complaint. 
This old heart of mine has some rights 
in this world. The brain is not every- 
| thing. Wisdom is not everything. If I 
must be foolish now and then to be happy, 
then let me be foolish now and then. 
To be the wisest man in the world I 
would not give up all the pleasure of the 
world, 


I lived through a hard-times Christmas 
once. I know what a cheerless day a 
wise Christmas can be. The panic of 
1893 hit our family hard, and Christmas 
came upon us. If you think a child under- * 
stands hard times, you are mistaken. If 
you think a little one’s faith in Santa 
Claus is affected by a money panic, you 
are all wrong. Boys and girls expect toys 
in their poetic. not gloves and rubbers 
and handkerchiefs. 

I have always thought of my father as 
the wisest man I have ever known; but 
there were some in our family who called 
him very foolish. In those days of des- 
perate need, when every penny counted 
and there were few to count, ke bought 
me a game to play. They said he should 
have Fought me a shirt to wear; but he 
knew my heart. That Christmas I re- 
ceived but one foolish, useless gift, and 
it was the game which made me happy. 

Being wise is one business, being 
friendly and kindly and helpful is another. 
You may know the mind, Mr. Sage; but 
if you criticize the poor washerwoman 
who struggles and works from day to 
day, and at Christmas spends in one fling 
all f her soavings to get her daughter a 
wrist watch, you don’t know the human 
heart. 

To you, that seems the height of folly; 
to her, it is the depth of love. She has 
wanted that daughter to have that watch. 
She has seen other girls with wrist watches 
on their arms, and she has been tortured 
day after day by the sight of the bare 
arm of her child. Over and over she has 
said to herself: ‘She shall have a watch 
for Christmas.” And she has looked for- 
ward to that day. She has dreamed of her 
happiness; has fancied to herself the 
delight and the surprise she will give; has 
stood off time and time again, and 
visioned her daughter unwrapping the 
little package; has heard her scream of 
rapture, and felt her leap into her arms 
for a hug and kiss and a cry. 

And at last Christmas has come and 
the scene has happened. For that one 
moment of happiness the sacrifice of 
weeks has been worth while, and the 
happier of the two is undoubtedly the 
mother. Foolish? Yes, to the eyes of 
cold wisdom. A mistake? Yes, perhaps 
to those whose daughters have wrist 
watches and all the baubles of life. 


(THE true spirit of Christmas is not to be 
wise, but to be kind. It is of love 
rather than of wisdom. 

I am myself a different man on Christ- 
mas morning. I wake with a smile, and 
I go laughing through the day. I shout a 
greeting to all who pass my door. I 
speak to people I do not know. The news- 
hoy, the mailman, the milkman, the 
drivers of wagons, chauffeurs, and all 
with whom I come in contact receive both 
courtesy and good nature from me. I 
wish them a Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year. And there’s no reason 
for it. Throughout the vear I don’t wish 
the plumber and the baker and the grocer 
a merry Tuesday and a happy next 
Wednesday! I seldom inquire about 


their people or their health. But the 
difference is simple to explain: Through- 
out the year I am trying to be wise and 
correct; on Christmas Day I am making 
the effort to be friendly. 

Throughout the year, if I am moody 
or troubled or despondent or annoyed, 
I make no effort to hide the fact. At 
Christmas, if I have a grouch, I wouldn’t 
show it. 

I like the flood of cards at Christmas. 
I like to look them over, and read the 
lines of greeting. Friends far and near 
who have thought of us. But for Christ- 
mas they would never have stopped :to 
wish us well. Some of these friends we 
may never see again. It has been years 
since we have been together, yet we have 
annual proof, that, wherever they are, 
they still remember us. Without Christ- 
mas, this bond might be forever broken. 

The time was when Christmas brought 
to me things which I wanted and prob- 
ably never would purchase for myself. 
There were pleasures, and little luxuries 
I have longed to possess, just as eagerly 
as the washerwoman’s daughter longed 
for her wrist watch. In the days of 
struggle and makeshift, I wanted books; 
books which I felt I had no right to 
buy. On my shelves to-day they stand— 
volumes from Roy Pelletier and Jim 
Ballard and Norval Hawkins and Joe 
Mack and Ray Dennen and Ward and 
Roy Macauley and Jim Lynn, and 
many others, who used to learn from the 
book dealers of Detroit the things I had 
looked at fondly and expressed the wish 
to own. George Matthew Adams has for 
years sent me a book or a picture at 
Christmas time. Those packages I open 
as eagerly as ever a boy opens his Christ- 
mas gifts. 


N Y WIFE tells me I am “justa kid” at 
iYi Christmas, and she knows. I am. I 
like to get things. I like to be surprised. 
I like to be remembered. I like every- 
thing about it, from receiving the package, 
through the opening of it, to the proud 
displaying of it later. I show my presents 
to all who come—shirts, socks, neckties, 
books, ash trays and paper knives 
none of which I really need, but all of 
which have added to my sum of happi- 
ness. I keep them on a table in the 
library through the week, and I really 
regret the day she decides that Christmas 
is over and the neckties and shirts must 
go into active service. 

I like delivering the packages too. I 
do a lot of automobile driving throughout 
the year, but no trips are quite so happy 
as those we make together distributin 
our presents. There is the family round 
to be made first; then to the friends and 
neighbors, where we stop for little visits. 
Merely’ an exchange? Yes, if you're 
sordid enough to measure taking and 
receiving in‘that way. If the dollar-and- 
a-half piece of glass means only a dollar 
and a half to you, and the two-dollar book 
you have given means two dollars to you, 
then you have lost fifty cents by the 
exchange. But if friendship is the motive 
and the measure of your Christmas act, 
then the price tag falls from the token, 
and it becomes a symbol of love for you 
and joy that you are alive. 

“Here is a little gift,” you say as you 
stand at the door. 

“We have been enriched and made 


Kum-a-parts click open, snap 
shut | But not all separable 
cuff buttons are Kum-aparts. 
The genuine are die-stampt 
Kum.a-part. They are guaran- 
teed for lifetime wear. Ac- 
cept no others - - - 


UM APART 


TRADE MAAR REG. U.S, PAT.OFF 
-the snap with the lifetime guarantee 


Write today for FREE 128 page book, “THE LAW TRAINED 
MAN.” which shows how to learn law in your spare time and 


earn more money. Qualify for a high salaried executive position 
or prepare to enter the practice of law. Study 
the w re i 


ROUGH, CHAPPED SKIN 


healed almost overnight by massaging 
freely with soothing, antiseptic 


“Mentholatum 


Write for free sample 


Mentholatum Co., Buffalo, N. Y., Wichita, Kans. 


e through 
al authori- 
RD TAI 


immediately upc ollment. Moderate tuition fee. 

monthlyterms. M Back Guarantee. Write forbook today. 
‘ Grand Blvd. 

Blackstone Institute, Inc., $282 5"Chieaco 


America's Foremost Non-Resident Law School 


The Beauty of Silk 


The Warmth of Wool TheWear of TronClad 


Because a man loves soft, cozy comfort in his 
socks, and snug warmth in piercing winter 
weather, luxurious strands of fleecy woolen yarn 
are woven in these Iron Clads. 
And because a man likes style and beauty too, 
there’s something added in these Iron Clads 
which gives them all the lustrous elegance of 
the smartest dress-wear sock. Finespun strands 
of artificial silk!—the kind that’s built for strength 
and wear. 
These socks come in the very latest two-toned 
color combinations. A wonderfully welcome 
present for any man! Over 14,000 merchants are 
selling them, but if you don’t know where to get 
them in your town, send us your remit- 
tance and we’ll mail you your Iron Clads 
direct. Ask for No. 351. State color (Black, 
Cordovan Brown, Navy, Grey, Airedale, 
African Brown, or Black and White Com- 
bination), and size (9% to 12, $1.00 per 
pair.) We’ll pay the postage. 
COOPER, WELLS & CO. 
204 Vine Street, St. Joseph, Mich. 


Washington Jewelry Co., Boston, Mass. 


XMAS dl for Dad, Brother 


Son, Friend! 


POWER 


GIFT every man will treasure. They broaden 
one's field of vision. Open up new worlds. 
Make objects miles away visible. Multiply 

by 8 the grandcur of nature. Bring people, views, 
scenes, games of ACTION sight to one's feet. 
Double the joy of sports: hiking, hunting, races, 
motoring, camping, yachting, baseball, football 
games, bird and nature study, ete. An all year 


round pleasure-giving GIFT. 
10 Days’ FREE Trial. Send NO Money! 


E received limited quantity GENUINE im- 
ported French and German Army Officers’ 
Binoculars. 8-Power Achromatic lenses 
Premiere Qualit—Genuine Prisms of remarkable 
light-gathering, light-transmitting properties. Cen- 
tral focusing, casily adjusted to any cyesight 
Beautifully finished, superbly constructed. Prisms 
each barrel permit of great field of vision, many 
times the arca of Ficld Glasses. We have supplied 


hundreds of them to U. S. Army and Navy Officers. 
Such powerful Binoculars usually sell for $40 $ 
to 350. Our price le they last) complete 21 
with genuine leather case and carrying straps 
SEND NO MONEY! NOTHING to Pay Postman! 
See them! Examine them! Try them for 10 days. 
Harel after 10 DAYS’ TRIAL, you may pay 
at rate ol 
$4 A MONTH 
or, if you wish to pay 
cash, after 10 DAYS, take 0 
$1.50 Discount and send ed 
check or money order for 
NOW! Avoid Delay In Mails 
Send NO Money— Just the Coupon! 
i 2 Generations of Honorable Dealings 
l AS ELRY Č! 
JEW 
| 365 Washington Street, Boston, Mass. 
Importers and National Mail Order House 
| Largest Retailers of Binoculars in America | 
For Prompt jen address IMPORT DEPT. 116 | 
| Gentlemen: Please send me 8-power Binoculars. 
I enclose NO moncy, and pay NOTHING to 
Postman. If I am satisfied after 10 DAYS’ l 
TRIAL, I have the privilege of paying for th 
at the rate of $4.00 monthly—or of dedu 


E 
$1.50 and sending $19.50 in FULL SETTLE- 
| MENT. Otherwise, I shall return them. 


NAME .. 
ADDRESS 


| 
ieee write PLAINLY! Tear this coupon out | 
NOW! If you wish to tell us something about your- 
| šelf it will be appreciated. AM. 12-25 
Fes ee Shick rat gO | 


Safe 
Milk 


Ask toHorlicks 


The ORIGINAL 


Malted Milk , 


V and Diet 


Nursing Mothers, etc. 
h Avoid Imitations 
ADDS - SUBTRACTS 95 
MULTIPLIES - DIVIDES 
E 
—does any kind of figuring in a jiffy. The 3 
neatest and best constructed portable adding machine made. 
Invaluable to anyone who uses figures. Saves many times 
its cost by preventing mistakes. 
address and we will send machine post- 
paid. Pay postman on delivery $2.95. Use it 
be fooled by cheap imitations. Order your 
Ve-Po-Ad now from this ad. 


For INFANTS, 
NEW VEST POCKET 
Does all the work of a $300.00 machine, 
Counts Clear Up to 999,999,999 
10 Days’ Trial Send nomoney. 
10 days to proveit does all we claim. Your 
———— Ri r Adding Machine Corp., Dept. 5 


Children, Invalids, 
ADDING MACHINE 
yet fits the vest pocket. Easy to operate 
Total visible at all times. A pull of the finger clears it. 
Just shame and 
A money backif not perfectly satisfied.Don't 
ashington St., Chica: 


The American Magazine 


happier by your friendship,” you imply. 
“We are glad that you live in our day 
and generation. We are grateful for your 
friendship and your help. We love you, 
and we want to show it.” 

“Stay a minute!” shouts the friend. 
“We were coming over to your house 
with a little package we have bought for 
you, but welll we it to you now. It isn’t 
much, but it carries with it all our love. 
We are glad that you live near us and 
with us.’ 

Is there a price tag to be left upon 
that? That is an exchange of course, but 
a glorious one. It is an exchange of love 
and good will, and no sage or cynic can 
degenerate that into sordidness, let him 
sneer as he will. 


HAVE but one rule for Christmas giv- 

ing, and that is that there shall be no 
subterfuge about it. We may give more 
than we receive, or receive more than we 
give; but there shall be no reckoning of it 
afterward. Once we have settled upon 
our Christmas list it must remain. There 
may be additions up to the last minute; but 
should a gift come to us from a surprising 
source, no addition must be made on that 
account. This rule is for adults, and not 
for children. 

The family has grown so large and so 
numerous that there is necessarily a limit 
placed upon our outside giving. Those 
whom we choose to remember are not 
determined by precedent or obligation. 
When our hearts prompt us to give, the 
gift is made; but there will be no deceitful 
rush to give in return. 

Fine people do many foolish things. I 
have received many a costly gift from 
people I scarcely knew. To have declined 
them would have been an affront. To 
have returned something in acknowledg- 
ment of them would have been false 
giving. We should be doing that which 
our hearts had not prompted us to do. 
And so the rule is that we shall not dis- 
honor a real gift by spurious giving. We 
would not bring ourselves to think that a 
friend was giving to us in expectation of 
something in return. For something you 
have meant to us in the past year, our 
hearts have been prompted to give to 
you. This may come as a surprise, but 
let it not be an embarrassment to you. 
It is merely a little attempt we are making 
to show our love for you. Take it in the 


spine in which it is offered. Do not spoil 
th 


is gift with an apology or a hurried 
scramble to send something in return. 

With the children, the rdle is otherwise. 
Mother always buys a few extra little 
trinkets and toys for the youngsters who 
may chance to come to see the tree. To 
them, Christmas means getting presents, 
and a present of some sort every little 
tot shall have. 

I like the spirit of Christmas. I like 
the foolishness of it, and the unwisdom 
of it. I like the memories it awakens and 
the tenderness it creates. I like it because 
I know at Christmas time the wayward 
son is forgiven and the petty malices of 
the year are forgotten. Families forget 
their differences and are reunited, if only 
for the day. For those happy twenty- 
four hours we are given a glimpse of what 
this world might be if we all lived to our 
best. but for a year the spirit of 
the day could be continued, hatred and 


envy and bitterness might be conquered! 

Christmas is the best and richest day 
of the year. It is one day when our dead 
are sweetly alive in memory. That they 
still are of us and with us and a part of 
our lives comes home forcibly to us all at 
Christmas time. 

It is in the things I don’t like about 
Christmas that we are all equal. Rich and 
poor are alike in this, that neither can 
give the most precious gifts, which would 
make our Christmas wish come true. 
When the real happiness of a friend is at 
stake none of us can bestow what he 
most needs. Food to the hungry will be 
supplied from a hundred willing sources; 
we can supply clothing to the ill-ciad, and 
we gladly do if only we are told of it; poor 
people will share their little with the 
poorer; but the essentials for peace and 
contentment we cannot supply. 

We cannot restore hesleh to the sickly 
child or give back a loved one to the be- 
reaved. Over and over we wish happiness 
for people for whom we know it cannot be. 
Life has fixed some conditions which all 
our love cannot change. And the worst of 
friendship is that one must stand by and 
see his friend suffer, and be helpless. 

The strange side of all our Christmas 
giving and receiving is that nothing man 
can give another can make him happy for 
long. The very fact that he can keep the 
token always precludes the possibility of 
long enjoyment. 

Only those things we cannot keep are 
dear to us. If our children came to us 
with a guarantee that they would live to 
be one hundred years old, there would be 
no fear, no worry, and very littlelove. Sick- 
ness then wouldn’t matter, for we should. 
know they would recover without ourcare; 
if they strayed, we should know they would 
return safely; if they cried in the night, 
we shouldn’t trouble to go to them. 
That which makes them treasures beyond 
all earthly price is the possibility ever 
confronting us all that they may be taken 
from us. 

It is so with friends, it is so with 
health; it is so with honor, and with every- 
thing which makes life worth-while. 


“ AMERRY Christmas to you and a 
Happy New Year!” So reads our 
Christmas card, and so it has read for 
twenty years. We shall send it out as 
usual to all we have learned to love. It is 
a fine wish and an old wish, and the best 
which could possibly be written; but it is 
merely an idle wish at best if it is not also a 
pledge to our friends that, in so far as we 
are concerned, throughout the year we shall 
do nothing that will cause them unhappi- 
ness or regret. For if we are truly their 
friends we have a portion of their happi- 
ness in our keeping, and to that extent 
we have the power to hurt them. 

Oh, friend of mine, I cannot save you 
from sorrow or bodily pain or affliction. 
I can only hope and pray that none of 
these alt come to you. If you have 
found comfort and happiness in my friend- 
ship, may I never snatch it from you. 
would never disappoint you, nor fail you, 
nor prove false to you. In all that one 
friend can do for another I would serve 
you. 

All this is what I really mean when I 
wish you “A Merry Christmas and a 
Happy New Year.” 


t t t + + 
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The Flaming Hill 


(Continued from page 13) 


The sisters had occupied the same room. 
With the first strong wind Mildred sat 
up in bed; with the second rush of the 
shrieking blast she was huddled at the 
window. Addie slept. All through that 
night Mildred listened and watched, but 
only the tossing of the tree tops kept her 
company, and never once the sound of 
wheels or hoofbeats on the road. 

At daybreak she was dressed and down- 
stairs. She had breakfast ready when the 
family came down, and her mother called 
her husband from the “‘chores.” 

“He let Sam go off to the fire yester- 
day,” she explained as she came back. 
“He promised ter come back fer the 
milkin’ this mornin’. Wonder if he come?” 

Sam had been true to contract, it 
developed when Old Man Storley came in. 
But Sam had reported the fire ‘‘gittin’ 
fiercer,” and had promised to relieve the 
night watch as soon as the “‘chores was 
did,” Sam having been able to snatch a 
few hours of sleep himself before sun- 
rise. 

“ An’ all the time you’re payin’ him, 
an’ he’s collectin’ two dollars a day fire 
money,” protested Mrs. Storley. 

“Yes— Wal, I guess they need him all 
right. He sez the wind jess swept that 
fire up toward the top er Elephant some- 
thin’ awful. It took it away from the 
lake folks, but if it comes over the top 
it’ll come across Hog’s Back, p’raps, an’ 
then where’ll we be?” 


WHEN Old Man Storley went back 
to the barn after breakfast, Mildred 
followed. 

“What did you elect ter do to-day? I 
mean, Sam’s work?” she inquired. 

“Git them vegetables in an’ washed 
an’ bunched,” responded her father with- 
out hesitation. “You goin’ down ter- 
morrer peddlin’ again, you know. Then 
there’s the cream as was set. want 

m] ae E 
every drop I can git fer the churnin’. 

“Can I get the vegetables an’ take ’em 
down to-day?” 

Her father turned to look at her. 

“Wot’s turned yer to goin’ down so 
soon? Gosh, yer was always hard enough 
to start before!” 

Her eyes drifted from his to where the 
road showed through the barn door. It 
was the road to Starlight, and at thé top 
of the incline it showed a hazy bit of blue 
sky between the twin walls of green. 

She turned swiftly toward him, her 
fingers gripping the see of her apron. 

“Oh, let me go, Pa! Seems’s if I jess 
couldn’t stay here, with all them folks 
fightin’ the fire, an’ it creepin’ closer all 
the time! I never wanted to go—any- 
wheres—like I wanter go now!” 

“Shucks. ’Tain’t your fire. Wait till 
it comes anear you. It’s their job, them 
cottage people. Let them tend to it.” 

“Then you go, Pa,” she pleaded. 

He laughed jarringly. “Wal, when the 
first flames comes over the hill, an’ I can 
see it a-menacin’ my pasture, IIl start, 
you can lay, not before. Not—one—min- 
ute—before; nor you neither. Git out 
the churn, if you’re so dog-goned set on 
helpin’ somebody.” 

All day long the wind continued its 
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‘the Storley home, six miles awa 


‘defenses. 2 
‘and washtubs and big pots all day, settin 


| they? 


‘wild sorties, swooping across the fields, 


tearing along the road, driving great 
billows of smoke from the burning moun- 
tain. The lower mountain, known as 
Hog’s Back, stood between Elephant and 
; but, 
although it shut out all view of the con- 
flagration from the farm, it could not 
shield the place from cinders and ash that 


continually dropped from the clouds. 


Old Man Storley grimly prepared his 
The women were filing pails 


them near barn and house. The cows an 

horses he turned into the far pasture, 
where the brook ran down toward the 
railroad bridge. He sent Addie up there 
frequently to make sure the animals were 
not running away from the choking smoke. 

He kept his younger daughter toiling 
beside himself, as if he feared to let her 
out of his sight. Several times he stopped 
his labor to search the top of Hog’s Back 
with anxious, apprehensive eyes. 

Late in the afternoon he and Mildred 
were both at the side of the barn milking, 
when Mrs. Peltry drove alongside the 
fence and stopped. 

“Jess back from the Landin’ at Star- 
li ht,” she announced cheerfully. ... 

‘Whoa there, Dolly; whoa, I tell yer. . . . 
Some stunts they bin adoin’ down there— 
an’ they gotter, if they wants ter keep 
them flames from. spreadin’!” 

“ Gittin’ worse, hey?” Old Man Storley 
inquired. 

“Well, it ain’t any better ’s I could see. 
All one side of Elephant’s north side is 
gone, pretty well clear up near to the top, 
an’ creepin’ steady along a good stretch 
of the line. The cottages is fairly safe 
now, with the wind comin’ this way; but 
they don’t like it that they can’t locate the 
boys that was up near the top last night. 
The fire sorter cut a line between the lake 
an’ the top, an’ left the chaps up there.” 

“Wal, now that’s too bad. Who was 
?” Old Man Storley waited to milk 
the last drop into his pail before he asked 
the question. He arose, bucket in one 
hand, stool in the other, passing over to 
the next cow. But at Mrs. Peltry’s first 
word he halted. 

“Ted Miller’s the only one that’s surely 
missin’, fer he relieved Ollie Hall at the 
top place of all. Maybe your Sam, too, 
for he went up to try to git ter Ted, an’ 
he ain’t come BA but every body’ s 
hopin’, of course, that he didn’t git up all 
the way, an’ is safe somewheres.” She 
lifted the reins. “Too bad, ain’t it?” 

Storley set his tiny stool down sharply, 
and himself upon it with a thud. “Wal, 
if it’s only 7 Ted I can’t find no terrible loss, 
but if Sam’s got himself snared it’s 
different. I told him this mornin’—” 


UT Mrs. Peltry remembered her own 
waiting milk pails, and started down 
the road. Mildred finished her cow and 
stood up. She watched her father a mo- 
ment with a curious tightness about her 
mouth before she spoke. 
“Are you goin’, Pa?” He shook his 
head. 

She lifted her pail resolutely and 
started toward the house. 
“Here, you ain’t done! There’s Dais 
to be milked yet. I can’t do everythin’. 

I only got one pair of hands.” 
Mildred, voicelessly, went over to the 
cow and milked her. Then again she 


arose with the pail, and went to the house. 
As she set her burden down in the kitchen 
she rubbed her arms as if they ached. 

“What Mrs. Peltry say?” inquired her 
mother. 

“The fire’s worse. The cottage people is 
terrible worried.” She swallowed audibly, 
as if she could not trust her voice. ‘‘ She 
sez—some of the boys is maybe—cut off 
at the top.” 

Her sister dropped her knife into the 
pan of beans she had been cutting. 

“Who'd she say they was?” 

Mildred tamed around slowly and met 
her eyes. 

“Sam was one—and Ted Miller.” 

Addie gave a loud cry. She clasped her’ 
hands. 

“Oh, you ain’t meanin’ Ted? Oh, why 
did they pick him to send to the top? Oh, 
I won’t believe a word of it, not a word!” 

“Its true—the hardest place—it’s 
like him. I know it’s true,” said Mildred 
indistinctly. i 


HEIR father came into the kitchen, 
and set his pails of milk on the table. 
“Heard the news?” he inquired. 

Addie began to moan and cry aloud. 

“Hush, hush,” and Mrs. Storley patted 
her daughter comfortingly. She glanced 
sidewise at her husband. Mildred came 
close to her sister. 

“Come on,” she said. “We can go up 

the back of the mountain an’ reach him 
that way.’ 

“They can come down that way their- 
selves,” interposed her father; ‘‘unless 
one or both’s been hurt.” 

“I know. I thought that while Mrs. 
Peltry was talkin’. Somethin’s the matter 
—or they’re stayin’ to hold the fire back 
from comin’ across Hog’s Back.” 

“Shucks! What could one man or two 
do ag’in’ a furnace like that?” 

“Will you come, Pa?” 

“Course not. I got somethin’ better 
ter do than go kitin’ over the hills ter 
save fellers that’s more able than me.” 

“Will you come, Addie?” 

“How can I?” wailed Adelaide. ‘‘I’m 
dead beat out carryin’ them pails. | 
couldn’t walk all that way to save my 
life.” 

Mildred moved swiftly across the floor. 
She took off her apron and hung it in the 
press automatically. She took down her 
sunbonnet from its nail. 

“Oh—Mil—where are you goin’? 
shrieked her mother. 

She did not answer, but moved steadily 
out through the open door. Her father 
watched her, but said nothing. A curious 
look of pride grew in his eyes. 

“ Mil—oh, Mil—it’ll be dark so soon!” 
wailed Mrs. Storley; but her daughter was 
in the barn now. Her mother tumed 
accusingly toward the head of the house. 

“Ain’t you a-goin’ ter stop her, or do 
somethin’!” she demanded. 

He lifted his hand for silence. On the 
barn floor, then out on the open road, a 
Bores hoofs were flying. He looked at his 
wife. 

“ Did yer ever try ter tackle a wild-cat?” 
he retorted. Then, with a grim chuckle, 
“It’s the colt she’s ridin’, the one as Ted 
Miller allowed she shouldn’t ride!’ 

Storley lifted his shoulders in a sudden 
hunch of pride, and chuckled under his 
breath, passing a gnarly hand across and 
across his mouth. With eyes on the fading 
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outline of the barn he spoke slowly, voic- 
ing a reconstructed viewpoint. ‘‘ Wal, 


an’ welcome. But—by gol, she’s all 
Storley, ev’ry blamed inch of her!” 

Then, with another swift change, his 
prideful glance darkened into one of 
anxiety for the colt. “Gol darn her, she 
didn’t wait for even a blanket on the back 
of that kickin’ mule she’s a-ridin! An’ 
why in thunderation didn’t she take a 
horse as was shod!” 

But the colt seemed to understand. No 
one but this girl had ever crossed his back, 
and now even her touch on the halter was 
different. Dusk was falling fast as they 
raced through the smoke. that seemed 
clouding the whole world. Suddenly the 
lake glimmered, and they turned sharply 
to the left, racing along its level for a 
couple of miles. Then they had stopped at 
the back door of a house that stood on the 
margin of the lake. Somebody came to 
the door. 

“Have they found the men that was 
missin’?” Mildred Storley asked, without 
preface of any kind. “I mean the ones on 
the top.” 

“Well, one come down a while ago. 
He’d been tryin’ to git ter the top station, 
he sez; but the streak that burned an’ cut 
the feller off was glowin’ too hot to let him 
across. A lot of men tried ter go’round 
the ledge, but they couldn’t make it.” 

“Which one come down?” 

“I don’t know. The Hills boy has just 
went up, carryin’ water for drinkin’. 
They sez the boys as come down tell it’s 
the worst part, worse’n even smoke an’ 
cinders—the thirst, I mean.” 

Mildred dropped off and tied her horse 
under a tree. 

“Can you give me a couple of pails?” 

“Why, you goin’ up?” 

“se Yes ”» 


“Sure, I'll spare the pails.” She bustled 
indoors. When they were filled she offered 
advice. “They has all went up alongside 
Pike’s Brook till you come to the first 
ledge, then turn to the left. There'll be 
somebody ’round ter show yer. Here, 
you'll need a lantern; it’s terrible dark in 
the woods. TIl tie it to your belt. An’ 
here’s some bread an’ epelies in a paper. 
I'll tie ’em with the lantern.” 


ROM the very start, the trail mounted 
straight up, as if the men who had made 
it had chosen the most direct short cut to 
the fire. Night had fully come, more 
black in the forest than anywhere else, 
and the circle of light from the swaying 
lantern only faintly illuminated a few 
inches of misty path and the branches of 
trees, like a jungle overhead. Carefully 
as she moved, and accustomed as she was 
to carrying filled pails, the unevenness of 
the going caused the water continuously 
to slop over, until, when Mildred reached 
the first ledge, she felt as if she were walk- 
ing in a morass. 
ie one here; but she turned unfalter- 
ingly left as directed. It was nerve-rack- 
ing, that narrow ledge with the overhang- 
ing cliff, and two pails to balance. She 
found it impossible after a little, and set 
one down while she went on with the 
other. At the farther end of the ledge 
she in turn left this first one, and went 
back for the other. 
Then, both in hand, straightening her 
i back a little, she looked for the trail. 


if she gits him she’s earnt him all right, | 
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She Knows! 


Luckyis the man who, in the con- 
fusion of Christmas thoughts 
and crowds, has the good for- 
tune to select a gift sure to bring 


light to her eyes, smiles to her 
lips and thanks from her heart! 


The formula? Beauty...smart- 
ness... usefulness . . . perma- 
nence—and, above all, a name 
she knows. 


Du Pont Viscoloid Co., Inc. 
21 E. 40th St., New York City 
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TJotletware 


The name Pyralin on ‘every piece 


New Methods in 
Child Training. 


Now for the first time there is a scientifié 
method in child training founded on the 


principle that confidence is the basis of 
control, This new system shows yor 

how in your own home to correét the 
cause of disobedience, -wilfulness, un- 
truthfulness and other dangerous habits 
which, if not properly remetied, lead to 


dire consequences. The trouble in most 
cases pow is that children are punished 
or scolded for what they do. The new 
method removes the cause —not by pun- 
ishment or scolding but by confidence 
and coöperation along lines which are 
amazingly ensy for any parent to in- 
stantly apply. A 

A Endorsements 7*3 new system, which has been put into the 
Highest form of an illustrated Course prepared espe» 
cially for the busy parent, is producing remarkable and immediate 
results for the thousands of parents in all parts of the world. It is also 
endorsed by leadingeducators. It cov- 
crs all ages from cradle to cightcen years. 


“New Methods in 
Free Book An Mac: 
the title of a start! k ii: de- 
scribes this new t 


work of the Pare A 

letter or postal today and the bs 

sent free—butdo it now as this announce- 
ment may never appear here again. 


The Parents Association 
12 Pleasant Hill, Ohio 


Nothing now but trees and bushes and 
that black velvet covering overhead. 
Testing each foothold of this uncertain 
ground, with its carpet of age-long leaves, 
and felled logs buried beneath those 
leaves, she passed slowly upward. 

A whole hour of this, with no reward 
save frequent stops to listen while she 
rested. Finally, she began to fear that 

erhaps she had climbed too high and 
fad passed the area, for the smothering 
smoke covered all sense of direction. Once 
she fancied she heard voices, but they 
were too far away and indistinct for her 
to be sure. She called, but there was no 
answer. She lifted her burden again and 
continued to climb, for what she had 
heard had sounded above her position. 

Suddenly a wall of rock cut off all 
further going. She stifled a quick sob. 
To her tired courage it seemed more than 
impossible to retrace her steps. But now 
sounds were nearer, and were distinctl 
human speech. She shouted with full 
voice, aid p a face looked over the 
cliff above her and a voice called, “Hello! 
Who’s there?” 

“It’s Mil Storley. I’ve got some water. 
Where are you?” 

“Mil Storley? Well, can you beat 
that? How’d you git here? Hold on, 
I'll come down an’ show you the way up.” 

It proved to be one of the Hills boys, 
newly arrived, and still actively bent on 
service. He took one of the pails, and 
within a few moments they were on top of 
the ledge. Here his younger brother was 
scraping a sort of trench, shallow and 
uneven, outside the line of burning moss 
and leaves; the sound of his hoe stopped 
as he welcomed this new arrival. 

“Gosh, two pails?” he inquired admir- 
ingly. ‘‘How’d yer do it? We spilled 
most of ours.” 

“Not too much left of mine,” the girl 
conceded ruefully, as she looked into 
the pails. ‘‘Where’s all the rest of the 
boys.” 

Warry Hills tossed his head backward 
and upward. ‘This is only the farthest 
south station. They’re strung out along 
the whole side of the mountain along the 
east side; but there’s not many above 
here, for the fire’s pretty well controlled. 
We just relieved Bill.” 


GHE glanced at a figure rolled under a 
tree and sound asleep, then her eyes 
darted into the shadows toward the 
heights. 

{We been up twice before,” said Warry 
oridefully. ‘Most of ’em we see was like 
Bill, ready to drop asleep the first sight 
of anybody comin’ ter relieve.” 

She nodded comprehendingly. “How 
do I find ’em?” 

“Just travel along the line of fire. Hi 
Parker’s on the next station. I dunno 
who’s beyond him.” 

Mildred started at once, keeping within 
a few strides of the area that had been 
burned over and which was outhned by 
that scraped border. The brush had been 
cut back well beyond the trench, but the 
stubble and sharp ends made going diff- 
cult, with the tumble of sharper rocks 
underneath. 

A long time while she scrambled up- 
ward, then a tree, flaming like a torch, 
showed a man’s figure black against ‘its 
scarlet and crimson and gold. As the girl 
came into his line of vision the man 


stopped hoeing, his eyes shaded by his 
hand from the glare. 

“Huh!” he said, and came toward her. 

But almost at the last step of her 
climb her foot went: into one of the 
innumerable holes between the rocks, 
and she was jerked sideways with an 
ugly wrench to her ankle. She caught her 
breath with a gasp and struggled to hold 
her balance, but one of the pails swung 
and ‘toppled over. Every precious drop 
was instantly out of sight. 

The man muttered an imprecation 
under his breath. Then he helped her 
disengage her trapped foot. The other 
pail had considerable water left. * He 
drank greedily as she stood watching him. 

f By ‘gum; that was awful good,” he 
told her, as he carefully set the pail on 
the ground. “Did yer hurt yerself?” 

‘Taint nothin’. Anybody above?” 

“Only, maybe, Ted Miller. “Nobody 
seems ter know about him. He went up 
there early last evenin’, when he took 
Ollie Hart’s place. Ollie was jess about 
all in when he come down after five hours 
of it—an’ that was before the wind 
shifted. ‘I can’t believe as Ted didn’t git 


-down somehow, fer though the fellers 


said there was a terrible drop back of him, 
yet Ted Miller’s no baby. They tried to 
git to him; but the burnin’ thatch keeps 
on.a-comin’ over the ledge all the time, 
an’ they can’t git no foothold.” 


THE irl picked up the remaining pail 
and limped painfully forward a few 
paces. 

“Here, where yer goin? ’Tain’t no use 
tryin’ ter git ter him, if that’s in yer mind. 
There’s a great belt of glowin’ moss an’ 
underbrush along the top, an’ the ledge 
ter climb besides, as I told yer first off” 

“All right. But—” Her words were 
lost in a stifled sob, as she continued to 
limp forward. The man laid a detaining 
hand on her arm. - 

“Come, Mil, don’t be a fool.” 

She shook off his hand angrily. 

“What'd yer think I come fer? Jes ter 
sit around an’ cry?” > |. |-- 

He surrendered with a helpless air and 
watched her until- the black woods en- 
gulfed the slender figure. 

Slowly, with many halts now, and 
several long stops, but always forward and 
upward, the girl crowed: : Two long 
gasping hours, and then the foot of what 
must be the last ledge. Mildred Storley 
stopped and inhaled deeply. Then three 
times she called, and waited. Not`a sourd 
in answer. 

Every known ledge in the world had an 
end somewhere. She must circle this one. 

Another long interval of painful prog- 
ress with a strange, soundless loneliness 
everywhere. Then the top of the cliff 
sloped suddenly down, showing on its 
brow a broad area that was still glowing 
in many places.” It was too dark and too 
far to see its farther edge. Yet across that 
uncertain distance of smoldering coals she 
must pass. 

She had expected something of this 
kind beforé she left home, and she was not 
unprepared. She drew from her bosom 
part of an old. burlap bag, which she 
sawed into halves across the sharp edge of 
a rock. Carefully she dipped each piece 
in the scanty supply- of water. She 
scratched away the dry top leaves until 
she could-drag up from their bed mold 
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These she laid | 


and half-rotted leaves. 
inside the burlap strips, moistened and 
wrapped the strips tightly around each 
foot, tying them firmly above the ankles. 

Finally she stood up, pail still in hand. 
She looked across once more, trying to 
measure the uncertain, rocky, smoldering 
bed. One glance down into the pail with 
its scanty contents—there was still 
sufficient to give a thirsty man a little 
comfort. Yet she dared not walk care- 
fully, for the cinders would burn her frail 
foot protectors. She started across the 
area on a run. 


OVE is blind most of all to the obstacles 

A that lie in its path. Mildred Storley 
never could remember accurately muc 
about that smoldering desert, either its 
width or its difficulties. On the farther 
side she found a wide, well-cleared trench, 
a barrier man-made, that the fire had 
failed to cross. 

She sat down and freed her feet of the 
ragged wisps that were left of her protec- 
tors. Then, on feet that forgot their ache 
and pain, she ran ae the cleared space, 
calling ain one again a single word— 
“Ted! ‘Ted! ed!” 

At last she saw him, still scraping away 
in the darkness, but automatically, for 

a smoking rim remained. He turned 

a ea at her as she reached him, 
and his face twitched. Blacked, scorched, 
his clothes in rags, his parched lips could 
not frame speech; but his eyes were not 
silent. 

She took his hoe from him, and lifted 
the pail to his lips. While he drank she 
was as silent as he; but when he lowered 
the pail her eyes met his across its brim. 
Words were coming now from the parched 
throat and blackened lips; but his eyes, 
as they continued to look à into hers, filled 
her heart with what the words left unsaid. 

“Not even—a hull mountain er fire— 
can keep you and me apart—Mil!” 

A little blaze spurted up a short dis- 
tance away, and instantly he was after it. 

“No,” she said, and picked up the hoe; 
“Tm here!” 

He nodded. She moved to the tiny 
menace and jabbed and scraped and 

unded until she was sure it was extinct. 

hen she limped back he had fallen 
asleep, lying full length where he had been 
re fa Pis blackened hat, singed and 
full of ioles, had dropped off, and his 
blond hair, like a gleam in the "darkness, 
lay across a patch of white brow that the 
hat had covered. 

She touched this hair with tender, 
trembling fingers. Then, lifting her face 
to the sky, darkly blue, but less dense with 
the near promise of dawn, she murmured 
, halting syllables. 


“THIS Adventurous Waif Became 
a Texas Cattle King” is the fasci- 
nating story of an orphaned South- 
ern boy who ran away from his kins- 
folk, and was adopted by a Union 
regiment during the Civil War. 
Later he became a cowboy, a trail 
boss, and finally a powerful ranch- 
man. In this article next month he 
tells you of the wild days of stampedes, 
Indian fights, and open range; and 
also of ranching as it is conducted 
to-day. 
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man Vacuum Valves 


HOFFMAN 
VACUUM VALVES 


more heat from less coal 


The Hoffman Specialty Co., 
Dept.P3, 25W. 45th Street 
New York City 

Please send me without 
book “Locking the 
Heat Thief” and the 
tificate.”’ 

Name 


Street 


Ine 


obligationyour 
Door Against the 
“30-day Trial Cer- 


. State.... 


LAR WW RITE sonics 


ECENTLY an American writer was paid $1800 for a 

. By Jearning to tell the stories of 

nas Found © her way to fame and 

PORCA You can some to new practical 

course of instruction will give we the training right in your 

own home during your sı time. Endorsed by eminent 
writers, including the inte Jaak Lenton; PEE 

or new e! e of Story 

Write Today Wringe.” Nocbligation—bookiet is 

free. Special -fer now being made. Write Today—Now! 

figosian INSTITUTE, Short ee bert 

le ' 


Dept. 1 indiana 


I You've heard 
your neighbor praise the 
old reliable Pathfinder, the 
wonderful national weekly home 


magazine that 3 million people read. You 
can try this unbiased digest of domestic and world affairs for a 
trifle. The Pathfinder is in a class by itself—nothing else to equal 
it; time-tested, wholesome. Chuck full of the choicest reading 


—the cream of everything. ience, politics, travel, fun, question 
box, health, radio, etc.; real stories, picture: es—instruction, entertain- 
ment for all. Send 15e ‘coin or stamps for this big paper on trial 13 

weeks, or $1 for full year (52 issues). Pathfinder, Washington, D. C. 


188 


The American Magazine 


To make a 
cold radiator 


IRID Air Valves make 
cold radiators hot. 
Attach easily to any steam 
radiator without tools — 
need no adjusting — never 
leak—make no noise. Sold 
at heating and plumbing 
stores. Only $1.60. 


AIRID 


AIR VALVES 
make cold radiators HOT 


AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 
1801 Elmwood Ave., Buffalo, N. Y. 


Send me a trial Airid (one only). (Guaranteed 
s years.) (This will be mailed C. O. D., or 
enclose check or money order for $1.60.) 


Name ..........- 


Her Spare Time 
Earns Her Money 


Mary I. Holding of Illinois 
makes the few hours she has 
free from her regular job and 
her home duties count forextra 
money in her pocketbook. 

If you are wanting 
to make every hour 
worth while and 
profitable, you can 
quickly build up a 
spare-time business 
for yourself acting 
as local representa- 
tive forThe American 
Magazine, Woman's 
Home Companion, 
Collier’s, The Mentor 
and Farm and Fire- 
side. 
Make $25 to $40 Extra Every Month. 


=-=- n Cut here --—----— I 


Chief of Subscription Staff, Desk 13A 
THE CROWELL PUBLISHING COMPANY 


250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y 
Dear Sir: I would like some spare-time money. | 


“Ole Ugly” 


(Continued from page 51) 


had come forward, nervous and fret- 

ful, accepted the friendliness of the man 

outside—then again, a prey to fear and 

to that cloud which wildness had laid over 

youthful memories, he had leaped away, 
uivering and shaking. But Copak 
reen was hopeful. 

“She said you had t’ take it slow an’ 
easy,” he mused. “Well, they’s a whole 
season in front o’.me.”” : 

And as the weeks passed Cowpunch 
Green held to his task, to say nothing of 
just happening around each mornin 
when Lolita Dawson came to the leopar 
cage. That was always a great moment 
for Cowpunch—it was then that he could 
talk to her and worship her, without her 
realizing what it was all about. He 
usually managed to gain a bit of valuable 
information, too. ; 

Finally, there came the afternoon when, 
left alone in guardianship of the great tent 
while the rest of the menagerie crew went 
to their evening meal, Cowpunch Green, 
wondering at the sudden weakness in his 
knees and the clamminess of his hands, 
raised the partition boards of the hyena 
cage, and with active cage scraper, 
shunted one beast into the other side. 
Then he unlocked the end door, and stood 
peeking within. 

“Dang my hide if I ain’t scared!” he 
thought. But he forced himself forward 
nevertheless. Ole Ugly had not come to 


greet him, but had taken a corner, his . 


crooked legs shambling in swift circles, 
his- head hanging low and that rasping 
coming in uninterrupted rollings from his 
deep throat. Cowpunch Green pro- 
gressed, inch by inch. At last he was 
inside, standing pigeontoed and awkward, 
while his freckles blazed against a field of 
white. 

“Th’ rules say t’ get th’ varmint over 
bein’ scared 0’ you!” he grumbled. “How 
about gettin’ over bein’ scared o’ it?” 


BYT he remained. In chattering fashion 
he talked to the shifting, suspicious 
thing, which eyed him only that it might 
turn away, which approached only that 
it might retreat. Meanwhile, Cowpunch 
Green flattened himself against the door. 
Ole Ugly was torn by contending emotions; 
he was drawn to this man, eager for the 
touch of his hand—yet there was a cloud 
of ‘fear overhanging every other feeling. 
The rasping in the akaafe throat began 
to heighten. Then the neck straightened 
and that ghoulish laugh came anew, 
coarse, broken in slow steps of vocali- 
zation, until Cowpunch Green at last 
stood outside, wiping at a white forehead 
with a bandana handkerchief. 

“I can stand everthing but that hoss 
laugh!” he gasped. ‘‘He shore gentles me 
when he turns that loose.” 

But the next afternoon he went back 
again. He cajoled, he pleaded, in his 
efforts to bring the cringing beast nearer 
him, but all to no avail. Again there was 
the nervousness, again the gradual height- 
ening of a suspicion which Ole Ugly 
could not seem to overcome, until at last, 
shrieking and bellowing, he lurched for- 
ward as if in attack—and Cowpunch 


Green flew through the door to find a 
white-faced girl awaiting him. 

“ After wliat I’ve told you about 
hyenas!” she cried. “You went in there 
deliberately—after what I’d told you!” 

“I—I—” Cowpunch averted his eyes, 
“T wanted to train him, Miss Dawson.” 

“Then you didn’t believe me! You've 
been trying to make fun of me all this 


‘time—in these questions you’ve asked! 


Do you think you know more about 
animals than—” 

“Oh, please, Miss Dawson. I didn’t 
mean nothin’ like that. Honest, I’m just 
so‘anxious, Miss Dawson—that’s all. An’ 
he seemed to sort o’ maké up to me, an’—” 

He halted then. There was a piercing 
quality about the girl’s glance, which 
increasingly disconcerted him. 

“Well, of course, since you don’t believe 
anything I say—” 

Then she was gone, before Cowpunch 
Green could tell her that he would believe 
anything, no matter what it might be. 
But in an hour, she returned, to halt for 
an instant on her way through the me 
nagerie. “This may have more weight 
with you,” she said curtly, and went on, 
while Cowpunch Green stared at the title 
of.a.weighty volume. It was a book of 
natural history, with a marker at the 
chapter on hyenas. 


THAT night in his bunk, with the aid of 
.a flashlight, Cowpunch Green of the 
cage-cleaning department of the Great 
American, read eagerly, holding the book 
with one freckled hand while the other 
made frequent trips to his head, as though 
to smooth down hair which insisted upon 
standing on end. Here was the whole 
creepy history. Again and again Cow- 
punch Green faced the facts, meanwhile 
rubbing down his hair. But suddenly his 
popping eyes centered upon a concluding 
paragraph: 

“However strange it may seem, there 
are numerous instances of the beast being 
readily submissible to a decided domes- 
tication under one condition—that of 
comparative freedom. In confinement no 
animal becomes more savage and distrust- 
ful than the hyena. He is surly, crafty, 
vicious, and unresponsive. However, in 
his native haunts, the savages have been 
known to achieve success to an extent 
where the beasts follow their masters 
about with the faithfulness of a dog.” 

Whereupon Cowpunch Green lay and 
marveled. He hadn’t quite assimilated 
all the big words, but he’d gotten the 
sense of them. It was the cage life that 
was cramping Ole Ugly’s style. The thing 
to do was to feed him a little freedom. _ 

But there existed the barrier which kept 
Cowpunch awake until dawn. The. trick 
couldn’t be turned all at once. Ole Ugly 
wouldn’t change his nature the minute 
the den doors were opened. If he, Cow- 
punch, could just get friendly with the 

east and on a sort of common footing, % 
it were, so that they’d both be talkin’ rhe 
same language— 

Cowpunch Green was secretive thz 
day. He merely pulled at his big beaver 
and went to the other side of the tect 
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when he saw Miss Dawson. For Cow- 
punch had entered the realms of deception. 

His secret concerned a conversation 
with the driver of the team which nightly 
drew the hyena den to the railroad runs 
for loading. It concerned also the transfer 
of money, and. the beginning of a con- 
spiracy in which most of Cowpunch 

reen’s twelve dollars a week went to the 
driver of a four-horse team. The outcome 
of it all. was that nightly a lanky cow- 

uncher waited in the darkness, moved 
ehind a certain wagon, unstrapped the 
canvas backing, opened the door and went 
in. Then, while his flashlight gleamed and 
his lips echoed ceaseless cajoleries, he 
worked at his task. But Ole Ugly did not 
respond; the cloud which wild life had 
placed upon his earlier years would not 
dissolve. Cowpunch Green tried argu- 
ment. 

“You get th’ idea, Ole Boy!” he would 
say, as the wagon jolted along on its 
journey toward the train. ‘‘ You’n’ me’s 
sort ©’ got t’ get hitched up. You’ve got t’ 
have abidia’ faith in me, an’ know that 
I’m just th’ whole cheese, as it was. Th’ 
minute you get that, out o’ this cage you 
come, on a dog collar, an’ you ’n’ me’s 
pals. You see,” he would add confiden- 
tially, “we've just got t’ put it over. She 
may be mad about it at first; but a 
woman’s got t’ respect a man that’s just 
plum sot on somethin’. So stand hitched, 
won't you, Ole Ugly? Just lay off that 
hoss laugh o’ yourn, an’ be a reg’lar guy. 
That’s all—just act reasonable, an’ TIl 
do th’ rest.” 

But the beast would only shamble, 
coming forward, retreating; its eyes 
pleading yet fearful, a thing torn by love 
and fear, hate and affection—a brute in 
which two elements struggled for mastery, 
with neither possessing the strength to 
achieve a victory. And more than once in 
this lonely vigil, Cowpunch Green would 
scratch his head, reach behind him to 
assure himself that the meahs of exit was 
safely unlatched, and in doubtful tones 
address the shifting thing before him: 

“I just wonder now,” he would say. 
“I just wonder. Maybe she’s right. She 
ought to know.” 

For time was beginning to weaken the 
enthusiasm of Cowpunch. The weeks had 
stretched into months now; the circus was 
beginning to round into the late stretches 
of its season; less than six weeks remained 
before the bands would play ‘Home, 
Sweet Home” and the long trains take 
the trail. toward their winter quarters. 
Months, and he had accomplished noth- 
ing. Was Ole Ugly simply waiting— 
watchful for the day when weakness 
might appear in his would-be trainer, 
when the advantage might be trans- 
ferred, and he, the hyena, could leap with 
impunity to the attack? 


AY after day—an ever-strengthening 

foment of suspicion growing within the 
man’s brain, less of friendship in his voice, 
doggedly fighting his fears—he strove to 
achieve his ends. But always it was the 
same: a shifting thing eyed him, and 
moved toward him, then dodged out of 
his reach; then growled at him, a growl 


| with a whine in it; then twisted and turned 


and writhed in its corner, as in an excess 


| of pain. 


A week more and a week after that. 
Then, one morning, Cowpunch Green 
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turned swiftly at a shout from behind him 
where horses were twisting in the excite- 
ment of displaced harness. A crash. A 
scream. The cursing of a teamster, and 
a rush of men toward a crumpled form on 
the ground. Then they carried Cowpunch 
Green to the doctor’s tent and later to 
his bunk in the cars, one leg bandaged 
and useless from the deep lacerations of a 
steel-shod hoof. 

The next morning the train watchman 
sought the menagerie superintendent. One 
of the hyenas had howled and bellowed 
and laughed throughout the whole night. 
But daylight revealed no evidence of 
battle or of illness; merely one beast of the 
four pacing nervously, nose upraised as in 
scent, eyes searching the menagerie. That 
night, he howled again, and the third 
night it was the same. But on the fourth 
day, he remained close to the bars, bristles 
twitching, a queer, foreign noise mingling 
with the throaty rasping. Far at the 
entrance to the menagerie, a man had 
appeared for only a few moments, hob- 
bling along on crutches, to assure the 
superintendent that he was just about on 
the job again. Then the limping figure 
moved down the main way toward the 
big top, to listen in adoring fashion while 
a girl played the piano in a den of leopards. 

But when she walked out of the arena, 
and Cowpunch Green beamed as she 
passed him there was no answering smile, 
such as she often gave him, merely a 
nervous, preoccupied nod. Which was 
strange, Cowpunch thought, because the 
superintendent had told him that she had 
asked about him with some concern. He 
wondered what he could have done. 
Maybe, during that interminable space of 
time in which he had been a prisoner of 
pain in the circus cars—why, maybe 
somebody had come along and taken her 
away from him forever! 

Sober, forlorn, he straightened on his 
crutches and hobbled away, too depressed 
even to hesitate at the cage where Ole 
Ugly sniffed and rasped against the bars. 
But night brought a new determination. 
Cowpunch Green went painfully to the 
circus lot at dusk and sought his friend 
the teamster. When the menagerie tent 
fluttered down and the dens started their 
slow progress along the torch-lit streets, 
he waited until a certain team should show 
itself in the dim thoroughfare. 


“Shore! I can get in all right,” he 
called cheerily. “fe t’s just this one leg 
that’s bum.” 


“You're a fool for doin’ it,” growled 
the'driver. Then a door opened at the 
rear Of the wagon, and closed. The driver 
fingered his reins and clucked to his 
horses. Inside, leaning against the side of 
the den for balance, a lame man raised a 

artition door, fended back the growling 
beasts which faced him, called a name— 
then suddenly flattened himself in terror 
as, flashlight gleaming where it had fallen, 
he clawe d for his crutches, and strove in 
sudden frenzy to reach the door. 
A STRANGE Ugly had come through 
the opening: throat rasping with ex- 
citement, body quivering, mouth agape, 
and tongue rolling; an Ugly which moved 
straight for him, which twisted and writhed 
and dodged when he fended at it with a 
crutch; and which, at last, with screaming 
rage at the interference, seized the wood 
in his tremendous jaws, splintered it with 
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one crunch, then came on again. Outside, 
| a motor-car roared close to the wagon and | 
stopped, a woman’s voice called a hurried | 
| question of the driver and was answered 

as hurriedly. The jolting of the cage 
ceased, the ladi of the door rattled, then 
flew open, as a sweating man, dragging 


again at an excited animal, then tumbled 
forth. Lolita Dawson closed the door, and 
with her back against it faced Cowpunch 
Green, slowly straightening himself on 
one crutch. 

“So that’s what you’ve been doing!” 

For a moment he was silent. At last: 
| “How’d you know it?” 
|e guessed. The night watchman was 
talking this afternoon just before the 

erformance about this hyena. How it 
howled all night. I thought then that 
you’d been deceiving me. Then I saw you 
on the lot to-night, watching that wagon. 
Isn’t it about time you stopped making a 
fool of yourself?” 

Cowpunch Green hung his head. 
“I reckon it is, Miss Solita,” he said. 
“Tn more ways’n one. He—he just don’t | 
take to me.” Then, with the flood of | 

realization at its peak, he turned awa 


| laugh of a beast seething with excitement. 


“I—I figgered you was worth takin’ th’ 


himself upon a pain-ridden leg, fended | 


| 


chancefor. But I don’t reckon it would’ve 
done any good anyhow.’ 

““You—you mean—” 

“Yessum,” gulped Cowpunch: Green. | 
“That’s why I done it.” 

“Oh!” Then slowly she straightened. 
“I know it,” came soberly. “That’s why 
I came here to-night. I’ve only a minute,” 
she added, with a hurried glance toward 
the faint glow of the big top in the dis- | 
tance. “It hasn’t been any | secret. 
You’re not built that way. Boy,”—there | 
was a softness in her voice which caused | 
him suddenly to hobble forward, only to 
be halted by a new note—‘‘that’s why 1 
have felt—felt responsible for you. And 
why I can’t let you do these silly things. 
Now, I want a promise—on your word of 
honor.” 

“Yes—yessum.” 

“That you'll stop this foolishness. You 
can’t train that beast. Listen.” 


GHE turned toward the door which, un- 


locked, jerked and pounded against her | 


Mirae shoulders. Scratchings came | 
from inside; and the repeated guttural | 
“ Do you hear that?” she asked. . 

“Yessum.” 
“T’ve got my lesson, Miss Lolita. 
reckon I’ve been plum foolish, thinkin’ 
I could take short cuts. Pll promise.” 

“Then lock this door,” she said. “I 
can’t reach it.” | 

He moved anew, and, one fumbling | 
hand upraised, dropped the latch. He did , 
not notice that it had failed to catch the | 
guard, for his eyes were only for the 
shadowy form of a girl moving toward the 
automobile which would hurry her back to 
the circus lot, a girl as dim in his hopes as 
in his sight. 

““Good-by, Miss Lolita,” he called. 

“Good night, you foolish boy,” she 
answered, and was gone. 

Cow unch Green, head on his chest, 
his body shambled to one side upon the 
support of a solitary crutch, turned for a 
trail across lots toward the cars. The 
wagon rumbled on, farther and farther | 
away, bumping and jolting upon a cobble- : 
stoned pavement. ‘then, with the contact 


Cowpunch nodded soberly. | 
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of asphalt again, that noise faded, leaving 
for Cowpunch Green only the rustling of 
the weeds in his path, the faint music of 
the big top, and— 


Something was following him! Some- 


thing with a guttural rasping in its throat, 
far back there in the weeds, trailing him, 
stepping as he stepped, moving as he 
moved! Something which showed faintly 
now and then, only to disappear in the 
higher growths, but which nevertheless 
came steadily on, its breath rolling with 
excitement—following him! The heart of 
Cowpunch Green clutched with fear. 

“I didn’t drop that latch!”” He turned 
jand, steadying himself on one foot, raised 
his crutch. ‘Get back there, you! Get 
back there.” 

But the rustling of the weeds told onl 
of approach, not of retreat. A faint laugh 
came—evidence of heightening excite- 
ment—a low, hoarse’ laugh like that of 
some glutton, gloating over his feast. 
Frenzy seized Cowpunch. Again he 
shouted and waved his crutch. It only 
brought the beast nearer—nearer, until a 
ray of a distant flickering torch caught a 
reflection of eyes strangely green—gleam- 
ing things which came steadily closer. 
Cowpunch Green whirled, and straight- 
ened his crutch. Then, fear upon him, he 
shambled on, rocking along the path, 
while in the rear, his fiendish laugh 
becoming louder, Ole Ugly came steadily 
in prere 

The man gasped with the frenzy of his 
exertions. Disregarding the pain of his 
injured limb, he strove to run, but he only 
floundered. Unevenly, like a drunken 
person, he swayed along ‘the pathway. 
Suddenly he swerved in a desperate effort 
at balance, floundered upon the unsafe 
footing of a narrow board crossing a dry 
irrigation ditch, then plunged downward. 

Half stunned, his crutch broken, his 
injured leg screaming with new agonies, 
he could only Jie there. Crawling could 
not bring him escape. It would only 
create new sounds, a new trail. Perhaps 
here there was a chance. If he remained 
still, almost without breathing, maybe for 


once the keeness of an animal’s nose might 
fail... . 


UT that low, rasping, coarse laugh still 

sounded in his ears. It came closer. 
Cowpunch Green clenched his fists, his 
only weapon now. He waited— 

In the darkness Ole Ugly shrieked 
anew. The thing which he had followed, 
had halted. The being for whom he had 
watched and waited these three long 
days—three days in which loneliness had 
wiped away a cloud—the man toward 
whom, in ungainly, awkward fashion, he 
had attempted to bound in the frenzies of 
his delight back there in the cage, now 
was waiting for him. The excitement of it 
sent that laugh anew, more heightened, 
more forceful—but with a strange note 
breaking through it—something which 
caused his jaws to open and close as he 
voiced it. He moved from side to side, 
his front legs raising and lowering. Then 
he settled, to trot in a circle—suddenly to 
bound and go forward, while a form on 
the ground drew itself rigid, and waited 
for the attack. 

For Cowpunch Green had only his 
hands. Only his hands to choke or to 
fend—and he must wait. Gray form in 


gray darkness, the beast came closer, head 
to the ground. He reached an out- 
stretched foot of the fallen man. He 
sniffed. Then he moved slowly away, his 
laugh resounding—but with that new 
note stronger, until even the waiting man 
could notice it and wonder. A laugh 
which rose higher and higher until it 
reached the stage of a shriek, while the 
beast lunged forward, then leaped as 
suddenly away again. Which faded and ` 
reéchoed and then—departed. 


[DEPARTED in command of a thing 

which had struggled for supremacy, 
even while he had grewled and cringed in 
his cagedom. A thing which had fought 
upward, which had revolted against the 
companions with which it could not com- 
mune. The thing which had sent the 
beast against the bars, and had set its eyes 
watching, watching always; the thing 
which had caused ears ever to be aloft for 
a kindly word. It was this thing which 
now, athrill with the joy of fciendehip, had 
assumed command, never to lose it—the 
heart of a dog! 

Ole Ugly’s throat no longer rasped. 
The laugh was gone. And in its place was 
a RTA attempt at barking—as a beast 
bounded and pranced to the limits of its 
malformed body, then came scrambling 
forward, that Ole Ugly, himself at last, 
might lick the hand of the master he 
loved! A master who blinked and said his 
final prayers, who cringed and shivered, 
then, pep-eyed and wondering, raised him- 
self long enough to stare at the shadowy 
thing, and gasp the announcement to Ugly, 
to himself, and to the whole blamed world: 

“Tm a sonvagun! He’s went an’ turned 
dawg!” 

A revelation, however, which Cow- 
patch Green failed to mention when at 
ast, the beast close beside him, he 
crawled to the cars and smuggled Ole 
Ugly once more into his cage—but into 
that side which a partition divided from 
beasts with which he was never again to 
associate. A revelation which he imparted 
the next day to only one person—the 
menagerie superintendent—accompanied 
by various other revelations, at which the 
superintendent grinned: broadly. Reve- 
lations which led to three weeks of various 
happenings in secret, a borrowed suit 
with gold braid on it, and then— 

An announcement of the first highly 
trained hyena ever exhibited under this or 
any-y-y other canvas. A girl, watching 
with startled eyes—with a strange glint of 
admiration in them. Then a man and a 
striped beast that did the tricks of a 
faithful canine, while the announcer 
dilated upon the history, habits, and 
eccentricities of the genus Hyena Vul- 
garis, and while a proud man with carved 
gauntlets protruding slightly from his 
gold-braided coat p Ris grinned and 
grinned—and grinned. 

By and by, the act was over. By and 
by, the band played the “Star-Spangled 
Banner” and the audience flooded through 
the menagerie, homeward bound. At the 
side of the big top, stood Cowpunch 
Green, all freckled and red-faced and 
athrill, waiting for a bright-eyed girl just 
coming from her change of wardrobe. She 
had accepted his stammered invitation to 
sort o’ mosey down-town an’ get an ice 
cream sody! 
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“a gift of friendships” 


E- rare gifts, friends have entered your life 
to brighten it and add to the joy of living. 


friendship has, in some subtle, uncon- 
scious way, changed you, enlarged your 
vision, increased your happiness. How near, 
how infinitely precious these friendships are! 


Your old-time friends are bound to you 
with links of understanding and affection. 
For them you wish fun, pleasure, good for- 
tune, happiness—everything that is good. 
And best of all—you want your new friends 
to know your old ones. 


Of all the friends you have made during 
the past ycar, some of the most exhilarating 
have come to you through your American 
Magazine. Here, you have met many 
leaders of thought and ‘action—men and 
women who have been through the fire and 
now give you the benefit of all the lessons life 
has taught them. 


y f OUR life ıs a story of friendships. Each 


Can you think of a finer gift to send to your 
friends—to some particular friend—this 
Christmas than a gift of friendships, The 
American Magazine? Can you come nearer 
showing your understanding, your interest 
than by giving a gift that has proved of such 
value in your own life? 


When you send your friend The American 
Magazine it will be like crossing his threshold 
with new and wholesome friends. As if you 
might say, “I am sending you from my heart 
a gift of Friendships. They will speak to you 
as I would like to speak. 


“Their intimate, personal stories will 
thrill you even as they have thrilled me. 
They will tell you more of the eternal wonder 
of friendship—how it lives in your dreams 


mist’ 


ge vere 
and hopes and aspirations till the splendor of 
realization comes. 

“I am sending you, also, humorists who 
will make your house ring with merriment 
and Amcrica’s greatest writers to entertain 
you with thcir fine stories of adventure, love 
and romance. 


“Ie is a gift of friendships from a friend 
who wishes you every success and happiness 
in the coming year.” 

And The American Magazine as your 
Christmas gift comes to your friend not once 
only but steadily all through the year, each 
month a pleasant reminder of your happy 
Christmas thought. 

Each friend to whom you send this gift of 
friendships will receive a beautiful Christmas 
card in glowing Christmas colors. It will 
announce that you have instructed us to send 
him The American Magazine for a whole year. 

Your own renewal alone costs $2.50 a 
year. But at this scason—only during 
December—we can offer you a special Christ- 
mas price. You can order your own renewal 
and one Christmas gift subscription, both for 
only $4.00. And you simply add $2.00 for 
each additional gift subscription. 

If you or any friend you sclect should 
already be a subscriber, the new subscription 
will start only when the present one expires. 
But we shall send the Christmas card just 
the same. 

Send in your order now. The holiday 
season will soon be here. And you want your 
friends to receive the announcement of your 
gift, in their Holiday mail. So fill in the 
coupon and mail it back to us to-day. 


oe 


Sign this coupon and mail it to-day 


Gentlemen: 


Renew my subscription to The American Magazine for 
one year. 


THE CROWELL PUBLISHING COMPANY, Department 654, Springfield, Ohio 


I enclose $4.00 to pay for two subscriptions to The American Magazine, one yeat each, thus saving me $1.00. 


Send The American Magazine for onc ycar (and the 
Christmas gift announcement card) to 
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everyone 
but mother 
«© a Locktite 


That’s the answer to the eternal Christ- 
mas problem of what to get. The Locktite 
Cigarette Case, new this year, for the 
cigarette smoker. It holds a full package 
of twent and keeps them firm and 
straight. Your choice of several different 
leathers. 
And for the pipe smoker, the Locktite 
Tobacco Pouch, packed in a handsome 
ift box. Rubber or oil-silk lined, in a 
ull range of leathers. You can’t go wrong 
on either one. Do your Christmas shop- 


ping today by getting as many as you 
need—sold wherever smokers’ accessories 
are sold. 


F. S. MILLS CO., INC. 
GLOVERSVILLE « e NEWYORK 


$4.00 


and 


RESO. V. 6. PAT. OFF. 
TOBACCO POUCH 
Locktite Tobacco Pouches in a full 
range of leathers $1.00 and up. 


The Strangest Stories I Have Ever Heard 


(Continued from page 61) 


condition than they had at first thought, 
its sunken floor, gaping roof, and crum- 
bling columns bearing mute witness to the 
stress of thirty centuries. They ate the 
supper they had brought with them, spread 
their blankets on the marble floor and 
were soon asléep. 

It must have been well on toward 
midnight when Sinful, who had removed 
his shoes, was suddenly awakened by a 
sharp pain in his foot, as though it were 
being pierced by twin rows of red-hot 
needles. A huge gray ship’s rat, plainly 
visible in the white moonlight which now 
flooded the interior of the temple, was 
clinging to his instep, its teeth sunk deep 
into the flesh. Almost at the same moment 
Mrs. Norton sprang to her feet with a 
shriek of fright and pain, an enormous rat 
hanging to her shoulder. As young 
Norton, half awake, sought to ascertain 
the cause of the commotion, two rats set 
their fangs in his bare arm and another 
attempted to reach his throat. And from 
the recesses of the temple other rats 
appeared, swarms of them. 

At first, Peck took the affair as a joke, 
for ship’s rats, though they will some- 
times attack a sleeping man, are timid 
creatures at heart and can easily be 
frightened away. But these rodents were 
different, Instead of running away, they 
attacked the three explorers ferociously, 
leaping upon them like angry terriers. 
Mrs. Norton sank to the ground in a 
faint, and in an instant a score of the re- 
pulsive creatures were upon her. 

“Wed best be clearing out of here!” 
Peck warned. 

As the two men stumbled down the 
rocky slope, supporting their companion 
between them, the rats, apparentl 
crazed by the taste and, smell of bined: 
sought repeatedly to attack them, so that 
they were compelled to halt from time to 
time and drive off their assailants with 
sticks and stones. And when they gained 
the beach the schooner was not to be seen! 
The mate had obeyed Peck’s injunction to 
keep well off shore during the night. 


Y THIS time the rats had increased 

in number, until there was a veritable 
army of them. Pairs of little evil eyes 
lowed from the shadows cast by the 
Ponisdees, and now and then a lean gray 
shape scuttled across the open spots 
lighted by the moon. 

After bathing their smarting wounds in 
the salt water, the three spent a sleepless 
night by the edge of the sea. When the 
rodents became overbold the men drove 
them back with volleys of stones. When 
the boat’s crew rowed ashore at daybreak 
they found awaiting them on the strand 
two haggard men and an utterly exhausted 
woman, the limbs of all three covered with 
raw wounds. 

After breakfast, Peck, Norton, and a 
party of sailors made the circuit of the 
island. On the other side they discovered, 
piled on a rocky ledge, but a few score 
yards off shore, the wreck of a sailing 
vessel, which, according to the sailors, had 
| once been loaded with grain. It had 
| evidently been there for years. Grain 


ships are usually infested with rats, and 
this one presumably had been no excep- 
tion. When every particle of grain had 
been devoured the rats went ashore, only 
to find themselves on an uninhabited 
island. Though multiplying rapidly, there 
was nothing for them, save a few stunted 
trees, in the way of food. Consequently, 
when the trio of explorers landed, the 
swarms of starving rats had been goaded 
by hunger to a state of ferocity. 

“What is the name of your island?” I 
asked Mrs. Norton when she had finished 
her story. 

“Tt has no name, so far as we know,” 
she answered, with a little shiver. ‘‘ But 
we shall always call it the Island of Rats.” 


NE of the most curious stories I have 

ever heard was told me over our cigars 
one evening, in the garden of his beautiful 
home at Topsfield, Massachusetts, by one 
of the closest friends I have ever Fads the 
late Willard Emery, who, until his death 
two or three years ago, was a prominent 
architect in Boston. It is a story with a 
question mark at the end, neither I nor 
anyone to whom I have repeated it being 
Be to advance a satisfactory solution. 

At about the time ofthe Agadir inci- 
dent, when a general European war 
seemed on the point of breaking out over 
the thorny question of Morocco, Mr. and 
Mrs. Emery were traveling abroad. On 
the morning that the London papers 
appeared with startling headlines announc- 
ing the mobilization of the British fleet, 
they started from London for Paris. As 
Emery, a tall, strikingly handsome man, 
was registering his luggage at Euston 
Station, he was approached by a well- 
dressed person, evidently a foreigner, 
whom he had noticed pacing up and down 
as though anxiously awaiting someone. 

“Pardon me, sir,” said the man, whose 
manner was noticeably nervous, drawing 
Emery a little to one side, “but aren’t you 
an American?” 

“Yes. ” 

“ And you are going through to Paris?” 

sT am.” 

“Then I have a favor to ask of you,” 
said the stranger, glancing over his shoul- 
der to make sure that he could not 
be overheard. ‘‘ Would you have the kind- 
ness to post this letter for me as soon as 
you reach Paris?” 

And, taking advantage of a moment 
when no one was in their vicinity, he 
thrust into Emery’s hand a bulky envelope 
of blue linen, iach as is commonly used in 
Europe for official communications. It 
was sealed with a large splotch of red wax. 

“Surely,” said the American good- 
naturedly. “No trouble at all.” 

As the man turned away after a mut- 
tered word of thanks, Emery, about to 
drop the envelope in his pocket, chanced 
to glance at the superscription. To his 
surprise, it was directed not to a conti- 
nental address but to a street and number 
in the Soho district of London. A man 
who had seen much of the world, his 
suspicions were aroused in an instant. He 
overtook the mysterious stranger just as 
he was leaving the station. 
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VER at the factory they told me 

that the sales of Sweet Caporal 

Cigarettes had-been mounting 

up steadily here of late. There 

was no unusual stimulation in 

the way of a special advertising campaign. 
But sales had grown larger and still larger. 
They are growing while you are reading 
this. More Sweet Caporals are being sold 
today than were sold yesterday, more will 
be sold tomorrow than were sold today. 


This condition 
applies to the re- 


tailers all over the United States. Ac- 
cording to expert opinion there can be 
but one explanation to account for so 
spontaneous and unforced a ground- 
swell in the demand for a brand which 
has been a standard and a staple for 
forty-seven years. 


that has never 


By Irvin S. Cobb 


The answer is that an increasing num- 
ber of cigarette smokers in America are 
turning to the crusty natural blend that 
suited their fathers and their grandfathers 
who bought Sweet Caporal Cigarettes 
before them, a blend of selected Virginia 
tobacco, made into cigarettes by a process 
which has never been changed, with the 
purest of Vermont maple sugar for. its 
savoring, and positively nothing else. 


Perhaps you have noticed that part of 


ask Grandad 
_ che knows 
| too / 


The best smokes he ever had were 
2 

“Sweet Caps’ 

Ho Nuseriean. Mace & 


smacaronaree 


waa 


set 


f 


the trademark of Sweet Caporals is a blaze 
ing sun. That trademark is historic. It 
appeared on the first package of Sweet 
Caporals that was manufactured back in 
1878. No matter 
whether you buy 
the package of 12 
Sweet Caporals 
for ten cents, or 
the package of 20 


Sweet Caporals for fifteeñ cents, you’ Il 
find that same ancient, and. honorable 
device upon it. Here is one sun that has 


' never set or sunk in forty=sévén years and 


is rising higher now than it ever rose be- 


‘ fore. You can’t get away from an argu- 


ment that speaks for itself. 


Sweet Caporal, to my way of thinking, 
is that kind of cigarette. It speaks for it- 
self. And it’s speaking louder all the time. 


Thank you. Sixt es 


P. S. — I write an article like this every once in a while. 
Watchforthe next. I have declined propositionsto turn out 
advertisements for various manufactured articles because 
Lfeel [merely would-be a hired handyexploiting this, that 
or the other thing for so mucha word. But Lreached for 
this opportunity, I knew I could put my heart in it— 
could with sincerity endorse the article I was praising. 
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Makes any 
sewing machine 
AN ELECTRIC 


TONT run the sewing machine with your feet. 

Let electricity do it! This marvelous little motor 
(patented) will now make your old sewing machine 
as speedy and easy to operate as the latest electric 
models. Merely place it 
next to the hand wheel. 
That's all; done in a second, 
No tools or screws or belts. 
Then sew all you want, the 
new healthful way, without 
working your feet. Fast or 
slow, controlled by light 
| pressure of your toe on the 
Speed Pedal. At a cost for 
electricity of less than one 
cent an hour. Besides, the 
same motor with its attach- 
ments (at slight extra cost) mixes cake batter, whips 
cream, polishes silver, sharpens knives, and makes a 
speedy fan. ; 


Mixes Cake 

Sold under Money-Back 

Hardware, Department, and Sewing Machine Stores. 
Folders on request 


Hamilton Beach 


Polishes 
Guarantee by Electrical, 


Sharpens 


Home Motor 


Hasmiton Beacu Mro. Co., Racine, Wis. 
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Denver and West 1900 


“Look here,” he said, plucking him by 
the sleeve. “‘There’s something about 
this business that I don’t like. This letter 
has a London address. Why don’t you 
post it here?” 

“Well, if you must know,” answered 
the other, very ill at ease, “Pm in do- 
mestic difficulties. My wife thinks that 
I’m traveling on the Continent. That’s 
why I want the letter to have a Paris 
postmark.” 

“I may look easy,” said the American 
bluntly; “but I’m not as easy as all that.” 

The stranger clutched Emery’s arm. 
His face had suddenly gone white and 
beads of sweat were standing on his 
forehead. 

“Listen,” he said insistently, in a voice 
not much above a whisper. “Pll be 
frank with you. This is a matter of life 
and death. The very gravest interests are 
involved. This letter must be posted to- 
night from Paris. And I'll be glad to pay 
you well for your trouble. PIl give you 
ten pounds to drop it in a Paris post box.” 

“ Nothing doing,” Emery said bruskly, 
turning away. 

But the man followed him onto the 
departure platform. 

“PIL give you twenty pounds,” he 
urged . . . “thirty...” 

lgnoring the fellow’s low-voiced impor- 
tunities, Emery swung himself aboard the 
train and joined his wife in their compart- 
ment, of which, as it happened, they were 
the only occupants. 

“Take your places!” bawled the guard. 

As the train moved slowly out of the 
station, gathering headway with every 
revolution of the wheels, something came 
sailing through the open window of the 
Emerys’ compartment and landed on the 
seat. It was the blue envelope. Fastened 
to it by an elastic band were four ten- 
pound Bank of England notes. A 

Emery had the instinctive aversion of 
most Americans to becoming entangled in 
what might prove to be a criminal affair, 
and, moreover, his anger had been aroused 
by the fellow’s persistence. 

Leaning from the window, he saw the 
man of mystery standing on the platform, 
his eyes fixed on the now rapidly moving 
train, With a quick twist of the wrist 
Emery sent the heavy envelope and its 
attached bank notes whirling toward him. 
It landed on the platform, almost at the 
man’s feet. He snatched it up, thrust it 
into an inner pocket, and made off. 

What was the solution of the mystery? 
Emery never learned, though some days 
later he read in the Paris papers that 
secret naval plans of great importance had 
been ‘stolen from the British Admiralty. 


ANAMA, like Singapore, Zanzibar, and 

Constantinople, is famous among travel- 
ers as a clearing-house for strange and in- 
teresting stories. Like them, it stands at 
one of the world’s cross-roads and through 
it pass, sooner or later, nearly everyone 
who is going to or returning from the Far 
Places. A favorite spot for these brethren 
of the restless feet to forgather is the 
terrace of the Century Club, which stands 
afew yards across the international bound- 
ary line from the Tivoli Hotel, for the 
Canal Zone, being American territory, 1s 
dry, whereas the Republic of Panama is 
correspondingly wet. From sunset on- 
ward the tables ranged along the vine- 
clad terrace are crowded with sun-tanned 


men from the earth’s four corners—rail- 
way builders, mining engineers, planters, 
traders, gun-runners, military, naval, and 
diplomatic officers. The story I have in 
mind was told me by one of the latter. 

We were lounging in the big cane chairs, 
when a slender, furtive-eyed young fellow, 
evidently a Latin-American, paused be- 
side us and, assuring himself that he was 
not observed by others, placed on the 
table between us a small wooden box. 
Within, resting on a bed of cotton wool, 
was an object about the size of a grape- 
fruit, but rather more elongated, a dark 
brown in color and apparently made of 
leather, or wood. 

I picked it up to examine it more closely, 
only to drop it again abruptly—for it was 
a human head! At least it was a human 
head in everything save its size, as lifelike 
as though it had been severed that morn- 
ing. But by some process it had been 
reduced to a mere fraction of its original 
size, without, however, the slightest 
wrinkling of the skin or distortion of the 
features. 

“Irs a shrunken head,” my companion 
remarked casually. “They come from the 
Peruvian hinterland, from the wild country 
at the foot of the Cordilleras. In most of 
these West Coast countries it’s a penal 
offense to sell or even possess one. Certain 
of the Indian tribes produce them by some 
secret process—some claim that the 
shrinking is done by immersion in hot 
sand—but no one really knows.” 

He exchanged a few words in Spanish 
with the owner of the grisly object. 

“He says he bought it from an Indian 
in the interior of Peru,” he translated. 
“He is asking four hundred pesos for it, 
as it is an unusually fine specimen, but if 
you want it I can probably get it for 
considerably less.” 

I declined to avail myself of the oppor- 
tunity. 


aT reminds me of a curious inci- 
dent which happened when I was sta- 
tioned in Lima,” my companion remarked, 
when the South American had taken his 
departure. ‘In those days—it was before 
the war—there was a young attaché at the 
German Legation who was tremendously 
keen about these shrunken heads. He 
collected them as other men gather 
porcelains or coins. He seemed to have 
plenty of money, and he bought every one 
that was offered him. His rooms were 
filled with them. A queer-looking chap, 
very nearsighted, with a great scar across 
his face—a souvenir of his Heidelberg 
days, I fancy—and the brightest red hair 
you ever saw, which he wore en brosse, 
like so many Germans. 

“He was of a scientific turn of mind, 
with an insatiable curiosity about every- 
thing. I’ve seen him sit for hours specu- 
lating on the method by which these 
heads are shrunken. In fact, it became an 
obsession with him. After he had been in 
Lima about a year, he told us one night 
that he had obtained a month’s leave of 
absence, and was going to spend it back 
in the Indian country, where these heads 
come from, in the hope that he could dis- 
cover the secret of how they are shrunken 
We warned him that he was taking his 
life in his hands, but he just shrugged his 
shoulders and said he wasn’t afraid. 

“Well, the month slipped by and he 
didn’t show up. Another fortnight passed, 
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Qive your boy 
a Corona for Christmas 


ee 
es I 


VERY boy wants a typewriter and 
sooner or later, in college or busi- 
ness, must be able to use one. 


This latest Corona is just like all the 
standard office machines in the matter 
of operation, capacity and quality of 
work. It has the same keyboard, takes 
the same size stationery—but is not 
so big and heavy. 


Invest $60 in your son’s future! Get 
him this fine typewriter for Christ- 
mas. If “Corona” isn’t listed in your 
phone book, write us. 


CORONA TYPEWRITER CO., INC. 
102 Main Street, Groton, N. Y. 


© Corona Typewriter Company, 1925 
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Science Discovers 
the Secret of 


Caruso’s 
Wonderful Voice 


The Hyo-Glossvs\f 
Singing Made ge 


Why ts 1 that the humble peasant boy of Italy 
became the greatest singer of all time? This dia- 
gram of his throat will show you. Caruso’s mar- 
velous toice was due to a superb development of 
his Hyo -Glossus muscle. Your Hyo -Glossus 
muscle can be. developed, too! A good voice can be 
made better —a weak roice become strong—a lost 
roice restored — stammering and stuttering cured. 
Science will help you. 


Your voice can be 
improved 100% 


A few very fortunate persons —like the late 
Caruso—are born with the ability to sing 
well. But even Caruso had to develop his 
Hyo-Glossus muscle before his voice was 
perfect. You can develop a beautiful singing 
or speaking voice if your Hyo-Glossus muscle 
is strengthened by correct training. Pro- 
fessor Feuchtinger, A. M.—famous in the 
music centers of Europe for his success in 
training famous Opera Singers — discovered 
the secret of the fi yo-Glossus muscle. He 
devoted years of his life to scientific research 
and finally perfected a system of voice train- 
ing that will develop your Hyo-Glossus 
muscle by simple, silent exercises right in 
your own home. The Perfect Voice Institute 
guarantees that Professor Feuchtinger's 
method will improve your voice 100%. You 
are to be your own judge—if your voice is 
not improved 100°; in your own opinion, we 
will reida your money. 


Grand Opera Stars 
His Students 


Hundreds of famous singers have studied Physical 
Voice Culture. Over 10,000 happy pupils have 
received the benefits of his wonderful train- 
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and the German minister began to get 
anxious about him. After a while the 
legation made such a row over his dis- 
appearance that the Government ordered 
an investigation; but it didn’t amount to 
anything, forthe Peruvian law doesn’t run 
in the Indian country. So finally we con- 
cluded that he had been drowned, or had 
died of fever, or been killed by Indians, 
and let it go at that. 

“ But now comes the bizarre part of my 
story. About a year after his disappear- 
ance, an Indian from one of the up-country 
tribes came into Lima. He was selling 
curiosities, as some of them do. Someone 
sent him round to the German Legation, 
and the minister, who was a keen collector 
of native junk, had the fellow brought in. 
After he had displayed his other wares he 
produced a leather sack with a draw- 
string. He pulled it open and out rolled 
on the minister’s desk a shrunken human 
head—the head of a white man—a white 
man with a long scar across one eheek and 
bristling red hair that was almost ver- 
milion!” 


[DESPITE hisname, Major Guy Boschke 
is a Californian. Were you to ask him 
his business he would probably reply that 
he was a consulting engineer; but he might 
well be the original of John Clay, in 
Richard Harding Davis’s “Soldiers of 
Fortune,” for he has led the most adven- 
turous life of any man I know. 

Prior to the Great War, while living in 
Santiago de Chile, rumors reached him of 
important gold discoveries on the upper 
Maranon, a great, mysterious river which, 
rising on the eastern slope of the Peruvian 
Cordilleras, bursts through the defile of 
the Pongo de Manseriche, and, after 
winding ae hundreds of miles through the 
dense tropical forests of the Montana, 
eventually crosses the Brazilian frontier. 
It has long been believed in South America 
that it was from this remote region that 
the Incas obtained their enormous stores 
of gold, and Boschke realized that, could 
he find these fabulous deposits, his fortune 
was made. 

By railway and pack train Boschke 
transported his modest outfit to a small 
Peruvian frontier town on the headwaters 
of the Maranon, where he organized his 
expedition, consisting of half-a-dozen 
Indians who claimed to be familiar with 
the wild country to the eastward. Under 
his direction the Indians built a raft, 
aboard which the little party set out a few 
days later on their perilous quest for gold. 

For day after day they floated down the 
mighty river, between solid walls of 
tropical vegetation. Monkeys chattered 
in the tree tops, huge snakes slipped 
through the tangled undergrowth, birds of 
gor eous plumage flashed from limb to 
imb. 

Toward twilight on the twelfth day 
there came to their ears, from somewhere 
in the forest before them, a low, monoto- 
nous drone, as Boschke expressed it, like 
the hum of a million sewing machines. 
The sound steadily increased in volume 
until, rounding a sharp bend, the explor- 
ers discovered with terrifying abruptness 
whence it came. For not a quarter of a 
mile ahead, the river hustled over a 
rocky ledge, scarcely lower than that 
which forms the Horseshoe Fall at Ni- 
agara, to lose itself in a smother of spume 
and spray. 


They had come upon the fall so unex- 
pactadi , the current had become so swift, 
that it was impossible to beach the raft. 
Realizing their peril, the Indians lost not 
an instant in leaping overboard and, 
though the river was now flowing like a 
mill-race, succeeded in battling their way 
to shore. Boschke, encumbered by 
breeches and heavy field boots, realized 
that he would stand small chance of 
winning ‘to safety in those angry waters. 

But a few yards ahead a great tree stood 
close beside the bank, one of its lower 
limbs projecting almost horizontally over 
the rushing river. Throwing his whole 
weight against the sweep which served as 
a rudder, he succeeded in swerving the 
raft toward the shore. As it swept be- 
neath the tree, like a boat going under 
a bridge, Boschke, pausing only to snatch 
up a heavy machete which lay at his feet, 
sprang for the overhanging limb, caught 
it, and drew himself to safety as the raft 
swept from beneath his feet and disap- 
peared over the brink. 

Crawling along the limb, he descended 
to the ground, where he was shortly 
joined by his Indians. 

But, though alive and uninjured, they 
were in a most desperate situation. 
Without food, or weapons, they were in 
the heart of a tropical forest, in a region 
reputed to be inhabited by head-hunters, 
half a thousand miles in a straight line 
from the fringes of civilization. They 
made a camp of sorts by the river bank, 
and, exhausted by exertions, Boschke 
almost instantly fell asleep. He was 
awakened by the sun in his eyes to find 
himself alone. His Indians, doubtless 
feeling that their situation was desperate 
enough without being hampered by a 
white man, had silently decamped during 
the night. 

The only cheering aspect of his plight, 
Boschke remarked in telling me the story, 
was that he possessed a stout pair of boots 
and the machete. He realized that his 
only hope lay in making his way up the 
river to the Vaun village from which 
he had started—a six-weeks journey on 
foot, even under the most favorable con- 


ditions. 
} AVING no gun, he sought his food in 
the river. True, he had no hook or line 
and no materials wherewith to make them, 
but by lashing his machete with creepers 
to the end of a length of bamboo, he 
succeeded in improvising a rude fish spear. 
By midday he had enough fish for a meal. 
Then came the problem of cooking them, 
ae his matches had disappeared with the 
raft. 

He had seen Indians make a fire by 
rubbing two sticks together and, though 
he had never tried it, he was familiar with 
the process. It is by no means easy, how- 
ever, and he spent several hours vigor- 
ously rubbing various kinds of wood to- 
peter before his tinder sprang into flame. 

e realized that he could not go through 
this tedious performance daily; that he 
must devise some means of carrying his 
fire with him. So from the clay of the 
river bank he fashioned a rude bowl, 
which.he carried slung over his shoulder 
by a creeper. In this receptacle he bore 
glowing embers, which he nursed as 
assiduously as the Greek priestesses tended 
the eternal flame. Thus equipped, he set 
out on his long trek to the westward with 
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Why Accountancy Training Pays 


“I say without boasting, and simply as a 
statement of fact,” writes E. G. Wilhelm, 
a Pennsylvania man, ‘‘that I have earned 
more than fifty times the cost of my LaSalle 
training, in special accounting work, since 
taking it up; and in addition, my regular 
income,, or salary, has increased approxi- 
mately 125 per cent.’ —Not an unusual 
report from a LaSalle-trained man. During 
only six months’ time as many as 1,248 
LaSalle members reported definite salary- 
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who “are seriously pursuing the LaSalle 
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the river for his guide. Several times he 
was. compelled- to swim’ small tributary 
streams; fur he preserved his precious fire 
by tying the bowl to his head. In a month 
it went out only twice. 

As the days passed, what with the 
terrific heat, intermittent attacks of fever, 
and lack of proper food, he steadily grew 
weaker. At length came a day when he 
realized that his strength would not hold 


out much longer; that his only hope lay in ` 


abandoning the river, with its countless 
turnings, and striking straight through the 
jungle in the direction of the setting sun. 
But this meant leaving behind him the 
fish, which thus far had served as his 
only food. If he was to get through he 
mo devise some substitute for his fish 
let. 


NOW: there is little game in the Montana, 
unless one counts as game the innumer- 
able monkeys, which had chattered mock- 
ingly at the haggard white man from the 
branches overhead. Sometimes, animated 
by simian curiosity, they had followed him 
for miles. If he could devise some means 
of killing them his ‘food supply would be 
assured. He had tried to kill them with 
an improvised bow and arrow, and again 
using his machete as a javelin, but 
always without success. At times their 
proximity, their ceaseless chatter, tor- 
mented the famished, fever-stricken man 
until it seemed as though he would go 
insane. 
But finally a plan for outwitting the 
simians shaped itself in his mind. It owed 
its inception in part to their tendency to 


| imitate his every movement—they even 


rubbed sticks together in an attempt to 
copy his method of making fire—and to the 
recollection of a story he had heard in his 
boyhood of the monkey that had thrust 
its paw into a sugar bowl and could not 
release itself because it would not relax its 
grasp on the sugar. 

Cutting with his machete a long vine, he 
trimmed and scraped the creeper until it 
was as supple as a rope and as strong. His 
next step was to make a running noose in 
the end. Then, selecting for the scene of 
his experiment an open glade in the forest, 
he secured one end of his improvised 
lariat to a tree. Squatting on the ground, 


he thrust his arm into the slip-noose, drew 
it taut and, opening the noose,, went 
through the performance again and yet 
again, taking care that the simian spec- 
tators overhead should have. an unob- 
structed view of the proceeding. This 
strange rehearsal, on the success of which 
depended a man’s life, continued for two 
hours, the monkeys watching every 
movement intently. At length, convinced 
that they had learned their lesson if they 
were to learn it at all, Boschke opened the 
slip-noose, spread it invitingly upon the 
ground and, with an assumed nonchalance.. 
which he was far from feeling strolled away. 

He had not taken fifty paces, however, ` 
before the largest of the monkeys swung 
himself to the ground and slipped his paw 
into the noose, precisely as Hoschike had 
done. But there the imitation ended, for 
no sooner did the monkey feel the noose 
tighten upon its wrist than he made 
frantic efforts to break away, which only * 
resulted in drawing the noose tighter. As 
may be imagined, Boichke lost no time in 
dispatching the’ animal with his machete— 
st night sat down to the first satis- 
fying meal he had‘had in weeks. 

By this ingenious expedient he succeeded 
in capturing several more monkeys, 
“jerking” the meat, Indian fashion,. in 
the sun. In two or three days he had 
accumulated a sufficient supply of dried 
monkey meat to keep him alive on his 
march through the jungle; and with a full 
stomach had come renewed courage and 
vigor. 


FORTNIGHT later there stumbled: 

into an Indian village on the head- 
waters of the Maranon a gaunt, fever- 
stricken white man, clad in fluttering rags, 
long of hair and beard, and his skin 
tanned tothe colorof amuch-smoked meer- 
schaum. He presented so wild a figure, as 
he leaned unsteadily on his long-bladed 
spear, that the Indian children ran from 
him in terror. It was Guy Boschke, back 
from his quest for the Inca gold. His 
Indian companions were never heard from 
again; but the white man whom they had 
abandoned in the jungle, thanks to his 
iron determination and Yankee ingenuity, 
returned to tell one of the strangest stories 
I have ever heard. 
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“Wes” Sargent’s Boy 


the course, however, because I became 
interested in the University of lowa, and 
transferred there. But before I finished 
the regular academic course at Iowa City 
I decided to take up the study of law, 
and switched again. After completing the 
law course, I opened a law office in Sioux 
City. That was in 1901.” 

i I wanted to know what turned him to 
aw. 

“I couldn’t tell you that,” he replied. 
“No one thing. A natural liking for it, I 
suppose. Many of our family have been 
lawyers. My cousin, John Garibaldi 
Sargent, is the present Attorney General 
of the United States.” 


R. SARGENT went on to tell about 

one of the earliest law cases he had to 
handle. As a law case it was only the 
merest incident, but as illustrating the 
forces that helped to make Fred Sargent 
what he is it is most significant. 

“I owe more than I can say,” he 
affirmed, “to the‘ fine ideals by which my 
father lived and ‘expected his family to 
live: hard work, thrift, fair dealing, and 
early hours. He was a constant example 
and inspiration. I know of few greater 
blessings than a father a boy can be 
hear ‘ly proud of. And one of the things I 
like :o remember is that, although he 
accumulated a good deal of property in his 
lifetime, he conducted himself so fairly 
in all of his dealings that he never had a 
lawsuit—except once. 

‘That once was interesting. I was 
barely settled in my new office at Sioux 
City when my father sent word that he 
had been sued by one of his tenants. He 
asked me to come to Akron and defend 
the case for him. It was one of my first 
lawsuits. 

“The tenant claimed that my father 
had promised to pay him for time spent 
in plowing the land, in case he failed to 
get a crop. As I well knew, my father 
never made such arrangements with 
tenants. But the man’s crop had failed, 
and, wanting to get some return for his 
labor, he sued for thirty dollars. The 
money he asked for did not matter to my 
father, but he was thoroughly. disinclined 
to be held up. The case rested on the 
tenant’s word against his.. 

“I tried the case and.manag@ to get a 


jury of pioneers. They heard the evitlience 


and were out only about five minutés, ’ 
returning with a verdict for my father.~ 
I was curious to know how they arrived 
at their decision so quickly, and, takin 
one of them aside, a man named Fox, Í 
asked him about it. 

“Pl tell you how J decided,’ he said 
willingly. A : l 

“Then he explained that, years before, 
he had been trying to pay off the mort- - 
gage on a team of oxen he had bought, 
and in order to get the money he had 
contracted to sell his corn crop to my: 
father at a stipulated price. However, he ' 
had only a hand-power corn sheller, and 
it took him the better part of the winter- 
to shell it. He delivered a load at'a time, . 
as it-was ready, and not until nearly 
spring was the contract fulfilled. In the 


(Continued from page 16) 


meantime, he had drawn only part of the 
money due him for the corn. After the 
final delivery, Mr. Fox said, he went to 
my father for the balance of his money 
and was handed a check; but the amount 
was considerably more than was due him. 
He called my father’s attention to what 
he thought was a mistake. ‘No,’ said my 
father, ‘there was no mistake.’ Mr. Fox 
then explained that, although they had 
agreed on a certain price at the time the 
contract was made, as the winter ad- 
vanced the price of corn had gone up and 
my father had credited his account, not 
with the price called for by the contract 


but with the market price at the time of 


delivery. The difference amounted’ to 
quite a sum. i ; 

“Do you think, after that, Mr. Fox 
asked me, ‘I'd believe your father would 
tell a lie?’” 

That incident made a profound im- 
pression on Fred Sargent. The memory 
of it, and of others like it, went with him 
at every step of his career. 

Continuing his narrative, Mr. Sargent 
said: 3 i 

“I managed to get clients, good ones, 
in Sioux City, among whom, first or last, 
were many of the principal banks and 
business houses. And in 1905, four years 
after I began to practice, I was appointed 
attorney for the Chicago; St. Paul, Minne- 
apolis and Omaha Railway. This line, 
which most people call ‘the Omaha,’ is a 
subsidiary of the Chicago and North 
Western. One year later I was asked to 
represent the North Western also, in 
Iowa. This was the beginning of my con- 
nection with railroads.’ i 


URING these years he was steadily 
building a reputation for honesty, 
hard work, and square dealing, just as his 
father had before him. There were people 
whom he scarcely knew, who yet knew 
and approved of Fini, This was shown in 
a striking way: Judge Frank C. Dillard, 
then vice president and general counsel 
of the Chicago, Rock Island and Pacific 
Railway, was looking for a man to act as 
general áttorney for the railroad for the 
entire state of lowa, a position requiring 

reat- discretion and ability. Judge 
Dillard conducted his search for a man 
jp a systematic and industrious way. He 


‘busiféss men whom they could recom- 


mend; he spoke to judges. Time after 
time the suggestion he received was: 
“Why don’t you get Fred Sargent, of 
Sioux City?” 
And so in 1912, Mr. Sargent, consider- 


«ably to his surprise, for he had never met 


the general counsel of the Rock Island, 
was invited to Chicago by Judge Dillard. 
Sargent was only thirty-five years old 
when he accepted the .position the judge 
offered. Hg, moved his headquarters to 
Des Moines. a 

Here he made a notable record. Among 
other things, he brought about a vast re- 
duction in the amount of litigation in 
which the Rock Island was involved. 

“We did it,” he explained, “by adopt- 


among the general attorneys of ` 


Inga 
mite among he asked lawyers and 


ing a policy of investigating every case 
very throughly, getting all the evidence 
for both sides as nearly as we could, and 
acting accordingly. Many of the cases 
had to do with personal injuries, eighty 
per cent of the injured persons being 
employees of the road. 

“The old policy had been to fight most 
of these cases in the courts to the last 
ditch, regardless of merit. I made it a 
rule to find out whether the complaint, 
as nearly as we could tell, was just or un- 
just. If it was a case where the railroad 
clearly was to blame, we tried to make a 
fair settlement without a lawsuit; if, how- 
ever, the injury was plainly due to the 
carelessness of the individual, we never 
made any settlement without a fight. 

“This new policy avoided a great deal 
of litigation, kept us from being imposed 
on, and saved money for the company, 
simply because we had the courage to get 
the facts and stand by them.” 


NE interesting case from those days 

is typical, and shows how thoroughly 

Mr. Sargent investigated and prepared. 
“A certain man,” he said, “brought a 
complaint against us for an injury he 
claimed to have received while in the rail- 
road company’s employ. I will call him 
Jones. He claimed he had been a fireman. 
At Faribault, Minnesota, Jones said, he 
had been shaking down the ashes in the 


‘engine boiler, when the handle of the 


shaker suddenly came off, causing him to 
fall and strike his back against an iron 
hook on the tender. The hook, he claimed. 
had pierced one of the vertebra of his 
spinal column, causing partial paralysis: 
and he said the doctors had informed him 
that a gradual atrophy of the muscles 
was setting in. If his claim was correct. 
the railroad was to blame for a faulty 
shaker handle, and owed Jones a settle- 
ment. 

“Our investigator visited him and 
reported that he looked to be in the pink 
of health. Now, we were at pains to de- 
tect malingerers and show them up; there- 
fore we assigned an investigator to stick 
to Jones’s trail and see what happened. 

Jones s ; 

Within a short time Jones got aboard 
a train and led our investigator to a town 
in western Nebraska. Here he went toa 
hotel and, unknown to him, our man reg- 
istered at the same place. A poster was 
prominently displayed in the lobby, an- 
nouncing a prize fight; and to the investi- 
gator it seemed that there was a marked 
resemblance between pres the supposed 
invalid, partially paralyzed, with atrophy 
of the muscles setting in, and one of the 
fighters who was billed to appear in the 
ring, though not under the name of Jones. 

“So our man attended the prize fight. 
And, sure enough, Jones and the light- 
weight champion were one and the same. 
The investigator made photo raphs of 
Jones in action, featuring his back par- 
ticularly, and also secured some of the 
posters announcing the fight. 

“After this first appearance, Jones 
went on to other cities. Our investigator 
trailed him all over that part of the 
country, gathering evidence along the 
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way. Finally, as the date set for the trial 
approached, Jones returned to Marion, 
Towa, where the trial was to be held, and 
I went down there to try the case. 


“THINGS proceeded in the normal 

way. A jury was chosen, and the 
plaintiff’s lawyers put his witnesses on the 
stand. There were three doctors. They 
testified without a hitch that the facts 
were as Jones claimed. 

“I suggested that it would be a good 
thing for the plaintiff to strip to the waist, 
so they could make the jurors understand 
more clearly the injury to his back. They 
agreed, and pointed out exactly what they 
said had happened, and was happening, 
and where. Nothing out of the way was 
visible to me, nor, I think, to the jurors, 
but the medical explanations were quite 
impressive. 

‘After this, Jones himself went on the 
stand. He made a good witness in his 
own behalf. The time came for me to 
cross-examine him. I moved slightl 
forward along the lawyers’ table until 
was fairly close to Jones and he could see 
everything I did. I opened my portfolio 
and took out the prize-fighting posters and 
photographs. I held them up, pretending 
to arrange them in the order I wanted, but 
managed them in such a way that they 
were out of the jurors’ sight but in plain 
view of Jones. 

“At this point I addressed the judge, 
saying that the papers I had to arrange 
before cross-examining the witness were 

uite numerous, and suggested that a 
ve-minutes recess would be in order. 
` The judge assented. 

"Jones left the witness stand and the 
room. When the recess period expired, 
he did not reappear. His lawyers searched 
but could not find him. He never re- 
turned, and never was seen again in 
Marion. He had caught enough of an 
inkling of the preparation I had made for 
him to know Ae his game was up! 

“A Jawyer,” Mr. Sargent went on, 
“can, and should, prevent many disputes 
from resulting in trials by a thorough in- 
vestigation of the facts on both sides. 
Abraham Lincoln once said, ‘As a peace- 
maker, the lawyer has a superior oppor- 
tunity of being a good man. ” 

Sargent continued. as general attorney 
in Iowa for the Rock Teland lines for 
eight years. In 1920, however, the North 

estern wanted him back, and he was 
induced to move to Chicago to serve that 
railroad as general solicitor. Thereupon, 
he inaugurated a swift rise. As general 
solicitor, he had to look after all cases that 
came to trial. Three years passed in this 
fashion; then they made him vice pres- 
ident and general counsel, and also a 
member of the board of directors. Two 
years more passed, and they elected him 
president. Rapid going! But it was not 
due to luck! The very same things that 
had made Fred Sargent a capable lawyer, 
put him in logical line for the big job. 

Just as he had made it his business, 
when confronted with a client’s problem, 
to learn everything about it, and to advise 
honestly, no matter where the advice led, 
so in the railroad business he set out to 
learn all about it, not with any thought of 
the presidency in mind but believing that 
the more he knew about every phase of 
railroading the better would he be able to 


conduct the legal affairs of the company. 

“T asked myself,” Mr. Sargent told 
me, ‘‘what the owners of this railroad 
would want to know about it, provided 
they were conscientious, intelligent, keen 
railroad men, interested in keeping their 
investment in the best possible shape. 
I then set to work to learn those things, 
and when I came to occupy a place on 
the board of directors, I found that the 
other directors, representing the owners, 
were just such men as I thought they 
would be. I determined to fit myself to 
answer their questions immediately, when- 
ever asked, without having to say I 
would ‘look it up.’ 

“There are various ways of learning 
anything you want to know. One of the 
good ways, especially in business, is to 
work up through all the different stages. 
But you can also get a good lot of infor- 
mation indirectly, if you know what you 
are looking for, by just exposing yourself 
to it. I made it a rule to put myself in the 
middle of the road, where the information 
was likely to bump into me. 

“The officials of a railroad have to 
travel a good deal over their lines and, 
while I had no operating experience, I 
never missed an opportunity. to go on a 
trip over the road with the other officials, 
or to talk with men from the operating 
and commercial and engineering depart- 
ments, and learn about their problems. 

“Those private-car trips were not 
pleasure trips. They were study trips. 

ever a day passed but we discussed oper- 
ation, finances, rates, roadbed condition, 
wages and conditions of employment, 
what might be done to improve our serv- 
ice in the communities through which 
the line passed, repairs, and so on. I 
talked repeatedly with officials and men. 
Every scrap of accurate information 
helped to complete my education. After 
a while, without intending it, I ‘began to 
find that people were asking me about 
other matters than legal questions.” 


AMONG his other studies, Mr. Sargent 
gave special attention to freight rates. 
He discovered that railroads in some 
other regions were prospering, apparently 
partly as the result of favorable rates, 
while the railroads elsewhere were handi- 
capped, and having more or less trouble. 
Sargent dug out these facts and made 
himself thoroughly familiar with all 

hases of them. And when, after a while, 
it became apparent to others, as to him- 
self, that the great problem of the railroad 
was to attempt to secure more equable 
rates, nobody was so well-informed on the 
subject as Fred Sargent. The big job— 
the presidency itself—thus went to him 
because it needed him. 

A man may often be judged by the men 
he respects, and when I asked Mr. Sargent 
what man had influenced him most he 
replied with great emphasis: 

“My father!” 

There was no doubt or hesitancy about 
this reply. 

“He was a good man,” Mr. Sargent 
said. “I had no brothers; but my three 
sisters and I cherish our memories of him 
as our most precious possession. At his 
death he left a spotless reputation, the 
finest legacy that any man can leave his 
fami 


ily. 
My father was a strict disciplinarian. 
t t >è + 


There was never any doubt in the minds 
of us children that we were to do as he 
directed. But he was never harsh nor 
unjust. It was really a pleasure to do 
what he asked, and we had the confidence 
to believe that if he considered it right it 
was right. He, in turn, would do any- 
thing, make any sacrifice, for his family. 
And not only his family. The way he 
treated us was just the reflection of his 
manner of treating everybody. One of the 
happy incidents of my life occurred after 
I became attorney for the North West- 
ern, in Iowa, and it revealed something 
about my father that I had not known. 

“The railroad people instructed me to 
attend to the details of securing a right- 
of-way for a projected new line from 
Sioux City to Hawarden, a line that has 
since been built. One farmer across 
whose land the line would have to pass 
refused absolutely to sell us a right-of-way 
or to enter into any negotiations with us. 
I was afraid we would have to undertake 
legal proceedings and condemn the neces- 
sary strip of land; but before resorting to 
that I decided to drive up and see what 
sort of fellow the farmer was. His name 
was Phelan, John Phelan. 


“T MET Mr. Phelan at his front door and 
told him why I had come. He was 
not impressed, but he asked my name. 

“Sargent, huh?’ he said, when I told 
him. ‘Did you ever happen to know 
“Wes” Sargent?’ 

“I replied that he was my father. 

“Your father? Mr. Phelan exclaimed. 
Turning, he called into the house, ‘Mother, 
come right away. This is “Wes” Sar- 
gent’s boy!’ 

“They made me stay to dinner and 
spend the day with them, and Mr. Phelan 
told me how he came to know my father, 
and why he held him in regard above 
almost everybody he knew. 

“He said that some years back he and 
his family had been living in the little 
town of Calliope, just outside of Ha- 
warden, when there came an epidemic 
of diphtheria. Many people fell sick and 
some died. Most of them were poor, the 
crops had been bad, and they were having 
the hardest kind of time to live. But one 
day they noticed a car of flour on the 
siding, and the ticket showed it was for 
‘The People of Calliope.’ It was from m 
father. Knowing their need, he had made 
them that present. They all went and helped 
themselves, and it was sufficient to tide 
them over the winter. John Phelan had 
not forgotten, nor ceased to feel grateful 
for a debt which he doubted he would 
ever repay. 

“I spent the day with them, as I said; 
but when it came about time to go, I 
remarked: l 

“I am glad to know how you folks feel 
about my father. But I came up to see 
about that right-of-way, and I’m wonder- 
ing what agreement we can reach.’ 

‘John Phelan did not hesitate. 

““You can have anything you want,’ 
he said. ‘Just set your own price. What- 
ever you say is fair will be right with me.’ 

“You may be sure,” Mr. Sargent con- 
cluded, “I didn’t take advantage of him!” 

Like father, like son. It is not onl 
Fred Sargent, but also “Wes” Sargent’s 
boy, who is the president of the Chicago 
and North Western. 
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Drive this latest Oldsmobile Six over the 
highest hills you can find—for it takes a 
long, steep climb to prove the real construc- ; 
tion and performance of any car... Hills f 
reveal pulling power — smoothness — speed 
—control—chassis stamina—acceleration— f 
everything! Thats why we urge you to 
ask your Oldsmobile dealer for a hill-climb- 
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Getting 
a Place on 
“Easy Street” 


W indeed are those who 
havewonaplaceon“Easy 
Street” through luck, chance 
or good fortune. Get at the 
truth, and “luck” usually is 
another word for good judg- 
ment; “chance”, opportunity 
wisely embraced, and “good 
fortune” the logical result of 
hard work. 


The decision that you will 
make yourself a place on 
“Easy Street” is the first step 
to financial independence. 
Followthrough with the wise 
investment of your savings 
and the future will take care 
of itself. , 


S. W. STRAUS & Co., 
with an experience of 43 
years in safely counsel- 
ling investors every- 
where, can help you,not 
alone in determining 
how you shall make 
yourself financially in- 
dependent, but through 
investment recommen- 
dations assure success to 
your efforts.. 


Today, write for our newest 
booklet, ‘Easy Street”, and 
literature describing the first 
mortgage real estate bonds, 
yielding, on the average, 6%, 
which provide a sound 
foundation for your invest- 
ment plan. Ask for 


BOOKLET L-1521 


The Straus Hallmark on a 
bond stampsit at onceas the 
premier real estate security. 


S.W. STRAUS 
& CO. 


Established 1882 
INVESTMENT BONDS 
STRAUS BUILDING 
Michigan Ave. 


at Jackson Blvd. 
CHICAGO 


Incorporated 


STRAUS BUILDING 
505 Fifth Avenue - 
at goth St. 
New YORK 
STRAUS BUILDING 
79 Pest Street, SAN FRANCISCO 


43 YEARS WITHOUT LOSS 
TO ANY INVESTOR 


D 1925—S. W. 8. & Co., Inc. 
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THE FAMILY’S MONEY 


Nothing is Wasted in Our Home 


URS is a family of five children, 
and our income is only eighteen 
hundred dollars a year. Hence, 
it requires much planning and cutting 
of corners to make both ends meet com- 
fortably. i 
Practically nothing is ever thrown 
away in our home—at least not until 
investigation has proved beyond doubt 
that its life is truly gone. John and I are 
both careful to make our clothes last as 
long as possible. _ : 
Early in our thrift campai n, I learned 


to prolong the life of John’s shirts. Before’ 


we were married, when his cuffs raveled 
.or frayed at the ends, he discarded the. 
shirt as worn out. I discovered that by 
removing the cuffs and reversing them, 
another. six months could be added to the 
life of the garment. - 
Then we noticed that shirts, otherwise 


erfectly good, would become thread- . 
ie at the neck. We found that: stiff | 


collars were to blame for this, so John 
put in a stoic uf soft collars, and cast 
aside the stiff ones. In this way we greatly 
cut down his shirt and laundry bill, for 
soft collars can be both made and 
laundered at home. We figured that 
we saved anywhere from twenty-five to 
thirty-five dollars last year through this 
form of economy. . 

Any-shict. that John can no longer use, 
I cut over into awfully cute summer suits 


or rompers for the kiddies. Sometimes I 


use a little dye to freshen these up a bit. 
When there are extra shirts that the 
children don’t need, I make them into 
sturdy house aprons for myself. John’s 
cast-off suits are always sponged, and 
turned, and converted into junior num- 
bers for Teddy and Jack. I do my own 
sewing, and find it pleasant as well as 
economical. 


I ALWAYS try to buy clothes for all of 
us at off seasons. For-instance, I pur- 
chase my next summer’s materials at the 
very end of the summer season, when the 
stores have their slashing sales of cloth- 
ing and remnants. In this way, I always 
get two or three times as much for my 
money. Winter things are purchased at 
the end of the winter season, when the 
stores are glad to get rid of their old 
stock in order to make way for the new 
spring display. Last year I clothed the 
five children and myself for less than 
$300. If I had not taken advantage of 
seasonal sales, these very same articles 
would have mounted up to considerably 
over $500. 

You may wonder how a mother with 
five small children—one almost a baby— 
and no servant can get away from home 
long enough to take advantage of these 
great bargain sales. My neighbor and I 
worked out that problem together. When 
Mrs. Hobson goes shopping, the little 
Hobsons come to our house to play. When 
it is my turn to shop, my own children 


play at the Hobsons’. 
An 


other neighbor taught me a wonder- - 


ful secret whereby we have good fresh 


l eggs at the lowest cost throughout the 


year. When eggs are plentiful and hence 
cheapest, I put in a large stock, and pack 
them in water-glass in airtight jars. In 
this way, the children have a generous 
supply of nourishing things made from 
eggs, even at those times when the high 
market price would otherwise render it 
impossible. 


DISCOVERED several other small 

economies ‘that help to stretch the 
dollars in a small income. For example, 
as soon as thé children get in from school, 
I have them change into worn things 
which can no longer appear in public, but 
which are just right for play and home 
chores. I also train my youngsters to turn 
out the lights when they go from one 
room to another. By exercising care on 
this last paints we have reduced our elec- 
tricity bill almost a dollar a month. 

Worn linen. tablecloths that cannot 
again face guests. are cut into squares, 
hemmed in odd moments, and make their 
bow as company. napkins... When the 
have served as Idng'as possible in this 
capacity, they make lovely soft wash- 
cloths. I usually baste two worn-out 
napkins together to give body to the 
washcloth. 

A similar economy is this: From strips 
of shabby, worn carpet, I cut the best 
parts for rugs. Thin sheets are split down 
the middle, the outer edges sewn into 
a middle seam, and, lo, almost new 
sheets. 

My husband and my eight-year-old 
son contribute another dime-saver. Be- 
tween them, they have invested in a 
dollar shoe-shining outfit. They clean 
and polish all our shoes, and sometimes 
Sonny earns an extra nickel for Sunday- 
school by shining the neighbors’ shoes. 

Both my husband and I belong to a 
book club. This gives us the bence of a 
dozen good new books a year instead of 
the one we might feel that we could af- 


ford. 
WE HAVE a large garden which for a 


numberof years we thought of merely 
as a thing of beauty. Then it occurred to 
me how thriftless this was, especially 
since our town has so many beauty spots 
we can enjoy. So we hastened to plant 
a large part of our garden in vegetables. 
Now we not only raise all of those fresh 
vegetables that carry us through the 
summer, but we also raise enough to can 
and put away for winter use. 

I say “we” because in our family there 
is no wasted energy or enthusiasm. Teddy 
and Jack look upon the garden as their 
own special responsibility, and have a lot 
of fun supplyin veretables for the fam- 
ily. Mary and Jane are having a glorious 
time learning to sew; soon they will be 
making their own clothes, thus relieving 
me oF much work and releasing my 
energy for other experiments in thrift. 

Such strenuous saving as this would 
be maddening if we had not made a sort 
of game of it. The game, I'll admit, grew 
out of necessity but we enjoy it just the 
same. MRS. M. 
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` Freight and Tax Extra 


Built Under 
the Exclusive 
Super-Six 
Patents 


Remember This’ ` 


ESSEX is a “SIX” 


Six cylinders give greater flexibility 
and smoother operation than any 
four-cylinder motor. 


The Super-Six principle exclusive to 
Hudson and Essex increases power 
and smoothness of a Six without 
added weight or motor size. It has 
proved longer car life. To all who 
know the facts it is the supreme type 
among “Sixes.” In Essex it brings 
the quality performance and relia- 
bility of finest “Sixes” within reach 
of all. 


Years of ‘brilliant advancement in 


quality have given Hudson-Essex a 
leadership everyone knows and ac- 
knowledges. 

It has given them the world’s largest 
volume of 6-cylinder cars. 

And to buyers, amazing price advan- 
tages, passed on from unequaled 
volume economies. 

Yet it is not price, but popularity of 
the finest quality ever produced by 
Hudson-Essex, of famous Super-Six 
performance, reliability and fine ap- 
pearance that motordom recognizes 
as the 
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World’s Greatest Values 


Hudson Coach, $1165 Hudson Brougham, $1450 Hudson 7-Pass. Sedan, $1650 
All Prices Freight and Tax Extra 
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Advice to a Young 
Man with a 
Christmas List 


HE turmoil of last minute Christmas 

shopping! The frantic selection of 
presents—then the doubts—wonder if you 
selected the right thing for the right person. 
Not so the wise young man whose un- 
erring judgment and good taste prompt him 
to send Johnston’s - - - His Christmas 
shopping is simple. And his is the satis- 
faction of knowing that besides appreciating 
his gift, each of the recipients is impressed 
by his thoughtfulness in selecting candy 
that they prefer. 


J, 


All of the Johnston favourite 
boxes are dressed in Special 
holiday wrappings — gay 
with the Chritmas Spirit 


CHOCOLATES 
You well find a special. agency for 
Johnston's Chocolates in one of the 
y better class stores in your neighborhood 
a 
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ROBERT A. JOHNSTON COMPANY : MILWAUKEE 
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Saving space, time and endless steps in 
any home, this combined sink and laun- 
dry tub is especially useful and efficient 
in small apartments and bungalows. 


Of cream-white enamel on iron, it takes 
up no more room thanasink alone, and 
costs much less than two separate units 
installed. It is large enough to meet any 
laundry emergency and is most conven- 
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ientforwashing smallarticles too delicate 
to risk outside. The nickel silver drain- 
board fits snugly on either sink or tub 
and may also be used as a serving tray. 


Crane plumbing and heating materials 
are sold everywhere by established and 
responsible contractors in a wide range 
of styles and prices. Write for new 
kitchen folder and bathroom booklet. 


CRAN 


Address all inquiries to Crane Co., Chicago 


GENERAL OFFICES: CRANE BUILDING, 


836 S. MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 


Branches and Sales Offices in One Hundred and Fifty Cities 
National Exhibit Rooms: Chicago, New York, Atlantic City, San Francisco and Montreal 


Works: Chicago, Bridgeport, Birmingha: 
CRANE EXPORT CORPORATION: NEW 


m, Chattanooga, Trenton and Montreal 


YORK, SAN FRANCISCO, SHANGHAI 


CRANE LIMITED: CRANE BUILDING, 385 BEAVER HALL SQUARE, MONTREAL 
CRANE-BENNETT, Lro., LONDON 


Removable drain- 
board is also a prac- 
tical, convenient tray 


C! CRANE: PARIS, NANTES, BRUSSELS 


Drainboard of nickel 
silver in place 


above laundry tray 
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Waiting to sing and play for you~ 


Christmas day or any other day 


The great names in music—in all the differ- 
ent kinds of music are found on Victor Records. 
Better music, greater artists—any time! That 
is why “the Victrola is the gift that keeps on 
giving,’ and the new Orthophonic Victrola 
achieves a quality of performance which is 
beyond all comparison. 


There is but one Victrola and that is made by the Victor Company ` 
Look for these Victor trade marks á 


Vi TRADE MARK 1 
Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden.N. J. 


Victor Talking Machine Co. of Canada. Ltd, Montreal 


Canadian price list on request 
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